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BOOK 1 - Manor Wife

A Sissy Age Gap Tale of

Feminization and Obedience


DISCLAIMER:

All the characters involved in this fiction are above the legal age of 18 and the story involves only consenting adults. This story contains the concepts Sissification, Feminization, Gentle Domination, Old/Young Relationship, Swinging, Lingerie Fetish, Group Play, among other kinks & fetishes associated with the ones listed.
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.
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CHAPTER 1: The Ad That Changed Everything

It wasn’t the kind of listing I usually responded to.

No salary. No photos. No name.

Just an old-fashioned ad, buried halfway down a classifieds page, reading: "Live-in male domestic help wanted. Remote estate. Room and board provided. Discretion and willingness to adapt expected."

Most people would scroll past something like that. Honestly, I probably should have. It sounded like the front to a trafficking ring or a horror story waiting to happen. Remote estate? Discretion required? No name? It checked every box for a terrible idea. But I was desperate. And part of me was... curious. Maybe even stupid. But not enough to say no.

After two months of couch surfing, one humiliating eviction, and a string of job interviews where people couldn’t stop staring at my eyeliner or the way I crossed my legs, I stopped pretending I had options. No one said it out loud, but I could feel it—the discomfort, the judgment. The makeup, the soft voice, the tight jeans—I wasn’t what they were looking for. I was too much. Or maybe not enough.

I’d dropped out of college halfway through my second year, originally planning to study graphic design, but it never stuck. Too many people, too much structure I didn’t care about. What I did care about—soft clothes, quiet moments, being looked at like something beautiful—never fit into any degree or career path I’d known. I bounced from café gigs to retail jobs, but nothing ever lasted. Not when customers complained or managers gave me that look.

So I drifted. Room to room. Friend to friend. And now here I was, answering a maybe-kidnapper's ad like it was my last shot at belonging.

This ad didn’t ask for a resume straightaway. But after I replied to the number listed, saying I was interested, they did ask for one, plus a few photos. I hesitated, but I sent them: a clean headshot, a full-body mirror selfie, one in a cute outfit I hoped wasn’t too much. I figured that was the end of it.

Then came the phone call.

A clipped voice—British, maybe—asked me a few questions. Polite on the surface, but there was something... off about the phrasing. "Are you comfortable following detailed routines? Have you ever lived in a highly structured household? How do you feel about traditional roles in domestic settings? Are you comfortable dressing to fit expectations—even if those expectations aren’t exactly conventional?"

It wasn’t what I expected, and it made my pulse spike, but I played along. I answered honestly, or at least as honestly as I could without giving too much away. Toward the end, the voice mentioned the pay—nothing outrageous, but definitely the most I’d ever been offered. A generous quarterly bonus on top of it sealed the deal. And with no rent, no groceries, no expenses while living on the estate, I realized I might actually be able to save something for once in my life. That alone made it hard to say no. I didn't know what else to do.

Then, with no further explanation, the voice simply said, “If you're serious, take the 9:47 AM train from Paddington. Get off at Halberd Crossing. It’s the last stop before the line ends. Bring what you own. We’ll collect you.”

No name. No location. Just the train details.

And that’s how I found myself staring out the window of a nearly empty train as the English countryside rolled by, my duffle bag tucked between my boots and my stomach full of nervous knots. The ticket had drained almost the last of what I had left, and I kept checking my phone, watching my balance drop closer to zero. If this turned out to be a scam, I’d be stranded with nothing. No money, no backup plan—just another mistake I couldn’t afford to make.



The train stopped at a platform that barely qualified as one. There was no terminal, no station name. Just mist, gravel, and the hum of nature.

An expensive black car waited—sleek, glossy, and far too polished for such a forgotten place. It looked like something out of a corporate convoy, or a VIP pickup, not something that should be collecting someone like me.

The older driver said nothing. He opened the door, nodded once, and off we went through narrow winding roads lined with tall hedges and ancient stone fences. The ride was long—easily over an hour—and not a word was spoken the entire time. I caught glimpses of farmland and cottages that seemed pulled from old postcards, the kind of scenery that felt beautiful and haunting all at once. I didn’t know where I was or who I was about to meet—but I couldn’t go back.

The manor came into view like something off the pages of an architectural magazine—elegant, grand, and surprisingly well-kept. Built from pale stone with arched windows, ivy-covered corners, and tall chimneys, it had the timeless look of old money but with none of the gloom I'd been expecting. There was charm to it, a quiet dignity that made it feel like a place that had been waiting for someone, maybe even me.

The estate itself was enormous. Sprawling lawns stretched into the distance, framed by neatly planted cypress trees and narrow gravel paths that disappeared into groves of old oak and sycamore trees. Fountains, a greenhouse, and what looked like a distant guesthouse flickered past the window. This wasn’t just a home. It was a world unto itself, wrapped in nature and walled off from everything else. Secluded, yes—but not in a sinister way. More like a secret kept lovingly for generations.

I adjusted my hoodie and wiped my palms on my jeans as we pulled up. The car door opened. I stepped out.

The front door opened before I even reached it, and out stepped a woman—elegant in that timeless, crisp sort of way. Late forties, maybe, but sharp-eyed and immaculately dressed in a charcoal-gray uniform that looked more custom-tailored than standard issue. Her silver hair was pinned neatly back, and she held a small tablet in one hand, glancing at it before meeting my eyes with a smile that didn’t quite reach hers.

"You must be Dylan," she said, her voice smooth and assured. "Welcome to Hargrave Manor. I’m Mrs. Aldridge—the house butler."

She looked me over once, not in a rude way, more like a checklist was being ticked silently in her head. She didn’t look surprised by what she saw—if anything, she looked pleased.

"You’ll be meeting the Master shortly," she continued. "He prefers to conduct the first conversations personally. But I’m here to ensure you’re... appropriately settled."

Her gaze dropped briefly to my jeans and hoodie, and though she said nothing, I felt my cheeks warm. I wasn’t dressed like someone about to start a proper job. I looked like someone who’d just run from one.

"Come along," she said, already turning. "He’s waiting."

I followed her through the doors and into the manor, where the air shifted—cool and clean and laced with wood polish. The house smelled like money, like discipline, like something I hadn’t earned yet.

And then, as we turned a corridor and approached a room with heavy wooden doors, she gave me a final glance. This one was softer.

"Don’t be nervous, dear. He already knows exactly why you’re here."

She opened the door—and there he was.

A man stood inside. Older—maybe early-60s. Muscular, broad-chested, upright posture. His hair was graying at the temples, and his expression looked carved from stone.

Mrs. Aldridge didn’t say a word. She gave me a small nod, almost motherly, and backed away from the threshold with silent grace. I heard the soft click of the door closing behind me, leaving just the two of us inside.

“Dylan,” the man said.

It wasn’t a question.

“Yes, sir,” I said automatically.

“Follow me.”

Crossing the threshold felt like stepping into a different world. The air was cool and refined, scented faintly with cedar and old polish. Dim wall sconces glowed softly, casting warm pools of light across tall paneled walls and heavy velvet drapes. Everything felt hushed, as if the manor itself demanded quiet. Old portraits lined the halls, their subjects watching in silence, and every footstep disappeared into the thick, plush carpeting underfoot.

He led me down a long hall and stopped in front of a small study.

“Sit,” he said.

I did, clutching my bag. He sat across from me and studied me like I was something under glass.

He sat down slowly behind the desk, his large hands folding together as his eyes studied me in complete silence for a few seconds longer than felt comfortable. I tried not to fidget. I’d already clasped and unclasped my fingers three times. My mouth was dry.

“You responded to the ad,” he finally said, voice low and firm.

I nodded. “Yes, sir.”

His eyes narrowed just slightly, as if watching the way I answered. “You understand this isn’t typical employment.”

I hesitated. “Not exactly. But I’m open to it. I need work, and I… I can clean, follow rules. I cook, too, if needed.”

One of his eyebrows lifted, and he leaned back in the chair, almost amused.

“You’re not here to scrub floors,” he said. “There’s already a staff for that. What I require is something else entirely.”

I swallowed. “Something else?”

He tilted his head just slightly. “Presence, Dylan. Softness. Grace. A kind of… feminine order, this house has been missing for a long time.” He paused, eyes drifting briefly to the window. “My wife passed a couple of years ago. Since then, this place has had structure, but no warmth. It’s time that changed.”

His words hung in the air, heavy and oddly intimate. I felt my cheeks warm, my fingers curling tighter around the strap of my bag in my lap. A small part of me wanted to disappear. A bigger part of me wanted to lean into it.

He watched me closely. “Stand up.”

I rose slowly from the chair, unsure of what came next.

“Turn around.”

I obeyed, cheeks burning, letting him look. I wasn’t wearing anything impressive—just tight jeans and a soft sweater—but suddenly I felt like I was already stripped down to nothing.

He stood as well, circling me like I was a sculpture he was considering for display.

“Have you ever lived with a man before?”

I shook my head, voice barely above a whisper. “Not like that.”

“You wear makeup.”

“Yes.”

“You enjoy pretty things?”

I hesitated for only a second. “Yes.”

His eyes didn’t leave mine. Then, quietly, he said, “My wife kept me satisfied in every way a man could ask for, Dylan. For four decades, she gave me her love, her discipline, her structure—and I never once felt the need to indulge in the parts of myself I kept tucked away.”

He paused, not with sadness, but with something more reflective. “But I’ve mourned her. Two years of silence in this house. Two years without touch, without softness. And now, it’s time for me to embrace what I left buried out of love for her.”

He looked at me like I was already his.

"That’s where you come in," he said, his voice softer now, almost thoughtful.

He stepped back slightly, letting the weight of the moment settle. Then he tilted his head, as if evaluating me all over again.

"You’ve been drifting for a while now. Dropped out of college. Never quite fit into any of your jobs. You like soft things, gentle things. But you’ve never had someone tell you it's okay to want those things, let alone give you structure to live in them. And you have no one—no family offering support, no real friends sticking around. Every time you’ve let someone in, they’ve either used you or left. You don’t talk to your parents anymore. Not really. Not since you started leaning into who you are. And the few people you thought were close? Gone the moment things got hard."

My eyes widened, and for a second, I felt cold.

I hadn’t mentioned any of that during the interview. I hadn’t told him or anyone really about any of this.

He smiled faintly at my expression. "I served in the army. Thirty-six years of it. In Military Intelligence, to be exact. I like to be prepared."

That explained the sharpness in his voice, the way he saw straight through me. I felt stripped bare, but not in a way that made me want to run. More like he’d been waiting for me. Like I’d already been chosen.

He came to a stop directly in front of me. His eyes locked on mine, unwavering.

“If you stay here, you will live by my standards. You will be dressed how I see fit. You will keep to a schedule. You will not touch yourself without permission. You will not speak out of turn. And in return…”

He stepped closer, not touching me, but close enough that I could feel the warmth of his body.

“You will have safety. Structure. Affection. And perhaps, most importantly—belonging.”

My heart was pounding. I didn’t even realize I’d been holding my breath until I let it out in a shaky exhale.

“And if I say no?” I asked quietly.

His tone didn’t change. “You’ll leave the same way you came.”

I thought of the cold train ride back, the half-empty station, my bank balance blinking back at me like a joke. My throat tightened. My fingers had started to tremble, and I quickly laced them together in front of me to steady myself. My body didn’t know if it was fear or excitement. Maybe both. Something about the way he spoke, the certainty in his voice, made it hard to look away. I could feel my pulse between my legs, tight and caged under my jeans, aching in a way I didn’t fully understand. My skin buzzed like a low current was running under it. And still, through all of it, something warm pressed behind my ribs. Like hope, almost. Or the dangerous kind of longing I’d never had the courage to chase.

“I want to stay,” I whispered.

He nodded once. “Then go upstairs. Last door on the right. You’ll find the room ready for you. There’s an en-suite bathroom—fully stocked. Wash the road off yourself, settle in.”

His voice softened just a touch, almost kindly. “Supper will be brought to your room tonight. You’ve had a long day, and I imagine you’ll want some time alone. Your responsibilities begin tomorrow morning.”

He gave me one final, appraising look. “Rest well, Dylan. You're home now.”

I walked up the staircase slowly, my mind still spinning. Every step echoed under my boots, and I clutched the banister a little too tightly. I didn’t want to look nervous, but I felt like my heart was trying to crawl up my throat. The manor was quiet—eerily so—but not in an uncomfortable way. Just... expectant. Like the walls already knew me.

The hallway was long and carpeted, lined with paintings and soft lamps that glowed like candlelight. I passed a large double door, polished and commanding, and something about it made my breath hitch. That had to be the master bedroom at the end of the hallway. I was in the residential wing of the house, not the servants' quarters. This wasn’t staff lodging. That realization hit me harder than I expected.

I stopped in front of the last door on the right. My door.

When I opened it, I expected something simple. Bare. Instead, I stepped into a surprisingly large and warm room. The walls were a creamy white with soft gold trim, and the tall windows overlooked a neatly trimmed private courtyard. The bed was big—bigger than mine had ever been—and dressed in soft linens. A wardrobe stood at one end, a full vanity at the other. A small armchair was nestled in the corner with a folded throw blanket draped neatly over the back.

I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding.

On the bed sat a folded note.

Breakfast is served at 7 sharp. You will present yourself properly. What you need will be provided in the morning.

Next to it: a sleek black box with a satin ribbon.

Inside was a soft pajama set—lightweight, silky, and clearly expensive. A blush-toned cami top with thin straps and matching shorts trimmed with satin piping, delicate and comfortable but unmistakably styled. Not overtly feminine, but definitely the kind of thing you’d see a model wearing during a pillow fight in a glossy magazine centerfold. Casual, flirty, and intentional. At the bottom of the box was a pair of matching slippers, sleek and soft enough to melt into.

My fingertips tingled just touching the fabric.

There was no name on the note.

Just two words:
Outfit for today.

I stood there for a long moment, holding the pajamas in my hands, my thumb slowly brushing over the smooth satin piping. There was something disarming about how casual it looked. Soft, teasing—but not too far yet. Like an invitation rather than a command. Still, it made my stomach flip. Someone had picked this out for me. For tonight. Someone who had seen me, really seen me, and decided this was how I should feel: soft, cared for, and maybe just a little bit on display.

Why had he told me about his wife? About the mourning, the loneliness, the things he buried for decades? Was I supposed to feel special? Or just… designated? Was I filling a role? Or becoming one?

I sat on the edge of the bed, the fabric still clutched in my lap. The idea of slipping into this set made me shiver—but not out of fear. Out of anticipation. Confusion. Longing. All tangled together in a way I couldn’t separate anymore.

Why was he telling me about his wife? About how she had satisfied him for decades? That she gave him love and discipline and structure? I wasn’t sure if it was meant to comfort me or warn me. Or maybe it was his way of saying he hadn’t forgotten how to care for someone—he was just ready to do it differently now.

Was I here to be a companion? A replacement? Something else entirely?

I didn't know. But I knew I was here for a reason. That I had been chosen.

My body was still humming with nerves, the fabric of the pajamas soft against my palms. I tried to imagine myself in them. The way they’d cling. The way they’d feel against freshly cleaned skin.

I needed a moment. Maybe more than that.

I set the box gently on the vanity, kicked off my boots, and crossed to the bathroom door.

I needed to breathe.

A hot shower. That was what I needed. Just a few minutes to wash the road off me and maybe make sense of the quiet ache starting to bloom in my chest.

Tomorrow, everything would change. But for now, I just needed the water—something grounding. I stepped into the en-suite, and it was even more luxurious than I expected. The marble glowed under soft lighting, and a heated towel rack purred quietly by the wall. The shower was walk-in, glass-walled, and already stocked with neatly arranged toiletries that looked far more premium than anything I could've ever afforded.

Shampoo, conditioner, and body wash—each in frosted pink bottles with gold lettering, all floral-scented and unmistakably feminine. A gentle face cleanser that smelled faintly of rosewater. A rich vanilla body lotion with a soft shimmer to it. Even the bath sponge was shaped like a delicate pink flower. But what made me pause was the sleek tube sitting at the far end: hair removal cream. Clearly expensive. Clearly intentional.

I stared at it for a second.

It hadn’t been mentioned. No note. No instruction.

But I didn’t question it.

Of course it was there. Just like the pajamas. Just like the slippers. There was a plan here—not just a job, not just a place. A design. And I was part of it.

I picked up the cream and set it aside without hesitation.

Steam began to roll up from the water as I adjusted the temperature, then stepped under the spray. It hit me like a warm sigh, drawing tension out of my neck, my back, my limbs. I stayed there longer than I meant to, letting it all wash down the drain—the grime, the nerves, the pieces of the old me I wouldn’t be needing anymore.

By the time I reached for the cream and began spreading it across my legs, I wasn’t even thinking. It just felt like the next step. The expected step. My skin was tingling, flushed, and so was my mind. There was clarity in the ritual.

And for the first time in my life, I was starting to get excited about a job.

When I finally turned off the water and stepped out, the fog on the mirror had bloomed into soft clouds. I toweled off slowly, my skin smooth and warm, my body light in a way I wasn’t used to. I looked down and realized I was now completely hairless below my eyebrows. Not that I’d ever had much to begin with, but now there was nothing left—not on my arms, legs, chest, or even the soft trail above my now completely hairless crotch. I should have felt exposed, but all I felt was… ready.

Folded neatly on a bench near the vanity was a short robe—silky, light gray, with a pink trim that matched the slippers. I slipped it on and caught sight of myself in the mirror. Damp, flushed, bare—and yet more put together than I’d ever looked in my life.

I padded barefoot back into the bedroom, the cool floor making me shiver slightly. I laid the robe aside and dressed myself in the pajamas: the cami slid on like a second skin, soft and sensual, and the shorts hugged my hips just enough to make me blush at my reflection.

Once dressed, I wandered the room a bit more, still half-dazed. The wardrobe was large and empty—for now. The vanity had drawers already stocked with a few grooming essentials. A small shelf near the bed held books I didn’t recognize. There was even a little writing desk by the window.

This room was bigger than any place I’d ever called mine before. And somehow, it already felt like it knew me better than anyone ever had.

I curled up in the oversized chair by the window, phone in hand, and searched his name—Mr. Hargrave. Not much came up. A few terse mentions in defense publications. A black-and-white photo from two decades ago standing beside someone in a military uniform. And then a recent estate listing—since taken down—showed a brief glimpse of the property’s history. It confirmed what I’d already suspected: the estate wasn’t some newly acquired mansion. It had been passed down through generations of Hargraves, kept deliberately private and out of the public eye. This place wasn’t just wealthy. It was protected. Intentionally hidden from the world. And now, I was inside it.

By the time the sun had fully dipped beyond the courtyard trees and the golden haze had faded from the walls, a soft knock came at the door.

I stood, heart skipping, and padded over barefoot.

Mrs. Aldridge stood on the other side, holding a silver tray with both hands, steam rising gently from the dishes.

"Good evening, dear," she said with a warm smile. "I trust everything was to your liking so far?"

"Yes, Ma’am," I said softly, suddenly very aware of how I must’ve looked in the blush-toned cami and shorts—soft, delicate, and nothing like the person who’d stepped off that train.

She glanced over me with practiced warmth, her tone gentle but efficient. "Good. You look right at home already. That’s a promising start. The Master values comfort and order in equal measure."

She passed me the tray, and I instinctively adjusted my hands to balance it, the warmth from the porcelain bowls seeping through my palms.

“Supper,” she said with a hint of pride. “Light but nourishing. A nice light meal for you tonight. No starches. Low carb, high fiber, enough protein to keep everything where it should be. It's been curated to suit your upkeep.”

I blinked, nodding again, cheeks coloring. “It smells… wonderful. Thank you.”

Her smile deepened, and for a brief moment, I saw something almost motherly in her eyes. She lingered just a second longer than expected, eyes tracing over me like she was remembering someone else—or maybe measuring how well I was already falling into place.

"You're not the first boy to arrive here looking lost," she said gently, almost to herself. "But you're one of the few I think might actually bloom."

I didn’t quite know how to respond to that, but the warmth in her voice sank into me deeper than the food ever could.

"Enjoy your meal, dear. And rest well tonight. Tomorrow, we begin properly.""

With that, she gave me a gentle nod and turned down the hallway, her footsteps vanishing like mist on carpet.

I closed the door and looked down at the tray. Grilled fish, greens, quinoa, a cup of bone broth, and a glass of cucumber water. Not indulgent. But curated. Like everything else here. Like me.

I settled into the chair with the tray across my lap and ate slowly, savoring the clean, delicate flavors. It was the kind of meal that felt intentional—not just for nutrition, but for shaping something. Like they were already thinking about my body, about what it should become.

After I finished, I placed the tray aside and wandered to the shelf of books. I picked one at random and sank back into bed, flipping through its pages. It was a collection of classic etiquette essays—dry, but strangely calming. I didn’t read long before my eyes grew heavy.

Still, I didn’t sleep right away. I turned off the lamp and pulled the blankets up, the satin of the cami cool against my chest. My legs slid easily over the sheets, hairless and soft. And I felt it then—that low, pulsing heat building in my body, the way the fabric hugged me just right.

I almost let my hand drift lower.

But then the words came back to me. You will not touch yourself without permission.

I hadn't thought much of it when he said it. It felt like part of a list, one rule among many. But now, in the dark, alone, warm and aching—it stood out.

Did he really mean what I wanted to do now?

I let out a slow breath and pulled my hand back.

It wasn't fear. It was obedience. And maybe, just maybe... it was a little thrilling.

My body hummed, restless under the sheets, but I stayed still. The cool satin clung to my freshly smooth skin, the fabric whispering over me with every small shift. I turned onto my side and let my eyes drift shut, willing my mind to quiet down. Outside, the wind stirred through the hedges. Somewhere far off, a branch tapped gently against the glass.

And slowly, the ache softened. My body gave way to the warmth of the bed, and my thoughts dimmed.

I didn’t dream of anything at all.

I just slept.


CHAPTER 2: Signed in Satin

The morning bell chimed at precisely 6:30 AM.

I stirred beneath soft blush sheets, body flushed and aching in the best and worst ways.

A soft knock.

“Come in,” I whispered, voice still sleepy.

Mrs. Aldridge stepped inside, calm as always, holding a folded towel and a small bottle of lotion. Her heels made no sound on the rug as she crossed to the edge of the bed.

“Good morning, dear,” she said gently. “Let’s see how you’re holding up.”

I lay back without needing to be told. She lifted the sheets, exposing my smooth, pale thighs and soft morning need.

“You're adjusting well,” she murmured. “That’s a good sign.”

I didn’t know whether to be proud or ashamed. Maybe both.

She led me quietly to the adjoining bath and ran the water herself, testing it with her fingertips before gesturing for me to step in. I obeyed without a word, letting the warm water envelope me as she rolled up her sleeves.

A moment later, she knelt beside the tub with a small razor and a fresh bottle of rose-scented foam. "Already smooth," she said, almost to herself. "But we like to be certain."

She worked slowly, gliding the blade down each thigh, over my calves, even across my underarms. Her touch was gentle, precise, methodical. It wasn’t sexual, but it was deeply intimate. My heart thudded as I held still for her, every stroke of the razor a quiet reminder that my body no longer belonged just to me.

When she rinsed me off with the handheld sprayer, her voice returned, calm and even. “Today’s important. You’ll be presented formally this morning. The Master has prepared a contract.”

“A contract?” I asked.

“You’ll review it together. Over breakfast,” she said as she helped me step out of the tub with care, holding my arm lightly as I emerged. A thick, warm towel waited for me on the nearby bench. I stood still while she began to pat me dry, slow, thorough, unhurried. The way she treated my body wasn’t like it was hers, but like it was the house’s. The Master’s.

She dabbed at the curve of my hips, then down my thighs. I trembled slightly as she toweled behind me, the fabric brushing between my cheeks with delicate efficiency.

Once she was satisfied, she handed me a second towel for my hair and gave me a final once-over. Then, without a word, she reached for a glass bottle with a pale pink shimmer and poured a generous amount into her palm.

"Stay still," she said softly.

She began at my collarbones, spreading the lotion slowly across my chest and shoulders, down each arm with methodical care. It smelled like sugar and magnolia, sweet and thick in the steamy morning air. Her hands worked in slow, practiced circles, rubbing the product deep into my skin until it caught the light and shimmered faintly in gold.

When she reached my stomach and thighs, I whimpered softly, not from discomfort, but the way her palms slid just above, then around, my slowly hardening cock. She didn’t react, didn’t flinch. She simply coated every inch of me with the same exacting thoroughness, fingertips slick and cool.

“There,” she murmured, wiping her hands on a small cloth. “You've gotta do this every morning and night, it helps in keeping your skin soft and moisturized..."

After a few more moments of the same process, she stepped back, wiped her hands, and walked to the wardrobe. She returned with a pale lavender crop top trimmed in soft lace, matching high-waisted satin shorts, and delicate white ankle socks with tiny pink ribbons.

I swallowed.

“No panties?”

“You won’t need them,” she said simply, laying the clothes across the foot of the bed. "Meet me outside when you're dressed."

Once she left, I rose slowly, every step still tender with morning tension. I ran my fingers across the crop top before lifting it over my head, It was featherlight, the lace trim catching on my skin just enough to tease. As it settled against my chest, it brushed over my nipples like a whisper, and I couldn’t help but gasp softly. The sensation made me feel like I was glowing from the inside out.

The satin shorts were even worse—or better. They glided up my legs with no resistance, like they belonged there. The waistband cinched gently at my hips, accentuating a shape I’d never thought I’d love. I smoothed them down with both palms, feeling the cool fabric against the warmth of my thighs. The absence of panties made everything feel more naked somehow… more exposed.

The socks were last, white, delicate, the tiny pink ribbons brushing my skin with every movement. They completed the look with something close to a whimper.

I stepped slowly toward the full-length mirror, almost unsure of what I’d find. My legs felt like air, skin warm and glowing from the lotion, heart fluttering high in my chest. When I reached the mirror, I stopped and let myself really look.

My blonde hair, longer than short, just brushing my neck, had dried into soft waves around my face. My skin was radiant, kissed with shimmer, and my lips looked naturally plush from the bath. The crop top hugged my chest like a ribbon, teasing the undercurve of my pecs. The satin shorts clung lovingly to my hips, showing off the taper of my waist and the subtle rise of my bulge—visible, but dressed to please. The socks made my calves look slender, trained. Dainty.

I looked like a sissy daydream in motion.

I looked dressed for someone else’s gaze.

And it made my pulse throb.

I didn’t look like a man.

I didn’t look like a woman.

I looked like his.

And I smiled.

Because maybe that’s who I was becoming now.



Mrs. Aldridge walked just behind me as I padded barefoot down the hall in my ankle socks. The morning was quiet. The air was fresh. Sunlight spilled through arched windows and lit my path like a blessing.

When we reached the breakfast room, she nodded to me.

“Curtsy first,” she whispered.

I dropped into a shallow, awkward curtsey. She didn’t correct me, but I saw her note it.

Mr. Hargrave sat alone at the table, coffee in one hand, a leather folder beside his plate. He looked up when I entered, and his eyes scanned my outfit from head to toe, slowly, possessively, like he was confirming the packaging on something he already owned.

“Good morning, Dylan.”

“Good morning, sir,” I replied softly.

I took my place beside him—never across—and he gestured to the folder.

“Today, we formalize things.”

I opened it with trembling fingers.

The contract was twelve pages long, printed on thick, cream paper with a crest I didn't recognize pressed into the top corner. The header read: Domestic Companion Service Agreement – Twelve-Month Term.

The language was precise. Formal. And deeply personal.

It began with a declaration: that for the next year, I would be housed, clothed, and maintained at no cost, in exchange for my full participation in a live-in role designed to reflect traditional domestic and intimate service to the Master of the house—Mr. William Hargrave.

It listed categories:

Conduct: I was to remain soft-spoken, polite, and deferential at all times. I would speak only when addressed, maintain proper posture when standing or seated, and respond to every instruction with either “Yes, sir” or “Understood, sir.”

Obedience: I would follow all directives without hesitation, including dressing, grooming, and intimate access, and willingly submit to correction when required. Safe words were included, but using them came with emotional weight I could already feel between the lines.

Grooming & Attire: Daily shaving or depilation. Twice-daily moisturization with assigned products. Full grooming by 7:30 AM. Attire to be selected by Mrs. Aldridge or the Master, consisting primarily of loungewear, lingerie, and sleepwear tailored to enhance my feminized presentation. No undergarments unless specified.

Chastity & Sexual Availability: Mr. Hargrave would determine when and how I was permitted to touch myself. A custom chastity device would be introduced shortly, to be worn indefinitely unless removed for training or servicing. I would be used intimately at his discretion, without negotiation, though my physical and emotional well-being would be monitored.

Discipline: Failure to meet expectations could result in punishments ranging from spanking, loss of privileges, enforced isolation, or additional service hours in attire meant to reinforce humility.

Duration: One year. With no early termination unless dismissed by the Master himself.

Reading it made my breath hitch. Each line felt like it pressed closer around my throat, my wrists, my thighs, an invisible harness cinching me into the role I’d answered for. Not a helper. Not a houseboy.

A kept thing.

A wife, almost.

I’d known, on some level, what I was walking into yesterday. The outfit left on the bed, the questions at our first meeting—Do you wear makeup? Have you ever lived with a man?—They weren’t subtle. They didn’t need to be. But now, with every word of this contract carved into cream paper and expectation, the shape of my new life was unmistakable swallowed hard and glanced at him.

"Sir…" I shifted in my seat, fingers brushing the edge of the contract. "Does this mean I’ll always have to be… presented? Even when it’s just the two of us?"

He didn’t answer right away. Just looked at me, eyes steady, unreadable. Then, a slow nod. “Especially when it’s just us. That’s when it matters most. You’re not dressing up for show, Dylan. You’re dressing to remind yourself who you belong to.”

My cheeks flushed. I bit my lip.

"And… the cage. The device. When does that… come into play?" I asked. Saying it out loud felt different… like turning fantasy into ink.

I already knew what it was. I’d seen enough porn to recognize the sleek shape and teasing confinement of a chastity device, the way it held, denied, transformed. I used to click away when those videos got too real. But recently—even the night before I answered his ad—I’d started letting them play longer. Watching the boys squirm, ache, submit. Letting the fantasy coil tighter around my chest. I knew what chastity did, how it made a body obedient, needy. I’d imagined what it would feel like to be kept like that. Helpless. Held. Beautiful. Not just wanted, but owned. Cared for, controlled. And now, it wasn’t just a screen fantasy anymore. It was waiting in the folds of a contract, right in front of me.

He stirred his coffee, his movements deliberate. “Soon. Not before I’ve had my fill of you. A man doesn’t lock away a treasure before admiring it.”

I swallowed again. That answer did something to my spine, made my shoulders twitch.

For a moment, I sat suspended in something between awe and disbelief. I’d always thought men like him—men who wanted to keep femboys like me in satin and submission—only existed in fiction. The kind of men in porn you watched with the volume low, or erotica you'd read in the late of a night, one hand buried between your thighs, the other gripping a pillow to muffle your gasps. Men who didn’t just tolerate softness, they demanded it. Who wanted their pretty little things painted, dressed up, used.

And I’d wanted to be that. I'd wanted to be them.

Real life wasn’t supposed to work like that.

But real life, it seemed, was filthier than fiction.

Because here he was—old enough to be my grandfather, with more money than I could even imagine—and he wanted me. Wanted to make me into the fantasy I’d only dared to touch through a screen. I used to edge to videos of boys made over just like how I was right now… glossy, hairless, pampered and panting, their cocks leaking under silk or locked in glittery plastic. I used to whisper to the dark, pretending someone like him would ever notice a little thing like me.

And now he had.

He wanted me perfumed, swollen, trained… turned out like a doll and taken like a whore.

"And if… I get overwhelmed? Or confused?" I asked hesitantly, my voice barely more than a whisper, like I was afraid saying it too clearly might break whatever fragile spell was hanging in the room.

He leaned in a fraction. “Then you come to me. Kneeling. Asking. I don’t break what’s mine. I shape it.”

My fingers grazed the pen, then pulled back slightly. I could feel my cock twitch inside those snug satin shorts: every breath, every heartbeat, rubbing it helplessly against the smooth fabric. It was humiliating. It was perfect.

The signature line stared back at me.

The air around us thickened. He didn’t press. He waited. As if he knew exactly how the weight of this would land.

“I see you weren’t really expecting an employment like this,” he murmured. “You’re not here to dust shelves, sweetheart. You’re here to be adored. To be trained. To be useful in ways you’ve only dreamed of.”

He paused. "The last one who sat where you are tried to play the role without feeling it. Didn’t last a season."

He let that hang for a moment, then added, "But what I’ve learned about you since our first call? You’re not here to pretend. I’ve seen your searches, your posts, and your digital profile. This isn’t new to you—it’s just the first time someone gave you the chance to live it. You’re the kind of boy who dreams of being kept. And I’m the kind of man who collects what others waste. You don’t need to act the part, sweetheart. I'm confident you were made for it."

That hit me deeper than I expected. I wasn't here to play dress-up. Not here to play pretend.

My fingers hovered just above the page.

He wasn’t asking. He was offering.

The pen trembled in my hand.

I signed.

The signature sat there in ink, delicate but final. My hand looked smaller than usual. The paper didn’t shake, but I felt like I did, somewhere inside, quietly unraveling in the most exquisite way. I didn’t feel like I was giving myself away… I felt like I was finally being claimed.

My gaze flicked to the polished silver knife beside my plate, catching the faintest glint of my own reflection: eyes wide, cheeks flushed, chest rising too fast beneath sheer lavender. A trembling little thing, barely holding together.

Hargrave took the folder, closed it gently, and reached under the table.

His fingers found my thigh, warm, steady. He stroked once, slowly, and I gasped just a little, my body reacting before I could catch it. My skin buzzed.

My thighs clenched. I let out a shaky breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding.

His hand didn’t move. It didn’t need to.

“Good girl,” he whispered.

The words hit somewhere low in my stomach, sharp and soft at once. Why did I want to cry? Why did I want to kneel? And more importantly… why did I want to be his? Someone I’d only just met yesterday.

From the corner of the room, I saw Mrs. Aldridge still standing silently by the doorway, hands folded, gaze unreadable.

She gave me a small, almost imperceptible nod.

A seal of approval before she exited the room quietly.

A few minutes later, she returned with a small plate of toast and set it in front of me with quiet precision. She didn’t speak, but as she moved away, her fingers briefly brushed my shoulder. Light. Reassuring. Like she was marking me in her own quiet way before vanishing again.

We ate in silence.

Mr. Hargrave didn’t remove his hand from my thigh… not once. It rested there like it belonged, like I belonged, and every now and then his fingers would shift slightly. Not to grope. Just to remind.

I reached for the toast with trembling fingers; not from hunger, but something deeper. My body was learning its place. Every movement felt like a performance now, delicate and deliberate.

I kept my eyes down as I nibbled at the edge of my toast. But even with the food on my tongue, all I could focus on was the unbearable pressure building between my legs.

The soft satin of the lavender shorts clung too perfectly. I could feel myself twitching hard under the table, helplessly, shamelessly. The fabric offered no forgiveness. Just smooth friction and warmth.

I felt it happen… the inevitable wet patch blooming, delicate and obvious over the front of my shorts. My thighs continued clenching instinctively. My face burned.

Mr. Hargrave glanced down. He saw it. Of course he did.

But he didn’t say a word.

He simply smiled.

And went on calmly eating his eggs.

I sat there—trembling, throbbing, leaking—unable to do anything but take it. Because this is what I’d signed up for. What I’d agreed to. What I’d been dreaming about without even knowing.

To sit pretty. To ache. To belong.

And to be noticed exactly like this.

I was still sitting there, thighs sticky against the satin seat of the dining chair, when Mr. Hargrave rose slowly, dabbed his mouth with a napkin, and gave me that same unreadable smile.

“I’ll be occupied the rest of the day,” he murmured, voice low and final. “Calls. Some estate matters. But Mrs. Aldridge will look after you. And you’ll be getting a few… additions to your life here.”

His hand slipped one last time to my thigh, just a warm, anchoring squeeze, and then he stood, buttoned his jacket, and walked off without another word, leaving me seated, trembling and hard, leaking against my shorts, every nerve ending alive and aching.

Mrs. Aldridge appeared just as Mr. Hargrave disappeared down the hall, his presence still heavy in the room. She stepped beside me quietly and extended a hand, her palm warm and firm.

"Come now, sweetheart," she said gently, guiding me to stand. My legs wobbled, satin clinging to my damp thighs as I rose, breath catching in my throat.

Her hand never left the small of my back as she led me through the quiet corridor. I didn’t dare speak, still flushed and aching from breakfast. All I could do was follow, dizzy in my own body, until we returned to my room.

That’s when I heard the first muted thumps from the back of the manor.

The packages started arriving.

Boxes… dozens of them, were wheeled in silently through the back hallway. I heard the rustling first, then the soft thud of parcels being stacked. And for the first time, I saw other staff of the Manor.

Three women in traditional conservative maid uniforms, poised, composed, discreet, appeared like shadows, efficiently handling the deliveries. They didn’t speak. They didn’t glance at me. Their eyes stayed respectfully averted.

But I could feel their presence like heat on my skin.

I was still in the lavender crop top and satin shorts. No panties. No bra. Nothing hiding the obvious damp patch pressed against the clingy fabric of my thighs. I stood to the side, half behind the doorframe, heart pounding like I was naked.

I wasn’t invisible here. I was exposed.

Each time a box passed near me, I flinched inwardly, painfully aware of how soft and slick my inner thighs felt. Of how stiff my cock was in the satin, trapped in its own wetness. Of how I looked.

They brought everything into my room. Neatly. Silently. As if they'd been instructed not to speak in my presence.

And then they were gone.

Vanished like ghosts.

Only Mrs. Aldridge remained. She stepped inside behind the last stack, closed the door gently, and turned to me.

“Let’s begin,” she said with a knowing smile, already reaching for a small knife to slice through the first tape seal.

The first box was lingerie.

Rows of panties… satiny, lacy, strappy, sheer. Panties with frills. Panties with cutouts. Panties with little bells. Some barely strings, some made of mesh so fine it shimmered like dew. Bralettes too, dainty and soft, meant more for show than support.

The next held bodysuits.

Soft pastels. Blush pinks. Thigh-high cuts and plunging backs. One was nearly transparent with floral embroidery over the nipples. Another was latex, pale lavender, tight enough to seal me in like a second skin.

Then came skirts - tiny flared ones, pleated schoolgirl styles, short enough to flash any movement. Cropped tops to match, little heart-shaped cutouts, and bow-tied fronts. Silk robes, fur-trimmed cardigans, and day-dresses that looked like doll clothes for someone bad.

Loungewear followed.

Velvety rompers in pastel blue. Off-shoulder knits in ivory. High-waisted flared pajama pants in glossy satin with drawstring bows. Everything tailored for me, too soft, too clingy, too feminine to hide in.

Stockings. Gloves. Garter belts followed.

I blushed harder when I saw a shelf of plugs and dildos nestled in a discreet velvet-lined tray near the bottom of one box, tagged like accessories.

Then came the shoes.

Delicate heeled slippers. Ballet flats with ankle ribbons. Clear plastic platform slides. Even indoor stilettos with fur puff tops—pure sissy fantasy.

And last—a case of wigs, hair accessories, and a full makeup vanity kit.

I felt faint.

Every box she opened peeled away another layer of who I’d been. Every ribbon, every pearl clip, every frilly hem was another step away from boyhood. And I couldn’t stop thinking about the cost. Each piece looked expensive, designer, custom-fit, indulgent in ways I'd never dared imagine. My fingers itched to touch them all. Were they really mine? Mine to wear? To be seen in? I pictured myself in each outfit… bent over in the sheer mesh bodysuit, kneeling in the fur-trimmed robe, giggling under a cropped tee with a bell on my neck. What would I look like? What would I feel like? Would he take me right there, right then, just for looking the way he wanted me to? The idea made my cock twitch in the damp satin, aching all over again.

Time had passed. The hush of the manor deepened, the soft ticking of a distant clock growing louder in the absence of movement. I was still dazed, standing amidst ribbons and lace, when Mrs. Aldridge gently closed the final drawer of my now-filled walk-in closet.

“Lunch will be brought to your room in a minute now,” she said gently. “You must be hungry already.” She reached up to brush a loose strand of hair from my face, her touch light but firm. “You’ll eat, then we begin your first internal routine.”

I nodded dumbly.

Lunch came in a silver cloche delivered by one of the staff from earlier—the same reserved maid who hadn’t looked at me once. She placed the tray gently on the table, eyes downcast, and left without a word. Under the dome: grilled salmon, quinoa, half an avocado, and a glass of water with a lemon slice. No sauces. No salt. Every bite felt like a cleansing act, as if my very insides were being rewritten. As if eating this way—pure, untouched—was part of the training too.

As I slowly finished my last bite, the room still hushed around me, I noticed Mrs. Aldridge had stepped away mid-meal. The soft sound of running water and the faint clink of glass came from the ensuite. I sat still, unsure, as the minutes passed, the rhythm of my own breathing the only sound that filled the quiet. When she returned, calm as ever, she took the tray and gestured. “Clothes off, darling.”

I hesitated, fingers lingering on the hem of my crop top, then slowly pulled it over my head. It slipped off like silk, my nipples stiffening immediately in the open air. I caught the way she watched—not with hunger, but with the precision of someone performing a duty. It felt clinical, almost.

The shorts clung to me like a second skin, damp with my mess. I reached for the waistband, cheeks flushing hot as I peeled them down, my cock outlined obscenely against the satin. The fabric resisted, tugging at my thighs before slipping free.

I whimpered, not just from the exposure, but from the quiet ritual of it all. I felt like a patient. A doll. A sissy being readied for something important. And I was rock hard—standing there, flushed and trembling, the head of my cock twitching with need. I still wasn’t used to being seen like this, so bare, so perverted, so obviously aroused. And Mrs. Aldridge? Had no reaction; she was just doing her job.

She watched with no judgment, just professional calm.

“Follow me,” she said

We walked to the bathroom, and I was led to a bench beside the tub. A soft mat waited on the floor, and beside it stood a small enema kit already prepared.

I tensed.

“It’s necessary,” she said, her tone cool and practiced. “Two times, every day. And you’ll hold each as long as you can manage. It’ll feel odd now, but you’ll thank me later.”

She lubed the nozzle gently and tapped my hip. “Over. Elbows down.”

I bent. Trembling.

The first insertion was cold. Humbling. The warm water filled me with slow, controlled pressure next. I squirmed as she whispered, “Hold.”

My insides stretched. I gasped.

It wasn’t painful, but it wasn’t gentle. It was… exacting. I bit my lip as my hole clenched, body twitching.

“Two minutes.”

I whimpered.

She stroked my lower back. “Good girl.”

The release was even more humiliating. Three times, I was filled and emptied like a thing. A vessel.

Each time, I had to clench tight, cheeks burning, and walk across the bathroom to the closet toilet to let the water out. The first release was messy, sloshing out in pulses. The second, clearer but still thick with discomfort. And the third, finally, ran clean. Water smooth and pure as it exited me. I flushed, breathless, shaky.

By the end of it all, I felt lightheaded. Hollow. Perfectly prepared.

“Now,” she said, unwrapping a sleek, blush-colored training plug from a velvet pouch. “Your first.”

I blinked at it.

It was small, teardrop-shaped, with a slender neck and a soft silicone base shaped like a heart.

She raised a bottle of lube next, and with unhurried grace, squeezed a glossy stream of clear lube over the plug, spreading it with her fingers until it gleamed, slick and expectant. I watched, frozen, breath caught in my throat. She crouched down behind me.

I understood what to do even without any instructions. I bent again, cheeks burning, whimpering quietly as the cool, slippery tip pressed to my hole.

It was intimate in a way that no touch had ever been. Not hungry, not rushed, just controlled. Meant.

I braced against the bench, every muscle tight, then loosened with a breath just as the tip gave way and slipped inside me with a soft, filthy glide.

"Ah—"

It filled me in a slow bloom, spreading warmth through my belly. I gasped as the plug seated in fully with a wet pop, the heart-shaped base kissing my skin.

My cock twitched, straining painfully hard. I was plugged. Really, truly plugged.

And I could feel every second of it. Every twitch. Every breath. It nestled deep, nudging something inside me that pulsed with heat. I couldn’t forget it. I didn’t want to.

I whimpered, shifting my hips, and the sensation made me clench again.

It felt obscene. And perfect.

She helped me stand, legs wobbling. “Let’s dress you for the afternoon.”

From the new wardrobe, she chose a butter-yellow off-shoulder bow romper with white trim and puffed sleeves. A satin thong in blush pink came first, cool and slick against my skin, its delicate band nestled snugly between my cheeks, cradling my still-hard four-inch cock and framing the base of the plug in the most humiliating, thrilling way. I wasn’t used to the sight of myself like this, not really… but the way the thong cupped me, the way it left me on display, I couldn’t deny how right it all felt. Like I was being claimed in silk and shame. I couldn’t stop picturing how I looked from behind. The plug pressed deeper as I moved, a pulsing reminder with every step, every breath. The romper clung to my hips, hugging every curve that felt freshly carved by submission. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, the fabric bouncing lightly at the hem, and I almost whimpered. I looked… like a doll. A slutty, precious doll.

Flat white shoes with bows completed my outfit. She added a yellow ribbon to my hair.

“You’re presentable!” she smiled almost maternally.

I followed her out to the garden path, blinking in the bright sun. The air smelled like rosemary and honeysuckle, the path underfoot crunching gently with every step. Hedges stood sculpted like artwork, framing little nooks with stone benches nestled in dappled shade. Lavender bushes buzzed faintly with bees. And just beyond the southern hedgerow, I spotted it: a sprawling glass house, glittering like a jewel in the daylight. Its panes curved and arched, catching the sun like a cathedral of petals and warmth. Inside, I glimpsed vines and ferns, exotic blooms and delicate hanging baskets. It looked like a greenhouse made for daydreams. My heart fluttered. All of this, mine to wander, mine to be seen in.

We walked slowly. I felt the plug every step of the way.

From a second-story window in the manor, I felt him watching.

I looked up once.

And I saw him. Hargrave. Standing in his study, holding a glass. Eyes on me.

He didn’t wave.

He didn’t smile.

He just watched.

Like I was his.

Like he was memorizing what he owned.

The estate was sprawling… acres of meticulously maintained grounds that seemed to stretch endlessly in every direction. Sculpted hedges bordered long gravel paths, and far in the distance, a cluster of gardeners moved about silently, tending to rose beds and orchard trees. I caught sight of two more women in uniform watering potted plants near a low stone fountain.

It made me suddenly, acutely aware of myself, how I must look in the romper, thighs bare, nipples stiff under the off-shoulder fabric, my cock still pressing insistently against the satin thong beneath. I hadn’t softened. Not really. The plug shifted inside me every step I took, keeping me warm and open, never letting me forget I was being reshaped.

Mrs. Aldridge didn’t seem to notice; or if she did, she didn’t care. She walked at an even pace beside me, describing the origin of the climbing jasmine along the trellises, the seasonal schedule for the herb gardens, even the imported bonsai collection near the southern path. Her voice was calm, clipped, and matter-of-fact, an elegant contrast to the heat coiling inside me.

I walked like I was in a dream. Like I was someone’s prized pet on parade. We stayed outside till the sky began to glow peach before returning back inside the manor.

Dinner was delivered back to my room: grilled chicken, asparagus, fruit slices, and tea.

After Mrs. Aldridge returned and walked into my closet, heels quiet against the plush carpet, and picked out something new with a practiced flick of her wrist.

“Time to change you for sleep,” she said, her voice soft but unmistakably in command. She held up a sheer pale pink nightie; spaghetti straps, lace cups, something that looked like it belonged to a doll in heat. “And this—”

She unwrapped a slightly larger plug, lilac and gently curved, its shape suggestive and deliberate, promising to kiss me deeper where it counted.

“It’s softer. You’ll sleep in it.”

I swallowed hard. My body was already reacting, the satin thong I’d worn all day stretched tight over my aching cock, the head pressing against the damp fabric with helpless urgency. I tried to hide it, to will it down, but she didn’t even blink.

I reached for the hem of my romper. My fingers trembled. "Mrs. Aldridge?" I asked, hesitating, voice thin. "Do I really have to be plugged while sleeping?"

She turned back with a faint smile, calm as ever. "Sleep is when the mind wanders, sweetheart. The plug helps it remember where you belong, even in dreams. It’s not about need. It’s about consistency. And obedience. That’s how habits form."

I nodded at her softly, unable to say anything else, letting the moment stretch in silence. And just like that, I was undressing again, more willingly this time, but still burning, still embarrassed by the obscene way I was standing there, bare and hard, with no way to pretend this wasn’t exactly what I needed.

Mrs. Aldridge moved with quiet certainty, reaching for the lilac plug and coating it slowly in a generous layer of lube right in front of me, her fingers slick and deliberate as she worked the glossy substance over every curve. I bent without needing to be told, presenting for her like a good little pet. I swallowed hard, watching her kneel behind me once again, heart pounding as she reached for the one still nestled in me. With a smooth, practiced motion, she tugged the smaller plug free.

I moaned—loud, involuntary—as it slipped out, leaving me clenching and aching. I felt empty. Bare. Like something essential had been taken from me.

"Not for long, darling," she murmured with a faint smile, sensing everything.

The new plug touched my entrance, warm and soft, but broader than the last. The stretch was slower, more insistent, prying me open with a teasing fullness. I whimpered as it slid deeper… inch by inch, until I gasped, eyes fluttering, when the curved base seated snugly against me.

This one filled me wider, but its gentle material made it feel like a pillow pressed inside me. Still, I could feel it deeper than before, my walls fluttering helplessly around its shape.

I was plugged again. Plugged differently. Softer. Deeper.

And I didn’t want it any other way.

“Good girl.”

The nightie clung like a kiss, sheer and clingy, its lace cups caressing my chest with every breath. The fabric was so light it felt like I was wearing nothing at all, just air and intention, my nipples poking through the delicate lace, hard and sensitive. Mrs. Aldridge helped ease the nightie down over my frame, letting the hem flutter just below my cheeks. I shivered as the satin ribbon straps settled on my shoulders, a soft contrast to the deeper, fuller presence nestled between them. I looked down and gasped slightly at the mirror's reflection, the slight sway of the lace over my hips, the glint of the plug's base peeking beneath, and the hard, needy bulge barely concealed beneath the fresh pair of matching lacy satin panties. I looked like a bedtime treat. A doll meant for display and discipline.

Mrs. Aldridge sat beside the bed for a moment, reaching into the bedside drawer and retrieving a wet wipes box and a small glass bottle. She unscrewed the cap, poured a bit of remover onto the tissue, and began gently wiping away the makeup from my face. The motions were slow, each swipe peeling away a layer of paint until I was bare again, raw and flushed in the soft light.

Once done, she brushed my hair out with her fingers, tucking loose strands behind my ears. Her hand lingered briefly on my cheek.

"There now," she whispered. "All ready for bed."

She eased the sheets up around me, smoothing the nightie down as it rode up my thighs, then adjusted my pillow. I felt cocooned.

She leaned in close, the scent of lavender and faint powder on her skin, and whispered right at my ear, "Good night, sweetheart. Sweet dreams."

The lights dimmed with a soft click.

And then she was gone.

I lay there, plugged deep and full, the soft weight of the nightie grazing my nipples, the lace whispering with every breath. My cock throbbed gently against the air, still caged in lace, denied and desperate. My gaze drifted to the small porcelain rabbit figurine on the nightstand, a silly trinket from my childhood I’d packed on impulse. It had belonged to my mother once, the last gift she gave me before she stopped speaking to me altogether. I hadn’t thought about it in days, but now, under this lace and discipline, it stood out like a relic from another life.

I let my fingers skim up my chest, teasing the sensitive tips through the thin cups, gasping softly at the electric pulse it sent down to my aching cock. The urge to stroke, to touch, to give in was overwhelming… but I stopped myself. I couldn’t. Not now. Not without permission. I whimpered quietly, letting my hands fall back to my sides, heart pounding as I clenched around the plug, aching and obedient.

And then, I don't know when I finally slept. I dreamed of the boy I used to be in it.

Lonely. Blank. Waiting. A boy no one called home. Not since coming out. Not since the long silence that followed when the phone stopped ringing and the birthdays came without candles.

A boy who looked at mirrors and saw nothing. Who didn’t understand why he was always half-hard and half-lost, who wore secondhand jeans and kept secrets in his pillowcase. Who wanted to feel special but only felt strange. A boy who never imagined he’d end up here, so far from where he started, and yet somehow closer to the truth.

And in that dream… I turned.

And saw her—me now—standing in front of the mirror, dressed in lace and ribbons, cheeks flushed, chest rising and falling in shallow, wanton breaths. The plug inside me glowed with a warmth I could feel even in the dream, spreading through my thighs, my belly, my chest. I cupped my own breasts, soft and full in the dream, and whimpered as I pinched my nipples, sending jolts of heat straight to my cock.

I touched the satin between my legs, the fabric soaked, clinging to the shape of my aching little cock as it throbbed and pulsed helplessly. I didn’t even need to stroke, I just stood there, feeling, watching, moaning softly as the pleasure built and built without touch. A whisper then curled around me there: Would he come tonight? Would I be taken like this? The question pulsed in time with my heartbeat, echoing like a prayer inside the dream’s heat.

And when I finally came, without fingers, without friction, my legs buckled. A wet sissygasm that left my dream self gasping, thighs trembling, cum soaking through the lace as I panted and clenched around the plug.

I smiled in that dream.

Blushing and beautiful.

Plugged.

Glowing.

Ready to serve.

***
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CHAPTER 1

I woke up clenching around the plug. Not out of fear—just instinct. Something warm was slick between my thighs, wetting the sheets beneath me. The blush nightie clung to my body, the lace cups twisted slightly, straps half-slid off my shoulders, and I didn’t have to move to know I’d made a mess in my sleep.

It was thick between my legs. My thighs felt glued together, the cotton-blend sheet underneath soaked through in a wet patch that spread wider as I shifted slightly. I whimpered—softly—feeling the plug shift deep inside me as my hips rolled without thinking. My cock was hard again, impossibly so, twitching faintly against the inside of the nightie, slicked in my own mess. I squirmed.

The satin stuck to my skin in the worst and best places. My nipples felt sensitive under the lace, the sheer fabric brushing them with every breath I took. My body was humming, raw and warm and so aware of itself that I could barely breathe without feeling it somewhere low in my belly.

I wanted to touch. Just once. Just enough to ease the ache.

But I didn’t. I didn’t even reach for it.

My first thought should’ve been shame. But it wasn’t. Not really. I laid there for a few seconds longer, flushed and breathless, slowly blinking against the morning light slipping through the sheer curtains. The ache hadn’t stopped. My cock ached, twitching freely under the nightie, still half-leaking even without friction. And still, I kept my hands above the blanket.

I’d dreamt of him. Of kneeling in the greenhouse, arms behind my back, plug shifting as I rocked forward for approval. Of Mr. Hargrave calling me his. Not out loud—but in the way he looked at me, like I was property finally put to good use. There’d been no climax in the dream. Just tension. Control. Belonging.

And yet I’d clearly leaked enough to ruin the sheets.

A soft knock broke the quiet. I scrambled upright, smoothing the hem of my nightie and tucking the sheets up, even though it was already too late.

Mrs. Aldridge entered gracefully, her heels whispering across the rug, carrying a folded towel over one arm and a glass bottle of something pale and pink in the other. She was statuesque—tall, composed, with curves she wore like armor. Her ash-blonde hair was pinned into a sleek bun, not a strand out of place. Sharp cheekbones framed a face that rarely smiled, and when it did, it felt earned. She wore a fitted black pencil dress that clung to her hips, the high collar slightly undone to reveal a glimpse of pale collarbone. Her presence always made me sit straighter—there was something effortlessly dominant in the way she moved, like she didn’t walk so much as glide. She glanced once at the sheets, then at me, and the corner of her full lips lifted slightly.

Her eyes twitched at the corner, not quite a smile. "You're sticky. Good. That means it’s starting to take."

I swallowed hard. "I—I didn’t touch myself, I swear."

"Of course you didn’t," she said, calm and clinical. "It wouldn’t have really mattered even if you had. But this way? This is better. That was your body asking for permission in its own way."

My face burned as she pulled the covers down, exposing the evidence. She didn’t flinch. Instead, she stepped closer, her eyes scanning the mess between my thighs with cool precision. She reached into her apron pocket and slid on a pair of latex gloves, snapping them into place with a sound that made my cock twitch again.

"Messy already and we haven’t even started the day," she murmured, more amused than scolding.

She leaned in and gently parted my thighs, tilting her head slightly as she inspected me. Her fingers moved with unhurried confidence, wiping a droplet of cum that had gathered near the base of the plug with a small linen cloth. She lifted my shaft with two long fingers, not delicately, but like she was checking a specimen. Her touch was firm, methodical.

"Still hard," she said. "That’s good. We want that pressure. It softens everything else."

She let go, wiped her fingers clean on the cloth, with practiced elegance. The shine between my legs made me want to hide, but she looked almost pleased.

She tapped the towel against my thigh, then spoke in that even, instructive voice. "Take the nightie off, sweetheart. And the panties too—if you're even still pretending to wear them."

My breath hitched. I reached for the hem, slowly peeling the satin nightie up over my chest. It clung for a moment, then slipped free, baring my flushed skin to the morning air. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of the damp lace and eased them down, stepping out delicately. The plug inside me shifted again. I let out a soft gasp as the cool air hit everything at once.

"Now turn around," she said. "Present for lotion. Back arched. Legs slightly parted."

I obeyed without a word, arms relaxed at my sides, flushed from head to toe. I felt her eyes move over me as if they were hands.

"Good," she said. "That’s how a sissy stands for her morning shine."

She uncapped the bottle of lotion next, pouring a generous amount into her palm. The rich scent of vanilla and amber curled through the air as she warmed it between her hands. Then she touched me again, beginning at my shoulders, thumbs pressing in small circles, kneading tension I didn't know I held.

Her hands traveled slowly down my chest, the lotion spreading like molten silk. When she reached my nipples, her fingers moved in deliberate, teasing spirals. The buds stiffened instantly under her touch. I let out a breathless sound before I could stop myself.

"Quiet," she murmured, without breaking rhythm. "Pretty things don’t whimper unless they’re told to."

She continued downward, palms sweeping over my belly, her strokes smooth and coaxing. She worked lower—to my hips, my thighs, the insides especially. I trembled. Not just from how it felt, but from how deeply she seemed to know what my body was becoming.

The lotion left my skin radiant, softly gleaming in the light. My whole body tingled, sensitive to the air, to movement, to her gaze. I felt like a doll being polished—not just cleaned, but cherished.

"We’ll freshen you up, then start your new walk."

"Walk?"

She moved to the wardrobe and returned with two small items laid out delicately on her palm: a pearl anklet, each bead luminous and smooth, with a rose-gold charm shaped like a script W.H.; and a pair of kitten heels in soft pink and fur, leather bows resting on the toe like little smug secrets.

"Presentation matters, darling. And grace begins with balance."

The enema was familiar by now. So was the ritual. But something about this morning made it feel heavier. The way she parted my cheeks. The way the nozzle slid in and the water filled me slowly, teasingly. She held my hand the whole time.

"You hold longer each day," she murmured. "That’s a good wife’s body taking shape."

When it was over, she dried me with the towel she'd brought, patting each limb like it was something precious, then moved on to more lotion. This was different—being a girl meant utmost skincare, I guess, The scent was new—vanilla and amber. She poured it generously into her hands and began at my shoulders, rubbing deep, then smoothing it down over my chest, my arms, my belly, my thighs. She didn’t rush. She never did.

When she reached my calves, she paused to clasp the anklet in place. I watched her hands move—steady, precise—as she looped the pearls around my ankle. The charm rested just above my foot, cool against my skin.

I gasped, softly. It was such a small thing, but it made something inside me tighten.

My name wasn’t engraved, but his was. That told me everything.

She reached down to clasp it with the same care she'd use for jewelry on a favored doll—precise, elegant. I stood still as her fingers moved around my ankle, adjusting the fit until the charm rested just right.

She took her time. Smoothed the chain into place. Let her fingers graze the top of my foot longer than necessary. I bit the inside of my cheek, forcing myself not to squirm.

Then she rose, brushing off her skirt before walking over to the wardrobe. She retrieved a hanger wrapped in pink tissue and turned toward me with a knowing look.

"This will do for today," she said, unwrapping the garment with a flick of her wrist.

It was barely there: a cropped, blush satin camisole that hugged the chest and tied in the back with long ribbons, paired with a matching micro-skirt—thin, sheer, and pleated, with lace hems that would barely cover my ass even when standing still. There was no bra. No panties.

She held it out toward me with an arched brow. "Put it on. Quickly."

I obeyed. Like a good wife.

When I turned back around, the fabric clinging scandalously to my body, nipples poking through the satin, she gave me a long once-over.

"Good instinct," she murmured, voice warm but composed. "You’re learning."

I didn’t know if she meant physically, symbolically, or both. But the word made my chest flutter.

The heels came next. I slipped into them carefully, adjusting the bows. The moment I stood, I felt it: the strain in my calves, the shift in my balance, the way the plug inside me responded to the posture.

"Let’s see how well you carry yourself, Miss."

We stepped out into the corridor. Morning light filtered through the tall windows, casting a blush-gold sheen over the carpet. No staff in sight. Just us and the long hall.

Mrs. Aldridge pointed to one end. "To the greenhouse doors and back. Quiet feet. Chin up. Keep the bell still."

There was no bell on me—yet. But I understood the warning.

The first few steps were shaky. The heels forced me to walk with a deliberate sway, hips shifting with each motion, and the plug responded with every subtle tilt of my pelvis. I could feel it slide deeper, then tug back—never painful, but impossibly present. Each step was a reminder.

The carpet muffled the sound, but the sharp tap of the heel still echoed slightly. I tried to keep my chin up, arms soft at my sides, but every clench of my thighs made the plug twitch and tease, like it knew exactly how to keep me off balance.

Halfway down the hall, I misstepped—just slightly—and wobbled. Mrs. Aldridge's voice rang out behind me, calm and firm.

"Again. Slower this time. To walk pretty is to walk obedient."

I started over, this time focusing on every muscle: the lift of my toes, the pull at the arch, the way the heel made me point like a doll on parade. With each step, the plug inside me glided against my sweet spot and teased it open more. I gasped once—barely audible—when a particularly deep clench made it press too perfectly.

A fresh trickle of slick leaked from my tip, rolling warm down my thigh. I prayed Aldridge didn’t notice. But I knew she did.

"Let them see you struggle," she said behind me, her voice silk-wrapped steel. "Every slip makes you sweeter."

By the time I reached the end of the hall, I wasn’t just walking—I was presenting. And leaking. And loving it.

A man couldn’t walk like this.

But I wasn’t here to be a man.

I was halfway down the hall when I heard it: the quiet sound of a door opening somewhere behind me. I didn’t dare look.

I made it to the far wall. Turned. Walked back.

Mr. Hargrave stood at the end of the hallway. The light from a side window kissed his shoulder, making his form appear almost sculptural—broad frame, military stillness, eyes locked on me. He didn’t speak. He didn’t have to.

His gaze pinned me in place. It wasn’t curiosity—it was ownership. I felt it crawl over my skin like heat, like pressure. I swore I could feel it push into the base of the plug, intensifying every pulse.

I imagined what he saw: my hips swaying with each step, the sheen of lotion catching the light across my thighs, the slight tremble in my legs from the heels. I imagined kneeling right there at his feet, forehead touching the floor, offering myself wordlessly.

The longer he watched, the more my cock twitched—free, slick, helpless. I clamped down on the need to reach for it, the need to rub it against the satin hem. I blinked fast and tried not to leak.

He didn’t flinch. He just watched.

I nearly stumbled. But I didn’t. I held my head high. I kept walking. I felt every inch of my thighs, the slide of skin against satin, the soft clack of heel on the floor.

When I reached him, I stopped and lowered my eyes. Heart thundering.

Silence.

And in that silence, something clicked. This wasn’t just a routine anymore—it was becoming instinct. The plug, the heels, the inspection, the praise… I didn’t just want it now. I craved it. I needed it like air.

Then: a low, satisfied murmur.

"You’re starting to bloom."

The words settled into my skin like heat. He stepped closer—silent, steady—and his hand came up to cup my chin. His thumb brushed softly over my lower lip, then traced down to the pearl anklet around my ankle.

He crouched, fingers adjusting the charm until it laid just right, then rose to inspect the bows on my kitten heels.

"There’s no shame in showing off when you’re dressed for me," he murmured.

I shivered. Every part of me felt seen. I smiled. Just a little. Enough that I knew he saw it—and approved.

Breakfast was silent, structured, and careful—just as it had been the day before. Except this time, something felt different. Something in the air between us. I was still glowing from the hallway—the way he touched my ankle, the way he adjusted my bows. The words were still warm on my skin.

You’re starting to bloom.

A pressed napkin folded across my lap. My back straight, hands still unless used for holding the tiny gold-rimmed fork or sipping the cucumber-infused water. I was seated beside Mr. Hargrave again, not across. Always beside. Always placed.

The meal itself had been light but deliberate: a boiled egg sliced into quarters, a bed of microgreens drizzled in something citrusy and thin, a piece of poached white fish the size of my palm, and a quartered fig, sweet and sticky. I wasn’t allowed to season anything. Not that I would’ve dared ask.

Mrs. Aldridge had stood behind me during most of it, correcting my wrist angle, brushing a strand of hair back from my forehead, whispering, "Small bites. Chew fully. Keep your knees from drifting."

By the time I was dismissed, I was flushed, my belly warm and faintly satisfied—not full, never full—but kept. And my thighs still trembled from being so close to him. Hargrave hadn’t touched me once. Just placed his hand on my lower back as I stood up. That was enough.

When I returned to my room, the bed was already made and my nightwear was gone. In its place sat a small blush box on the vanity. Tied with a thin gold ribbon. A folded note sat beside it, written in Aldridge’s elegant, curling script.

For posture control.

I untied the ribbon and lifted the lid.

Inside: a plug, a little larger than yesterday’s. Its base flared outward in a soft heart shape, trimmed in gold. But what caught my eye—what made my thighs tense involuntarily—was the tiny bell attached to the end. A real bell. Delicate, rose-gold in tone. And completely functional.

I picked it up and it chimed with the faintest shake.

The sound was soft, feminine, even. Like a kitten’s collar.

There was no instruction card. No directions. But I knew exactly where it was meant to go.

When I turned, Mrs. Aldridge was already stepping inside the room.

"Lubricant is on the counter," she said plainly. "I’ll supervise insertion."

My mouth went dry.

She closed the door behind her and leaned against the frame, watching. Waiting.

I moved slowly. Picked up the bottle. Poured a generous dollop into my palm and slicked the plug thoroughly, fingers trembling. My heart pounded. It was humiliating—being watched like this. But it was also something more. I wanted her to see me obey.

I turned toward the vanity mirror, catching my reflection—flushed cheeks, parted lips, thighs already trembling with anticipation. I spread my legs slowly, letting the light hit just right as I reached back and spread my cheeks with one hand. My face burned as I stared at my own exposed hole in the mirror, glistening under the overhead light.

Would Mr. Hargrave hear it later? Would he recognize my steps by sound alone?

The thought made my cock twitch and leak, a single drop tracing down my inner thigh.

I heard her inhale, subtle but present.

The tip pressed against me easily—I was already so soft and open from the previous day. But this one was heavier. Fuller. The plug spread me wider as it pushed in, the girth forcing my hole to breathe around it, making my thighs tremble with the effort of staying still.

It felt like being gently pried open and held that way, no matter how much I clenched. A thick stretch that didn’t burn—but settled deep, like it belonged there. The bell at the end swayed slightly, adding weight that made the plug tug downward with every breath.

My hips tilted automatically, my breath catching in my throat as the bell cleared the rim and the flared base sealed against my hole with a soft, wet noise. The shape of it hugged me from the inside out, making me feel full, needy, displayed.

It jingled as I let go.

I didn’t move.

She did.

Mrs. Aldridge stepped forward, crouched, and gently tugged the plug’s base with two fingers. The movement made my hole clench involuntarily, triggering another soft chime. I whimpered.

She stood. “If I hear it more than twice in a minute, we’ll have to revisit posture.”

My face burned. I nodded.

“Today, you’ll be carrying a tray across the drawing room, then cleaning the baseboards along the south corridor. Light linen service afterward. Now, while the Wife of the Manor will rarely be asked to do such things herself, it is still crucial that she knows how to move—how to serve—how to ache for approval with grace. This isn’t about cleaning, darling. It’s about performance. It’s about letting the house, and every person in it, know exactly what you are.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I whispered.

She added, “And you’ll be doing it all with that bell telling the truth every step of the way.” Her gaze lingered for just a moment longer, a smile finally touching the corner of her lips. "I do hope they hear you, darling. Nothing quite like a pretty little sissy announcing herself before she even enters the room."



The tray was silver, polished, and heavier than I expected. It had a decanter of chilled water, two etched glasses, and a linen napkin folded like a swan. Aldridge watched as I balanced it across both hands, elbows tight to my sides.

"If the tray wobbles," she said, "your ass is doing too much. So walk like something breakable."

And yet, just as I reached the middle of the room, a sudden deep clench—caused by the plug shifting as I balanced awkwardly—nearly made the tray tip. I let out a small, startled sound and had to brace myself against the wall to steady it.

Mrs. Aldridge saw. Of course she saw. But she didn’t call it out. She simply raised a brow.

The lesson had been learned anyway.

I did.

Step by step, the plug shifted inside me with every movement. It betrayed me again with that soft, traitorous, jingle—rhythmic, and mortifying.

I crossed the drawing room slowly. I could feel the carpet through my kitten heels, the heat of the morning sun painting itself across my chest through the tall glass windows. I moved past one of the maids, young, red-haired, stoic—and she didn’t even look at me. But I heard her breath hitch just slightly as the bell chimed near her.

She didn’t say anything to me. But as I took a few steps farther, I caught the faintest whisper exchanged behind me:

"She’s got the bell today."

My ears burned. My thighs clenched around the plug instinctively—and the bell betrayed me again with another humiliating chime.

I placed the tray on the table, adjusted the glasses, and curtsied.

It gave another traitorous chime, sharp and sweet and impossible to ignore.

Mrs. Aldridge stepped forward quietly, inspecting the placement without touching a thing. Then, with practiced ease, she straightened the bow on my back and adjusted the tilt of my collar. Her fingers lingered at my shoulder.

"Such a good little pet," she whispered near my ear, low enough that only I could hear. "The bell makes you honest."

Next: baseboards. I knelt on the carpet, duster in hand, and began to sweep along the edges. My skirt hiked up, thighs parted. The plug moved constantly now, the bell never fully silent. As I bent forward to reach beneath a side table, the plug shifted and pressed hard into my prostate—a direct, jarring nudge that made my spine arch involuntarily.

I gasped—a soft, pathetic sound—and the duster slipped from my fingers. It hit the floor with a soft thud. Behind me, somewhere in the hallway, I heard a maid pause.

I snatched up the duster quickly, cheeks burning, and forced myself back into position. But the plug continued to throb inside me, grinding with every tiny rock of my hips. I clenched instinctively, and the bell punished me with another loud chime.

The movement felt exaggerated—like it wanted to be heard.

I could hear another maid behind me in the hall, sorting linens. I knew she saw me, knew the sound gave me away. My face was hot the entire time. I didn’t dare speak. But I didn’t stop either.

After that, fresh linens. Carrying folded towels down the corridor in both arms, I passed a cluster of staff—two women and one older man. One of the women looked up, glanced down at the source of the bell, then back at the man beside her with the barest smirk.

The older man—grey at the temples, sharp eyes, and silent—raised an eyebrow as I passed. His gaze dipped once to the curve of my hips. He didn’t stop. He didn’t speak. But I felt seen in a way that made my knees tighten, the plug shift, and my steps falter just slightly.

Still, it chimed—faint, filthy, and utterly damning.

By the time I returned to the east wing, Mrs. Aldridge was waiting. She nodded once.

“Better,” she said, walking slowly around me, inspecting. Her hand landed lightly on the swell of my ass, adjusted the hem of my skirt, then tugged once on the plug.

The bell gave a tiny chime.

“Your hole’s learning,” she said. “But it still needs reminding.” She leaned in then, just close enough to make my breath hitch. "Do you even remember what it felt like to walk without being plugged?"

I didn’t answer.

Because I wasn’t sure I did.

Later that day, as I stood by the mirror in my bedroom, the faint ghost of the bell still echoed in my ears. Even in silence, I felt owned. I stood there, bare and flushed, my thighs still sticky with leftover need, and wondered…

Had Mr. Hargrave heard it? Had he listened from behind some quiet door, counting each chime, knowing exactly what it meant? Did he know how hard I clenched, how much I leaked, how much I wanted to be watched?

The bell may have quieted.

But my body hadn’t. It still pulsed with memory. With need. With him.

And maybe that was what scared me most.

Because somewhere between the praise and the punishments, between the lotions and the plug, I’d stopped thinking of him as just an older man. He was old enough to be my grandfather. But when he looked at me—really looked at me—it made my knees weak.

Was I still doing this for the money? Or was I starting to want him? Crave him? Feel myself falling for the man who owned me, inch by aching inch?

Lunch was taken in my room, neatly arranged on a silver tray by Aldridge herself. I sat cross-legged on the bed in the same obscene little outfit she'd picked earlier that morning, still flushed from the way Hargrave had adjusted my anklet, his fingers grazing my skin like a promise.

My skirt rode high as I nibbled on delicate slivers of poached chicken, rosemary crackers, and a single square of dark chocolate that melted the moment it touched my tongue. No second servings. No excuses.

I was still pulsing from the memory of the hallway—the bell, the praise, the way my body had begun to crave not just the sensation but the attention. I didn’t know if he’d heard it. If he’d counted every ring. But I hoped he had.

Once the tray was cleared, she returned with something new: a soft pink box with a satin bow and a folded cloth draped over her arm.

"Time for your face," she said simply.

The vanity lights had already been turned on. The chair pulled out.

I knew better than to hesitate.

The box held exactly what I expected—and yet seeing it made something in my chest flutter: primer, sheer gloss, a tiny pot of cream blush, a nude palette, a travel-size wand of brown mascara. Everything labeled in clean gold font, everything chosen to be soft, feminine, subtle.

“I’ll walk you through a daytime look today. Something pretty. Presentable. Nothing whorish—yet,” she added with a smile that wasn’t quite teasing.

I took my seat and placed my hands neatly in my lap, unsure where to begin. My skirt bunched just enough that the hem teased the tops of my thighs. I could feel the air brush the edge of my panties—and I knew Aldridge could too.

She moved behind me and pulled my hair gently back from my face with a silk headband. Her fingers were precise, practiced. Her reflection loomed over mine like a ghost—domestic, commanding, patient.

“Primer first,” she said. “Dab it on the cheeks, forehead, chin. Use two fingers, never the whole palm. Smear, and I’ll make you start over.”

I followed her instructions, each step a new layer of something I hadn’t realized I was craving.

But my hands were trembling.

“Still,” she murmured, placing her own hands over mine to guide the motion. “Still hands, still thoughts. Obedience starts with the body.”

When it came time for the blush, she tied my wrists.

Just a loose loop of pink silk, cinched behind the chair. The silk was soft, but the restraint made my whole body thrum. I couldn’t help but test it once, just to feel it pull tight. Just to feel owned.

“Hold still or you’ll smear it.”

I nodded, breath shallow.

She worked slowly, deliberately—tapping cream onto my cheeks, feathering shimmer across the tops of my cheekbones, brushing mascara through my lashes with barely-there strokes. Her nails clicked softly against the glass jars, her breath warm on the side of my face.

“You need to learn how to present softness without trying too hard. Feminine doesn’t mean fake,” she said. “It means willing. Intentional. Open.”

I swallowed, unable to look away from the reflection. I looked... pretty. Not like a woman, but like a boy who had stopped fighting softness and started offering it instead.

Just as she picked up the lip balm, there was a knock.

The door opened without waiting for a reply.

Mr. Hargrave.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t smile.

He stepped inside slowly, hands in the pockets of his dark slacks, gaze sweeping from my knees up to my collarbone, then to my face.

Mrs. Aldridge didn’t flinch. She simply stepped aside and let him watch.

He stood just behind the vanity chair, saying nothing as she unscrewed the balm and painted a sheer, glossy coat over my lips with a padded wand. I could smell him—cedar and leather, faint but unmistakable. He hadn’t touched me yet, but my whole body already leaned toward him.

The moment she pulled back, he moved forward.

One gloved hand cupped my jaw—firm but not rough—and tilted my face upward.

His eyes roamed.

His thumb pressed into my lip until it gave, parting my mouth just slightly. Not a kiss. A claim.

His thumb grazed my lower lip.

“Pretty enough to ruin,” he whispered.

And just like that, my cock throbbed violently inside my panties, strained against the soft lace, already damp, already humiliated. No stimulation. No friction. Just his voice and those words.

Mrs. Aldridge saw. Of course, she saw. But she said nothing.

Only tightened the silk around my wrists before leaving the room.

I sat there, wrists tied, lips slick, cock aching—and waited. For what, I didn’t know. Maybe for him to speak again. Maybe for the ruin to begin.

Dinner wasn’t served downstairs.

Later that evening, Mrs. Aldridge returned to my room with a warm plate and an even warmer look in her eyes. She didn’t say much. Just placed the tray on my vanity, adjusted my posture where I sat, and reminded me to chew slowly, back straight, thighs pressed.

I hadn’t seen Mr. Hargrave again since he’d whispered those words—“Pretty enough to ruin.”

But I felt them.

Every time I blinked. Every time I caught sight of my glossy lips in the mirror.

After the meal, she ran a bath. Not for cleanliness—this was different. She poured oils into the water with slow, practiced swirls. The scent of jasmine and musk curled into the air, clinging to my skin like memory.

She undressed me slowly—almost reverently. First, she lifted my arms above my head and peeled off the sheer top, her knuckles brushing the sides of my ribs. Goosebumps followed her touch.

Then came the skirt. Her fingers found the clasp and unfastened it, letting the fabric fall in a soft hush around my hips. As it slipped past my thighs, I shivered. The cool air kissed my inner skin, and the plug shifted deeper.

When she bent to slide it down to my ankles, she paused. Her fingers smoothed over the back of my thighs, then one hand cupped under the curve of my cheek.

"You’ve been dripping through this all day, haven’t you?" she murmured.

I couldn’t respond. I didn’t have to.

She smiled—just barely—and helped me step out of the puddle of fabric at my feet.

"Into the tub," she said, and I obeyed, slipping into the warmth.

She washed me in silence. Her hands were firm, clinical, but not unkind. She scrubbed my thighs, massaged my calves, and rinsed behind my ears with a warm cloth. When she got between my legs, she was slow—methodical. Her fingers traced along the crease where thigh met groin, but never touched my cock directly.

The plug stayed in, pressing down with every shift in the water. I felt open. Vulnerable. Aching.

She poured warm water over my belly, then whispered low near my ear, “Even sissies who don’t get to cum still deserve to feel beautiful.”

The words burned into my skin.

My hands clutched the sides of the tub, knuckles white. The water lapped over me, and for a moment I thought I might cry—not from sadness, but from how badly I wanted to be good. To be chosen. To be kept.

It felt… ritualistic. Like I was being prepared. Not just for the evening. For a life.

Once I was toweled off and dried, she led me back to the bed.

Everything had been laid out: a soft bath sheet, bottles of lotion and oil, a silk blindfold, and one thing I hadn’t seen before—something small, gleaming, and rose-gold.

A cage.

Not metal. Not cold.

Curved. Beautiful. Feminine.

Mrs. Aldridge sat me at the edge of the bed and wordlessly began with the lotion. Her fingers moved in long, slow strokes over my chest, my arms, my thighs. When she reached my nipples, she lingered, circling them with scented oil until they were taut and sensitive.

I whimpered.

But she didn’t stop.

She oiled me slowly, edging me with just enough pressure, just enough heat, never enough friction. Her palms avoided my cock entirely at first, but the anticipation of touch made it worse.

Or better.

Then, without warning, she poured a thin line of oil directly onto my shaft.

I whimpered, hips twitching.

Her fingers wrapped around me lightly. She stroked me with maddening grace, never tight, never fast. Just enough to make me leak again. Just enough to make me sob.

"Don’t you dare cum," she whispered. "Not unless you want me to bring the paddle out and start over."

"Please…" I breathed. "Please don’t stop. Please don’t make me wait."

She gave a slow, devastating twist of her wrist.

"You want to be good so badly, don’t you?"

"Yes, ma’am. Please. I’ll be good. I’ll do anything."

"Then learn to ache like one."

She let go. My cock throbbed uselessly in the air, aching, glistening, denied.

The blindfold came next. My vision slipped into darkness, and all that remained were the sounds of the room—cloth brushing sheets, the faint clink of a metal clasp, my own shallow breathing.

Then came another sound—a soft leather creak, like gloves being flexed. A low, quiet sigh.

My lips parted.

Please say something. Please touch me.

"Sir?" I whispered, breathless, useless.

The silence stretched, just long enough to make my cock twitch again beneath the air.

Then I heard his voice.

“Hold still.”

Hargrave.

I almost moaned.

His hands were bigger, rougher. They gripped my thighs and spread them. His touch moved up to my cock—wet with pre-cum, twitching—and held it gently.

“Only good wives get pleasure,” he murmured.

“You haven’t earned that yet.”

And then next, something cooler touched me—unexpected and jarring. A soft towel, wrapped neatly around a small cold pack, was pressed firmly against my cock. I gasped at the chill.

"We can’t fit you in like this," Hargrave murmured.

He held it there, unmoving, until the hardness began to fade—until the twitching slowed and the aching softened into submission.

Only then did he unwrap the towel, setting it aside with deliberate care.

I felt his fingers at the base of my cock, guiding it gently downward, tucking it into the soft curve of the rose-gold cage.

It cradled me, not as punishment, but as ownership. Every bar perfectly sculpted, every edge smooth and snug. He positioned the tip, then closed the ring around the base, careful not to pinch. The curve pressed my shaft inward, folding it delicately into place, denying it any room to rise.

Then: the click.

The lock sealed in place.

I gasped.

Hargrave leaned down, his breath hot against the side of my neck.

"This isn’t just a cage," he murmured. "It’s a promise. Your cock doesn’t belong to you anymore."

I shivered from head to toe. The blindfold stayed on, but I felt everything. His words. The pressure. The surrender.

My hands twitched, reaching downward on instinct—but Aldridge caught them and gently pressed them to the sheets.

“No,” she said softly. She kissed my temple with the gentlest touch.

“Good wives know their place. And tonight, yours is right here. Plugged. Caged. Perfect.”

The blindfold came off slowly.

Soft light filtered back into my eyes, the shadows of the room reshaping themselves. And there it was—my cock, no longer mine, locked neatly into a delicate rose-gold cage, glinting under the lamplight.

I stared.

It wasn’t just tight. It was perfect. Every bar, every angle, pressed into place with precision and purpose. I twitched helplessly inside it, already half-hard again—and unable to do anything about it.

And Hargrave was gone.

He’d vanished without a word. No tease. No touch. Just the cage—and silence.

My chest ached.

Then Mrs. Aldridge’s hands were back on me. She dressed me slowly, carefully, like she was wrapping a precious gift.

The sleepwear was pure indulgence: a short, sheer satin chemise in pale blush, trimmed with delicate ivory lace. The hem barely brushed the tops of my thighs. Beneath it, she slid a matching pair of lace panties up my legs, adjusted gently over the caged outline beneath.

She kissed my forehead, whispered, "Goodnight, sweetheart. Sleep well."

That night, I lay in bed, plugged, caged, and trembling. My legs were curled beneath the sheets, heart pounding against the pillow.

No release.

No touch.

Just the steady pulse between my legs, helpless and held—sheathed in lace, owned in silk. Every time I shifted, the plug pulsed deep inside me—a silent, perfect reminder of who I belonged to.

I cried a little. Not from pain.

From need.


CHAPTER 2

I woke sticky and aching.

The morning light spilled soft and pale through the curtains, painting lace shadows across my thighs. The chemise I’d slept in had ridden up around my waist, and the cage beneath my panties pressed firm and inescapable against my skin. The plug still pulsed low inside me, a constant, quiet weight I couldn’t ignore.

It was a new morning at the Manor—and already, I couldn’t remember what it felt like to wake up without something inside me.

Mrs. Aldridge entered without knocking. “Up,” she said, gently but not kindly. “We’ll have you washed, but we’re skipping full bathing today. He wants you downstairs by eight.”

I followed her wordlessly, floating through the routine—mouthwash, splash of water.

Then she patted the floor.

"Kneel."

I dropped to my knees, the tiled floor cool against them, thighs spread just enough for her to step between.

She combed my hair slowly, with deliberate strokes that made my eyes flutter. Then she braided a soft section near my temple and clipped it with a blush-pink pin.

Next, she helped me into a pale yellow camisole and a short white skirt that flared with each step. No panties.

But before letting me rise, she lifted the back of the skirt.

She inspected everything—the plug nestled inside me, the cage pressing forward against my skin.

Her fingers brushed lightly between my cheeks, right over the base of the plug.

“You’ll carry this scent of want all day,” she said. “Let them smell it.”

I stayed kneeling until she nodded.

She handed me a bottle of lotion at the end of the bed and said, "Don’t forget to moisturize."

I nodded.

But I did forget.

By the time I was halfway through setting the breakfast table under Aldridge’s eye, the bell was already chiming too often.

Still, I tried. Desperately.

I laid out the forks with precision. Smoothed the creases in the linen napkins. Poured the orange juice without spilling a drop. When I caught my reflection in the silver teapot, I adjusted my posture—shoulders back, chin lowered just enough to look delicate.

I just wanted to be perfect. To be quiet. To be kept.

But every step betrayed me.

The bell gave me away—again and again—each tiny jingle making my heart race. I clenched harder, tried to glide softer, but the sound still escaped.

I felt the sweat gathering behind my knees, the tightness in my calves. And when I handed Mr. Hargrave his coffee with trembling fingers, his eyes paused—not on the tray, but on me.

After breakfast, Mrs.Aldridge’s voice was soft.

“Study. Now.”

I swallowed hard.

The study was always dim. Wood-paneled, curtained, faintly musky with cigar and leather. When I stepped in, he was already at the desk, glancing over a paper. He didn’t look up when he spoke.

“You forgot your lotion.”

“I… I didn’t mean to, sir.”

“You wore the bell like a child. Untrained. Loose.”

I flushed hot, shame prickling my skin.

He finally looked up. "Desk. Bend."

My feet moved before my thoughts caught up. I stepped to the wide oak desk, bent forward, and gripped the edge with both hands.

My skirt rode up. The plug remained inside me, held tight. The cage pressed forward against the desk’s edge.

Behind me, I heard him move. The sound of a drawer. A pause.

Then: leather.

The first stroke landed low—right across the softest part of me.

It wasn’t sharp. It wasn’t brutal. It was deliberate.

Again.

And again.

Each strike came with rhythm. A beat. A lesson. I bit down on my bottom lip. My toes curled. I whimpered.

With every sharp swat, the paddle rocked the plug deeper inside me. The base nudged against me with each impact, sending tiny electric shivers through my gut. My cage throbbed helplessly, pressed against the desk, twitching with stimulation I couldn’t escape.

I leaked.

I felt it—slick warmth gathering at the tip, caged in and useless. I knew it would leave a mark, a stain. And I knew he’d see.

He did.

“You’re dripping on the wood, sissy,” Hargrave murmured. “Can’t even take your punishment without making a mess.”

Halfway through, I heard the door open.

A maid—young, with flushed cheeks and a stack of towels in her hands—froze mid-step.

She stared. Too long.

Her gaze swept down my back, pausing where the skirt ended and bare, punished skin began. She saw the red. She saw the spread. She saw the tremble.

I saw her in the reflection of the cabinet glass—her eyes wide, mouth parted, chest rising fast beneath her apron. For one humiliating second, our eyes met.

I tried to look away.

I couldn’t.

She didn’t just see me.

She saw what I’d become.

Hargrave didn’t stop.

He didn’t even look up.

He simply said, “Let them see you. They should know who keeps my home warm.”

The girl stepped back and shut the door. Quiet. Quick.

But not before she saw everything.

By the time the paddle was set aside, I was slick with sweat and breathing hard. My skin glowed a warm, stinging pink.

He leaned in. His voice low.

"Remember this ache. Let it teach you to remember next time."

I nodded, eyes stinging.

That afternoon, Mrs. Aldridge bathed me.

Her hands were gentler than usual. The cloth lingered.

The water stung at first as it touched my punished skin—sharp, aching pulses flaring up with each rinse. I winced, flinched.

She shushed me softly.

“That’s what obedience feels like,” she whispered. “Tender and earned.”

Once rinsed, she spread lotion over my thighs and hips, massaging with slow, practiced movements. When her fingers reached the space between my legs—where the plug still sat snug, where the cage still trapped me in aching silence—she didn’t pause.

She rubbed the cooling balm around the cage, the base, the tight edges near the plug’s stem, her touch clinical and claiming all at once.

“Good girls get cared for,” she murmured. “Even when they’ve been bad.”

As she towel-dried my legs, she looked up at me.

“She saw you,” she said softly. “And she’ll never unsee.”

Then she leaned in and pressed a single kiss to my temple.

And for some reason, that’s what made me cry.

Not the paddle. Not the plug.

That.

The sun rose soft and golden, spilling across the Manor’s windows like honey. I woke to the faint ache of yesterday’s lesson still humming under my skin—low, sweet, and sore.

The cage was still locked. The plug still nestled inside me. My thighs squeezed instinctively as I shifted in bed, but it only reminded me how little I could do about either.

Mrs. Aldridge dressed me in silence.

Today’s outfit was pure humiliation dressed as charm: a crisp white romper with puffed short sleeves and an open back that dipped scandalously low. The fabric barely covered my ass. A fluffy white bunny tail was sewn onto the rear—centered perfectly, soft and bobbing.

No panties.

Stockings held up by baby-pink ribbon garters clung to my thighs. When I looked down, the sight made my stomach flutter.

Once the romper was on, she gave it a final tug over my hips, smoothing the fabric down before lifting the hem in back.

She bent slightly, inspecting the plug’s base and the sewn-on bunny tail, making sure everything was clean, centered, exposed.

"That’ll do," she murmured, then met my eyes with a faint smirk. "Make sure you curtsy if anyone greets you today. If your tail twitches when you walk, that’s a good sign."

I swallowed hard.

The outfit clung to me like a second skin. I felt bare, practically naked—my thighs on display, my ass completely outlined by the soft cotton, the plug's pressure constant beneath the tail.

And the worst part was how much I wanted someone to notice. To see it. All of it.

“Go,” Aldridge said, handing me a basket lined with lace. “You’ll collect fresh herbs this morning. Lavender and rosemary. He wants the study to smell like peace.”

I nodded, cheeks warm.

The garden path was quiet that early—dew still fresh on the leaves, bees humming lazily around the flowering edges. Each step made the plug shift inside me. I walked carefully, deliberately, and still the tug of it made me clench. And the clench made the cage press tighter.

With every crouch, the romper rode higher—fabric stretching taut across my ass, the bunny tail bobbing obscenely with each movement. The pressure made me shift without meaning to. Like my body wanted to be filled deeper, walked harder, pushed further. I could feel the breeze kiss the backs of my thighs. I could feel how exposed I was.

I wondered what I looked like from behind. I hoped she saw.

The moment I bent to cut a sprig of rosemary, the romper pulled tighter, lifting just enough to bare the curve beneath the tail. I gasped softly.

Then came a voice.

“Good morning, Miss.”

I turned. One of the house staff—mid-thirties, smiling—was passing with a watering can in hand.

She didn’t stop. Just offered a warm glance, then glanced again—slightly longer this time. Her lips quirked, almost a smirk, before she looked away and continued on her way.

But my heart pounded.

Did she know? Could she tell I was caged? Did she smell the lotion on me, the faint blush of perfume Aldridge dabbed behind my ears?

She hadn’t laughed.

She hadn’t corrected herself.

She thought I was…

Pretty.

And maybe… maybe she liked seeing me that way.

And I guess I’m starting to like it too.

The blush didn’t leave my cheeks for minutes. But neither did the pride. I reached for a handful of lavender next, still glowing inside.

By the time I stepped into the greenhouse, the air had gone warm and thick with scent. Sunlight filtered through misted glass. And he was there.

Mr. Hargrave.

Leaning against the far table, arms folded, not speaking.

I didn’t wait to be told.

I dropped to my knees on the brick floor. Slowly. Quietly. The sun-warmed brick pressed hot against my skin, searing through the thin fabric where my knees met stone. I didn’t flinch. I wanted the sting.

The herbs slipped from my hands, forgotten.

He stepped forward. His hand came to my head—not rough, not heavy. Just a touch. A pet. His fingers threaded through my hair, then rested there like I was something calm. Something tamed.

He hummed low in his throat. A sound of approval. Of nothing, and everything.

I closed my eyes.

The silence felt sacred. Heavy. Intoxicating.

I wanted him to speak. I wanted praise. But I knew better than to beg.

I stayed still under his hand, barely breathing, aching to be good.

I'd have knelt there for hours if he wanted.

I guess I'm already something like his now—soft, scented, silent, kneeling. Not just pretty to look at, but peaceful to come home to. Just like he said I would be.

And I didn’t want it to stop. Not today. Not ever.

It started with how he looked at me.

That morning, kneeling in the greenhouse—soft sunlight soaking through the misted glass, the basket of herbs forgotten beside me, his hand resting gently on my head—I felt it.

Something shifted.

Not in the way he touched me, but in the silence between us. He didn’t need to say it. I could feel the change in his stillness, the weight behind his hum. A different kind of approval. Like something in him had clicked into place.

He saw me in that romper—the white one with the ridiculous bunny tail sewn over the plug that twitched every time I moved. He watched me walk, watched the blush in my cheeks when the housemaid called me Miss and I didn’t correct her. He saw the way I didn’t need coaxing anymore to kneel.

And now it was evening.

I knew tonight would be different.

I stood in my room, barely breathing, trying not to tremble. The mesh babydoll clung to me like a second skin—blush-pink and sheer, trimmed in soft frill that tickled my thighs when I moved. My cage sat clearly visible beneath it, trapped and gleaming, pressing forward with every thought, every imagined word. The plug still sat snug inside me, oiled by Aldridge’s fingers an hour earlier, and I hadn’t dared to sit since.

The thigh-highs were delicate, sheer as breath, and clipped into soft pink garters that tugged every time I shifted my weight. My lips were glossed, my cheeks lightly powdered, and a faint floral perfume curled off the base of my throat. My hair had been brushed and rebrushed until it gleamed.

I didn’t know what to do with my hands.

I paced the edge of my rug, feeling the plug shift deeper with each step. It made my breath hitch. I stared at myself in the mirror—at my flushed cheeks, my long lashes, the thin fabric barely covering me.

I looked obscene.

And I looked ready.

"He hasn’t touched me like that. Not really. Not yet," I whispered, hands twisting in front of my chest. "But tonight, he will."

I dropped to my knees, facing the mirror. Practiced.

Back straight. Hands resting on thighs. Chin low. Eyes up.

“Be good,” I murmured. “Be soft. Be useful.”

He wants my mouth tonight. He wants my throat. And I want to give it.

A soft knock interrupted me. Before I could respond, the door opened. Mrs. Aldridge.

She stepped inside and closed it behind her. Her eyes swept over me—not harsh, but appraising, as though I were a tray of fine silver waiting to be polished.

She crossed the room without speaking, knelt beside me, and used the edge of her thumb to wipe a small smear of gloss from the corner of my lip.

“Better,” she said. Then she reached into her apron pocket and handed me something folded in ivory silk.

A soft half size satin towel.

“For your knees,” she murmured. “You’ll want it tonight.”

I swallowed.

She didn’t leave right away. She held my gaze for a moment, then leaned down and pressed a slow, deliberate kiss to my temple.

“He wants you glowing,” she whispered. “Don’t disappoint him.”

The hallway was quiet.

The Manor always felt bigger at night—like the walls pulled back and stretched just to watch you walk through them. Every heel-click on the carpet, every soft breath I took, echoed louder than it should’ve.

I held the handkerchief in both hands. Folded, reverent. My fingers were shaking.

Every step made the plug shift inside me. Every swish of the mesh against my thighs reminded me what I was about to do. I wasn’t dressed for comfort.

I was dressed to be used.

The door to his study opened as I approached, as if it had been waiting for me. The hinges creaked softly, not from disrepair, but like breath—expectant, intimate. The air inside was warm, cloaked in scents I’d come to associate with him alone: oakwood, leather, aged scotch, and something faintly smoky, like fire after rain.

A single lamp lit the space with low, golden shadows, casting soft halos around the framed art, the glass decanter, the heavy wood of his desk. Mr. Hargrave sat behind it, legs spread comfortably, a file in one hand, the other resting near his drink. His silhouette looked carved from stillness.

He didn’t look up.

I paused at the threshold, instinctively lowering my eyes. Every part of me itched to move, to rush forward, to please—but I’d been taught better than that. Obedience wasn’t eagerness. It was restraint.

So I waited. Silent. Knees shaking slightly in their sheer stockings.

He turned a page. Slowly. Read. Took a measured sip of his drink. I didn’t dare shift my weight.

When his eyes finally rose, they didn’t flicker in surprise. They simply absorbed me. He studied every inch without urgency—my flushed cheeks, the gloss on my lips, the way my thighs pressed together beneath the mesh. Then, with a flick of his fingers, he gestured.

Not a word spoken.

Just that.

A single command toward the floor—toward the small pillow already waiting there.

I exhaled through my nose. Moved forward with care, reverence in every step. I laid my own satin towel over the pillow he’d placed, like layering offerings. Then I lowered myself—slowly, precisely—onto both.

My knees touched first. Then my hands, braced gently as I settled. I folded back onto my heels, mesh fluttering at my thighs. I straightened my back. Palms on thighs, fingers elegant. Chin lowered. Eyes cast up.

I could feel the heat from the floor through the pillow, the coolness of the room contrasting with the fire beneath my skin. The plug shifted inside me. My cock strained in its cage.

I didn’t speak.

And neither did he.

The quiet was absolute. A holy kind of silence. The kind that made every breath feel like it might break the air.

He finished his reading. Folded the document. Set it aside.

Then—without flourish, but with a slowness that felt deliberate—he reached down and unzipped his trousers.

The sound wasn’t loud. But in that sacred hush, it became everything. It sliced through the quiet like silk splitting under tension—sudden, irreversible, electric.

It made my pulse skip.

There was no urgency in him. Just certainty. The kind of certainty a man has when he knows exactly what he owns—and how completely it will kneel for him.

He leaned back. Eyes never leaving mine.

“Open up.”

My breath stuttered. My chest rose. And I obeyed.

I leaned forward on trembling hands, moving slowly until it rested between his thighs—my breath hitching, my mouth parted, my purpose clear.

The first thing I noticed was the heat.

Even before I peeled the silk boxers down, before I saw anything at all, it was the warmth that struck me—radiating through the fabric like something alive, waiting, barely restrained. Mr. Hargrave's cock was already swelling underneath the charcoal boxers, thick and heavy, outlined like it had been sculpted with intention. My hand trembled as I reached up and brushed my fingers against the waistband, the smooth material sliding under my touch like water. I swallowed. I couldn’t breathe properly.

He didn't speak.

Just watched. One large hand resting on the arm of the chair, the other still nestled in my hair. Not pulling. Not guiding. Just reminding.

I paused.

I’d felt it before. Through the fabric. The way it tented when I knelt beside him. The way it brushed against my cheek when he stood too close. I’d imagined it so many times—alone at night, caged and needy, whimpering in my sheets. But now, with the boxers peeled down and the real thing rising right in front of me...

I hesitated.

It looked bigger up close. Not monstrous, not grotesque—just undeniably masculine. Thick at the base, veined with power, the head flushed dark and almost swollen. I could see the subtle twitch of blood flow just beneath the skin. It wasn’t some fantasy from a porn clip. It was his. Real. Heavy. Owned.

And I was the one kneeling before it.

I reached out with both hands, palms open like I was cradling something sacred. My fingers wrapped around the base, shaky and reverent. The skin was soft but hot—so hot—and pulsing like a heartbeat against my palm. I felt the weight of it drag slightly, the way it bobbed when I adjusted my grip.

I shivered.

My thumb brushed just beneath the head, smearing a bead of precum already forming there. My breath hitched. It was slick. Slippery. Warm.

I leaned in slowly, so slowly, my lips barely parting as I brought my face close.

I kissed the tip.

Just once.

A soft, trembling kiss like a girl saying goodbye before curfew. Then another, lower. Then again, lips brushing along the underside of the shaft, open-mouthed, worshipful. My lashes fluttered, and I let my cheek rest against it for a beat, nuzzling gently, breathing him in. It smelled like skin, sweat, clean cotton, and something dark underneath.

I'd seen cocks before. In porn, in passing, a few in person. But this one? This one was different. It wasn't about size. It was about presence. About what it meant. About who it belonged to.

And who I belonged to now.

My lips hovered over it, trembling, my breath ghosting over the head. I brought my nose down along the underside and inhaled, slow and deep, breathing him in like incense. My cheek pressed gently to the base, nuzzling into his warmth, letting his cock rest along my face as if I needed it there, like I belonged tucked against it.

"This is what I'm made for," I whispered so softly he might not have heard it. "This is where I belong."

I kissed him lower now, below the head, down the shaft, trailing slow reverent kisses over every vein. My lips left behind faint traces of gloss, and I licked them off when I reached the base. There, with both hands holding him steady, I let my tongue stretch out and trace the thick vein that ran up the underside, slow and adoring.

My caged cock twitched violently inside its prison, pressing against the lace and satin between my thighs. I whimpered at the friction. I could feel the plug shift deep inside me as I tilted my hips just slightly to ease the tension, but there was no relief—only want.

My lips parted once more.

Then my tongue, short and hesitant, traced under the ridge. His taste was salt and skin and power. I licked again. A kiss. A soft suckle. And then...

I opened my mouth.

The tip slid over my tongue, warm and smooth. I flinched, the head bumping too fast against the back of my throat. My lips barely stretched enough. My jaw already ached. I tried pulling back, but the weight of him—the presence of him—kept me frozen. My gag reflex jumped too soon, forcing a wet cough around his cock, and I almost dropped it completely. Spit surged to the front of my mouth, bubbling around the shaft.

Still, I pushed forward again, determined.

Too shallow.

Then too fast. Another flinch. Another gag.

I whined low in my throat, blinking up at him, but he didn’t help—not yet. He just let me try.

My lips slid down his shaft again, trembling, cheeks hollowing as I sucked. Slurp. Gag. Whimper. My lipstick was already ruined, smeared in streaks that mixed with saliva. Spit pooled at the corners of my mouth, thick and stringy, dripping down my chin, soaking the front of the satin towel. A trail of it fell onto my chest.

The sounds were humiliating. Sloppy. Slurping. Choking. I sounded like a mess. His mess.

Each time I pulled back for breath, a thread of saliva stretched from the flushed head of his cock to my lower lip, trembling and catching the low light like a string of pearls. I moaned around him, half-choked and dizzy, my throat already bruising, my caged cock twitching wildly inside the lace.

He finally made a sound—low approval in his throat. Then his hand tightened.

His grip firmed at the back of my head, fingers slipping behind my ears like reins. He didn’t yank. He guided. Slowly, but deliberately.

My head was no longer mine. He pushed deeper.

I moaned, unable to do anything but take it. My throat gave a flutter of resistance before surrendering. The thick length pressed down again, against the soft resistance of my gag reflex, and I let out a muffled sob around him.

My tears spilled now. Full and hot. My mascara streaked down with them, turning my face into something filthy. My nose brushed his base. The musk there was stronger. I could taste him before I even swallowed.

And still, I stayed. Because he hadn’t said stop.

He let me fumble, let me figure out the rhythm—wet kisses at the base, a clumsy suck at the tip, another half-deep stroke that made me choke again. My throat convulsed and I whimpered around him, gagging, tears already beginning to streak the corners of my eyes. He didn’t ease up.

"Hold it in your mouth," he growled. "Feel what you belong to."

He gripped the back of my head with both hands now, thumbs pressing behind my ears. I whimpered again. His cock filled my mouth in slow, controlled thrusts. Not brutal. But no mercy, either.

Each push fed more of him down my throat, inch by inch, until my nose was pressed against the coarse hair at his base and I couldn't breathe, couldn’t think. My throat burned, stretched to its limit. I tried not to gag—I fought not to. My eyes squeezed shut, my whole body fluttering with the effort to stay still, to hold him deep, to be good.

The plug shifted inside me from the angle of my neck. My thighs clenched uselessly. The cage crushed tighter against my satin-covered skin, the aching inside me rising to a dizzy, needy peak. I could barely focus. All I could feel was the weight of him in my throat, the sting of tears cutting down my cheeks, the mascara smudging down to my jawline.

I loved it.

I loved being used like this. I loved that he hadn’t told me to stop. I loved how ruined I looked. How pretty the tears made me. I loved being made to cry for cock.

And yet still, somewhere in the back of my mind, I panicked.

Was I doing it wrong?
Was I too clumsy? Too messy? Not tight enough? Did I look desperate or just pathetic?

My heart hammered in my chest, the effort of holding him in my throat overwhelming. My jaw shook. My lips burned. I was failing.

Then...

He grunted softly.

And the sound changed everything.

It wasn’t disappointment. It was approval. He liked this.

He held me there for a beat.

Then pulled me back slowly.

"Good wives swallow," he said.

My face was a mess—gloss streaked, tears dripping, spit clinging in strings between my lips and his cock. And still, I leaned forward again. Not because he told me to. But because I wanted to.

Something had shifted in me.

It wasn't just obedience now. It was hunger. A raw, aching need to be good. To be his.

Please like me. Please don’t stop. Please tell me I’m yours.

My head dipped again. I bobbed slowly, rhythmically, each movement more certain than the last. The soreness in my jaw didn't matter anymore. The burn in my throat was just another kind of offering. I was trembling, leaking, worshiping.

I wanted to make him proud.

I adjusted my angle, tilting my neck back just a little further so I could take more of him with each motion. My lips sealed tighter. My cheeks hollowed with effort. The plug inside me throbbed deeper, clenching with every soft choke.

My neck ached. My throat spasmed. But I didn’t stop.

I couldn’t stop.

I was a sissy on my knees, giving head like it was holy, my hands braced on his thighs as I sucked, slurped, swallowed him deeper and deeper. My cage pressed painfully tight against the towel now, and I loved it. I loved the ache. The pressure. The sound of him groaning low above me.

I moaned around him, desperate for every drop of approval he might give.

And then...

He groaned.

My reward came fast and brutal—a sudden, hot burst of salt and weight and heat down my throat that slammed into the back of it before I had time to brace. I felt it pulse out in waves, thick and hot, coating my tongue with the first shot. The second hit deeper, and I swallowed too fast in panic.

It scalded its way down my throat. I choked.

Some of it shot back up, splashing past my lips and drooling down the corners of my mouth. My whole body jerked, and I gagged hard, coughing around his cock as he twitched again between my lips. More spilled, trailing down my chin in fat, messy strings. I was a dripping mess of tears, spit, and cum.

I wanted to cry for real now—not from pain, but from shame. I'd tried so hard. I wanted to hold every drop. I wanted to make him proud. But I'd failed. I felt it dripping down my throat and down my front.

I whimpered, looking up at him, ruined and raw. A small, muffled sob escaped me.

But he didn’t sound angry. Didn’t even flinch.

Instead, he murmured, “Open.”

I did.

My mouth hung open, ruined and dripping, his cum still pooled on my tongue. A fat glob dripped down my chin.

He reached for the satin towel I’d laid on the pillow beneath me, thumbed my jaw open wider, and gently wiped the corner of my lips. The towel pressed to my skin like a benediction—slow, careful, almost tender. Not a word at first. Just the damp silk tracing down my chin, catching a drip before it could fall onto my chest. Then a soft dab to my nose. Then the underside of my lip.

I was still breathing in soft, rattled pants, trembling from effort, tongue still coated in the taste of him.

I collapsed forward slowly, dazed and dizzy, letting my cheek rest against his thigh. I didn’t even think about it. My body just moved. My hands rested near his knee, limp. My eyes fluttered shut. I could feel the heat of him through the fabric. The scent of his cum still lingered near my lips, smeared over my chin, slick and real.

I was still leaking into my cage, thighs twitching with every heartbeat.

He said nothing for a moment, just ran the towel gently over my cheek again, then reached for a strand of my hair stuck to the mess along my face. He tucked it behind my ear, fingers slow, reverent.

Then he looked down at me.

"Look how soft you’ve become," he whispered. "Look how easily you open for me."

His thumb brushed over the wet corner of my mouth again.

"You’re a picture," he murmured.

Another swipe of the towel. Another hum of approval.

"My pretty little thing," he said, voice low and dangerous. "I could keep you like this forever."

I whimpered. My cock pulsed in its cage, useless and aching, still untouched.

"Do you remember who you were before you came here?" he asked. "Lost. Unsure."

He leaned closer.

"Look at you now—painted, plugged, kneeling for cock like a proper wife."

His fingers caressed my cheek. My chest burned. I wanted to sob.

"You’ll never wear pink again without remembering this," he said.

And I knew he was right.

Because I would remember.

Every. Single. Time.

His breath was still heavy when he lifted me.

My body sagged into his arms the moment they slid beneath me. I didn’t try to help. Didn’t shift or rise. I just let go—limp, compliant, trusting—while he pulled me off my knees like I was something delicate he couldn’t bear to drop. The warmth of his chest pressed to mine as he cradled me, and the drag of my mesh nightie sliding up my thighs made my breath catch.

The hem bunched high at my waist. My ass was exposed now, completely bare and slick. The cage between my legs nudged up against my stomach, soaked and throbbing from what I had just done. And from which I still hadn’t recovered from. The wet metal kissed my skin, sticky and shameful.

“Sir…” I whimpered, breathlessly, as he adjusted me over his lap.

He didn’t answer.

He just sat, strong and silent, settling me back into his chair as if this was always how I was meant to be held. One arm stayed under my thighs. The other curled around my back. His lap was wide beneath me—warm, steady, grounding.

And I was right where I belonged.

My head dropped automatically to his shoulder.

The mesh nightie had ridden up in the shift, barely clinging to my waist now. My bare thighs spread over his lap—warm, shaking, twitching from everything that had just happened. My cock was still locked, leaking steadily into my satin cage, a sticky patch already blooming through the thin fabric where it pressed against the inside of my thigh.

Hargrave didn’t speak.

He didn’t need to.

His hands moved with the same calm, terrifying certainty as before—one curling around my waist, the other sliding beneath me, cupping the plug still nestled inside.

I gasped.

It had been there all evening—kept me full, kept me open. Now it was being touched like it belonged to him. Like I did.

He twisted slowly.

I clenched around it without meaning to—reflex, shame, maybe panic. My hole fluttered helplessly, as if trying to resist being emptied, trying to stay filled just a little longer. But it only made the slide slower. Slipperier. More obscene. My thighs trembled where they draped over his lap.

"Don't hide it," he murmured low near my ear. "I made you this open."

The stretch deepened as the plug moved. I felt every slick ridge, every swollen inch of it dragging against my walls. It tugged at my rim like it didn’t want to leave either. My breath caught. My fingers dug into his sweater again.

He didn’t rush. Just twisted and pulled until my body gave up the fight, until my hole yielded with a final, embarrassing flutter.

Pop.

When it slipped free, I let out a soft, shameful moan.

I felt exposed. Gaping. Like something had opened and wanted to be filled again.

Air touched me where I’d been filled for hours. I shivered. I felt empty. Wide. Ready.

He set the plug aside on the towel beside us.

“That hole’s been trained for weeks,” he murmured, thumb pressing against the softened, slick entrance, circling it without pressure. “Let’s see what it’s learned.”

He reached for the bottle of oil beside the armrest. I heard the cap twist open. Then the slick warmth of it dribbled down, pooling between my cheeks, dripping to the base of my plug-wrecked hole. I gasped again, head rolling back.

Then I felt it.

I watched him bring his finger down between my thighs, glistening with oil. It hovered for a breath. Just enough time for me to see what was coming. Just enough to make my breath stutter and catch in my throat. It looked so thick. So sure of itself. Like it knew it belonged inside me.

His fingertip pressed against my rim—not hard, just firm. Steady. The pressure made me flinch. My body clenched instinctively, the memory of the plug still echoing in my walls.

Then I loosened. Fluttered. Opened.

My breath left me in a stuttering moan as he slipped past the ring with terrifying ease. Not forceful. Not brutal. Just... inevitable.

He sank inside me with that same terrifying calm, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

My thighs shook.

My cock throbbed inside the cage.

And I whimpered like something being claimed.

He didn’t stop. He didn’t hesitate.

“So soft,” he whispered.

I moaned, helplessly. My hands had found his wrist now, gripping it like I could slow him down. I couldn’t. Not really.

“So easy now. You were made for this.”

His finger crooked. My whole spine arched.

Then another one of his fingers entered.

My hole stretched wider to take it, fluttering with the effort, but I didn’t resist. I couldn’t. His fingers were thick, slick, certain—and when he curled them inside me, I swore I saw white.

Pressure bloomed somewhere deep. Not pain. Not even pleasure. Just need. A helpless ache that lived behind my navel, low and impossible and real.

His fingers rubbed over something I didn’t know I had—something that made my whole body seize up. I arched, sharp and sudden, gasping like I’d been touched by lightning.

“I’d never been touched there before,” I thought. “Not like this. Not so… right.”

My hands flew to his wrist again, holding on tighter now, not to stop him—but to ground myself. My legs twitched around his thigh, thighs starting to close before he nudged them back open with a calm firmness.

“Keep still,” he said, eyes on me.

His expression was unreadable. Calm. Focused. But I could feel the pride radiating off of him as I trembled in his lap.

He worked me open with slow, rhythmic motions—pressing in, curling, dragging against that spot again and again. Every stroke made me groan. Every curl made my hips twitch. The pressure built instantly—deep and thick and shameful. My cock jerked in its cage, pressing painfully tight against the bars. I was leaking nonstop now, the mess soaking the inside of my thighs, my hips grinding unconsciously down into his hand.

“Sir… I—I can’t…” I whimpered.

He didn’t stop.

“You already are,” he said.

And that broke me.

My hole fluttered violently around his fingers, clenching in desperate pulses as I started to shake. My breath hitched into shallow gasps, the kind that barely filled my lungs. My thighs locked, trembling. My body seized up on his lap—hips grinding, toes curling, mouth falling open with a sob I couldn’t bite back.

I wailed. A high, soft, humiliating sound.

And then I came.

It ripped through me like nothing I’d ever felt—hands-free, cock untouched, just waves of helpless, ruined pleasure spilling out from deep inside. My caged cock spasmed against its bars, spurting thick, wet ropes into the satin. I could feel it seep through—first soaking my thigh, then my stockings, then leaking onto his lap. The satin grew darker, warmer, messier with every twitch.

I whimpered. Moaned. Cried.

My hole still clenched rhythmically around his fingers, like it was trying to keep them inside, like it couldn’t stand to lose the thing that had broken it open. I buried my face in his neck, sobbing softly as the last wave shook me.

And still he curled his fingers.

Still he held me.

Still he owned me.

I was breathless. Slick. Spent. And more his than I’d ever been.

He didn’t move right away. Just held me close, his fingers still buried inside me, letting me twitch and flutter in his lap like a broken little thing that he’d put back together later. I felt his breath at my ear, warm and steady. I didn’t realize I was still leaking until I felt the drip trail down my inner thigh again.

Then I heard it.

His voice. Quiet. Deep.

"Next time," he said, "you won't just come on my fingers."

My stomach flipped.

He kissed my temple—slow, possessive, final.

"I’m going to fill you properly, sweetheart. Stretch you the rest of the way. Fuck you slow and deep until that pretty little brain goes blank."

I whimpered, eyes closing, lips parted in something close to worship.

He pulled a blanket over our laps, wrapping me in the warmth of his voice, the scent of oil and sweat and cum still thick in the air.

And as I lay there, wrecked and wet and ruined, I knew exactly what I’d be dreaming about next time.
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CHAPTER 1

I was still leaking.

The mess I made had dried against the front of my panties;  sticky, cooling, undeniable. His lap had been soaked. The towel beneath us ruined. And I hadn’t even touched myself. Just two fingers inside me and a few words in my ear, and I’d been undone. I hadn’t cried from pain. I’d cried because something had shifted so completely inside me I wasn’t sure I could go back.

I stayed curled where he left me, still bent slightly over the edge of the chair. The sheets were darkened from where I’d dripped onto them. I reached out, trembling, brushing one corner with my fingertips… then stopped. No. I wouldn’t clean it. That wasn’t mine to erase.

His last words still echoed in my ears. “Next time, you won’t just come on my fingers.”

Was I ready for that? For more than fingers, more than teasing, more than pretending I wasn’t being remade? My hole still pulsed faintly, soft and clenching, like it was aching for something thicker. Something final. I didn’t feel like a man. I hadn’t for a while now. But was I soft enough? Was I open enough to be what he needed?

I didn’t know. But I wanted to find out.

My hole still pulsed gently, fluttering open and closed like it missed being full. The satin soaked into my thighs as I sat there in the quiet, dazed and ruined and so very aware of how empty I felt now.

And yet, I didn’t beg. Not anymore. I didn’t even ask where he was going when he stood, adjusted his cufflinks, and left the room with nothing but a final look and the faintest trace of a smirk. I just breathed. Shallow. Shaky. Wanting.

Mrs. Aldridge came in ten minutes later. Not rushed. Not smiling. Calm, composed. Her heels clicked once on the floor, then softened as she stepped into the plush rug of the bedroom.

She didn’t ask how I was. Didn’t need to.

Instead, she looked me over...nightie clinging wetly between my thighs, plug sitting on the nightstand like a spent relic, and gave the barest nod of approval.

"Good," she said. "You needed to break like that."

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. I was still breathing through it.

She crossed the room and opened the wardrobe. Slid a box from the top shelf. Set it on the bed beside me with a quiet thump. It was wrapped in pale ivory paper and tied with a thin silk ribbon.

"Don’t unwrap it yet," she said. "That’s for tomorrow."

She straightened, then added more softly: "Tomorrow, you become a wife."

The words landed deeper than I expected. They didn’t feel metaphorical. They felt final. Weighty. Like a ceremony. Like the end of something and the beginning of something else.

I swallowed hard. My cage throbbed faintly.

Mrs. Aldridge turned toward the bathroom. “Up. Come with me.”

I followed without question. My legs were shaky, thighs still sticky from the mess I’d made on his lap. She didn’t speak as she ran the bath... deep, steaming, milky-white with drops of jasmine oil swirling across the surface.

She undressed me herself.

Pulled the soaked nightie over my head. Peeled the lace panties down my thighs. Inspected the damp patch with a small sound of amusement. "Still leaking for him," she murmured. "That’s good. Wives should be wet when they’re claimed."

I blushed, but I didn’t speak.

She guided me into the tub, and I gasped. The water was hotter than I expected, prickling against my thighs, but it forced me to still. She let me adjust to the heat before speaking, her sleeves already rolled up.

"Good brides don’t get to be dirty, darling," she murmured.

She took a thick sponge and soaked it slowly, squeezing water over my chest until it trickled down between my nipples, tracing the curve of my belly. The scent of jasmine was stronger now, curling with the steam, dizzying. She scrubbed behind my ears, then down the length of my neck in long, slow strokes. Her nails grazed lightly over my collarbones, just enough to raise goosebumps.

When she reached my arms, she lifted each one and dragged the sponge down to my wrists, then back up again, methodical, like polishing silver. "He’ll want to taste you tomorrow," she said softly. "And I do mean all of you."

She worked lower, between my legs, under my thighs. Behind my knees. Her hands stayed firm, instructive. The sponge ran along the insides of my legs, pausing just short of the cage. She avoided my cock completely, as if it weren’t part of the ritual.

Then she had me stand, just slightly, and bent forward. I let her. She parted my cheeks and poured a ladle of jasmine water slowly over my hole. It ran hot and slick down the back of my thighs.

“This hole is no longer yours,” she whispered. “It’s his. I’m just looking after it.”

She scrubbed behind my ears. Along my jaw. Down my neck. Over my nipples, pausing only when I flinched. Then farther. Underarms. Belly. Between my legs, she lingered. Avoided the cage. But her fingers circled the plug with clinical precision.

"We’ll cleanse you properly tonight," she said. "We can’t have him tasting anything unworthy."

I let her position me on all fours in the tub, chest pressed to the warm porcelain, ass raised. I felt her hands spreading me gently. Then the first nozzle.

The enema was slow. Warm. Deep.

She held it there while I trembled.

“Hold,” she whispered, hand on my lower back.

I clenched. Whimpered. She reached around, palmed the cage softly... just enough to make me leak again.

“You’ll take more tomorrow,” she murmured. “This is just the beginning.”

Three flushes later, she was satisfied.

I lay there, panting, while she emptied the tub. Then dried me with one of the Manor’s softest towels. Patted my hole like it was delicate. Then kissed the inside of my thigh.

It wasn’t sexual. Not exactly. It was ritual.

She took the next plug from a velvet case and held it up like it was a sacred object. It shimmered even in the dim light, longer, curved, the head gently swollen like a real cock. The base was set with white pearl and a thin silk ribbon knotted at the stem.

"Wedding night plug," she said softly. "Shaped just like his. You’ll sleep with it inside you."

She let me look at it a moment longer, then uncapped the bottle of lube. Thick and glassy, it clung to the tip of the applicator like honey, beading before she let it fall. I watched it land in slow pearls along the toy’s curve.

I blinked. Swallowed.

I didn’t protest. I bent.

She guided me to kneel over the bath towel, palms down, ass high. The lube was warm when she drizzled it down. Her fingers worked it in first, spreading me carefully, rotating in slow, circular motion as she loosened me again. Her thumb dipped shallow, then pulled back. I squirmed. She slapped my thigh, gently.

"Hold still. Let it open."

I froze. Shivering.

Then the plug. Bigger than I’d worn before, but smoother. More… knowing. The head kissed my rim, and she paused.

"Breathe around it. Open up for him."

I exhaled, trembling.

It sank in halfway. I whimpered. It stretched me more than I expected, pushing against something that made my toes curl.

“It’s not just a toy,” I thought. “It’s the shape of what I’d be taking soon.”

Mrs. Aldridge stroked my lower back.

“Deeper now.”

It sank the rest of the way with a slick sound, nestling in deep. She pressed it in and held it there.

"There," she whispered. "Stay soft for him."

She didn’t let me clench. Held it in until I adjusted, then helped me to my feet.

Back in the bedroom, the air had changed. She’d drawn the curtains. Dimmed the lights. Turned down the bed, just the silk sheets pulled taut, no blanket. She didn’t want me covered.

Laid across the bed was the nightwear.

A sheer white slip. Almost invisible. The cups were embroidered with ivory thread, the bodice low-cut, the hem scandalously short. Alongside it: white silk thigh-highs, matching garter belt, satin gloves.

She dressed me herself. No words now.

One by one, she lifted each piece of the bridal set from the box like they were heirlooms. She held up the stockings first, pure white silk with scalloped lace tops, and pressed them gently against my thigh to measure. The lace smelled faintly of rose powder and something older... like the inside of a vintage hope chest.

"These belonged to the last boy," she said, almost absentmindedly. "But no one ever wore them quite right."

I swallowed. My throat was dry.

She rolled the stockings slowly up my legs, smoothing each inch with her palm. The silk hugged my thighs snugly, whispering against my skin. Then the garter belt... soft satin straps, ivory clasps. She adjusted it with reverence, tugging it gently into place and fastening each clip with a soft click.

Then came the slip.

She held it up to the light, letting it shimmer. It was barely there, white, sheer, embroidered with soft ivory thread across the chest. The neckline dipped scandalously low, and the hem wouldn’t even reach mid-thigh. It was bridal, yes. But slutty. A wedding gown for a whore.

She slipped it over my head and let it fall into place. It clung to my skin like a second sheen of moisture, kissed every curve I didn’t know I had.

Last were the gloves. Long. Tight. Satin so pale it was almost translucent. She rolled them up my arms like she was sealing something in, smoothing the wrinkles with her fingertips.

She stepped back and looked me over slowly.

"This is the last night you’ll wear white," she said softly. "Enjoy the innocence while you still can."

She brushed my hair out, pulled it softly over one shoulder.

Then she kissed my temple.

“Lie down. Arms flat at your sides. No covers.”

I obeyed. The sheets were cool beneath me, the silk almost too smooth, too alert against my skin. I shivered as I settled, the lace slip riding higher across my thighs. My cage pressed tighter, the plug nudging deeper with every tiny shift.

I squirmed once, instinctively, just to find a spot.

“Don’t wrinkle the slip,” she scolded gently, smoothing it with her palm. “Good wives don’t let their slips crease.”

I went still. My arms stayed at my sides. My nipples tightened in the air... too cold without covers, but she’d been clear. I wasn’t to be hidden. I was to be seen.

She adjusted me delicately, tugging one stocking taut, brushing a wrinkle from my glove. Then she walked to the door, her footsteps light. She paused before leaving.

And then she did something new.

She opened the bedroom door halfway. Not fully. Just enough that the hall light spilled in, catching the pearl of the plug’s base. I inhaled sharply.

“He might want to peek,” she said without turning around. “And you wouldn’t want to disappoint your would-be husband.”

Then she stepped out, heels clicking faintly, and disappeared down the corridor.

I lay there, heart racing, thighs parted, nipples stiff, breath shallow. Dressed. Plugged. Panting.

Visible.

Waiting for the man who would ruin me tomorrow.


CHAPTER 2

The light woke me.

Soft and golden. Slanting through the parted curtains and painting the sheets with pale stripes. It kissed my skin in strips of warmth, but the rest of me was still trembling. My thighs ached faintly, stretched and tender from the plug that had spent the night seated deep inside me. There was a pressure in my belly... not pain, but fullness. Readiness.

I didn’t move at first. Couldn’t. Every inch of me was aware. The lace slip had ridden up and stuck between my cheeks, damp from sweat and the oil she'd massaged in the night before. My nipples were hard against the cold morning air. The plug throbbed inside me with the smallest twitch. And the cage… tight. Digging faintly into the soft skin above my thighs, like a reminder of what wasn’t mine to use.

The sheets were cool beneath my back. No covers. No mercy.

I didn’t know if he’d peeked. If he’d come to the doorway during the night to see how I’d been left.

But I’d kept still.

Just like a good wife should. My body was too aware of itself… of the plug still deep inside me, of the chill clinging to my skin, of the way the silk slip had bunched just above my hips. I was exposed. Deliberately so.

Mrs. Aldridge hadn’t returned during the night. No one had. The door remained ajar.

My chest rose and fell in small, shallow breaths. The moment felt suspended, like something ancient. Like I wasn’t a person anymore,  just a bride left on display.

Eventually, I heard her heels.

Click. Click. Stop.

She didn’t knock. She simply stepped inside with a bowl of warm lotion and a fresh white robe over one arm. Her eyes roamed over me,  over the damp lace, the stiff nipples, the faint tremble still in my thighs.

“Good,” she said. “You stayed soft.”

She set the bowl down beside me. Uncapped the jar. The scent of rose and sandalwood curled through the air, sharp, feminine, old-world. She dipped her fingers in, and the lotion was cool as it landed on my skin. Cold enough to make me flinch.

But as she rubbed it in, it warmed. Her hands were steady, practiced, unhurried. She began with slow circles down my arms, gliding over the satin gloves like I was porcelain. She moved to my chest, working around my nipples until they peaked harder beneath her touch. The cage stood stiff between us, catching the light with each shift.

“This lotion isn’t for you,” she said, voice low. “It’s for his hands. His mouth.”

I swallowed.

“Softness,” she murmured, tracing a line down to my hips. “He likes soft thighs. And yours… are nearly there.”

When she reached my thighs, she pushed them wider apart and worked the lotion into the inner flesh, cool at first, then warming. She didn’t avoid the plug,  she rubbed just around it, careful not to press too hard, but enough to remind me of its weight.

I whimpered. My legs twitched.

Was I shaking from the cold… or from how badly I wanted his approval?

“This is how he should find you,” she murmured. “Oiled, silent, opened. Ready.”

“You’ll walk today,” she said. “You’ll walk to him.”

I didn’t ask where. I didn’t ask how. I simply nodded.

She pulled the slip off slowly, folding it with care, then dressed me in a fresh robe,  still bridal, still white, but heavier. Older. It smelled faintly of cedar and old perfume.

“Stand,” she said. “You’ll wear something special today.”

I followed her to the wardrobe. From the back of it, tucked behind the silks and nightwear, she drew a slim box. Pale blue. Tied with a faded ribbon.

She opened it with care. Inside was a set of lingerie unlike anything I’d worn before.

She didn’t touch it right away. Just looked. Her eyes softened in a way I hadn’t seen before, like the pieces themselves held a memory. She reached in and lifted the bra first, delicate, soft ivory lace, the cups shaped to cradle more than lift. She unfolded it slowly, like it might crumble if handled too roughly.

The scent hit me next, powdered fabric and something floral, aged but intact. Like a vintage perfume still clinging to its original owner. It smelled like secrets and vows. Like something meant to be touched only once.

She held it up to my chest and nodded faintly. “Still fits. Different, but it fits.”

Then came the garters, longer than anything I’d ever worn, with hand-stitched trim. Beneath them lay a fresh pair of white sheer silk stockings, folded delicately, so thin they looked like clouds. She ran her fingers over the fabric before placing them carefully beside the panties, barely more than a sigh of lace, cut so high and small it framed rather than concealed. A matching veil sat beside it, sheer and edged in hand-sewn pearls that shimmered like morning dew.

“This belonged to his wife,” Mrs. Aldridge said quietly. “She wore this on their honeymoon.”

She paused. Her gaze lingered on me a moment longer.

“And you're the first one to get this far after that.”

I stared down at it. My throat tightened.

Could I ever wear it right? Would he see her when he looked at me… or only the hollow shape of what used to be?

But I didn’t ask. I didn’t resist. I let her dress me anyway.

“This belonged to his wife,” Mrs. Aldridge said quietly. “She wore this on their honeymoon.”

I swallowed.

“It’s yours now.”

She dressed me in it piece by piece.

She clipped the garters to my stockings, adjusted the waistband so it sat perfectly over the cage. She fastened the bra around my chest, not to give the illusion of breasts, but to mark the shape of what I’d become. When she draped the veil over my head, it was like the air itself changed.

“You’ll walk alone,” she said. “Wait for the doors. He’ll be waiting.”

I nodded. I couldn’t speak. My throat felt tight.

The Manor was silent as I stepped into the hallway.

No staff. No footsteps. Just the sound of my own heels against the polished wood, echoing like a heartbeat. Every step was delicate, measured, not just because I was afraid of slipping, but because I could feel the cage rattling faintly beneath the lace, its metal tapping gently against the garter clasps with each sway of my hips.

The floor creaked in places I remembered from that first night, the night I was brought here, scared and curious and not yet softened. Back then, I walked these halls as a guest. Now, I moved like a gift.

The lace trailed behind me like a train. My thighs brushed with every step. The plug shifted deeper, fuller, and I had to whisper under my breath just to stay steady.

“Stay in… please stay in…”

Each step reminded me: this wasn’t rehearsal. This was the real walk. The final one.

When I reached the door to the Master’s study, I didn’t knock.

I knelt.

The floor was cold through the silk stockings, but I didn’t dare shift. My heart was thudding against the choker. I could hear nothing at first, just my own breathing behind the veil, hot and shallow.

Would he like how I looked?

Would I disappoint him?

I didn’t dare adjust the veil. If it slipped, I’d let it. If the lace tangled, I’d wear the tangle. Brides don’t fix themselves.

Then I heard them, his boots.

Slow. Purposeful. Coming closer to the door from inside.

My breath caught.

The door opened.

Hargrave stood inside. Dressed in full black. No tie, no smile. Just him... tall, still, commanding.

“Enter,” he said. “Close the door behind you.”

I did.

The room was warm. Dim. He stood by the window, watching me as I walked in. The veil hung low over my eyes.

“Come closer.”

I obeyed.

He reached out and lifted the veil back, then let it fall behind my shoulders.

“I want you to remember this moment,” he said. “Because from this point forward, you will never doubt what you are to me again.”

From the drawer of his desk, he pulled a choker. Not leather. Not metal. But silk and pearl, delicate and stunning. The silk ribbon was soft ivory, the pearls cool and faintly luminous. He held it up for me to see first, and let me watch the way it swayed slightly between his fingers.

Stitched into the ribbon, in tiny hand-embroidered thread: WH.

I stared at it. The letters glinted in the low light… subtle, but unmistakable. A brand. A vow.

He stepped close and placed it around my throat. The silk slid cold against my skin at first, but as he adjusted it, the warmth of his fingertips spread through the fabric. The pearl settled at the base of my throat like a weight. Like a seal.

He fastened it around my throat. Slowly. Reverently.

Then he reached beneath the veil, hooked his fingers in the lace waistband of the panties, and slid them down my thighs.

His knuckles grazed my skin slowly, dragging along my hipbones, brushing the outer swell of my ass. I could feel his breath change as more of me was revealed. Slower. Thicker.

Was this what his wife felt? Or was this only mine now?

He took his time.

He pressed a hand to my lower back and bent me over the desk.

The wood was cold against my chest. My gloves squeaked faintly as I gripped the edge. The veil slid forward over my face, softening the light, veiling the moment.

I gasped softly.

He knelt behind me. I could hear him breathing... slow, thick, deep. I imagined his eyes on me, tracing every inch he was about to claim.

He didn’t touch me with his hands.

Just his face. His breath.

He parted my cheeks with his face, his exhale brushing warm across the plug, then lower.

He inhaled... long and full, like he was tasting me already.

“This is how you waited for me?” he murmured, voice just above a whisper.

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. I just trembled.

I wanted him to ruin me. But not yet. Not if waiting made it better.

And didn’t fuck me.

Just breathed. Let me tremble.

Let me know it was coming.

Let me know I was ready to be taken.

But not yet.


CHAPTER 3

He didn’t say a word.

Just pressed a hand to the small of my back and guided me to the bedroom. The master bedroom. Bigger than any I’d seen in the Manor, with windows that opened to the orchard and sheets that shimmered silver in the early light. The air smelled of wood polish and old roses, and every step I took behind him felt like stepping further into something permanent.

He left the door open.

The room was warm. Quiet. Sacred.

He undressed me slowly, first the veil.

The last thing that made me look like a bride.

He lifted it gently, letting it float from my shoulders like mist. I didn’t move. I wanted him to see what he’d married. I wanted him to see that I’d been good. Still. Waiting.

Then the choker.

His fingers lingered at the clasp, and when he unhooked it, he pressed a kiss to the faint red imprint the silk had left on my throat. I shivered. That mark would fade, but in that moment, it felt like it had been burned into me.

Then the bra.

He slid it down my arms, careful not to tug the gloves. The chill in the air licked across my bare chest, nipples hardening instantly. He glanced down at them for a moment, just a glance, but it was enough to make my stomach twist.

The stockings stayed. The gloves too.

I wasn’t being undressed.

I was being unwrapped. Claimed. Made his.

He said nothing as he peeled away the layers, his hands slow and careful, like opening a gift he’d waited too long to unwrap. Every inch he touched left a hunger behind.

When I was bare, he guided me to the center of the bed.

“Face down,” he said softly.

I obeyed. Arms cradled beneath me. Cheek pressed into the silk. My hips lifted without being told, on instinct, or maybe just training. My breathing quickened. I couldn’t see him, but I felt the weight of his gaze everywhere.

He left me like that for a long moment. Just breathing. Watching. Claiming me with silence alone.

Then I felt the bed shift. The warmth of his body lowering behind me. I could feel his presence at my back before he even touched me.

He parted me with both hands. Thumbs grazing my rim, pressing just enough to make me gasp. Then his mouth.

Hot.

Hungry.

The first lick made me cry out. Not loud, but sharp. A whimper caught in silk. My hips jerked slightly and were steadied instantly by his palms.

He ate me like he was starving.

His tongue circled, flicked, lapped. He groaned into me, low and deep, like the taste had settled somewhere in his chest. He spit, then licked it back up. The pressure of his hands kept me spread, held open like I was something delicate he didn’t trust to stay in place. My thighs shook. My back arched. The room was so quiet that every sound from his mouth felt amplified, obscene.

“This is where you’ll take me,” he breathed into me. “All of me. You know that, don’t you?”

I gasped. "Yes—yes, sir… please… I want—"

“Louder.”

“Yes! Yes, I want you there—inside me—please…”

I whimpered and stammered through thank yous, even though he hadn’t done it yet. Even though he was still just… eating. Worshipping. Every lick sent fresh sparks across my spine.

I wanted to stay like this forever. Open. Wet. Fed on. He kissed me like I was already split open for him.

He didn’t rush.

He devoured me.

I lost count of how many times I whispered please. I didn’t know if I was begging him to keep going or to finally stop and take me.

He kissed around the plug first. Then pulled it out with a soft, wet pop that echoed in the silence of the room. I gasped again... emptied, wide, aching. My hole clenched around nothing, fluttering. I felt the sudden absence like grief.

“Good girl,” he whispered, low and warm. “Kept it in all night. Just for me.” His mouth returned instantly. Tongue sliding into where the plug had been. Deeper. Messier. I sobbed into the sheets. It felt like he was licking a promise into me.

My cock throbbed uselessly in the cage. His cock twitched inside the cage, the metal smeared with his own mess, glinting like jewelry. Dripping. Aching. Pulsing without permission.

It leaked uncontrollably. I could feel it... wetting the sheets under my belly. The humiliation of it didn’t even register anymore. It was just… me now.

He didn’t ignore it.

His hand slid under me, pressing against my belly, then lower... fingers grazing the cage, brushing the wetness that had pooled. He touched it like it was his too. Like every part of me was.

He didn’t stroke. Just… felt.

Then I felt two fingers at my hole.

“Relax,” he murmured. “I’m right here. Let me in, sweetheart.”

They pushed in slow. Too slow. Stretching me again, but not just mechanically. Emotionally. Like he wanted my body to feel who it belonged to. Like each inch was a confirmation.

My cock jolted. I didn’t want to be ready. I wanted to be ruined.

I felt it building, too fast. I bit my lip hard, shaking my head against the sheets.

"No… not yet… please don’t…"

But it was coming. The cage pulsed tight around me, squeezing every twitch into a mess I couldn’t control. I wasn’t caged. I was saved. The metal fought me, cold and unyielding, holding me prisoner even as my body betrayed me.

I sobbed into the silk.

Then it hit. Hard. My whole body clenched and writhed, hips pressing into the bed as the sissygasm tore through me. It soaked the sheets beneath my belly. I didn’t even care. My throat choked on a broken moan. I was crying and panting and pleading for nothing and everything.

I didn’t want to come. I didn’t mean to.

But I did.

And it was humiliating.

And perfect.

The cage trembled against my thighs.

Hargrave didn’t stop.

He pulled his fingers out, licked them clean, then bent to my cock. I froze.

He licked the sissygasm off the tip, slow and warm, until I shook.

“That’s my wife,” he murmured against the cage. “So needy, you came from just my fingers.”

I wanted to disappear. I wanted to cry. I wanted him to never stop.

“Good girls don’t waste,” he said.

Then he laid his chest across my back. The heat of his skin pressed into mine. I could feel the weight of him now, the firmness of his chest, the tension in his breath, the hum of restraint in every muscle. His whole body felt like it had been waiting for this just as long as mine had.

And then his cock.

Thick. Heavy. Hot.

It slid forward against me, nestling between my cheeks, the head brushing the stretched rim of my hole. He didn’t push in, just let it rest there, pulsing. With every breath he took, it moved:  nudging, teasing, promising.

He lined himself up with a slow, grinding drag, letting his tip smear against my opening. The plug had never felt like this. No toy ever pulsed. No toy ever chose me.

It was real now, no toys, no fingers, no more waiting. Just him.

He bent over me fully, pressing his mouth to the back of my neck, his breath cascading down my spine like a warning and a promise. I felt him everywhere... his chest flush against my back, the heat of his cock pulsing against me, thick and unrelenting.

He didn’t move.

Not yet.

The room had gone silent. No birdsong. No wind. Just my heartbeat. Just him.

“You say when,” he whispered.

I couldn’t breathe. My chest rose, fell, but no sound came. Only the thunder of my pulse.

He kissed the back of my neck again… slow, reverent.

I turned my face to the side. My voice barely existed. Just a breath.

“Please…”

He waited.

I swallowed. My eyes closed.

“Please… fuck your wife.”

He didn’t speak at first. Just stayed still, buried in the silence with me, his cock heavy and hot at my entrance. I felt it twitch. I felt him breathe. The anticipation crawled up my spine, coiled in my chest, bloomed in my throat like a scream I couldn’t let out.

He kissed the back of my neck one more time.

Then I felt it.

The first push.

Slow. Unforgiving.

Slippery warmth slid inside first... the leftover lube, still clinging from his fingers, soft and slick. But that was only a whisper before the pressure began. Before something hotter, harder, alive pressed into me.

I didn’t know if I was panting or sobbing. My chest lifted off the sheets, then sank again. My lips parted, but no sound came out.

He inched in.

One.

I held my breath.

Two.

My thighs twitched, knees digging into the sheets. My rim clenched instinctively, trying to hold, to brace, to accept. My gloved hands slid forward on the silk, leaving faint creases, marks of surrender. I could feel the lace bunching at the bend of my elbows, the satin clinging damp to my skin.

Three... maybe four… was there more?

I didn’t know how much of him I could take. I only knew I wanted all of it. Needed all of it.

Every inch of him erased who I was before today.

My breath caught. My hips tensed instinctively, but he was already there, already claiming the space his fingers and plug had only ever borrowed. Inch by inch, he sank in. I could feel myself opening, stretching, parting for him. The burn licked across my nerves—sharp, pulsing, hot, and I bit the silk beneath me.

He didn’t force. He didn’t rush.

He let me feel it all.

“There you go,” he murmured, voice low, lips brushing my shoulder. “That’s it. That’s my girl. Just like that.”

I whimpered. My hole fluttered around him, every inch deeper sending a fresh wave of pressure through my belly. My cage was already tight, now it pulsed with a helpless rhythm, aching with each throb of the cock sliding into me.

He stopped halfway.

Breathed.

Pressed a hand to the small of my back and whispered, “Softest hole I’ve ever owned.”

My whole body flushed.

“This is mine now.”

I whimpered into the sheets.

“You’re mine now.”

He pushed deeper.

My legs kicked slightly. I couldn’t help it. It was too much, too thick, too slow. My body didn’t know what to do with the fullness. My thighs trembled, and he hushed me with a kiss between my shoulder blades.

“Shh. Breathe through it.”

I gasped. I obeyed. I arched.

And he bottomed out.

Fully inside me.

I cried out. Not from pain—no, not quite. From the overwhelming, shattering sensation of being filled. Of being taken. The plug had prepared me physically, but nothing could’ve prepared me for this.

For him.

He stayed there, buried to the hilt, his cock twitching inside me, pulsing against the tightness of my body. My rim strained to hold him. My muscles fluttered helplessly around the fullness, clenching in waves.

I wasn’t pretending. I wasn’t dressing up. This wasn’t a game.

I’d been trained to be soft. But now I was owned.

This wasn’t submission. It was transformation.

He kissed my neck again. “You feel that, sweetheart?”

I nodded into the bed.

“That’s what being a wife feels like.”

He pulled out, just a little, and slid back in. The drag of his cock made me shake. My fingers clawed at the silk. I moaned, choked, gasped for air. I could feel the pulse of him, the deliberate control in every slow stroke. The weight of his cock against my walls. The strain in my hole to take it all.

His pace was slow. Rhythmic. Deep. The kind of fucking that didn’t just fill... it consecrated.

Each thrust felt like a question.

Each withdrawal, a promise.

Each pause, a claim.

He whispered more between thrusts:

“So good for me.”

“Built to be used.”

“You were made for this.”

“Look at you—shaking on my cock like a good little wife.”

“You want to be filled, don’t you? You want your husband to finish inside his property?”

I moaned out yeses, babbled nonsense between gasps, unable to form anything else. Just pure sound. Raw, instinctive.

And then—

Flash.

A memory.

My first night at the Manor.

I had stood in the front foyer, too afraid to speak, clutching my suitcase like it would protect me. The walls had seemed too tall. The silence, too heavy. I remember Mrs. Aldridge walking me in, brushing my hair back gently as she looked me over. "You’ll learn to make him proud," she had said.

My body back then had been tight. Scared. Uncertain. Every step had felt wrong. Every glance, like I was being measured against some secret standard I could never reach.

I remember lying in bed that first night, staring at the ceiling, touching myself under the covers and stopping halfway, too afraid to even moan.

Now—

I was sobbing into silk with his cock inside me.

I was arched, legs trembling, arms cradled under me like a doll someone had positioned. My hips moved with every thrust, lifting slightly, chasing the fullness. My thighs shook under the weight of his rhythm. The gloves bunched behind my elbows now, twisted from how tightly I’d gripped the sheets.

I was being fucked like I belonged to him.

And I did.

I came back to the present with a gasp. My mouth opened. My eyes rolled. I whispered:

“Thank you.”

He thrust deeper.

“Thank you…”

My voice broke.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you—”

I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to. Gratitude poured out of me with every stroke.

Hargrave growled. A low, possessive sound. "This hole is mine," he snarled close to my ear. "Wives don’t get to choose what their husbands leave inside." He reached around, slapped my thigh just lightly enough to make me flinch, then rubbed the sting with his palm.

“Arch more.”

I obeyed, hips rising, hole opening. My rim throbbed as he drove in again, slick and thick and impossibly deep.

He fucked deeper.

Slower.

Harder.

The wet slap of his hips meeting my ass filled the room. Our breath was loud now. My whimpers grew higher, sharper. The sheets were soaked beneath me... from sweat, from spit, from the helpless drip from my caged cock. I was making a mess and I didn’t care.

Then he slowed.

Slid out.

Guided me to turn over.

“Look at me,” he said.

He lifted my legs gently, placed them over his shoulders. The white silk stockings stretched high, the tops rolling down slightly with the shift. My calves tensed against his shoulders, trembling as his grip anchored me in place. My knees were pushed wide, hole exposed, entrance still fluttering. He lined up again, and I saw his cock now, glistening, flushed, thick with me.

And then it was inside again.

Deeper now. New angle. New depth. My head rolled back. My mouth fell open. My chest heaved.

He leaned in, gazing down at me, holding my legs apart like they were nothing. My gloved hands clutched at the pillow beneath me, smearing it with sweat and the scent of my surrender. "You look perfect like this," he growled. "Split open. Wife-wet. Mine."

“Eyes on me.”

I tried. I really did. But they kept rolling back.

“Eyes on your husband, sweetheart.”

I focused. I sobbed. I nodded.

And then he kissed me.

Our first kiss.

I froze for a second. I didn’t know if I was allowed to kiss back. Brides weren’t supposed to be greedy, weren’t supposed to take. But I was breaking, already split open, and his lips felt like an anchor.

He kissed me like he wanted to silence my sobs.

I kissed him like I needed him to hear them.

His tongue tasted like salt and breath and the heat of the room. He kissed me through it all, my shaking legs, my sobs, the slick wet grind of his cock pushing deeper.

With him fully inside me, cock grinding deep.

I sobbed into his mouth.

And he didn’t stop.

He held the kiss as he fucked me. Deep, deliberate strokes that made my body jerk beneath him. He swallowed my cries. He owned them. My legs locked around his waist. My gloves slid across his back. I clung to him like the only thing that could hold me together was him.

And it was.

I was his.

And I never wanted to be anything else.

We were still connected… his cock buried deep inside me, our lips barely parted, breath mingling in the quiet. The kiss broke with a wet gasp, my chest rising, his hand still at my jaw, thumb stroking softly along my cheek. I could still feel his taste on my tongue, the pressure of his mouth echoing in every nerve.

Hargrave didn’t move right away. He stayed inside, pulsing, anchoring me down onto him like I was already claimed. His palm cradled my jaw like something delicate, his to protect, his to own. His eyes searched mine, not asking for permission, just watching. Studying. Making sure I knew what this meant.

“This isn’t just a fuck, sweetheart,” he said, voice low, rough, reverent. “This is how I make you mine.”

My breath hitched. My whole body shuddered, the weight of his words pressing heavier than his cock inside me.

And then he started to move again.

Slow thrusts. Deep. Intentional.

His gaze didn’t leave mine. His cock slid in and out with torturous precision, like he was engraving his name into the softest part of me. Every drag of his length made my thighs quake, every return stroke carved the breath from my chest. I whimpered with each press, hips lifting to meet him, greedy for more. More stretch. More weight. More of him.

He leaned in, mouth brushing the shell of my ear, voice a low rumble that sank into my spine.

“Gonna fill this pretty pussy,” he growled. “Gonna knot you like you were made for it.”

I moaned, the sound sticky and desperate. My hands gripped his back, fingertips digging into skin, gloves sliding over the muscle that flexed beneath them.

“Please,” I gasped. “Breed me. Fill me. Make me yours.”

He hissed through his teeth and fucked harder. Just for a moment. Just enough to make the sheets rustle, my thighs slap against his, my breath catch in my throat. Then he slowed again. Teasing. Building. Grinding in circles like he was shaping me to fit him forever.

When he finally pulled out, I whined, a raw, broken noise that sounded more animal than boy. My hole clenched on nothing. The stretch reversed too fast, leaving me gaping slightly, warm slickness leaking down my crack. I felt ruined. Empty. Starving. Like something sacred had been taken away.

But he wasn’t done.

Hargrave sat back on the bed, strong arms guiding me as he pulled me into his lap like I weighed nothing at all. Before he brought me down, he reached between us, spat directly onto the head of his cock. The sound was obscene. The sight, even more. The wet sheen mixed with the mess already there, and I whimpered just watching it twitch in the open air. My thighs spread automatically, draped over his, my feet still in their delicate white silk stockings dangling off the edge of the mattress. The head of his cock nudged between my cheeks, already slick, already pulsing.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “So needy. So messy. My pretty bride.”

He guided me with one hand, the other steady at my waist. I reached back with trembling fingers and found him, lined us up with a soft sob.

The head slipped in with a wet sound that made us both gasp.

Then I lowered myself.

Slow.

Shaking.

Every inch slid back in with a pressure that made my toes curl inside the silk. My thighs burned from the position, but I still ground down, chasing the pressure against the cage that I knew I wasn’t allowed to relieve. I could feel my own juices smearing between my cheeks, dripping onto his lap.

I wasn’t allowed to cum, but I still moved like I might.

The weight of him made my whole body hum. My lips parted around a moan that melted into his skin.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “Take your husband’s cock just like that.”

Every time he said it, I felt prettier. More real. More his. The words soaked into my skin like perfume.

I collapsed into him, chest to chest, arms over his shoulders. My gloves bunched against his skin, satin catching on his back where I clung harder than I meant to. My face pressed into the crook of his neck, breathing him in—woodsmoke, sweat, sex.

His hands gripped my ass, spreading me wider, helping me sink all the way down again until I could feel the press of his base.

“That hole,” he growled, “was made to be filled.”

Our mouths found each other again, sloppy, desperate, teeth clicking briefly before settling into hunger. I kissed him like I’d never get to again, and he kissed me like he owned every part of me. I moaned into his mouth. He swallowed it.

His hands roamed like they couldn’t decide where to stay. One slid between us and found my caged cock, already twitching. He cupped it through the metal, rolled his thumb over the base, and smirked.

“Still locked,” he whispered. “Still leaking. What a good little wife.”

I nodded into his mouth, cheeks flaming.

He lifted me slightly, then let me drop. I gasped, hole fluttering, rim sucking at his cock like it didn’t want to let go. The sound was wet. Beautiful. We both groaned.

Then he held me still.

Just for a moment.

His hands tightened at my waist, locking me down on his cock, not letting me move. My legs trembled. My whole body squirmed against the restraint.

“Please,” I whispered, “let me move. Please—”

He smiled against my neck. His grip relaxed.

“Ride,” he murmured. “Show me what you’ve learned.”

And I did.

I rode him slowly, rocking in his lap, hole clenching, body trembling. His cock pushed past the soft swell of my stretched rim with every bounce, the drag of it pulling slick from me like it was milking every moan out of my throat. I was stretched, opened, held around him, my rim clinging and refusing to let go. My thighs ached from the strain, but I didn’t care. I bounced in soft rhythm, slick noises filling the space between us, my rim drooling with every downward thrust.

My gloves squeaked faintly as I steadied myself on his shoulders. His fingers dug bruises into my hips.

My cage was soaked. I could feel the heat inside it. The frustration. The ache. But I didn’t need to cum. I needed him.

I was his. And he was inside me.

Right where I wanted him.

Right where I needed to be.

Forever.

Hargrave’s hands moved to my waist, gripping me with the kind of strength that promised something else was coming.

He pulled me up slowly, lifting me off his cock like he was unsheathing something sacred. My hole fluttered as he slipped free, and I whimpered, the slick stretch sealing shut again far too quickly, the emptiness immediate and cold. I felt the heat of his release threatening to break him, and I thought he might push back in.

But instead, he laid me down gently across the sheets, hands lingering at my hips, lips brushing my temple.

Then: “Get on your knees.”

I looked up at him, dazed. My legs obeyed before my mind could catch up.

“Show me what that pretty mouth was trained for.”

My throat tightened. I crawled toward him, slow, trembling, the sheets dragging under my palms and knees. He sat up, legs parted slightly, cock glossy and thick, twitching against his stomach.

It stood up, flushed and slick, twitching like it missed me already. The head was swollen, a deeper shade now, kissed by my hole, kissed by his praise. I stared at it, breathing heavy, before I even dared to touch it. My lips parted unconsciously. I swallowed. Licked them slowly. My mouth was watering for him.

I wanted to worship it. It was coated in lube, spit, my own slick. It glistened like something too holy to touch without permission.

But I didn’t wait for permission. I lowered my head between his thighs.

I’d never sucked a cock still slick from my own hole before. I didn’t know if I was humiliated or honored. Maybe both. The smell, the sheen, the heat of it... it all felt impossibly intimate, like I was tasting the proof of what I’d become.

I licked.

From base to tip, slow, reverent. The taste made me moan against him... bitter lube, the salt of sweat, a hint of myself. Shame. Pride. Obedience. I licked again.

“Sweet boy,” he murmured. “You taste how full your hole was?”

I flushed. My cheeks burned, but I nodded against his cock.

Then I opened my mouth.

Wide.

He didn’t need to guide me. I took him in on my own, lips slipping past the head, tongue pressed flat beneath the weight.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Sloppy and grateful.”

He let his cock press down on my tongue, not thrusting... just letting me feel the weight. “That’s my pussy still dripping off me. And now you’re licking it up.”

I moaned around him, louder now.

“You ride like a slut,” he said softly, “but you suck cock like a wife.”

He thumbed the corner of my mouth, collecting the slick. “God, you were made to look like this. Caged, leaking, drooling all over my cock.”

I sucked with my whole face... drool pooling at the corners of my mouth, spit clinging in threads from my chin to his shaft. My jaw ached already, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I wanted to thank him the only way I knew how.

My hands gripped his thighs for balance. His fingers slid into my hair, not pulling, just holding—like he liked the way I looked right there, between his legs, lips stretched around the cock that had just opened me.

I moaned around him. Loud. Wet.

The vibrations made him grunt. His hips gave a small thrust and I took it, nearly choking. My eyes watered instantly.

One fat tear rolled down my cheek.

Hargrave wiped it away with his thumb. He smiled.

“Beautiful.”

I pulled off with a gasp, drool stringing between us. My lips were red, slick, parted.

“Please…” I whispered, and then I went back down.

I sucked him deeper this time, let the head press to the back of my throat, then pulled back slowly, tongue swirling, then back in.

I gagged again, just slightly, and he let out a low, satisfied groan. I pulled back, coughing softly, cheeks burning with shame, but before I could look away, his hand cupped my face.

"Shh," he murmured, brushing his thumb across my wet cheek. "That’s my girl. Even your throat wants to take care of me."

He let me breathe there for a moment, his hand never leaving my face. I leaned into it once again... soft, flushed, still gasping from the stretch in my throat.

Then his voice dropped, intimate and raw:

“You want to be my wife, don’t you?”

I nodded, mouth still full.

“You want to take it in every hole I give you?”

I moaned again... half hum, half plea, and the sound made him twitch.

I sucked harder.

My hips shifted without thinking. I was grinding the sheets, slow, pathetic thrusts that only pushed my cage into soft friction. The pressure sent a pulse up my spine. I could feel it building already... tight, trapped, useless. But I couldn't stop. I was dripping into my own thigh.

Hargrave looked down and saw it. Smirked.

He tapped my cheek gently. "No," he said. "That's for my cock to decide."

I whimpered, hole fluttering around nothing, cock twitching in its prison. And I kept sucking. Like it would earn me something.

This was what I’d become. A hole he filled and a mouth that begged for more.

I sucked him down until my lips met his skin. Buried my nose in the base. Took a breath like I was breathing him in.

The cage throbbed with every movement, heat trapped and desperate, a toy without purpose.

Mess dripped from my lips to my gloves, down to the sheets. I didn’t care. I looked up at him through wet lashes, begging with my eyes. He looked back, hand still in my hair, pride thick in his gaze.

He didn’t need to say it.

I was doing so well.

Hargrave’s hands slid into my hair and tugged... not cruel, but firm. Direct. Commanding.

I barely had time to gasp before he pulled me up off his cock with a slick pop and turned me. His grip moved from my hair to my waist, guiding me like I was nothing more than pliant silk in his hands. I followed because I had no choice—because I didn’t want one.

He bent me forward over the side of the bed, one smooth motion that left my chest pressed to the mattress and my ass high in the air, hole exposed, cage hanging helpless and soaked beneath me. My slip caught on my ribs, bunching under my arms. My stockinged knees trembled, parted just enough to let him see everything. My ass rounded out for him like a gift, pale, soft, flushed. I felt exposed in a way I never had before. This wasn’t just sex. This was claiming.

If anyone had walked in, they’d have seen a perfect sissy whore, arched, drooling, ready. I whimpered, clutching the sheets. The position was obscene. Intentional.

Then he pressed against me again.

No teasing this time.

One thrust, deep, unrelenting, filling me in a single, breathless push.

I cried out.

Not from pain. From shock. From the overwhelming stretch of being split wide again after being denied for too many aching seconds.

His hands stayed on my waist. He didn’t move at first. Just stayed there, buried inside me, letting my body adjust. Letting me feel every throb.

"There we go," he murmured, voice rough now. Lower. Less patient. "Right where you belong."

I could feel his breath against my back. Could feel the heat of his chest just hovering, the sweat of his skin painting my spine.

And then he began to move.

Thrusts rougher now. Deeper. Less measured. His hips slapped against mine with wet, urgent sounds that made me moan and grip the sheets harder. I arched for him. Opened for him.

"You want me to breed this pussy, don’t you?" he growled.

"Yes," I gasped, voice breaking. "Please, Daddy, please—"

He pulled almost all the way out and slammed back in. I jolted forward with a sob.

"Say it. Tell me whose cum you want."

"Yours!" I cried. "Yours, Daddy, please—breed me, fill me up! Make me your wife for real!"

He growled behind me, and one of his hands snaked around my waist, down my belly.

It found the cage.

His fingers curled under the metal, tugging it back, pulling the locked weight of it in time with each thrust. Every tug of the cage made me throb harder. It wasn’t pleasure. It was pressure. Painful, beautiful pressure. My cock tried to pulse, twitching helplessly inside its prison, pressing against the steel like it thought it might matter.

He didn’t just own my hole. He owned my cock too. Denied it. Controlled it.

I wailed.

"That’s it," he snarled. "Let me hear it. Let this whole house know who this pussy belongs to."

The sheets were wet with my spit, my tears, the leak from my useless cock. I didn’t care. I couldn’t. My voice was wrecked, broken with moans and cries.

And all I could do was beg for more.

“You’re taking it so well, sweetheart,” he growled between thrusts. “Just like you were trained to.”

I sobbed, my whole body shaking.

“Good little cunt,” he hissed, pulling me back tighter onto him. “You’ll keep me in, won’t you? You’ll hold every drop.”

He leaned in then, voice low in my ear.

“You’re the prettiest thing I’ve ever had.”

My body trembled violently, wrung out and overwhelmed, and for a moment, I collapsed forward into the sheets. My limbs gave, my spine curled, but my hips stayed arched, offering, begging, still trying to take everything he gave me. I was sobbing, not even knowing why anymore. Every nerve was lit, every hole aching, my throat hoarse.

And I whispered, "Thank you, Daddy."

He didn’t pull out.

Not right away.

His cock stayed buried inside me, softening only slightly, still twitching now and then like it didn’t want to leave either. His weight lay heavy on top of me, and I didn’t want it to move. I didn’t want anything to move. I just wanted to keep breathing… his breath on my neck, his hands around my waist, the heat of him still inside me.

He kissed the nape of my neck once, then again, slower the second time. I heard him inhale, like he was taking something in. A scent. A moment. A memory.

It didn’t matter what I was before.

I was his now.

When he finally did pull out, it was slow. Reluctant. Like even his cock didn’t want to leave what it had just made. I whimpered when it slipped free. The air kissed my wrecked hole and made me tremble. And then I felt it... his cum, thick and warm, leaking out of me in soft trails. Down my thighs. Onto the bed. I didn’t clench to stop it. I let it happen.

He turned me onto my side, pulled me into his arms, and I folded into him like I belonged there. Like I’d never belonged anywhere else.

His fingers moved through my hair. His palm stroked slow over my waist. He wiped my cheeks with the pad of his thumb.

“You’re not just a wife,” he said softly. “You’re my peace.”

I choked on a soft noise. He kissed my temple.

“You gave me something I didn’t think I deserved again.”

I buried my face in his chest, fingers curling against his skin.

“Thank you,” I whispered. “Thank you for choosing me.”

His arms tightened. My legs tangled with his. His cock, still wet with me, pressed soft against my hip.

He stayed inside for minutes. Maybe more. I wasn’t even sure when I passed out. All I knew was that when I woke, I was still leaking.

We fell asleep like that. Just bodies. Just breath. Just the silence of something finally whole.

***

When I woke up, the bed smelled like him. My thighs were sticky. My hair was a mess. And I was still in my bridal lingerie—stockings, gloves, everything but the slip, which had been peeled off and discarded somewhere on the floor.

The stockings clung damp to the backs of my thighs, still attached to loosened garters that had twisted in the night. The satin gloves were rumpled, one bunched around my wrist, the other nearly slipping off. I could smell myself in the lace. I could smell him.

My slip was gone. But the rest clung to me—white lace, wrinkled silk, the last pieces of who I’d been before he bred it out of me.

I was in Hargrave’s bed.

For the first time.

And I was still caged—his gold cage, glinting faintly in the afternoon light, snug and swollen from being teased, denied, forgotten. Still filled. Still sore.

There was no clock nearby, but I knew hours had passed. My eyes blinked against the light pouring in through the tall windows, and for a moment, I didn’t even know where he’d gone.

Then I heard the door.

Mrs. Aldridge stepped in quietly, carrying a silver tray. Her smile was soft. Knowing.

"Afternoon, sweetheart," she said, setting the tray down on the bedside table. "He said to let you rest. You earned it."

She sat beside me and gently pulled back the silk sheets. Her eyes dipped to my thighs.

"The first breeding is sacred," she murmured.

She dipped a warm cloth into a porcelain bowl she’d brought and began to clean me. Between my legs. Around the tender, puffy rim. Down to the soaked inner thighs. "You’ll be sore tomorrow," she murmured. "That’s good. That means he gave you everything."

I flinched once, too sensitive, and her eyes crinkled with gentle humor. "That’s how it’s supposed to feel after a properly consummated wedding."

I flinched gain, too sensitive. But she only shushed me, soothing and maternal.

I didn’t say anything. I just let the tears fall.

Happy tears.

My chest ached, my hole ached, my cock throbbed in its cage. And still, I’d never felt more beautiful.

She helped me sit up against the pillows and placed the tray in my lap. There was soup, buttered toast, soft berries with cream. A white linen napkin folded like a rose.

I ate slowly. Crying the whole time.

Transformed.

When the door opened again, I didn’t even need to look. I felt him enter.

Hargrave walked across the room, still shirtless, a new anklet held between his fingers.

He came to the bed and took my leg gently in his hand. He kissed the inside of my ankle first… slow, firm, reverent, before unclipping the old anklet and setting it aside.

The new one glinted in the sunlight: MRS. H.

“This isn’t jewelry,” he murmured. “It’s a promise.”

He fastened it slowly, the cool metal brushing against my skin. My breath caught. It didn’t just say I was his. It said I’d always been.

Then he leaned over me, found my nipple beneath the lace, and rolled it gently between his thumb and forefinger, making me arch.

"Still sensitive?" he asked, smirking slightly when I gasped.

I nodded, my breath caught again, but for another reason now.

"Good. I want every part of you to remember what last night made you."

Then his lips replaced his fingers. He bent lower, kissing around my nipple before drawing it slowly into his mouth. Sucking. Gentle at first, then firmer, until my breath caught and my legs shifted under the sheets. His mouth moved with purpose—no longer playful, but claiming. Reassuring. Reclaiming.

And later, when I could walk again, he bent me over the edge of that same bed and made sure the second time felt just as sacred.

And the third.

He didn’t take me like a husband claiming his bride again. He took me like a man who couldn’t stop remembering how I felt around him. Rougher. Slower. Hungrier.

And the fourth.

I was fucked to sleep. Fed. Fucked again. Like his whole day belonged inside me.

By nightfall, I wasn’t just in his bed.

I was his.


EPILOGUE

Weeks passed.

I didn’t leave.

I wasn’t asked to.

After that night, after being claimed, used, filled, held, I never went back to my old room. My things had already been moved. Mrs. Aldridge had done it quietly, efficiently, like it had been decided long before the breeding.

Now I slept in Hargrave’s quarters. The Master Bedroom.

Our bedroom.

My side of the closet held rows of new lace and silk, all tailored and curated to his preferences. Every hanger was a whisper of who he wanted me to be. Every drawer filled with lingerie he could pull me out of or push me back into.

The bath connected to our room was bigger than my old quarters entirely. Heated tile. A clawfoot tub. A mirror tall enough to see my whole body—caged, plugged, powdered, and pink.

My cage stayed on always, except during baths when Mrs. Aldridge would remove it to clean me, gentle, methodical, never letting me touch. I hadn’t touched my own cock in weeks. Maybe months. I didn’t keep track anymore. All of my orgasms now were sissygasms. No stroking. No spurting traditional releases. Just spasms, moans, and dripping mess when he made me feel too much. My cock had become something to decorate and deny. Not to use.

Some mornings I woke up aching, sticky, still plugged. The lace of last night’s panties bunched at my knees. My cage swollen, twitching from denied dreams. The sheets damp with memory. I never changed out of my lingerie before breakfast—not unless he told me to.

I woke in his bed every morning, the sheets still smelling of our sweat. Some mornings he’d already be gone—others, I’d find him watching me, hand on my hip, eyes dark like he was remembering something only he got to keep.

Breakfasts were taken downstairs, but only after I served him first, slipping onto his lap afterwards, dressed in lace and pearls. Just enough to tease. Never enough to cover.

The staff never once looked at me strangely. One of the younger maids, while setting down fresh linens in the hall, had even bowed her head slightly and whispered, "Good morning, Mrs. Hargrave." My knees nearly buckled.

They called me the Wife now.

Not Dylan. Not boy. Not guest.

The Wife.

The Manor Wife.

And I had become exactly that.

My day was mine, mostly. I read. From the Manor’s massive library, or surfing online on the newly bought tablet for me. I curled up on his armchair or sprawled across the rug in stockings and a playsuit, cage locked, plug warm, lips still swollen from the night before or the morning after.

Telly time, tea time, training with Mrs. Aldridge. Sometimes, while I was curled up in the library, halfway through a book, she'd appear without a word, tap the back of my thigh with her cane, and murmur, "Spread, dear. Let me make sure you're still stretched." I’d lift my hips, heart racing. Her checks were always silent, always exact. A reminder that my training never truly stopped.

She still made me practice grace. Control. Presentation. A wife, she said, is never off-duty.

But my true duty was him.

To be soft when he came home from his offices or golfing. To be silent when he needed it. To be wet when he wanted me.

He never needed to ask.

One crook of his finger, one murmur of my name, and I was on my knees, on my back, on the bed with my legs open and the plug already out.

And at night, after he used me again, and again, and again—he held me like something precious. Like something earned. Like something only he could ruin properly.

Tonight, after dinner, I snuggled onto his lap in the drawing room, dressed in nothing but a sheer coral lace teddy, high-cut at the thighs, low in the chest, the kind that clung more than it covered. The cups were sheer, framing my nipples in scalloped lace without hiding them. The back was open—nothing but delicate straps crisscrossed low, easy access, he said, for when he didn’t want to wait. A fire was crackling. The scent of leather and ash filled the room. I kissed and nibbled from his ear to his jawline.

My lips lingered there.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

He didn’t answer, but his hand came up and stroked my hair.

“Thank you,” I said again, softer this time. “For ruining me right.”

His thumb brushed behind my ear.

And in that quiet, I thought of the guest he mentioned earlier.

A friend of his.

Visiting next month.

He said he might want to watch me.

Or maybe more.

Would the guest want to sit in this chair too? Would I be passed from lap to lap like a shared treat? I wasn’t scared. I was curious. Excited. My husband had ruined me. But what else was left to break?

***

💍 Enjoyed being ruined by the Manor?

If Dylan’s journey made you ache, moan, or feel seen, please consider leaving a 5-star rating. It keeps stories like this alive and encourages more delicious, messy, submissive tales to come.

You can also leave a short review if you’d like. Just a line or two can mean the world, and help the next good wife find her place.

Thank you for reading. 💋

~ Sissy Joey

Sign up for my mailing list to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam!
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I Heard Her Through The Wall, Later She Made Me Hers: A Mommy Dom Age Gap First Time Tale 

(Direct Link: https://mybook.to/QNiUSwW )

I Heard Her Through The Wall, Later She Made Me Hers
A Mommy Dom Age Gap First Time Tale 

I was just a shy young man, alone in a new city, hoping college would change my life. I didn’t know she would.
She was the older, married woman next door... with a voice that could make me finish even before I was out of my boxers. 

I wasn’t supposed to hear her moaning like that.
I wasn’t supposed to touch myself.
And I definitely wasn’t supposed to become her good boy. 

But she knew. 

She knew I was listening. She knew I was leaking.
And when I opened the door... she took over. 

Now, I don’t get to finish without permission.
Now, I don’t even think without her voice in my head. 

She brings me breakfast. Fixes my collar. And makes me wait until I’m shaking.
She teaches me things I never thought I’d beg for. 

Because Mommy doesn’t just reward good boys.
She makes them hers. 
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Bundle of Sissy Tales: A collection of Feminization Tales 

(Direct Link: https://mybook.to/BZgC )

Ready to indulge in your deepest, most steamy, and spicy desires? 

Sissy Tales: Bundle A delivers five of the most addictive, bestselling stories—now together in one explosive collection at a fraction of the price. Packed with feminization, lingerie obsession, submissive training, older men, and deliciously dominant Boyfriend Daddies, this bundle is the perfect entry into a world where pretty young men become perfect feminized sissies. 

Whether you’re into bossy billionaires, roommate power plays, or kinky gentlemen who know exactly what they want, this collection has it all, with no holding back. Each book is full-length, raunchy, and unapologetically hot. 

Dripping with satin, soaked in submission, and written to push all the right buttons, this bundle is your next filthy obsession—and the best bargain you’ll grab all month. 

Lock the door, dim the lights, and start now. Your steamy adventure starts here. 

*** 

Also, check out the 13-part long, steamy, slow-burning feminization series 

Feminized for Luxury: Danielle’s Sissy Escort Life 

[image: ]

Danielle didn’t know what she was getting into when she stepped into Ms. Samantha’s world, but now, there’s no turning back. Feminized for Luxury follows Danielle’s slow and sensual transformation, as she’s molded into the perfect working girl at an exclusive, high-end sissy escort agency. With fellow sissy Crystal’s playful teasing and Ms. Samantha’s firm guidance, Danielle learns to embrace her femininity and step into her new role. 

But it’s not just the transformation—soon, Danielle’s life is all about pleasing the agency’s elite clients. Wealthy and powerful, they know exactly what they want, and Danielle is learning how to give it to them in style. Each chapter brings her closer to her true self, as she navigates the seductive, luxurious world of high-paying clients, stunning outfits, and irresistible opportunities. 

This slow-burn feminization story is full of teasing, tension, and moments that will leave you hooked. Welcome to Danielle’s new life, where glamour, desire, and indulgence are just the beginning.


Direct Link: https://mybook.to/PHhAvb



ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit.
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