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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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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six foot, mid 30's and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or just opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her daddy. 

Read her steamy feminization tale, told in almost 10K words now. 

Also By The Author:
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The Feed Is Watching: Sissy on Display-Leaking for Likes and BBC 

( Direct Link:   https://mybook.to/o2Yn    )

Skyler thought he wanted followers—attention, validation, maybe a chance to feel seen. But what he truly craved was something he hadn’t dared to admit: control, transformation, and someone powerful enough to take charge of it all. 

When Malcolm, a commanding and influential fashion icon, notices him online, Skyler’s life changes forever. No more guessing what to wear. No more pretending. Under Malcolm’s watchful eye, every outfit, every post, and every moan for attention becomes part of something bigger—something he was made for. 

As Skyler rises in fame, styled and trained for the camera, he finds himself unraveling beautifully. Submission isn’t just part of the deal—it’s the spotlight. 

Now, the feed is always watching. And Skyler wouldn't have it any other way. 
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His Doll, Her Pet: The Ultimate BBC Bi-Cuckold Affair: A MFM Chastity Menage Tale 

( Direct Link:   https://mybook.to/OhDS0    )

His Doll, Her Pet: The Ultimate Bi-Cuckold Affair 

Michael always believed he was Jessica’s devoted husband—until she brought another man, her black boss, into their marriage bed. Now, Marcus isn’t just her lover; he’s the one in charge. And Michael? He’s about to find out exactly where he belongs. 

Stripped, chastised, edged and denied, Michael watches as his wife surrenders to another man, moaning for the pleasure only Marcus can give her. But watching isn’t enough. If he wants to be part of their world, he has to prove himself. He has to obey. Dressed to please. Kneeling when told. Serving in every way they desire. 

With each command, each teasing touch, Michael is pushed deeper into submission. Jessica adores seeing him transformed. Marcus expects nothing less than complete devotion. And as their control tightens, Michael realizes he’s no longer just the cuck. 

He’s their sissy. Their doll. Their perfectly trained pet. 

A spicy and addictive bi-cuckold romance  featuring sissy training, husband humiliation, chastity, and total submission.  Perfect for readers who crave intense power shifts, dominant bulls, and a wife who knows exactly what she wants. 

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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