
        
            
                
            
        

    
Mansion Slave

By Alexis McQueen



There are places you don’t find by accident.

The English Mansion is one of them — hidden deep in the countryside, behind hedgerows and iron gates, behind the last decision you can ever take alone. Once you arrive, your name no longer matters. Your body is no longer yours. And your role is simple: submit. Perform. Obey.

This is the story of Doll 037 — once known as James — who came seeking fantasy and found something far more permanent. What began as an anonymous shoot became a descent into irreversible use: a world of latex, leather, and ownership where men are unmade and rebuilt as dripping, corseted playthings.

This is not romance. This is not love. This is obedience. And once you're property...

You never leave.



Chapter One: Arrival & Anticipation










He hadn’t spoken a word since the car turned off the main road.

The black Mercedes, hired as instructed, glided silently through narrowing country lanes, flanked by hedgerows grown wild and heavy with late summer bloom. James stared out of the window, the soft leather seat cool against the backs of his thighs. Beneath his jeans, he was already sweating. His body was hairless—painstakingly shaved the night before—and the heat made his skin stick to the upholstery in patches.

The driver said nothing. Just a nod when James climbed in. Then silence. No radio. No small talk.

Just the growing weight in James’s chest.

He knew what he’d signed. He’d read the contract three times, alone in bed, stroking himself slowly as he imagined the words becoming real.

You agree to give full creative control of your body for a 24-hour filming session.
You agree to obey all commands without resistance.
You agree to full feminisation and use.
You agree to relinquish naming rights for the duration of the shoot.
You agree to be treated as property.

He hadn’t told anyone. Not his friends. Not the man he was seeing. Certainly not the woman he once almost married.

This was something deeper. Dirtier. Something just for him.

The car crunched over gravel. James sat up straighter.

The Mansion appeared like something from a film. Three storeys of pale, ivy-clad stone, windows tall and symmetrical, heavy drapes drawn in all of them. Not a soul in sight. But someone was watching—he could feel it. A flicker in the top window. A shadow at the edge of the curtain.

The car stopped. The driver unlatched the boot, stepped out, and walked away without a word.

James’s bag sat inside—just one. It contained the items they’d told him to bring: douche, wipes, water bottle, lube, collar, ID. He carried it to the large black front door and stood, his heart a hammer in his throat.

No bell.

Just a knocker.

He lifted it, struck once.

The door opened almost instantly.

A woman stood there in black riding boots and a floor-length leather coat, unbuttoned just enough to reveal the tight glint of latex beneath. She was older than him by at least ten years, with high cheekbones, cruel lips, and eyes that looked directly into his filth.

“James,” she said.

He nodded.

“You’re late.”

He looked at his phone—12:55pm. The instructions had said 1pm.

“I’m not—”

She raised one gloved hand. “If you speak out of turn again, you’ll earn punishment before the cameras even roll. Do you understand?”

“…Yes, Mistress.”

A smile curled at the edge of her lips. “Good boy.”

She stepped aside and let him in.

The hallway was vast, panelled in dark walnut, lit by a chandelier shaped like a crown of thorns. The air smelled of leather and polish, with an undercurrent of sweat. Somewhere above, a muffled sound—a moan? A whimper? A slap?

James’s cock twitched inside its cage.

“I am Mistress Evangeline,” she said, walking briskly across the marble floor, the echo of her heels bouncing from wall to wall. “You will not speak unless spoken to. You will obey without hesitation. And you will thank us for your degradation.”

He followed her past a series of closed doors, each one identical. There were no visible cameras, but James knew there would be some—hidden, watching, recording every expression, every stumble, every twitch of shame.

“You’ve passed the vetting,” she continued. “Body approved. Tests cleared. Psychological readiness confirmed. You are here to be used, and you will be.”

They stopped at a small side room. She opened the door.

“Strip.”

James stepped inside and turned to face her.

“No. Strip here. In the doorway.”

He hesitated.

“Now.”

Fingers trembling, he pulled off his shirt. His skin was smooth and pale, nipples slightly reddened from where he’d shaved. Jeans next. Then pants. Then socks. She watched without blinking.

He stood naked in the open doorway, bag in hand, goosebumps rising on every inch of his exposed flesh. The cage around his cock was small, black, locked tight.

Mistress Evangeline smiled, reached forward, and gently slapped his cheek. “Adorable. Already helpless.”

She plucked the bag from his hand and dropped it inside the room.

“Follow me.”

He followed her down another corridor into a long, dim room lined with mirrors.

Two women stood inside. One held a makeup case. The other was coiling a pair of patent black ballet boots—so tall they looked impossible. Buckles lined the front. A padlock dangled from each.

Between them sat a high-backed chair with leather restraints. A single camera light clicked on. The red light blinked to life.

Mistress Evangeline turned to him.

“This is Wardrobe. This is where you disappear.”

She stepped closer, her gloved hand brushing against the caged bulge at his groin.

“You came here a man,” she whispered. “But we’re going to erase that.”

She turned to the women. “Get the doll ready. Makeup first. Then pads. Then plates. Then boots.”

She smiled back at James one last time.

“I’ll return when you’re fuckable.”

And she was gone.

The door clicked shut.


Chapter Two: Obedience Check & First Humiliation




The chair was cold beneath his skin.

Not just cold—clinical. Functional. Designed to restrain, to position, to expose. James sat upright, arms resting on polished leather pads as the two women worked in silence. His wrists weren’t bound tightly—just loosely strapped, enough to remind him he wasn’t in control. His ankles were similarly held. Not locked. Just… held.

He wouldn’t be going anywhere.

The older woman—tall, sharp, silver-haired—began with his face. Thick layers of foundation pressed into his skin, followed by contouring, powders, and setting spray. Her touch was brisk, practiced. James tried not to flinch as she pulled his eyelids taut to apply liner and lashes.

The other woman—a younger redhead in a cropped latex top and platform boots—crouched between his knees, gently shifting his thighs apart. She took a wipe, cleaned around his cage, and began powdering his chest and groin.

Still, no one spoke to him.

Not even eye contact.

He was a blank form, an object being painted, powdered, and prepped.

Only when the first false lash was fixed in place did the silver-haired woman speak.

“Open your mouth.”

James obeyed.

She inserted a slim tube and sprayed something bitter onto his tongue—cool, astringent, numbing.

“Helps with the gagging,” she said dryly.

The redhead chuckled. “We prefer drool to vomit.”

James swallowed, eyes watering.

“Speak,” the older one said.

“…Thank you, Mistress.”

She slapped him—not hard, but sharp.

“No. Thank you for what?”

“…Thank you for… making me ready.”

Another slap.

“Try again.”

He blinked, cheeks flushing beneath the thick foundation.

“Thank you for preparing me to be used.”

A pause.

Then a nod. “Better.”

They removed the straps and ordered him to stand.

James rose, shaky from sitting, the cool air hitting his bare ass and thighs. His cock was still caged, tucked down between his legs. He stood naked before them in the bright mirrored room, makeup perfect, face transformed into a pouty, fake femininity that unsettled him.

The redhead pulled a thick silicone breastplate from a drawer. Its skin was smooth and glossy, the tits enormous—pornographic, absurd, already bouncing slightly with their own weight.

“Arms up,” she said.

He obeyed.

She pulled it down over his shoulders and began smoothing it over his chest, tucking it into place with adhesive along his armpits and collarbone. The weight was immediate. His breathing changed.

Then came the hip pads—high, rounded, glued to either side of his pelvis. And the arse: a padded pair of cheeks strapped under the hips to exaggerate the curve of his lower back. He no longer had a male silhouette. He looked like a walking hourglass—if the hourglass was designed for ruin.

“Hold still,” the redhead said, now crouched behind him.

He felt lube.

Then pressure.

Then the cool stretch of a plug sliding inside him.

He gasped.

“Clench and I’ll push deeper,” she warned.

James bit his lip and tried to relax. The plug locked into place with a soft mechanical click—some kind of magnetic seal, integrated with a tracking nub. He could feel it throb, heavy and present inside him.

“Speak.”

“Thank you, Mistress… for plugging me. For making me ready.”

“Good girl.”

Next came the latex briefs.

Glossy black, impossibly tight. She peeled them up his thighs, over the hip pads, and sealed them above the waist with a high, wide waistband that pushed the breastplate even higher. His caged cock vanished entirely beneath the sculpted mound. He no longer looked like a man. Not from any angle.

“Almost there,” the redhead smirked, lifting the final accessory: the boots.

They were monsters.

Thigh-high ballet heels, patent leather, with reinforced toes and locking buckles. The toe was arched so severely he’d be forced to walk en pointe—no choice. She opened them wide and forced his feet in, tugging the zippers tight, then buckling from ankle to thigh.

A final padlock clicked at the top of each boot.

She stood back.

“Walk.”

James tried.

The first step was a stumble. The second nearly sent him into the mirror. The plug shifted with every motion. The boots forced his hips to sway, tits to bounce, arms to flail.

They watched with undisguised amusement.

“Look at her,” the silver-haired Mistress said, lighting a cigarette. “A new-born foal in hooker boots.”

“Walk back,” the redhead ordered. “Eyes up. No whining.”

He did his best. One trembling step at a time.

When he returned to the line, the door opened.

Mistress Evangeline entered.

She looked him over slowly, from the trembling boots to the plug-distorted wiggle of his hips, to the silicone tits rising and falling with his breath.

“Well,” she said. “A fuckable little creature, aren’t you?”

James lowered his gaze.

“Eyes up.”

He obeyed.

“What do you say?”

“…Thank you, Mistress Evangeline. Thank you for making me usable.”

Her eyes sparkled. “You don’t even know what usable means yet.”

She stepped aside.

Two assistants wheeled in a clothing rail. A black leather corset. Armpit-high gloves. A ruffled micro-maid outfit in shining PVC. Chokers. A gag.

Mistress Evangeline lifted one hanger and held it in front of him.

“Let’s get her dressed.”


Chapter Three: The Transformation










Mistress Evangeline ran her fingers along the hanger as if choosing a costume for a play.

"Classic," she murmured. "Perverse. Servile."
She turned and smiled at James. “Perfect for a debut.”

The outfit was obscene.

A micro-maid dress made of glossy black PVC, puff-sleeved and cinched absurdly tight at the waist, with frilly white trim and a high, girlish collar. The skirt was short—dangerously short—cut to flash arse and plug with every step. Beside it hung a thick leather corset, opera-length gloves, and a pair of white ruffled panties that looked three sizes too small for his padded curves.

But it was the collar that made him tremble.

It was thick. Wide. Black leather, lined in soft suede, with a locking buckle and a chrome D-ring. A tag already hung from it.

It didn’t say James.

It said Mansion Property // Doll #037.

"Arms up," the redhead ordered.

James obeyed. She peeled the frilly panties up over his hips, struggling slightly against the latex briefs and the oversized pads. They snapped into place, cutting into his thighs and framing the plug like an invitation.

“Stupid tart,” she muttered.

The silver-haired assistant took the corset and wrapped it around his midsection. It was thick, real leather, boned and reinforced, smelling of polish and sweat. She tightened the laces without pause, without pity. Inch by inch, breath by breath.

By the fifth pull, James couldn’t breathe.

By the eighth, he couldn’t speak.

By the tenth, he could feel his heartbeat in his ears.

“Good girl,” the silver-haired Mistress purred. “Now she’s got a wasp waist and nowhere to run.”

They buckled the back and padlocked the final grommet shut.

“Hands,” the redhead snapped.

James hesitated, then offered them.

The mitts were thick, heavy leather — not gloves, but restraints. His fingers were balled into fists, then pushed inside, one by one. The mitts sealed around his wrists with wide buckles and a final strap just below the elbow.

He flexed. Nothing. He couldn’t open his hands. Couldn’t grip, couldn’t gesture.

Just two useless leather stumps, swinging at his sides.

The silver-haired Mistress smiled. “Now our little maid won’t be fumbling with the duster, will she?”

The redhead added, “Or stopping anyone from using her mouth.”

Then the dress.

The PVC slid over the corset like oil. It was too tight in the chest, forcing the fake tits to strain at the puffed neckline. The skirt barely covered the upper curve of his arse. When he moved, the frilly hem danced just above his plug.

He looked like a leather sex doll trying to cosplay a maid.

Which, of course, was exactly the point.

Finally, Mistress Evangeline approached with the collar.

She held it like a prize. Or a leash. Or a noose.

James felt his mouth go dry.

“Kneel,” she said softly.

He sank to the floor, knees wide, trembling.

The boots made it difficult, and the plug twisted painfully, but he didn’t resist. Not even when she wrapped the collar around his neck and began to buckle it.

“This makes it official,” she whispered. “You’re no longer James. You’re no longer a guest. You’re no longer a man.”

Click.

“You’re a doll.”

She tugged on the tag.

“Read it aloud.”

He swallowed.

“…Mansion Property… Doll zero-three-seven.”

“Louder.”

“Mansion Property. Doll zero-three-seven.”

The assistants clapped once, sarcastic.

Evangeline clipped a leash to the D-ring and gave it a sharp tug.

“Up.”

He stood with difficulty, wobbling in the ballet boots, arms at his sides, plug deep, corset tight. His fake tits heaved, his skirt bounced with every shift of weight, and his face—caked in makeup, framed in blonde—looked blank, doll-like.

There was no trace of James.

Only the Mansion’s new toy.

Mistress Evangeline led him to the mirror.

“Look,” she said.

He stared.

A fetish maid. Glossy black, trembling, gagless—for now. Plump ass, impossible curves, dumb plastic face. A doll.

He almost didn’t recognise the fear behind the makeup.

"Say it,” she whispered.

“…I’m a doll.”

She stepped behind him, pressed her leather body against his back, lips close to his ear.

“No. Say the truth.”

“…I’m a leather fuckdoll.”

“For who?”

“For the Mansion.”

“What are you for?”

“…For use.”

A long silence.

Then her hand slid between his thighs, cupping the cage.

“You’re ready.”

A door opened.

Bright lights. Camera rig. Leather lounge. Two masked men already half-hard. Another Mistress with a crop.

The set.

James whimpered.

Evangeline tugged the leash and smiled without looking back.

“Showtime, Doll.”


Chapter Four: The Scene Begins










The lights burned hotter than before.

Doll 037 blinked into them, lashes heavy with mascara, glossed lips parted, gag reflex already numbed. She stood trembling under the heat, corset crushing her waist, fake tits rising and falling with every shallow breath. The ballet boots bit into her soles. Her thighs ached from trembling.

Mistress Evangeline gave the leash a tug.

“On your knees.”

She dropped, hard, the padded hips jiggling as she landed, arms twitching in her mitts. Her knees were spread, her wig slightly askew. Her lips shone. She didn’t know how she looked on camera — only that the rig was rolling and someone was filming every second.

One of the men stepped forward.

Tall. Masked. Hard.

Mistress reached down and wiped the gloss from her bottom lip with her thumb. “No smudges. She’s going to need to look pretty for this.”

The cock brushed her cheek.

“Open.”

She did.

It entered slowly — and then not. His hand gripped the back of her head and pushed. Not with anger, but with purpose. Like it was her job. Like her throat belonged to him. He fed it deep, inch by inch, until she gagged around him. Her eyes streamed immediately.

“Don’t pull back,” Evangeline warned. “Just drool.”

She did.

The camera captured it all — the tears, the wet noises, the desperate choking. Her mitts flexed uselessly as he began to fuck her face in earnest. The corset prevented her from collapsing. The boots made it impossible to shift weight. She was stuck.

He groaned.

Pulled back.

Slapped her face once, gently.

Then pointed.

“To the bench.”

Mistress yanked the leash.

The doll stood — tried to.

She wobbled, one heel nearly buckling under her. The ballet boots were cruel, designed for display not movement. Every step toward the bench was a stumble, her arms outstretched like a baby deer. The fake hips threw her off balance. The plug inside her shifted with every motion.

She reached the bench.

Bent low.

The red leather was slick and cool against her breasts.

Straps tightened around her wrists. Then her ankles. Then a wide belt across her back, locking her in place. Arse raised. Mouth open. Plug still sealed inside her.

“Let’s see what she can take,” Mistress said.

The plug was removed.

Wet and glistening.

The second man stepped forward and pressed into her without hesitation. His cock was thick and brutal, wider than the plug, and real. Her arse stretched painfully around him, and she screamed into the bench. The scream turned to a choked gasp as the first man stepped around and slipped back into her mouth.

They began to fuck her in rhythm.

One in the mouth.

One in the arse.

Slapping sounds echoed against the leather. Her hips wobbled. Her makeup ran. The corset cut into her breath. She couldn’t brace. Couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move.

Only moan.

Only swallow.

Only drip.

The man in her throat came first — grunting as he drove deep and held. She choked, eyes bulging. Then swallowed. It spilled from the corners of her mouth, dribbling down onto the floor.

The second came in her arse with a groan and a slap to her hip.

Neither man spoke.

They simply stepped back, leaving her twitching, used, strapped down and leaking from both ends.

Mistress Evangeline stepped in.

“Unstrap her.”

They did.

The doll collapsed to the floor.

Makeup ruined. Thighs trembling. Cum drooling from mouth and hole. She tried to crawl, but her mitts were useless and her boots offered no grip.

“Come here.”

She tried. Stumbled forward, knees slipping. It took everything she had to reach Mistress.

She collapsed at her feet.

Mistress crouched, took her chin in hand, and tilted her face up.

“You’re pathetic,” she whispered. “And perfect.”

She stood. Behind her, a hoist descended from the ceiling.

“Hands.”

Mistress dragged the doll to her feet by the leash. Took the mitts in her gloved hands. Fastened the hoist hooks to each wrist.

Then she pulled.

The doll’s arms lifted. Her shoulders strained. She rose slowly onto the toe-points of the ballet boots, then beyond. Dangling. Just barely en pointe. Trembling violently.

Breathless.

Useless.

Ready.

Mistress unbuckled her coat. Beneath it, her own strap-on gleamed — long, black, heavy.

She stepped behind.

Lined up.

And fucked her like an animal.

Hard.

Relentless.

One hand in her wig. The other around her throat.

Each thrust forced her boots to scrape against the floor. She couldn’t lift her legs. Couldn’t drop. Could only dangle and take it.

Fucked.

Suspended.

Destroyed.

She moaned.

Louder.

Then broke.

The hoist released with a jolt.

The doll collapsed onto the floor — a shaking, leaking, twitching mess of tits, boots, wig, cum and shame.

Mistress stood over her, panting lightly.

“You’ll do.”

She walked away.


Chapter Five: The Audition Was Just the Beginning










She lay on the floor like a broken doll.

Breathing shallow. Limbs twitching. Wig twisted sideways. Her mitts lay limp beside her, arms still trembling from the hoist. Thighs glistened. The corset cut into her back. Her boots — those cruel, ballet-pointed pillars of submission — scraped slightly as she shifted, trying to feel something real beneath her.

But there was no real anymore.

Just sweat. Lube. Cum. Heat. And silence.

Then a click.

Mistress Evangeline was back.

Her boots approached slowly, heels hard on the stone floor. She knelt beside the ruin at her feet. The leash still hung from the collar. It hadn’t been removed. It never would.

“On your knees.”

The doll moaned. It took everything to obey.

She rose shakily. Her thighs shook. Her arms drooped uselessly in the mitts. But she knelt — legs spread, head bowed, breath catching.

“Good girl.”

Mistress held up a black box.

Inside, a collar.

Not the training one. A permanent one.

Polished black leather, thicker than before. The tag read simply:
DOLL 037
MANSION PROPERTY — ASSET CODE: 475-A

There was no buckle.

Just a click-lock.

Irrevocable.

Mistress slid it around her neck and locked it with a silver key.

“You’re no longer a guest. No longer a performer. You’re registered.”

The doll’s lips parted.

But she had no words.

Only tears.

Mistress handed the clipboard to the third Mistress, who sat nearby with a glass of wine and a riding crop.

“Asset 475-A has passed visual, physical, and psychological thresholds,” she said aloud. “All consent documentation complete. Filming rights secured. Scheduled for series rotation.”

The camera turned back on — this time handheld, low to the ground, catching the doll from below.

Mistress Evangeline crouched again and pressed her gloved hand to the doll’s sticky cheek.

“Your footage will be online by morning.”

She smiled.

“You’ll be famous, darling.”

The doll blinked.

Not James.

James was a memory — a myth. Something from a flat in the city, a desk job, a secret folder of porn he never thought he’d become.

He didn’t feel like a man anymore.

Didn’t feel like anything at all.

Just a wet hole in heavy boots. A name on a tag. A body trained to obey.

“Up,” Mistress said, tugging the leash.

She stumbled.

“Don’t worry,” she added. “You’ll have time to rest before the next shoot.”

The clipboard ticked softly as the other Mistress wrote something down.

“Your next scene,” Evangeline murmured, “is called Leather Dolls in Chastity. You’ll be with two other assets. One of them’s been locked for six months.”

She smiled.

“We’ll show you what your future looks like.”

The leash tightened.

The lights dimmed.

And Doll 037 was led away.

Still in her boots.
Still in her collar.
Still dripping.


Epilogue








Somewhere in the Mansion

She no longer knew how long she’d been there.

There were no clocks in the doll wing. No windows. Only lights that faded in and out like breath, timed to obedience. She’d learned not to think. Thinking made it harder. It brought James back.

James was gone.

There were eight of them now — Dolls 031 through 038. They weren’t allowed to speak. Not that they could. Their mouths were gag-trained every day at rotation. Plugged at both ends. Cleaned. Displayed.

Routine had replaced memory. Gaze forward. Kneel perfectly. Smile if asked.

Her collar had been updated. No more tag — now laser-etched chrome. It read:

DOLL 037
MANSION PROPERTY – PERMANENT HOLD

The boots never came off. She slept in them. She showered in them, arms restrained above her head, gag soaked with soap, thighs trembling. The mitts were upgraded — now reinforced, padded, stitched shut. Her hands would never be useful again.

That morning — or whatever passed for morning — she was taken to a new room.

Larger. Cleaner. Cameras embedded in the walls. She was dressed in a newer version of her uniform: tighter. Shorter. Collared to the corset.

Mistress Evangeline waited by a chair, holding a remote.

“We’ve sold the first shoot,” she said casually. “Thousands of copies. The site’s requesting a sequel.”

She circled the doll.

“But you knew that.”

A click. The plug inside her began to buzz.

The doll moaned.

Evangeline leaned down and kissed her gently on the temple.

“You don’t need a script this time. Just stay still. Open wide. Let them see how beautiful property behaves.”

She turned away. The lights dimmed. The cameras whirred.

Doll 037 lowered to her knees.

And opened her mouth.
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