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Introduction

Sissification is not gentle.
It is not kind.
It is not patient.

It is filthy.
It is cruel.
It is transformative.

The stories in this collection are not fantasies of sweetness or tender encouragement. They are tales of control, of men stripped of certainty and remade under the heel of women who know exactly what they want. Here, humiliation is not a punishment — it is a gift. Here, lace and satin are not costumes — they are cages. Here, a pair of boots or a painted lip is not decoration — it is domination.

Each story in these pages explores a different spiral: into submission, into exposure, into the irreversible shift from man to something lesser, prettier, dirtier. Whether it is a husband undone by his wife, an office turned into a theatre of feminisation, or a night in which pleasure and cruelty blur until there is no escape, these are stories about what happens when choice vanishes and only obedience remains.

Read them as you like — one by one, or in a single hungry sitting. But read with care. Once you step into these tales, you may find yourself caught in the same web as their protagonists: ashamed, aroused, undone, and transformed.

Welcome to Sissification.
Five filthy tales of femdom, humiliation, and transformation.


Trans ‘femme’ ation

Become the Woman You’ve Always Hidden
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Introduction


Chapter One: The Appointment

It began, as these things often do, far too late at night.

Ben wasn’t looking for trouble, not really. Just another hour lost in the usual spiral — lingerie ads, trans makeover reels, porn tabs stacking one after the other. But then he saw something different. Simple. Confident.

TRANS ‘FEMME’ ATION
Private Makeovers. Styling. Feminisation Coaching.
Become the woman you’ve always hidden.

Beneath it, a single photo.

A tall, blonde trans woman seated on a velvet chair, one long leg crossed over the other. Black stiletto boots gleaming in the light, leopard print stretched across her chest, her smile somewhere between warm and wicked.

She looked like trouble. The good kind. The dangerous kind.

Ben didn’t even let himself think about it. He booked.

Friday afternoon, he almost backed out. Twice. But somehow his feet kept moving, carrying him towards the Gay Village, where late sunlight bounced off glitter shop windows and the low hum of nightlife stirred from sleep.

Past the sauna, beyond the drag bar, was a red-brick building with a single brass plaque beside the buzzer:

TRANS ‘FEMME’ ATION
Appointments Only.

He wiped his palms on his jeans. Pressed the button.

A crackle of static, then a voice: low, smooth, playful.

“Come in, sweetheart.”

The lock buzzed open.

She met him at the top of a narrow stairwell.

Scarlet.

Taller than he expected, her frame wrapped in black silk and confidence. Blonde hair falling in loose waves, lips glossed just enough to catch the light.

Her eyes swept over him, sharp but kind.

“You must be Ben.”
Not a question.

He swallowed. “Yeah. I, uh… I’ve never done anything like this before.”

A small smile curved her lips. Patient. Knowing.
“Of course not. That’s why you’re here.”

Her smile flickered, just for a second — like maybe she needed this too.”She turned without waiting for a reply. He followed.

The studio was warm and low-lit, tucked behind velvet curtains and racks of satin, lace, and leather. Wigs lined one wall, boots another. Everything smelled faintly of perfume and powder, with something sharper underneath — like electricity waiting to spark.

At the far end stood a tall mirror, framed in soft light. It watched him, expectant.

Scarlet gestured to a velvet chair beside it.
“Clothes off. Leave them there. No half-measures, darling.”

Ben hesitated, heart hammering.

Scarlet’s voice softened, but didn’t lose its edge.
“You came here to meet her. Let’s not keep her waiting.”

One by one, he peeled his old life away. Hoodie. T-shirt. Jeans. Socks. And finally his briefs, leaving him exposed and trembling, cock already half-hard with nerves and want.

Scarlet circled him slowly, lips twitching in amusement.

“Pale. A little awkward. But underneath all that? You’ll make a knockout.”

She worked with slow, practiced care.

Warm cloths wiped away the day’s grit. Shaving foam smoothed across his chest, arms, thighs, Scarlet’s hands steady as she scraped him clean. A towel patted him dry, leaving his skin soft and fresh.

Then came the breastplate.

Heavy silicone, curved and full, the kind of cleavage that turned heads in bars and club queues. Scarlet lifted it like a sacred object, slipping it over his head, adjusting the neckline until it hugged him like a second skin.

She dusted powder across the join, hiding the edges, then cupped the breasts from behind, pushing them together.

“See?” she smiled in the mirror. “A body built to be noticed.”

She handed him a leopard print top. Long-sleeved, but cut low — dangerously low — so that his new cleavage spilled out unapologetically.

Ben— no, Tanya— slipped it on, the bold print moulding to her body, announcing rather than hiding her shape, her waist, the pads Scarlet tucked beneath to widen her hips.

A black leather miniskirt followed, snug and short. Tight enough to make her feel every inch of her new shape. Scarlet rolled sheer stockings up her legs, clipping them to a lace garter belt beneath the skirt, her fingers brushing over trembling thighs.

Finally, the boots.

Black patent leather, knee-high, heels sharp enough to make her sway.

Scarlet knelt to zip them up, inch by inch, her fingers steady.

“Stand,” she whispered, rising to meet Tanya’s gaze in the mirror.

And there she was.

A tall, busty blonde, legs long and lean, the leopard print framing her chest, the leather skirt barely covering the suspenders below.

Ridiculous. Beautiful. Perfect.

Scarlet stepped behind her, brushing Tanya’s hair off her shoulder.

“So?” she murmured.
“What’s her name?”

He almost didn’t say it. But the word came anyway, soft and certain.

“… Tanya.”

Scarlet smiled wide, proud and pleased.

“Hello, Tanya.
Welcome to the world.”

For the first time in her life, Tanya stared at a reflection that felt like truth.

Not who she was meant to be.
But who she could be, if only she let go


Chapter Two: In the Mirror

The room was quiet now, save for the faint hum of the city beyond the velvet curtains. Tanya stood there, breath shallow, heart pounding beneath her leopard print top.

In the mirror, a stranger stared back.
A woman. Tall, curvy, dangerous.
Booted legs parted slightly, leather skirt riding just enough to tease the suspenders below. Her chest rose and fell, the deep V of the top framing cleavage so bold it almost felt like a dare.

And yet... the eyes.
Still his.
No—hers.

Tanya bit her lip.

Scarlet returned, softer this time. No heels, just quiet footsteps.

“Well,” she said, leaning against the vanity. “What do you see?”

“I don’t know,” Tanya whispered. “It’s… it’s not me. But it is.”

Scarlet smiled, folding her arms.
“That’s the idea, sweetheart. A mirror doesn’t lie. But it does show you things you’ve never dared to look at.”

She approached slowly, hands gentle as she adjusted the fall of Tanya’s blonde waves, framing her face more perfectly.

“Right now, you’re still thinking like Ben. Still wondering what other people would see. But Tanya... Tanya doesn’t care. She’s here for herself.”

Scarlet turned her gently, guiding her toward the full-length mirror.
“Go on. Look at her. Really look at her.”

Tanya let her eyes wander.

The top clung to her chest, stretching over curves far larger than she thought she’d ever dare. The skirt hugged her hips, barely covering the top of her stockings. The boots forced a sway into her stance, balancing power and vulnerability.

And beneath it all — the pads, the breastplate, the wig — she still felt the hum of something real. Something awakening.

Scarlet’s voice dropped to a whisper.
“Later, if you want, we’ll play a little more. Maybe strike some poses, try a few walks, hear what your voice sounds like when it’s not apologising for itself.”

She smiled in the mirror, eyes meeting Tanya’s.
“But only if you want to. There’s no rush.”

Tanya turned to face her. “Why do you do this?”

Scarlet’s smile softened.
“Because someone once broke me — and then helped me build myself back stronger. And maybe, just maybe, I’m still figuring out who I am, too.

Because I like helping girls find the part of themselves they’ve buried. And maybe... because I like watching people transform.”

She stepped back, giving Tanya space again.
“Stay as long as you like. Sit, walk, pose, touch... it’s your hour. She’s yours now.”

And with that, Scarlet slipped out of the room once more, leaving Tanya alone.

Alone with her reflection.
Alone with the slow, dangerous thrill of being seen — even if only by herself.

Her hands slid to her hips. She turned slightly, watching the leather skirt catch the light. Ran a finger down the curve of her breast, over the leopard print that hugged her like a second skin.

A slow smile crept across her lips.
For the first time in her life, she didn’t look away.


Chapter Three: The Full Experience

Tanya stood in front of the mirror, shifting her weight from one stilettoed boot to the other. The woman looking back at her was no longer awkward. She was learning how to move.

A tilt of the hips.
A subtle pout of the lips.
A turn that made the skirt ride just enough to flash the lace of her suspenders.

She giggled softly. Not Ben’s laugh — lighter, freer, edged with something new.

Scarlet reappeared, leaning casually against the doorway.
“Caught yourself playing, hmm?”

Tanya froze, blushing. “I… I was just—”

Scarlet smiled warmly. “Good. You should play. That’s how she learns who she is.”

She crossed to the vanity, picked up a small camera. Not a big, professional thing. Just a simple handheld.

“Want to see what I see?” she asked gently.

Tanya hesitated.

Scarlet held it up. “Nothing leaves this room unless you say so. No pressure. No audience. Just you and her. I’ll show you the photos after.”

Tanya nodded, nerves twisting with excitement.

Scarlet guided her gently into poses.
“Turn your hip… chin down… hand on your thigh… now smile — like you’ve just stolen someone’s heart.”

The clicks were soft, almost invisible beneath the quiet music playing in the background. But each one sent a little thrill through her body.

Scarlet showed her a few of the images on the screen. Tanya gasped.

She looked—
Powerful.
Beautiful.
Real.

After a while, Scarlet lowered the camera.

“Well then,” she smiled. “That’s enough for now. Want to take a break? We could get you changed—”

“No,” Tanya interrupted, her voice firmer than before.
“I… I want to keep it on. The outfit. The boots. All of it. Can I?”

Scarlet’s smile widened, slow and knowing.

“Of course, sweetheart. You booked the full experience.”
She stepped closer, brushing Tanya’s hair back from her face.
“We’ve got hours left. This isn’t just a makeover. It’s a transformation.”

She kissed Tanya lightly on the cheek.
“So what do you want to do next? Keep playing here? Or… should we take her outside?”

Tanya’s breath caught in her throat.

“Outside?” she whispered.

Scarlet’s grin turned wicked.
“Just a walk through the Village. Nothing serious. A late-afternoon drink. A little strut down the street. You’ll blend right in.”

She stepped back, arms folding, waiting for an answer.

Tanya turned back to the mirror. The woman staring back was bold. Wild. Perfectly made for being seen.
Her stomach twisted with fear. And something else.
Excitement.

“I… I think I want to try.”

Scarlet clapped her hands together softly, delighted.
“Atta girl. We’ll take it slow.”

Scarlet disappeared for a moment and returned holding something unexpected — a long, luxurious fur coat, dark and thick, its lining soft against the skin.
She held it out with a smile.

“Leather’s for after dark. This... is pure glamour.”

Tanya slipped her arms into it, the fur brushing against bare skin where the leopard print plunged low. Scarlet smoothed the collar over her shoulders, adjusting it just so, leaving her chest just visible, framed by the lapels.

“There. Now you look expensive.”

She handed Tanya a slim clutch bag.
“Keep your head high. A girl like you walks into a room like she owns it — because, for tonight, she does.”

Scarlet smiled at her reflection.
“You’re not Ben right now. You’re Tanya. Own it.”

And with that, she opened the studio door.

Warm evening air drifted in from the street below, alive with laughter, footsteps, and distant music from the Village bars.

Scarlet turned back, holding out her hand.

“Ready, gorgeous?”

Tanya took a shaky breath — the weight of the fur, the sway of the boots, the smell of perfume and leather filling her head.

She smiled. Small, but real.

“Ready.”

Her legs shook. This was no longer play — this was risk. But God, it felt alive.

And Tanya stepped into the night.


Chapter Four: The First Step

The streets of the Gay Village stretched ahead, bathed in neon blush and golden sunset.

The sharp rhythm of Tanya’s boots struck sparks on the wet pavement. Each step swayed the leather skirt against her thighs, the fur coat brushing her bare legs beneath.

People turned.
Not many, but enough.

A few glances from across the street.
A nod from a drag queen smoking outside a bar.
A wolf-whistle from a passing cyclist — playful, not cruel.

Scarlet walked beside her, calm and radiant.
“See?” she whispered. “You fit here. No one’s pointing. No one’s laughing. They’re looking.”

And God, it felt good.
Terrifying, thrilling, alive.

They slipped into a quiet cocktail bar lit with hanging glass chandeliers and soft jazz. A velvet booth waited in the corner, half-hidden but close enough to the action.

Scarlet let Tanya slide in first, watching the way the skirt rode high as she sat, stockings peeking from beneath the hem.

“Two French 75s,” Scarlet told the waiter, not even glancing at the menu. “And keep the champagne flowing.”

Tanya’s heart thudded in her ears.
No one stared. No one questioned. She was just another woman in a leopard top and too much cleavage.

Scarlet smiled across the table.

“Relax your shoulders, sweetheart. Play with your hair. Smile when you make eye contact.”

Tanya obeyed, awkward at first, then easier, looser.
The bubbles of the first drink softened the nerves.
The second let her laugh without thinking.

A man passed their table — smart, mid-thirties, tie loosened, jacket over one shoulder. He smiled at Scarlet, then at Tanya. Not a leer. Just interest.

Tanya’s stomach flipped.

Scarlet watched her reaction closely.

“You want him to look, don’t you?” she said softly. “That’s the game. He’s seeing Tanya, not Ben.”

Tanya bit her lip.

“Does that make me… bad?”

Scarlet’s laugh was low and delicious.
“No, sweetheart. It makes you alive.”

Later, when the drinks were done and the room blurred just slightly at the edges, Scarlet slid out of the booth and held out her hand.

“Time for the next step.”

Tanya took it without thinking. The fur coat slid over her shoulders like armour.

Back on the street, the night was thicker now. Busier. Wilder.

Scarlet led them down a side alley, quieter, away from the crowd. Streetlights flickered overhead, washing them in gold and shadow.

She turned, sudden and close.

“Tell me something, Tanya.”
Her voice dropped, silk over steel.
“Do you want to stop here? Take off the boots, wash off the makeup, go back to your safe little life?”

Tanya swallowed hard. Her heart said no before her lips moved.

“I… I want to keep going.”

Scarlet smiled like a queen who had just claimed her prize.

“I like your spirit.”

She slipped her arm through Tanya’s and pulled her back toward the lights.

“We’ve still got hours left. And there are places you haven’t seen yet.”


Chapter Five: Caught on Camera

The night air cooled Tanya’s flushed cheeks as they left the hum of the Village behind. Her heels clicked against the pavement, steady now, her walk smoother, hips swaying beneath the fur coat.

Scarlet said little on the way back, but her presence beside Tanya was electric — calm, knowing, quietly proud.

When they reached the familiar doorway, Scarlet unlocked it with a quiet smile.
“Ready for the next chapter?”

Tanya nodded. She didn’t trust her voice not to shake.

The studio felt warmer now, familiar but charged. The mirror still stood waiting, its surface catching her reflection as she peeled off the coat.

Scarlet hung it neatly on a hook. “Keep the outfit. You’re not done being her yet.”

She crossed to a low shelf and lifted a camera. Sleek, discreet, deadly.

Tanya tensed.

Scarlet turned, reading her perfectly.

“Relax,” she said softly. “This isn’t for anyone else. Not yet.
But one day, you’ll want to see what I see.
One day, you’ll want them to see you too.”

She smiled, gentle but certain.
“For now, this is just between us.”

She guided Tanya into the light.

“Stand there. Yes—just like that. Chin up. Shoulders back. Let the top do the work.”

The camera clicked softly.

“Turn. Show me the skirt. Play with the hem. No one’s judging you here.”

Another click. Tanya’s chest rose and fell, nerves and pleasure tangled together.

“Now touch your lips. Look at me like you’re keeping a secret.”

Click.

“Perfect.”

After a dozen shots, Scarlet lowered the camera and beckoned Tanya over.

She showed her the screen.

Tanya’s breath caught.

The woman staring back wore the leopard print like armour. Her boots commanded the floor. Her smile — hesitant, but real — was the most dangerous thing of all.

“I... I look like... her,” Tanya whispered.

Scarlet tilted her head. “No, sweetheart. You look like you. The version of you who stops hiding.”

She traced a finger over the screen, brushing Tanya’s image.
“This is the girl they’ll fall in love with. Or fall at the feet of. If you let them.”

Tanya’s heart thudded.
“What happens next?”

Scarlet smiled, slow and knowing.

“That depends. Some girls stop here.
They take their photos home, smile at them in secret, and never come back.”

She paused, letting the silence stretch.

“But some... some girls want more.
They want to be seen.
Not just by me. Not just by the mirror.
By everyone.”

She set the camera down and stepped closer.

“So, Tanya... what do you want?”

Tanya opened her mouth — and closed it again. The words weren’t ready yet. But deep inside, the answer was forming.

Scarlet smiled, sensing it.

“We’ve still got hours left.”

She brushed Tanya’s cheek with the back of her fingers.

“Let’s find out who you really are.”


Chapter Six: In Her Hands

The room was quiet but thick with heat. Tanya sat in the velvet chair, legs parted slightly beneath the short leather skirt, stockings tight against trembling thighs. The fur coat slid off her shoulders, pooling around her hips like a throne.

Scarlet knelt beside her, calm, steady, watching through half-lidded eyes.

“Don’t look at me,” Scarlet whispered. “Look at her.”

Tanya’s gaze rose to the mirror.
There she was.
A busty, slutty blonde with a filthy little smile and hungry, painted lips.

Scarlet slid a gentle hand onto her thigh.
“Now touch her. Show her what you need.”

Tanya hesitated — but her body already knew.

One hand slid beneath the leather skirt, pushing it up around her waist. Fingers brushed over the lace of her panties, feeling the hard shape trapped beneath. She slipped her hand inside, wrapping slender fingers around the thick shaft hidden in all that soft lace and silicone.

The contrast made her dizzy.

A cock beneath a leopard print top and suspender belt.
A woman’s body wrapped around a man’s filthy secret.

She stroked herself slowly at first, her thumb grazing the head, smearing the wetness leaking from it. The heat built fast, thick and undeniable.

In the mirror, she watched herself — mouth parted, chest rising, blonde hair tumbling across flushed cheeks.

She looked like a slut.
A goddess.
A whore who knew exactly what she was doing and loved every filthy second.

Tanya let out a soft moan, unable to tear her gaze away.

Her other hand slid up, squeezing her fake breasts through the leopard print top, pressing them together, deepening her cleavage.

“Look at her,” Scarlet whispered beside her.
“Look how fucking hot you are.”

The words lit something in Tanya, and her strokes grew faster, more desperate. The head of her cock gleamed with slickness, her fingers working over it in slow, sinful circles, then tightening again, tugging harder.

She bit her lip, holding back a cry, but Scarlet caught her wrist gently.

“No. Let her hear it.”

And so Tanya gasped, then moaned aloud, unable to stop herself.

Her legs tensed, heels digging into the carpet, forcing her thighs wide and waiting, skirt hiked around her waist, stockings stretched tight.

And in the mirror, she came — watching her reflection as thick white cum spilled over her hand and panties, staining the lace, dripping onto the chair beneath her.

She watched every second of it, breath ragged, thighs shaking, chest heaving.

A woman ruined by her own desire, and remade by it.

Silence fell again, broken only by Tanya’s quickening breath.

Scarlet brushed a strand of hair from her face, smiling gently.

“Now do you see her?”

Tanya nodded, tears suddenly threatening her eyes, though she couldn’t say why.

Scarlet kissed her softly on the cheek, her voice calm and sure.

“Good girl. We’re only just getting started.”

“And every time you fall, I’ll be here to catch you — or push you further.”

Tanya slumped back in the chair, breathless and ruined, the mirror still reflecting her flushed, filthy smile.

Scarlet rose slowly, picking up the camera from the vanity, running a finger along its edge like a secret waiting to be told.

“You know,” she said softly, voice smooth as silk, “that would’ve made incredible content.”

Tanya blinked, heart still thudding.
“Content?” she whispered, wary.

Scarlet smiled, slow and reassuring.
“I run a little page. Discreet, private, but very popular. People love seeing girls like you. Real girls. First-timers. Nervous but hungry. Women discovering themselves.”

She crouched beside Tanya again, her voice softer now, coaxing rather than pushing.

“Your face doesn’t even need to show. You could wear a mask, or keep it from the frame. No one would know who she is. They’d feast on her, without ever knowing the girl beneath the skin. Beautiful, filthy Tanya. No Ben, no past, no shame.”

Tanya’s breath hitched.

Scarlet brushed damp blonde hair from her cheek, gaze warm but sharp.

“You could be famous without anyone knowing. Desired by thousands. Loved, lusted after, without a single soul knowing who you used to be.”

She smiled, gently teasing.

“Or... you can keep her locked away here. Just yours. Safe. Secret. Forgotten the moment you step outside.”

She stood again, giving Tanya space.

“Your choice, sweetheart. It always is.”

But in her voice, Tanya heard the truth:
Once you’ve seen yourself like this...
you’ll never want to hide her again.


Chapter Seven: Subscribe

Ben shut the flat door behind him and stood in the dark for a long while.

It was gone.
All of it — the boots, the leopard print, the fur coat, the hair, the tits.
Gone, like it never happened.

But in his mind... she was still there.
Smiling in the mirror. Legs parted. Staring back at him with those filthy, painted lips.

Tanya.

He turned on his phone and opened the gallery Scarlet had shared. Just a handful of photos from their session.

Her.
Legs spread, leather skirt riding up over stockings.
A busty blonde slut in knee-high boots, pouting at the camera, playing with her hair, touching herself.

He scrolled slowly, heart racing, cock stirring in his jeans.

Was that me?
Or is she someone else now?

The emptiness of the flat pressed in on him.

He should delete them. Forget all of it. Go back to his boring, safe little life.

Instead, his fingers hovered over the search bar.
Almost without thinking:

Scarlet Trans ‘femme’ ation.
Scarlet Domme.
Scarlet Boots.

The link wasn’t hard to find. Hidden in plain sight.

A subscriber page. Pay-per-view clips. Hundreds of followers. Dozens of videos.

He hesitated...every voice in his head screamed no. But his body had already made the decision.

Then clicked Subscribe.

Her page unfolded like a secret world.
Scarlet, in full power:
Striding across cold concrete floors in towering leather boots.
Corset pulled tight, long gloves gripping her prey.
Laughing, licking, riding, owning.

One video caught his breath.

“First-Timer Ruined in Boots and Leather Gloves.”

Scarlet, in a tight black corset, slowly pegging a man face-down, whispering filth in his ear as he moaned into the floor.
Her boots planted firmly on the backs of his thighs.

Ben’s hand slid down, fingers fumbling with his fly before he could stop himself.

He watched it all.

Scarlet’s smile.
The slap of leather.
The man crying out, broken and begging.

And all he could think was — I want to be him.

His cock pulsed, hard and aching. He stroked faster, breath sharp, hips bucking against his palm.

The orgasm tore through him, hot and desperate, leaving him spent and shivering in the quiet dark.

When the screen finally dimmed, shame crept in.

But so did something else.
Longing. Hunger.

He reopened his emails, heart racing, and booked another appointment without thinking.

Confirmation pinged back a second later.

He lay back on the bed, staring at the ceiling.

He wasn’t sure who he was anymore.
Ben, the boring nobody?
Or Tanya, the filthy slut in the mirror?

All he knew was this:
Scarlet had shown him something he couldn’t unsee.
And he was falling.


Chapter Eight: You Liked That, Didn’t You?

The studio smelled the same.

Warm perfume, velvet curtains, a faint trace of something sharp beneath it all — like sweat and electricity.

Ben hesitated at the top of the stairs. For a moment, he thought about turning back.

But then Scarlet appeared.

She leaned against the doorframe, arms folded, a slow, knowing smile curling her lips.

Tall, radiant, dangerous in casual black satin and bare feet.

“Well,” she said softly, “look who couldn’t stay away.”

Ben swallowed, throat dry. “I… I needed to—”

Scarlet laughed, cutting him off.

“No need to explain, sweetheart. I saw your name pop up last night.”

She stepped closer, her heels clicking on the floor now as she approached.

“Nice little username you’ve got. And such… excellent taste in videos.”

Ben froze, face burning.

She tilted her head, faux innocent.

“Tell me, which part was your favourite?

Me on my knees in leather gloves?

Or when I bent him over and made him beg?”

Ben’s mouth opened, but no words came out.

Scarlet smiled wider.

“Don’t be shy. I love knowing what my fans enjoy.”

She circled him slowly, her voice soft as velvet.

“You imagined it was you, didn’t you?” she whispered.

“Me, in those boots. In that corset. Riding you until you forgot your own name.”

Ben’s cock stirred helplessly in his jeans.

Scarlet’s laughter was soft and low.

“Sweetheart, you don’t need to imagine anymore. That’s what you’re here for, isn’t it?”

She gestured toward the dressing area, the clothes already laid out.

“Same look as before? Or shall we dress you up like the little star you’ve been watching on repeat?”

Ben hesitated.

Scarlet stepped closer, brushing her fingers under his chin, tilting his face up to hers.

“Let’s not play games. I know exactly what you came for.”

She smiled sweetly.

“Today, Tanya’s going to look just like me. Boots, corset, gloves. The full fantasy.”

And before he could answer, she was already walking away, her voice floating over her shoulder.

“Strip. I’ll get the camera ready.”


Chapter Nine: The Body She Always Wanted

Scarlet crossed the room, her heels soft against the timber floor, and opened the wardrobe.

From within, she drew out something pale, delicate, and terrifying.

A skin-toned latex bodysuit, shaped with impossible curves: wide, rounded hips, a plump, high ass, and full, heavy breasts with soft, natural sway. Every inch was sculpted to look like perfect, flawless skin.

Scarlet smiled, letting it unfold between her hands like silk.

“This is the real you, sweetheart,” she whispered.

“Soft, curvy, naked… and completely fake. Just like you wanted.”

She unzipped the back, revealing the suit’s soft inner lining and the carefully placed openings — a subtle hidden zip at the crotch and a second, more secret one at the rear. Accessible. Exposed.

Made to be used.

“Step in, one leg at a time. Slowly. Feel it take you.”

And this time, he didn’t hesitate, trembling as he lowered himself into the suit.

The latex slid up his legs, taut and seamless, as if sculpted onto her body, clinging like a second skin. It shaped his thighs, rounding them, filling them out until they looked full and soft. His hips widened as Scarlet pulled the material higher, stretching over his frame, erasing the last sharp edges of the man beneath.

When she reached his groin, she paused.

“Let’s hide this, shall we?”

She gently tucked him away, folding and smoothing, then zipped the opening over him, leaving only the faintest hint of where he used to be. Smooth, sealed, feminine.

“Arms up,” Scarlet murmured.

She fed his arms into the sleeves, guiding the latex over his shoulders and chest. The breasts filled into place with a gentle weight, full and round, rising with every trembling breath.

Scarlet cupped them from behind, adjusting them, squeezing them together, creating a perfect, obscene cleavage.

“Now look at you,” she whispered against his neck.

“Naked. Soft. Fuckable. Exactly how you were meant to be.”

She zipped the back, slow and final, sealing him inside.

Ben — or rather, Tanya — looked down at herself and gasped.

Smooth, soft skin stretched over perfect curves. A body built for desire.

But Scarlet wasn’t done.

“Now let’s dress you properly.”

She rolled sheer black stockings up Tanya’s latex thighs, clipping them into delicate suspenders that hugged her hips.

Next came the corset — black leather, tight and unforgiving. Scarlet laced it around Tanya’s waist, pulling harder with each tug until her figure cinched in dramatically, making her hips and breasts swell against the restraint.

Then she slipped a pair of tiny black leather hotpants over the latex, the fabric barely covering the curve of Tanya’s ass, riding up with every step.

Scarlet smiled as she held out the thigh-high stiletto boots, glossy and sharp.

“Step in, sweetheart.”

Tanya obeyed, legs trembling slightly as Scarlet zipped them up, locking her into towering heels that forced a sway into her walk.

The final touch: a pair of long black leather gloves, sliding up to the elbows, the scent of leather mixing with perfume and sweat.

Scarlet stepped back, admiring her creation.

“Almost there.”

She turned Tanya toward the vanity and got to work on her face.

Thick, smoky eyeshadow.

Dark eyeliner that made her eyes pop wide and hungry.

Bright red lipstick, glossy and obscene.

Rouged cheeks, lashes thick and flirty.

Finally, Scarlet lifted a platinum blonde wig, brushing the long curls gently over Tanya’s latex shoulders.

When she was finished, she turned Tanya toward the mirror.

And there she was.

A busty, blonde, latex-skinned slut.

Thighs spread beneath hotpants, tits spilling over the corset, boots forcing every step into a sway.

Her mouth parted, painted and filthy.

Not Ben. Never Ben.

Tanya.

Scarlet stepped behind her, resting gloved hands on Tanya’s corseted waist.

“Now that’s a body worth showing off.”

She smiled, slow and wicked.

“Let’s film your first scene, shall we?”


Chapter Ten: Smile for the Camera

Scarlet adjusted the ring light until the warm glow washed over Tanya’s body, making the latex shine like skin under oil.

She stepped back, camera in hand, her voice calm and smooth.

“Okay, sweetheart. This is your stage.

No one else here. Just me. Just you.

I want them to fall in love with your body before they see anything else.”

Tanya swallowed, heart thudding beneath the corset.

“W-what do I do?”

Scarlet smiled, patient but certain.

“Touch yourself. Slowly. Show them what you’ve become. Run your hands over your hips, your tits, your thighs.

They’ve been waiting for you.”

The camera’s red light blinked on.

Tanya stood awkward at first, boots planted wide apart, the corset forcing her shoulders back, her breasts full and obscene. The hotpants rode high on her ass, stockings stretched tight, gloves creaking softly as she moved.

She placed one hand on her hip, the other running slowly up over the curve of her latex belly, across her corseted waist, cupping one perfect breast.

Her breath caught.

Scarlet’s voice purred from behind the camera.

“That’s it. Feel her. Own her.

You’ve hidden her for too long.”

Tanya traced her hands over her body, exploring it as much for herself as for the lens.

She slid both hands up, squeezing her breasts together, the cleavage deep and shameless beneath the corset’s tight grip. She played with the zipper of her hotpants, teasing as if she might undo it, then letting it go.

She turned, slowly, showing her ass to the camera. The curve was ridiculous, exaggerated, irresistible. She arched her back, heels forcing a sway into her hips, and looked back over her shoulder, lips parted.

Scarlet’s voice softened.

“That’s my girl. Now smile.”

Tanya smiled — hesitant, shy, then bolder, flirtier, slipping into the character Scarlet had built for her.

In the mirror beside the camera, she caught a glimpse of herself:

A filthy, latex-wrapped bombshell, boots planted wide, mouth wet and hungry.

And for the first time, she smiled for herself.

Scarlet lowered the camera, stepping forward.

“That’s enough for today,” she whispered. “Leave them wanting more.”

She brushed a gloved hand along Tanya’s cheek, gentle but firm.

“You did beautifully. But this is only the beginning.”

Tanya let out a shaky breath, adrenaline still buzzing through her veins.

“I… I think I liked it.”

Scarlet’s smile was wicked and warm.

“Oh, sweetheart.

You haven’t even tasted what this world really feels like yet.”


Chapter Eleven: Viral

Ben lay in bed long after midnight, phone glowing against the dark.

The message from Scarlet came without warning:

Scarlet: You’re live, sweetheart. They love you already.

Scarlet: Take a look. x

His stomach twisted.

Heart pounding, he clicked the link.

And there she was. Tanya.

Full screen, full figure, full filth.

Boots spread wide.

Tits pushed up by the corset.

Grinning like the cock-hungry slut she was pretending to be — no, that she was.

And beneath the video, the comments poured in:

@LeatherBoy69: Who is this blonde goddess? Need her to crush my cock under those boots.

@BootslutUK: Fucking hell. Marry me. Step on me. Ruin me.

@LatexLicker: I’d pay anything to watch her finger herself in that corset.

@SissyToy83: PLEASE peg me next. I want to scream for her.

@AnonymousTipper: Those tits, those thighs, those boots. Fuck, this is perfect. More, please. More.

Ben’s hand was already sliding down his boxers before he realised.

He stroked himself fast, desperate, groaning into the empty room, the words on the screen flashing past like flames licking his skin.

Tanya.

They didn’t know it was him. They couldn’t.

To them, she was real. Untouchable. A filthy, perfect slut.

And for a few glorious, unbearable minutes, so was he.

When he came, it hit harder than ever before — shame tangled in heat, disgust tangled in want.

The phone slipped from his hand onto the pillow beside him.

He stared at the ceiling, heart racing, body slick with sweat.

And suddenly, it hit him.

What the fuck am I doing?

Who the fuck have I become?

Morning sunlight crept in through the blinds, cruel and cold.

He opened his phone again. The comments had doubled overnight.

Tanya was trending in some twisted corner of the kink world.

Scarlet had messaged again:

Scarlet: They’re begging for a live stream. We could film something filthier next time.

He threw the phone across the room.

Heart hammering.

“No,” he whispered to the empty flat.

“No, this is over. Never again.”

He pulled the duvet over his head.

Ben. Just Ben.

Normal, boring Ben.

Tanya was gone.

But deep inside, in a place he couldn’t shut down,

Tanya smiled.

Because she knew he’d be back.


Chapter Twelve: The Walk Back

The rain came down like punishment.

Ben walked without thinking, head low, hood up, the cold seeping through his jeans, soaking his socks, turning his steps to lead.

He wasn’t sure when he’d left the flat. Maybe midnight. Maybe later. He hadn’t looked at the clock.

He’d spent days trying to be normal again. Weeks, maybe.

Deleted the app.

Blocked Scarlet’s number.

Muted the voices in his head.

But they kept coming back.

Tanya, in the mirror.

Tanya, licking her lips, hands squeezing her latex tits.

Tanya, smiling for the camera while strangers begged to worship her.

Every night he lay in bed, sweating, restless, hard and aching, unable to sleep.

He tried porn — boring, normal porn. Girls next door. Step-sister bullshit. Nothing worked.

Nothing but her.

The streets of the Gay Village were almost empty this late.

Neon signs flickered on wet pavement. The occasional figure stumbled past — a drag queen on her phone, a couple arguing softly under an awning, a man lighting a cigarette with shaking fingers.

Ben pulled his hood tighter and kept walking.

Past the bar where Scarlet had smiled at him weeks before.

Past the shop window where he’d first seen his reflection and wondered if Tanya was still in there, watching.

He felt small now. Weak. Like a man caught between two lives and unwanted in both.

And yet his feet kept moving.

He turned the corner, and there it was.

Trans ‘femme’ ation.

Dark windows, soft light glowing through the curtains. The place where he’d first been born, and first been ruined.

His heart hammered against his ribs.

For a moment he froze.

He could leave.

Go home.

Delete it all.

Pretend Tanya never happened.

But something inside him whispered: Coward.

You’ll be back anyway. Might as well crawl now.

He stepped forward and banged on the door.

Hard. Once. Twice.

No answer.

He wiped rain from his face with a shaking hand and banged again, louder.

“Scarlet.”

His voice cracked.

“Please. I… I need…”

The lock clicked at last.

And there she was.

Scarlet filled the doorway like a vision from his dirtiest dreams and darkest fears.

Tall, radiant, furious.

Thigh-high black leather boots.

A tight corset squeezing her waist to impossible curves.

A glistening leather thong stretched taut over her hips, the outline of her cock thick and heavy beneath it.

Sweat gleamed on her chest, blonde hair wild from heat and effort.

And her eyes — sharp, cool, impatient.

“Do you have any idea what you’ve interrupted?” she snapped, voice low and cutting.

Ben opened his mouth, but no words came.

Scarlet rolled her eyes.

“Of course not. Because it’s always about you, isn’t it?”

She turned, walking away without waiting for an answer.

Her voice floated back over her shoulder.

“Get in. Shut the door. Don’t speak.”

He stepped inside, closing the door behind him.

The studio was a furnace of light and heat.

Cameras still rolling.

Ring lights casting soft halos on the silk sheets.

And in the centre of it all: Scarlet, radiant and dangerous, still live.

She strutted back into frame, the glow lighting her curves.

Ben froze in the shadows.

Then he saw it: the chat window, scrolling faster than he could read.

Hundreds watching. Thousands maybe.

Comments flooding the screen:

@BootWorshipperUK: Stroke that perfect cock, goddess.

@SissyLover98: Show us that smile while you cum.

@LatexBoyToy: Please ruin me like you ruined the last one.

Scarlet turned back to the camera, lips curling in a slow, filthy smile.

“Where were we?” she purred, rolling her shoulders, letting the corset tighten her breath and squeeze her tits high.

She slid a gloved hand down her stomach, fingers grazing the leather thong stretched tight over her cock, thick and heavy beneath the shining fabric.

The chat window scrolled so fast it blurred:

@BootSlaveUK: Stroke it. Please. Show us what we paid for.

@ObeyHerForever: Bet you’re soaked already, queen.

@DrainMyWallet: £50 tip for a moan.

A soft buzz filled the air. Scarlet arched her back, breath catching, as the plug inside her began to hum.

“Ahh… there you are,” she whispered.

Every time a tip landed, the vibration returned: soft, sharp, teasing.

She stroked herself slowly, fingertips tracing the outline of her cock through the leather.

Rolling her hips, thighs spreading wide, boots creaking against the sheets.

“Beg for it,” she whispered to the camera.

“Make me come. You know what to do.”

The tip total climbed.

£80.

£120.

The chat begged:

@BrokenSlut44: Edge yourself for me, goddess.

@LatexCrushMe: Harder. Show us how bad you need it.

Scarlet slid her hand inside the thong, wrapping gloved fingers around her shaft, stroking it slow, teasing the head until it gleamed.

The plug buzzed again, stronger this time. She gasped, hips lifting off the bed.

“You’ll have to pay more than that,” she moaned, voice thick and wet.

“I don’t come for free.”

The tips rolled in.

£230.

£475.

£600.

Scarlet writhed on the bed, stroking faster now, lips parted, chest heaving in the tight corset.

The vibrations hit her again and again, driving her higher but never letting her fall.

“Almost there,” she gasped, gripping herself harder, back arching as sweat beaded across her collarbone.

“Make me… fucking… come…”

The final tip hit:

£1,000.

The plug buzzed to its highest setting, filling her, breaking her.

Scarlet cried out, thighs shaking, boots drumming against the mattress, stroking herself hard until thick ropes of cum spilled across her stomach and thighs, gleaming in the camera’s warm glow.

She collapsed back against the pillows, chest rising and falling, cock twitching in her hand.

The chat exploded with hearts, fire emojis, endless praise:

@BootSlutUK: Fuck that was perfect.

@DrainMeDry: Worth every penny. Goddess.

@LeatherObey: I’m yours forever.

Scarlet smiled through the haze, wiping sweat from her brow with the back of her glove.

Then, finally, she turned her head.

Met Ben’s wide, trembling eyes in the shadows.

“Well then,” she said softly.

“That’s how a real slut works.”

She let the quiet hum of the camera fade, leaving only the sound of his ragged breath and the faint buzz of spent pleasure in the air.

When she finally ended the stream, she powered down the lights and peeled off her gloves, finger by finger, tossing them onto the bed.

She turned to him, calm now. Steady. Dangerous.

“Well then,” she said softly.

You finally came back. And you’re still hard for me.”

The words hit like a slap and a caress. He wanted to run. He wanted to kneel.

She stepped closer, boots clicking on the floor, towering over him where he knelt.

“You think this world waited for you?

It didn’t.”

She crouched down, brushing a damp strand of hair from his forehead.

“You want her back?” she whispered.

“You’ll have to work for her.”

Ben lowered his eyes, his voice barely a breath.

“Yes, Scarlet.”

Her smile was slow, cruel, and perfect.

“Good boy.

Now strip.

And crawl to your corner.”


Chapter Thirteen: Becoming Her Again

The studio had cooled now, but Ben still felt the heat of what he had witnessed.

The air smelled of leather, sweat, and something sweeter beneath it all — Scarlet’s perfume, maybe, or her pleasure still hanging in the space between them.

She wiped her hands slowly with a towel, then turned to him with that calm, unreadable smile.

“Well,” she said softly. “Shall we bring her back?”

Ben’s throat tightened. “Yes. Please.”

Scarlet’s smile widened, slow and wicked.

“Good boy. Let’s begin.”

She crossed to the wardrobe and opened it with a flourish.

The bodysuit waited there.

Not black latex this time, but flesh-toned silicone, smooth and flawless — shaped into impossible curves: wide, soft hips, a high, round arse, and full, heavy breasts that swayed softly as she lifted it from the hanger.

It looked like a naked woman’s skin, but cleaner, glossier, exaggerated.

Scarlet laid it carefully across the bed.

“Strip.”

Ben obeyed, fumbling with his wet, clinging clothes. Hoodie, jeans, boxers — gone.

Left standing there, raw and real, her body trembling but alive.

Scarlet circled him slowly.

“Still hiding under all that shame, aren’t you?” she said, her voice low but sharp.

“Let’s cover it up. Let’s build someone worth watching.”

She fed the suit up his legs, smoothing it over his thighs, rounding them out until they looked soft and full.

The hips widened as she pulled it higher, giving him an exaggerated, almost cartoonish hourglass.

When she reached his groin, she paused.

Her gloved fingers brushed him, gentle but firm.

“We’ll hide this away again. No one needs to see what’s really here.”

She tucked him down, zipped the hidden closure over him, leaving only smooth, soft latex flesh where Ben once was.

Gone.

“Arms up.”

He obeyed.

Scarlet pulled the suit over his chest and shoulders, settling the breasts into place — round, high, heavy.

She adjusted them slowly, lifting, squeezing them together, creating a deep, obscene cleavage.

She zipped the back, sealing him inside.

“Now look at you,” Scarlet whispered.

“Naked, soft, perfect. Exactly how they want you. How you want you.”

But she wasn’t done.

She rolled black stockings up his latex thighs, clipping them into a satin garter belt that hugged his new hips.

Then came the corset — black leather, tight and unforgiving. She laced it around his waist, pulling harder and harder until he gasped, his figure cinching tight, forcing his chest to swell and his hips to curve wider.

A pair of tiny leather hotpants followed, barely covering his rounded ass, the latex gleaming beneath.

Next: long black gloves, pulled slowly up his arms, stretching smooth over the latex suit until his hands looked small, feminine, helpless.

And finally, thigh-high stiletto boots, zipped tight, heels tall enough to force his hips into a sway.

Scarlet stepped back, admiring her work.

But there was one more step.

She sat him down at the vanity and set to work on his face.

Thick lashes, smoky eyeshadow, heavy eyeliner.

Rouged cheeks. Red, wet lips.

And finally, the blonde wig, long and wild, tumbling over his latex shoulders.

When she finished, she turned him toward the mirror.

There she was.

Tanya.

A ridiculous, beautiful, filthy doll of a woman.

Thighs spread beneath hotpants. Corset pushing her tits high. Boots flexing as she shifted in her seat.

Her mouth parted, breathing fast, eyes wide and hungry.

Scarlet smiled behind her.

“Say it.”

Ben swallowed.

“I’m Tanya.”

“Again. Mean it.”

He stared at his reflection, trembling, aroused, afraid.

“I’m Tanya.”

Scarlet’s hands rested on his shoulders.

“Good girl.”

She leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear.

“Now let’s make them fall in love with you.”


Chapter Fourteen: Lights On, No Hiding

The camera’s red light blinked alive.
Tanya felt it hit her skin before she heard it click. Like heat, like hunger.

Scarlet adjusted the frame, checking the shot.
Her boots, her corset, her blonde hair falling loose over one shoulder — power dressed in leather and latex.

Then she turned to Tanya. Calm. Certain.

“You’re sure?” she asked, soft but serious.

Tanya swallowed, heart hammering.

“Yes.”

Scarlet smiled. Not gentle. Hungry.

She turned to the camera, her voice slipping into velvet.

“Well, darlings... look who found her way home.”

She tugged Tanya into frame, guiding her by the chin. Tanya knelt beside her, shining under the lights: corseted, gloved, booted, trembling but radiant.

“Say hello, sweetheart.”

Tanya licked her lips, nerves and heat colliding.

“Hello.”

The chat lit up instantly. Comments pouring down the screen:

@BootWorshipper: Perfection. On her knees where she belongs.

@LatexDream: That corset... those tits... fck me.*

@ObeyHerNow: Is she yours, Scarlet? Or ours tonight?

Scarlet laughed, low and sharp.

“She’s mine,” she said, stroking Tanya’s hair.

“But you can watch.”

For a moment, the room was quiet but for the hum of the lights and the scroll of the chat.

Scarlet ran a gloved hand down Tanya’s cheek, then traced the line of her corset.
The camera drank in every curve, every tremble.

“Tell them who you are,” Scarlet whispered.

Tanya’s voice shook but held.

“I’m Tanya.”

Scarlet smiled wider.

“Louder.”

“I’m Tanya.”

The chat exploded in hearts, flames, endless adoration.

Scarlet sat back on the bed, legs wide, boots shining, pulling Tanya gently closer.

“What do you think, darlings?” she asked the viewers, teasing.
“Shall we give you a show you’ll never forget?”

@BootLover69: £20 — "Make her lick your boots." → Scarlet lets Tanya work slowly, worshipfully.

@CagedSlut88: £50 — "Stroke her but don’t let her come." → Scarlet edges her, smiling cruelly.

@GloveObey: £100 — "Slap her tits. Hard." → Scarlet cups and smacks Tanya’s fake latex breasts, making them bounce.

Halfway through, the audience is wild. Tips roll in faster than she expected.

She grins, turning to the camera:

"Oh, you like her, don’t you?
You want to see me ruin her properly?
Well then — £5,000 and she’s mine tonight. Fully. No holding back."

She taps the screen, setting the new tip goal.

"Pay up, darlings."

The total creeps up: £3,000… £4,200… £4,800…
The chat explodes as it nears the target:

As the total climbed, Scarlet teased Tanya with words, with light touches, with promises of what would happen when the goal was met.

And Tanya?
She knelt there, exposed but unseen, heart pounding, mind spinning.

She hated herself for how much she wanted this.
Hated how much she needed their eyes on her, Scarlet’s voice in her ear, and the weight of waiting.

@DrainMyWallet: "Faster! Fuck her already!"

@SlutForBoots: "She needs it. We need it.”

The final tips hit. £5,000 total. The screen flashes.

Scarlet turns to Tanya, slow and smiling:

“Looks like they want to share in your ruin. Shall we let them?”

She leaned down beside Tanya, voice low.

“Ready to lose yourself, sweetheart?”

Tanya bit her lip. Nodded.


Chapter Fifteen: Ruined for Them

Scarlet stood, tall and merciless in the glow of the lights.

The chat raged in a blur of fire emojis and desperate tips, but Tanya barely noticed.

All she saw was Scarlet. All she heard was her voice.

“On the bed. Face down. Ass up. Show them what they bought.”

Tanya obeyed, her body trembling as she crawled onto the silk sheets. The corset bit into her ribs, the boots forced her hips high, the latex stretched tight across her body, leaving nothing to the imagination.
She arched her back, presenting herself to the camera, her fake curves obscene, shameless.

Scarlet crossed the room, slow and deliberate, selecting her weapon.
A thick, gleaming strap-on — black leather, polished and cruel.
She buckled it over her hips, adjusting the straps with practised ease, the toy jutting forward like a promise and a threat.

The chat went wild:

@BootWorshipperUK: YESSSS

@PeggedAndBroken: FUCK HER. RUIN HER.

@LatexSlut88: I’M BEGGING YOU.

Scarlet stepped behind Tanya, resting a gloved hand on her lower back.
“Last chance, sweetheart,” she whispered, voice like silk over steel.
“Tell me to stop, and we stop. Tell me you want this, and I’ll make you mine forever.”

Tanya turned her head slightly, her blonde hair spilling across the sheets. Her voice came out soft, but sure.
“Please. Ruin me. Make me hers. Make me yours. Make me theirs.”

Scarlet smiled, slow and wicked.

“Good girl.”

She lubed the toy slowly, letting the slick sounds fill the silence, drawing it out for the audience and for Tanya alike. Then, with one firm, steady push, she slid the tip against Tanya’s hidden opening, finding the right angle.

Tanya gasped, body tensing — then melting.

Scarlet pressed deeper, filling her inch by inch, one gloved hand gripping her hip to steady her, the other stroking the curve of her ass possessively.

“Look at her,” Scarlet purred, glancing to the camera.
“Taking it like the filthy doll she is. You paid for this. You made her.”

Tanya’s breath hitched as Scarlet began to thrust, slow and deep.
Every stroke rocked her forward, the bed creaking softly beneath them, the boots flexing with each push.
The corset held her tight, her breasts bouncing with every motion, her gloved hands gripping the sheets in helpless pleasure.

The chat exploded:

@OwnedForever: GOD YES

@BreakHerMore: HARDER HARDER HARDER

@TitsAndToys: SHE’S PERFECT.

Scarlet leaned down, her breath hot against Tanya’s ear.
“Do you feel them watching you?” she whispered.
“Do you feel them owning you? Every moan, every thrust, every filthy little shiver... it’s all for them now.”

Tanya cried out, her voice breaking.
She didn’t know if she was crying or laughing or begging for more.
She didn’t care.

Scarlet fucked her harder, faster, driving her over the edge.
And when Tanya finally came, trapped inside the smooth latex, the orgasm tore through her like a storm — shaking her, breaking her, leaving her sobbing into the sheets.

Scarlet didn’t stop.
She rode Tanya through the aftershocks, her own breath sharp, her hips slamming against Tanya’s ass until she finally collapsed beside her, panting and smiling.

Silence fell but for the soft hum of the camera.
Scarlet turned to it, brushing a damp strand of hair from her face.

“And that, darlings, is what your money buys.”

She blew a slow, teasing kiss to the lens.

“Until next time.”

She killed the feed with a single tap.

The room fell quiet, save for Tanya’s ragged breath and the distant hum of the city outside.

Scarlet rolled onto her side, brushing a hand down Tanya’s trembling back.

“Still with me, sweetheart?” she whispered, softer now.

Tanya nodded, weakly, tears streaking her ruined makeup.

“That’s my girl.” Scarlet kissed her cheek, gentle and warm.
“You’re mine now. Theirs too, maybe. But mostly mine.”

She unbuckled the strap-on and tossed it aside. Then she wrapped her arms around Tanya, pulling her close.

“We’ll clean you up in a minute,” she murmured. “But for now... just feel it. Every part of it. Don’t run from it. Don’t hide.”

“This is yours. Every part of it. And I’m still here.”

Tanya closed her eyes and let the tears come.
Not from shame. Not from regret.

From release.


Chapter Sixteen: Encore

Scarlet’s hand lingered on Tanya’s back, tracing lazy circles across the latex that still clung to her trembling body.
The room was quiet but for the hum of the camera’s standby light.
Quiet... too quiet.

Scarlet smiled, slow and dangerous.
She leaned down and kissed Tanya’s shoulder, her voice low and wicked.

“Did you really think we were finished?”

Tanya blinked, barely able to lift her head.
“But… the stream—”

Scarlet laughed, rich and sharp.
“Oh, sweetheart. That was just the main act.
And they’re still tipping. Look.”

She gestured toward the screen — the tip jar still climbing, fast and hungry.

@BootAddictUK: More. Please more.

@EdgeMeForever: One last ruin. Let her break on camera.

@FilthyToy99: Encore. Encore. Encore.

Scarlet rose from the bed in a single, fluid motion. She didn’t bother to cover herself — her sweat-slicked skin, the thick, glistening cock still semi-hard against her thigh, the corset biting into her waist — it was all part of the show.

She clicked the camera back to live.

“Darlings,” she purred, her voice warm honey laced with poison, “it seems we owe you a curtain call.”

She turned to Tanya, tilting her chin up with a gloved finger.

“Can you give them one more, sweetheart? Show them how good it feels to be used.
One more ruin, just for them.”

Tanya’s body ached, her throat dry, but deep inside, something sparked.
A filthy little flame that wouldn’t die.

She nodded.
“I... I don’t know if I can. But I want to try.”

Scarlet smiled, victorious.

“Good girl.”

She crossed the room and returned holding a sleek, black wand vibrator — cordless, powerful, merciless.
She switched it on, and the low hum filled the room like distant thunder.

“On your back,” Scarlet commanded.
“Legs wide. Boots planted. Show them what they bought.”

Tanya obeyed, sprawling across the silk sheets, latex skin stretched tight, corset forcing her chest up high, thighs parted wide beneath the tiny leather hotpants.
Scarlet knelt between her legs, slipping the toy beneath the latex, pressing it hard against the hidden shaft beneath — through the fabric, through the shame, through the want.

The first pulse ripped a gasp from Tanya’s lips.

The chat exploded:

@Ruined4Life: YESSSSS

@BootSlut88: FUCK HER AGAIN

@LatexWhoreUK: DON’T STOP UNTIL SHE BREAKS

Scarlet didn’t stop.
She pressed the wand harder, circling it cruelly, watching Tanya’s face twist in helpless pleasure.
Every moan, every whimper, every desperate gasp echoed in the mic.

Her gloved hand slid up, squeezing Tanya’s tits, pinching her nipples through the latex until she cried out.

“That’s it,” Scarlet growled.
“Come for them. Show them what their money bought. Show them what a good, filthy slut you’ve become.”

Tanya writhed beneath her, hips bucking, boots scraping against the bed as the pleasure built — too fast, too hard, impossible to hold back.

And then she screamed — a raw, broken, desperate sound that filled the room and shattered the quiet.

She came hard, trapped inside the latex, her body shaking, thighs trembling, breath ragged and wild.
Cum spilled beneath the hotpants, wet and messy, leaking through the thin fabric.
The camera caught every second.

The chat went feral:

@BootAddictUK: HOLY FUCK YES

@EdgeMeForever: BROKEN. RUINED. PERFECT.

@DrainMeDry: WORTH EVERY PENNY.

Scarlet smiled, letting the wand hum a moment longer, dragging the climax out until Tanya collapsed, limp and ruined, hair plastered to her face, tears and sweat streaking her cheeks.

Then, finally, Scarlet switched off the toy.
Silence fell like a curtain drop.

Scarlet leaned over Tanya’s trembling body, kissed her softly on the lips, and whispered,

“My perfect girl. Rest now.”

She turned to the camera, wicked and glorious.
“And that, darlings, is what surrender looks like.”

With a single, slow blink, she ended the stream.

—

The room fell silent but for Tanya’s shattered breath.

Scarlet wiped a tear from her cheek, gentle now.
“There. That’s the girl they’ll dream about tonight.”

She smiled and brushed the damp blonde hair from Tanya’s face.

“And tomorrow?
Well, tomorrow... we’ll see how much further she can fall.”

Tanya closed her eyes and let the darkness take her.

She was spent.
She was broken.
And she was whole


Chapter Seventeen: The Quiet After

The lights were off now.
The camera packed away.
The chat silent at last.

In the hush that followed, Tanya lay motionless on the bed, chest still rising and falling beneath the corset, latex skin cooling against the sheets.
The weight of it all pressed down on her — the pleasure, the shame, the eyes that had watched her fall apart.

But then Scarlet was there.

Soft footsteps across the floor.
A warm towel, gently wiping sweat from her face, between her trembling thighs.
Gloved hands sliding away, replaced by bare fingers. Tender. Real.

“Come on,” Scarlet whispered, voice stripped of its sharp edges now. “Up you get.”

Tanya let herself be helped to sit. Her body felt far away, like something borrowed.

Scarlet unzipped the corset, easing the pressure from Tanya’s ribs. Peeled away the gloves, the boots, the latex, until all that remained was Ben — small, pale, raw.
She wrapped a thick robe around him, soft and warm, pulling him gently against her chest.

For a long while, neither spoke.

Ben rested his head against her shoulder, hearing the steady thump of her heart.
He felt like a ruined thing in her arms. And yet… safe.

Eventually, Scarlet kissed the top of his head.

“You did beautifully tonight,” she whispered.
“You gave them something real. Something they’ll dream about for weeks.”

Ben didn’t answer. He didn’t know what to say.

Scarlet stroked his hair, slow and steady.
“But more importantly — you gave yourself something. You let her live. You let Tanya out. Even if just for a little while.”

A silence. Then, softly:

“Do you hate me for that?” Ben asked. His voice barely a breath.

Scarlet smiled, a crack of sadness slipping through the steel.

“No, sweetheart. I set you free. What you do with that freedom… that’s yours to figure out.”

She pulled the blanket tighter around them both, resting her chin atop his head.

“You don’t have to decide anything tonight. Be here. Breathe. That’s enough for now.”

And so he did.

For the first time in what felt like forever, Ben let go.
He didn’t fight the questions. Didn’t try to name what he felt.
He just closed his eyes, wrapped in Scarlet’s arms, and let the quiet hold him.

Outside, the city hummed.
Tomorrow would come, with all its noise and doubt and longing.

But for tonight, in this moment, he was safe.

And somewhere deep inside, Tanya smiled.
Waiting for the next time she was called to life.


Epilogue: Hers, Even Now

The next morning, the flat was cold and quiet.

No boots by the door.

No corset on the chair.

No blonde wig tangled in the bedsheets.

All of it — still at Scarlet’s.

Waiting.

But as Ben stood in the bathroom mirror, wiping the steam from the glass, he caught her.

Just for a moment.

In the tilt of his smile.

In the way his hips swayed when no one was watching.

Tanya was still there.

He didn’t fight her anymore.

He didn’t tell himself it was a mistake.

He picked up his phone, thumb hovering over the messages.

One was already waiting.

Scarlet:

“Even without the clothes, she’s still yours.

Come back when you miss her body.

Or sooner, if you miss mine.”

Ben smiled — soft, certain, already aching.

He booked the next session before he even put the kettle on.

Tanya was waiting.

And maybe, one day, she'd walk these streets without needing anyone’s permission.
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A Tale of Power & Feminisation
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Introduction
 

This is not about careers, or ambition, or the deals struck on paper. This is about transformation.
Behind the polished table and glass walls, the office became a place of undoing. My tie and jacket meant nothing once she saw through them. She stripped away my authority with a glance, my confidence with a word, and then my masculinity piece by piece, until I was left exposed in heels, skirts, and shame.

The boardroom lights burned down on every moment of my obedience, every humiliating command followed, every layer of feminisation locked into place. I did not rise here — I was remade here.

This is not about business.
This is about belonging to her.


Chapter One: The Last Lift

The building feels like another world after hours.
By day it’s an assault — phones ringing, printers chattering, footsteps, chatter, doors slamming. But after nine o’clock, Manhattan changes gear. The city’s roar softens into a low, constant hum. Somewhere far below, a siren flares and fades. Streetlamps and neon spill shifting patterns across the glass — shapes that feel like they’re moving on their own.

Inside, the air is still. Still enough to catch the faint ping of the lift two floors down, the steady whirr of the HVAC, the distant hiss of tyres on wet asphalt thirty storeys below.

I’m in the open-plan bullpen with the juniors tonight. The management floor is upstairs — glass-and-wood offices, private lounges, boardrooms that feel more like penthouses — but I’m not ready for that yet.
Not until he’s seen me.

Ben’s desk is four bays over. Tie loosened. Sleeves rolled. The open collar gives a glimpse of collarbone. His hair falls into his eyes until he pushes it back without thinking. I keep my gaze on my laptop, but every so often I flick a glance sideways. Catch him in profile.

He’s deep in a spreadsheet, but focus can wander. I’ve seen where his eyes go when a woman walks past. Not to her face. Not even to her chest. Lower. Always lower.
On boots.
The slope of a heel.
The curve of a calf under sheer black.
The sway of a skirt brushing thigh.

I know that look. I’ve worn it myself.
It’s not hunger to strip a woman bare — it’s the ache to slip into her clothes. To feel the seams and fabrics on your own skin. To move the way they make you move. To own the same posture and power.

I’ve wondered for a while how deep that curiosity runs. Tonight, with the office quiet as a church, I might finally find out.

The clock reads 9:42. The last free lift between floors goes at ten. After that, you need a pass — and every arrival is logged. No record. That’s the rule.

The idea arrives fully formed: upstairs, behind the door to my “private office,” waits the other me. The me who lives in the wardrobe of skirts and dresses, in drawers of lipsticks and mascara, in the glossed leather of knee-high boots. Usually I wait until the building’s empty before I transform. But tonight… there’s Ben.

I picture walking back in transformed — leather skirt suit clinging to my hips, boots catching the downlights, makeup sharp enough to wound. His eyes widening. Confusion. Intrigue. Maybe even the assumption that I’m someone else entirely: a visitor, a senior he’s never met, here for some late meeting. And if he plays along… I’ll see how far he’s willing to follow.

A meaningless line or two appears on my screen, enough to look busy. I glance over. He’s staring at his monitor, but his foot taps under the desk — restless. His shirt’s creased, tie loose, and there’s a tightness in him that isn’t from work.

When he reaches for his mug and finds it empty, I see my opening.
I push back my chair, stretch as though I’ve been sat too long.
“Coffee?” I ask, casual.

His head lifts, startled. A faint smile. “Sure. Thanks.”

I walk to the kitchenette, aware of his gaze. My steps are slow, deliberate — even in my male form, I know how to move so eyes linger. While the coffee brews, I catch his reflection in the darkened window. He’s back at his screen, but his gaze flickers my way now and then.

Two mugs in hand, I return and set his down beside him, leaning against his desk just a beat too long.
“You’re here late,” I say.
“Deadline. You?”
“Same. Funny how few people stick it out this late. The place feels different after hours.”
“Yeah. Quieter. Kind of… weird, being the only ones here.”
“Almost feels like we could do anything,” I say lightly. “And no one would know.”

His laugh is small, uncertain, but there’s a flush creeping into his cheeks.

Back at my desk, my mind’s made up. I save my file, close the laptop, slip my bag over my shoulder, and head for the lift — not down, but up.

As the doors close, I take one last glance at him — chewing his pen, eyes on the screen, completely unaware. Somewhere behind him, on the far glass wall, a faint green light from the security camera blinks.

The lift hums upwards. Numbers blink past. The top floor is lit low and warm, carpet thick underfoot, air scented faintly with leather and expensive cologne. Deals get made here.

I pass the boardroom and step into my office. The door closes with a soft click.

Tonight, I’m not leaving this building as him.
Tonight, she will walk back downstairs.


Chapter Two: The Transformation Room

The door shuts with that soft, heavy click — a sound I’ve always treated as permission.
Downstairs I’m the suit, the authority, the one they answer to.
Up here, in this private room, I’m whoever I decide to be.

The lighting is low, warm, skimming the walnut desk and black glass wall panels. The windows are pure reflection now — floor-to-ceiling mirrors that double the space and force me to watch myself. Somewhere far beyond the glass, the city burns in a million pinpricks of light.

I cross to the wardrobe. From the outside it’s a seamless wall, but my palm finds the hidden catch and the latch clicks. The doors open.

Inside waits my other life.
Rows of skirts, dresses, and blouses hang on slim velvet. Leather gleams against silk and satin. On the floor, a grid of shoe boxes, each labelled in my neat hand. Drawers of lingerie. Another of tights, stockings, gloves. At the very bottom — the boots.

I start with the skirt suit.
The jacket: black leather, soft as skin, nipped at the waist, flaring subtly over the hip.
The skirt: pencil-tight, with just enough give to turn every step in heels into a measured promise.

I strip, folding shirt and trousers over the chair. Cool air finds my bare skin. The shift starts here — not with fabric, but with the way my mind changes shape.

Stockings first. Sheer black nylon rolled up one leg, then the other, smoothed high over my thighs until they whisper when I move. A shiver runs through me.
Black lace bra next, padded just enough for the right curve, matching panties to keep the skirt’s line flawless.

The leather skirt slides up my legs, cool at first, then warming with my body heat. The side zip seals the fit. My palms smooth it down. The jacket follows, framing the lace beneath, the deep V showing just enough.

Then the boots.
I crouch, fingertips brushing the pairs until I reach for the one I’ve been thinking about since downstairs — black leather knee-highs, slim stiletto heel, pointed toe. The kind that command attention. One foot in, then the other. The leather hugs my calves; the zips rise with a faint rasp. My first step on the hardwood is sharp, deliberate, echoing.

Makeup next.
The vanity lights flood my face with soft white. Foundation, powder, contour — the man fades with each layer. Dark eyeshadow, winged liner, lashes thick with mascara until the eyes staring back are heavy-lidded, knowing. Lips last — deep, glossy red, almost indecent in this light.

The wig: sleek blonde bob, jaw-length, a precise swing to frame my face when I turn. I adjust, check, tilt — and she’s here now, watching me from the mirror like she’s always been.

I stand at the window. Manhattan’s skyline frames me — Chrysler spire glinting, headlights threading the avenues. My reflection and the city fuse into one stage. Somewhere far below, a helicopter sweeps a slow circle, its light touching glass for the briefest second.

Not yet.
First, I’ll walk back downstairs. “Accidentally” meet Ben. Let him think I’m someone else. Let him wonder long enough to follow me up here.

I imagine his eyes dipping to my boots, catching my perfume as I step closer. The way his mouth might open without knowing what to say. The way he’ll say yes before he’s even asked what to.

Phone in my clutch. One last look in the mirror.
The boots strike the marble corridor with a sound that belongs only to her.
The lift doors slide open. My reflection in the mirrored panel smiles back — slow, certain, inevitable.


Chapter Three: The Meeting

The lift opens with a soft chime, spilling me into the half-lit open plan.

Different floor, different me.
My heels click on polished concrete. Leather grazes the backs of my thighs. Perfume threads through the air — warm, musky, expensive — cutting through the stale coffee and faint hum of electronics.

Ben’s still at his desk, head bowed over the laptop glow. Blue light edges one side of his face; the other falls into shadow. Tie loose. Top button open. An invitation he doesn’t know he’s made.

I cross the floor slowly so he hears the rhythm of my approach before he sees me. His head lifts.

There it is — the look.
Not recognition. Not even a polite glance. His eyes follow the route I’ve laid out for them: boots first, then the line of my legs, the snug leather skirt, the V of the jacket — before they finally meet my eyes.

“Hi,” I say, letting the word come out low, sure.

He blinks, twice. “Oh—hi. Are you… looking for someone?”

I step closer. Let him catch the perfume. “I might be. Are you Ben?”

A wary nod. “Yeah. Do I… know you?”

“Not yet.” I let a smile play at the corner of my mouth. “I’m new. Upstairs.”

Upstairs means the private offices and boardrooms. The places he’s never been.

“You’ve probably got the wrong guy,” he says, but doesn’t move. “I’m just one of the juniors.”

“Mmm.” My fingertips drift along the edge of his desk, leather whispering. “Sometimes the juniors have exactly what I’m looking for.”

His throat works as he swallows. “What… are you looking for?”

“Someone curious.” My gaze travels — shoes, knees, the faint shield of the desk — and back up to him. “Someone who likes to try things.”

“It’s late,” he says, but the words sound more like a question.

“All the better.” I lean in just enough for the jacket to shift, a flash of lace. “I could use a hand with something upstairs. Boardroom.”

He searches my face for a joke. Finds none. His chair slides back a fraction — the first yes.

“Okay,” he says, voice thin with adrenaline. “Let me just… save this.”

He fumbles the laptop into his bag. Breath a little too quick now. I turn and walk, trusting him to follow.

In the lift lobby, he hesitates half a step, as if crossing onto the thick carpet might cost him something. He steps on anyway.

The doors close. The mirrored panel holds our reflections — his tie crooked, my mouth curved. His gaze keeps dropping, caught on the sharp line of my heels.

“You like them?” I ask, without looking away from the glass.

A pause. “…Yeah.”

“Good.” My smile sharpens. “You might get to try them.”

His breath catches. He doesn’t speak again before the doors open onto the hush of the senior floor.

Marble underfoot. Low light. Air that smells of money and secrets. I lead him along the corridor. Somewhere above, faint in the stillness, there’s a mechanical hum — like a camera tracking. He doesn’t notice.

At the boardroom door, I push it open and hold it just long enough for him to pass.

He crosses the threshold.


Chapter Four: The Test

The boardroom door closes with a quiet click, sealing us in.
The air here is different — still, heavy. Beyond the glass wall, Manhattan glitters like a spilled jewellery box, but in here the only movement is ours.

Ben hovers just inside, bag still slung over one shoulder. His eyes roam — the vast table of polished walnut, the low pools of amber light, the floor-to-ceiling glass throwing the skyline back at us. He looks like he’s stepped somewhere he shouldn’t. He’s right.

I walk the length of the table, my heels striking wood in clean, measured beats. At the head of the table, I turn to face him.
“You’ve never been up here before, have you?”

He shakes his head. “No. Juniors don’t… this isn’t for us.”

“I know.” I rest my palms on the polished surface. “But tonight you’re not a junior. Tonight… you’re whatever I decide.”

He swallows. The tension in him sharpens.

“Come closer.”

The bag hits the floor. His steps slow, like the air’s thickened — and then he sees what’s waiting on the table halfway down.

Black patent stilettos. Sheer tights. A short pencil skirt. A silk blouse soft as water.

His brow furrows. “…What is this?”

“Something I think you’ll like.”

“They’re… women’s clothes.”

“Yes.”

His voice drops. “Why?”

I walk toward him, boots whispering over the carpet. “Because I’ve seen you. The way you watch. The way your eyes follow the line of a leg. The shape a skirt makes when someone sits.”

Colour climbs his cheeks. “That’s not—”

“It is.” I stop close enough for him to feel my breath. “And it’s not because you want her. It’s because you want to be her.”

His silence is answer enough.

“It’s alright,” I murmur. “I like men who want to feel this way.”

His gaze flickers between my face and the clothes. “…And if I say no?”

“Then you leave. But you’ll think about it all night. You’ll sit here tomorrow, distracted, wondering how it would have felt.”

The pause hangs in the warm, thick air. Then: “…What do you want me to do?”

“Start with the heels.”

His eyes drop to his plain black oxfords. He unlaces them, steps out, and eases a foot into the first stiletto. His ankle wobbles. The second shoe steadies him.

“They feel… strange.”

“Good strange,” I say. “Walk to me.”

He obeys, the unfamiliar height forcing shorter steps, his hips adjusting. I circle him, the sound of my boots tracing a slow orbit.

“Better. Now the rest.”

I lift the tights, letting them unfurl between my hands. “Trousers off.”

He hesitates only a heartbeat before unbuckling, pushing trousers and boxers down together. His cock stirs, not fully hard, but not soft either.

“Sit.”

He lowers himself into a chair. I kneel, sliding the tights up his legs, smoothing them over his thighs until the waistband snaps lightly into place. A lace bra next. “Arms up.”

He obeys, and I slip soft pads into each cup, shaping him.

From the vanity case: foundation, powder, contour. My fingers tilt his chin into the light. Dark eyeshadow, a precise wing, mascara thickening his lashes. Lips painted deep crimson, almost too vivid for his skin.

The skirt hugs his thighs; the blouse is cool silk over his chest. I button it slowly, brushing knuckles against him as I go.

Last — the wig. Honey-brown, shoulder-length, side-parted. I settle it, run my fingers through, nails grazing his scalp before framing the made-up face.

I step back. In the glass behind him, his reflection merges with the city — an anonymous woman in the window’s view, if you didn’t know where to look.

“Now,” I say, “you look like someone who belongs up here.”

He meets my eyes in the reflection. His cock is hard now under the skirt. Somewhere high above the street, a red aviation light blinks against the glass — slow, steady, watching.


Chapter Five: The Mistress Revealed

“Sit.”
I don’t raise my voice. I don’t need to. A gloved hand gestures to the high-backed chair at the head of the table, angled just enough toward the city.

Ben hesitates, eyes darting to the skyline and back to me, then lowers himself into the seat. The leather exhales under his weight.

I pace slowly, heels clicking in a rhythm that winds tighter with each pass. The stillness in the room works on him — the awareness that he’s dressed for me, not for himself. Behind the chair, I trail gloved fingertips over the leather back before coming to stand between his spread thighs.

Up close, he already looks undone: lips parted, pupils wide, eyes darting between my boots, my skirt, my mouth.

“Relax,” I say. I don’t mean it.

I lower myself to my knees, a slow, deliberate descent. Heat rolls off him. My hands smooth up the insides of his legs, over nylon, until they meet the bulge straining against the tights.

Two thumbs hook the waistband. I pause, letting the moment stretch, before sliding them down enough to free him. His cock lifts into the air, flushed, a bead of slick trembling at the tip.

The first thing I give him is breath — warm, steady, ghosting over the head.
The second is tongue — a long, slow drag from base to tip.
The third is my mouth — sealing around him and sinking down until I’m almost at the root.

I work him unhurriedly, my tongue pressing into the ridge beneath the head, my gloved hand twisting at the base. The room fills with the wet pull of my mouth and his sharp exhales. Each time I draw back, I let the head catch at my lips before swallowing him again.

When I release him, a thread of saliva stretches between us. I lick it away without breaking eye contact.
“Your turn.”

His gaze drops to my boots. Tentative at first, his fingertips trace the smooth leather from ankle to knee. His lips follow, planting light kisses, then firmer ones. By the time he reaches the top, his breath has changed — hungrier now.

My skirt lifts under his hands — and he finds me.

He freezes.

The pause is long enough for the truth to land. His head tips back, eyes wide, searching my face for permission to react.

“Still want me?” I ask.

His nod is small, but the hunger is real.

I take his chin, guide his gaze back down. “Then show me.”

He bends, lips brushing the shape of my cock through the tights. His fingers hook the waistband, dragging them down with reverence, freeing me into the cool air.

The first lick is tentative, just at the head. I keep my hand in his hair, guiding him to take more.

“Deeper.”

He opens, sliding down until his nose almost grazes my skirt hem. The wet heat of his mouth surrounds me; his tongue works against the underside. My hips roll, feeding him a rhythm. Each deeper push earns the wet choke I’m listening for.

I draw him off with a handful of hair, his lips parting with a soft pop. His mouth is wet, slick with me. He looks dazed — caught somewhere between confusion and wanting more.

“On your knees,” I tell him, though he already is. The words make it real.

He straightens slightly, kneeling posture now deliberate. I press my boots together in front of him. “Kiss them.”

He does — first the right, then the left, lips warmer and surer this time.

“Again.”

He kisses higher, up the shaft of the boot, onto my knee. A smear of lipstick stains the leather.

“Now look up.”

He does, and I hold him there — on his knees, mouth wet, eyes wide — for one long beat.

“Good boy.”

I step back, gesture toward the table. “You’re ready.”

In the glass wall behind him, the city watches. Somewhere in the reflection, for half a second, I think I see movement — a flicker of shadow from an upper window across the street. Then it’s gone.


Chapter Six: The Submission

Act One – The Table

The boardroom door’s soft click swallows the outside world.
The city hum is a distant undernote. Everything else belongs to me.

Ben stands where I left him — skirt clinging to his thighs, tights catching the downlight, patent heels forcing a careful stance. His breathing is thin, his pupils blown wide.

I circle him slowly, my boots tapping out a measured countdown.
“Hands on the table.”

He obeys. Palms flat on the walnut, shoulders square, back arching just enough from the pull of the heels. I let that posture sit, my eyes on him until he shifts under the weight of my silence.

My gloved palms glide up his sides — over silk, over the faint heat of his body under the fabric. He shivers.

“Good boy,” I murmur. “Stay.”

I drag a chair into position — not for him, for me — and sit just behind his hip, crossing my legs so the leather whispers. He can see me in the glass wall if he dares to look. He doesn’t.

“Breathe,” I tell him. “We do this my way, or we don’t do it at all.”

“…Yes, Mistress.”
The word lands more easily this time.

I hook the skirt hem and lift, the leather rasping softly. The tights glow over the curve of his arse. My hand slides down, taps twice at the waistband.

“Tell me you want to be opened.”

His voice is low. “I… want to be opened.”

“Louder.”

“I want to be opened, Mistress.”

“That’s better.”

I peel tights and panties down in one slow motion, letting cool air kiss his skin. Two gloved fingers press to his mouth. “Suck.”

He closes his lips around them, heat and tongue coating leather. I pull them free with a faint pop and press them to him from behind. The first push is gentle, the second deliberate. He tightens, then softens as I twist and tease. His hips begin to rock without conscious permission.

“Stay with me.”

“I’m… trying…”

“You’re doing beautifully.”

A third finger joins. His breath catches, his legs shifting for balance. When his body stops resisting, I curl my hand just enough to make his knees tremble.

“Colour?” I ask, low against his ear.

“Green,” he says instantly. “Green.”

“Good.”

I stand. He hears the faint buckle-clink at my waist; he knows what’s next. I press him forward until his cheek almost touches the table, his lipstick leaving a faint mark on the polished surface.

The first glide of me against him pulls a startled sound from his throat. I hold still, letting him feel the inevitability.

“Ask.”

“Please… please, Mistress… inside.”

I push.

He moans into the table, fingers splaying. I don’t give him all of me at once — a pause halfway, my hand stroking his back, a whisper into the soft place behind his ear: “That’s it. Take me.”

When I’m fully in, the sound he makes is part shock, part relief. I hold him there, then draw back and drive in again.

We start slow. Each time he tries to push back, my palm stills him.

“I set the rhythm,” I tell him. “You accept it.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I speed only when he stops asking. The table starts to complain under the sharper thrusts. His cock is caught between belly and wood, dragged with each stroke.

“Say what you are,” I whisper.

He swallows. “Yours.”

“Again.”

“Yours.”

“And what am I?”

“Mistress.”

“Good boy.”

My hand finds his cock, holding it, not stroking — a denial he can feel in every nerve. He whimpers, torn between thrusting into me or into my palm.

I change angle and feel him unravel, his fingers clawing for grip. I lace my hand over his, pinning him down.

“Beg to be ruined.”

“Please— please ruin me— please—”

I wrap my hand around his cock, stroke in time with my hips — three, four — and on the fifth he’s gone, spilling hot and messy over the table. His knees dip; I hold him up and keep moving.

He thinks it’s over. It isn’t.

I slow, slip free, catch his wig and guide him upright.

“I— I can’t— my legs—”

“You can.”

I steer him across the boardroom, his steps faltering in the heels. The city spreads below the glass wall ahead.

Act Two – The Window

“Hands wide.”

I place his palms against the pane. The cold jolts through him; his breath fogs the glass.

“Do you think it’s one-way?” I murmur. “Or do you think someone could be looking back?”

“I— I don’t know—”

“Good. Keep not knowing.”

I kick his feet further apart until the heels force him into a precarious stance. His skirt’s still hitched, tights knotted at his knees.

I press into him in one smooth stroke. The glass steals heat from his skin and gives it to me. His yelp flattens against the pane. My hand slides under his blouse to pinch and roll his nipple.

“You want them to see you. Say it.”

He hesitates, then: “…I want them to see me.”

“What do you want them to see?”

“…Your toy.”

“That’s right.”

I take his jaw, make him look at our reflection — him flushed and open, me leather-clad and intent. The pane hums faintly with each impact, a sound I feel more than hear.

His cock stirs again, humiliating him. I let my hand drift to his throat — not closing, just holding — and pull him back a fraction so every thrust lands deeper.

“You’ll come when I say.”

“I— I can’t—”

“You can.”

I ride him harder, the city a smear of light beyond the glass. My free hand finds his mouth; he sucks my fingers until I use the spit to torture his nipple again.

“Look at you,” I murmur. “Office junior. Painted mouth. Heels. Taking your Mistress like a good little liar.”

The word liar cracks something in him. He trembles so hard the window shudders.

“Colour?”

“Green,” he gasps. “Green— please don’t stop.”

“I won’t.”

I keep him there, grinding him between glass and leather until his voice is wrecked. Then: “Beg properly.”

He does — filthy, unguarded. “Make me yours. Fill me. Make me come for you.”

“That’s it.” I grip his cock and stroke, timing it with my thrusts. “Now.”

He spills against the glass, hot arcs sliding down the cold surface. I drive into him three more times before letting go myself, marking him with a groan in his ear.

We hang there, joined, breath fogging the glass, the city watching. Or pretending not to.


Chapter Seven: The Morning After

Daylight doesn’t clean the boardroom from my mind.
If anything, it makes the memory more dangerous — bright strip-lights replacing the warm pools of last night, chatter and clatter replacing the hush.

Phones ring. Printers start up. People cross the open plan with paper cups and emails half-read.
But when I walk in, I see him.

Ben.
At his desk, posture stiff, eyes pinned to his monitor like it’s a lifeline. He moves as though his clothes fit wrong — and I know why.

He stands to fetch something from the printer. That’s when I catch it: the faintest stiffness in his hips and thighs, not enough for anyone else to notice. But I see it.

As I pass his desk, I let my voice drift down to him.
“Mornin’,” casual, like nothing matters.

His eyes flick up, then down again. “Morning.”
There’s a flicker — not guilt exactly, not recognition either, but something caught between them.

At the coffee machine, I watch him in the reflection of the stainless panel. He pours his own slowly, careful with every movement. When a colleague asks if he’s okay, he shrugs. “Yeah. Sore from the gym. Heavy leg day.”

Leg day. I sip, hiding the smile that wants to break.

Later, I drift by his desk again, leaning in just enough so my words are for him alone.
“You working late again tonight?” The tone light, teasing.

He freezes for half a second. “…Yeah. Probably.”

I straighten and walk on, leaving the moment to breathe.
Ten minutes later, back in my office, I imagine the exact second his inbox pings. The exact second his eyes widen.

The email has no subject line. No sender name.
Just a single attachment.

A photo.

Grainy, distant — taken from another building through glass — but unmistakable:
Him, bent against the boardroom window, skirt hitched, tights at his knees, my gloved hands on his hips. The city blurred and sparkling behind him.

It’s too soon for me to have sent it.
Which means someone else was watching.


Epilogue

At lunch, I spot him in the café queue downstairs. He moves slower than yesterday, but the set of his jaw says he’s holding something in.

I step up beside him. “What happened to you?”

“Gym injury,” he says quickly. Too quickly.

“After a late night?” My tone is feather-light. “Impressive you had time for that.”

A flicker in his eyes — hesitation, a flush of heat — then he looks away.

“Hey… do you know who the new woman upstairs is? Tall… blonde… leather skirt suit. I saw her last night.”

I take a slow sip of coffee, watching the surface swirl.
“Haven’t had the pleasure,” I say lightly. “But if you see her again… tell her I’d like to meet her.”

I walk away without looking back.

But I don’t have to see him to know he’s still standing there, coffee in hand, staring at me.


Sissy Bride


The Day My Wife Took My Virginity



Contents

Introduction

Prologue

1.         The Dressing
Shaved bare, painted, laced, and displayed for the first time.

2.         The Procession
A cheap white limo, the Mistress of Honour, and the town as witness.

3.         The Aisle
Boots clicking, plug grinding, jeers rising — the slut bride is paraded.

4.         The Vows
A priestess officiates; the cage is revealed, fitted, and locked.

5.         The Speeches
The Mistress of Honour recounts the sissy’s fall; laughter seals his ruin.

6.         The Wedding Night
Pegged, spat on, passed around — the consummation becomes a spectacle.


Epilogue - The Road Out 
Drained, locked, and ruined, the bride is promised a honeymoon far worse. 


Introduction
 

This is not a love story. It is a spectacle.

On the day that should have been mine, I was stripped, laced, and locked into a parody of a bride. Every step was planned, every humiliation rehearsed, every witness invited not to bless, but to laugh. My wife was not there to marry me—she was there to own me.

What followed was a ceremony of ruin: vows turned to shackles, applause to jeers, and a wedding night no husband ever forgets.

This is not how marriages begin. It is how slaves are made.


Prologue

The church was alive, not with prayer, but with whispers and laughter — a low rustle of anticipation, like an audience waiting for the curtain to rise. Shadows leaned forward in the pews, faces blurred into masks of amusement and malice. They weren’t guests. They weren’t family. They were spectators. And I was the show. Some smirked, some sneered, one even hissed a word I thought I heard — “slut.”

I stood trembling at the altar, bound into the parody of a mock bride, a counterfeit wife. The corset cinched me mercilessly, ribs aching with every shallow breath. Padding forced my hips wide, false tits swelling into obscene mounds that strained the satin bodice. The skirt was a froth of ruffles, high enough to expose the smooth sheen of freshly shaved thighs, pale as porcelain, ready to be ogled. My boots — white, knee-high platforms, ludicrous, teetering, built for a whore’s stage not a wedding aisle — locked me into a swaying stance. Every step was a stumble waiting to happen, every wobble a reminder that I wasn’t a bride but a spectacle, a whore on parade.

The air itself mocked me. The organ pipes didn’t sing hymns; they groaned like a funeral march. Candle flames quivered as though stirred by the crowd’s stifled laughter.

My face was a mask. Lashes thick as tar, eyeliner like knives, lips painted into a glossy red whore’s pout. The blunt platinum bob gleamed under the lights, synthetic, counterfeit, the wig turning me into a doll — gaudy, painted, false. A doll. A whore. A slut.

And yet here I was, offered up for their entertainment.

The Mistress of Honour stood tall at my side, dressed in gleaming black leather trousers and polished knee-high boots that cracked sharp against the stone floor. She looked like command made flesh, everything I wasn’t. She leaned close, her gloved hand brushing against my side as though steadying me — then lower. Her fingers found the bulge beneath the satin and squeezed.

A ripple went through the pews. She laughed, sharp and merciless, her voice carrying like a cue.
“Hard already,” she said, loudly enough for the whole church to hear.

The words were repeated from the pews like a chant. Hard already. Hard already.

Her smile widened, theatrical, cruel. She gave my cock a squeeze, forcing it into a stiff outline under the dress. “They’ll love that,” she purred.

A wet patch bloomed instantly, darkening the satin, spreading with each twitch. I could feel it dripping — hot, slick precum sliding down my thigh. My humiliation was no longer private; it was bulging, leaking, obvious, shared. My blush burned hotter than the rouge painted on my cheeks, shame seared into cloth and skin alike.

My humiliation was no longer private; it was bulging, obvious, shared. My blush burned hotter than the rouge painted on my cheeks.

I wanted to collapse. I wanted the floor to open and swallow me whole. But my body stood, rigid and trembling, pinned by corset, heels, and shame. A living sacrifice. A grotesque bride.

The organ swelled, a heavy thrum that made the walls shake. The crowd fell silent in unison, like an audience waiting for the star to take the stage.

The aisle stretched before me — impossibly long, impossibly bright, not leading to salvation but to ruin.

Any moment now, she would appear. My wife. My captor. My owner.

And when she did, there would be no escape.


Chapter One: Dressing the Bride

They woke me early. Not with words, but with the snap of gloves and the clink of steel on a tray. My eyes blinked open to half-light and the blur of figures moving fast, efficient, merciless. Attendants circled me like butchers at a carcass.

Mistress of Honour sat watching from a chair in the corner, legs crossed, leather gleaming like oil. Her boots stretched long and cruel, polished until they shone like weapons. She didn’t need to raise her voice. Her silence already held command.

“Strip him,” she said at last, low and bored, as if giving an order about waste to be disposed of.

They didn’t peel the clothes from me — they ripped them, fabric tearing like filth to be disposed of. Cold air hit my bare skin and a ripple of cruel laughter followed. One knelt low, fingers trailing my thigh. “Still smooth?” she sneered.

“Check,” Mistress replied without looking.

Warm foam was slapped across my chest, my groin, my thighs. Razors scraped, not careful but careless, nicking, leaving trails of sting. One attendant pinched my cock between two fingers like something disgusting, holding it high while another shaved beneath it, slow and mocking. The steel made me flinch, and my cock twitched. The room howled.

“Look at it jump,” one said. Another ran her thumb over the head, spreading a bead of precum into the foam. “Messy little thing. Bride’s dripping already.”

They laughed louder, some hawking spit onto the blade before scraping it across my skin, as if spit was better than water for me. Every stroke scoured me raw, stripped me bare, unmade me.

The plug came next. Cold lube slapped between my cheeks, thick and slimy. A gloved finger jabbed, pried, stretched. I gasped. Then the blunt head of the plug pressed, pushed, forced until it locked inside, fat and merciless. My knees buckled.

“Keep him open,” Mistress ordered.

The attendant shoved it deeper, twisting cruelly. Lube and precum squelched down my thighs. Applause broke out. One bent down and gave the base of the plug a flick, making me jolt and moan.

“Bride’s got her bouquet stuffed already,” she jeered. Phones clicked.

The corset was next. White satin, boned with steel, a machine built for pain. They wound it around me, tugging laces until my ribs creaked, until my waist shrank into a caricature, hips padded wide, tits stuffed high. My breath was shallow, desperate. My cock strained, crushed under satin, leaking uselessly.

“Listen to him squeak,” one said, tugging harder.

The dress followed. Skimpy, frilled, lewd. They yanked it down, bruising tight, the bodice smashing my chest flat while the fake tits bulged obscene and glossy. In the mirror: a slut in drag, trembling, waiting to be paraded. Not man. Not groom. Not even cheap drag bride. Just whore.

“Boots,” Mistress commanded.

They rammed my legs into patent white knee-highs with towering platforms, heels like knives. Standing was torture. I tottered like a crippled doll, thighs quivering, skirt bouncing to flash shaved skin. Mock applause rippled through the room. One attendant kicked the back of my calf and I stumbled forward, nearly falling.

“Good,” Mistress murmured. “Clumsy makes you prettier.”

Makeup came next, smeared on like vandalism. Foundation caked, eyeliner smeared into knives, lashes glued heavy until they drooped. Rouge slapped on hard enough to sting. Lips painted red, then glossed wet, smeared further when an attendant spat on her fingers and rubbed it in.

The wig last. Platinum bob, chin-length, too shiny, too fake. They yanked it tight, plastic strands itching. The man vanished beneath it. A doll remained — a dummy tarted up for spectacle.

Mistress rose at last. Her boots cracked sharp against the stone as she circled me, predator calm. She lifted my skirt, exposing thigh. Her gloved hand slid against the corset, down to the swollen satin bulge. She pressed, hard. My cock betrayed me, jerking against her palm.

“Drippling slut,” she whispered, then raised her voice. “Pathetic little bride’s leaking for her own ruin.”

The room roared. One yanked a veil down over my painted face, sheer and mocking. My vision blurred, my breath shallow, the smell of spit and gloss thick on me.

I wasn’t man. Not groom.

Just the bride.
Just the slut.
The spectacle.

And all that remained was to be paraded to the altar.


Chapter Two: The Journey

The tacky white stretch pulled up outside like a slut’s coffin. Its paint was dull, hubcaps scuffed, pink ribbons dangling limp from the aerial like used condoms. A carriage not for a bride but for a slut being delivered.

Mistress stood beside me on the pavement, gloved hand digging into the small of my back. “Come on, sweetheart,” she purred, voice raised deliberately for every ear, for every neighbour. “Your big day.”

The stairwell echoed with every clumsy slam of my platform boots. White patent, towering, cruel. I stumbled, skirt bouncing, shaved thighs flashing. Neighbours leaned out of windows, shoved doors open, calling their friends to look.

A woman shrieked, doubling over. “Christ! Look at the state of him — fucking bride!”
A man whistled long and low. Another voice cut sharp: “Slut in heels!”

Laughter poured like gutter water. I burned under it, face caked in makeup, veil trembling. Mistress slowed me deliberately, parading me step by step, yanking the hem higher to flash thigh and the bulge straining under satin.

“Wave,” she ordered, smirking. “Give them a look at the little pussy they’ll never fuck.”

My hand shook as I lifted it. Laughter erupted. Phones came out, flashes blinding. Someone shouted, “Smile, bitch!” and I tried, lips trembling into a smeared pout.

At the kerb, the driver leaned against the bonnet, cigarette hanging from his lips. He looked me over once and spat on the tarmac. “Fucking freakshow.” He didn’t whisper it — he wanted me to hear.

When I tried to climb in, my boots caught on the sill. I sprawled, legs open, skirt flipped high. Shaved crotch bare, plug pressing obscene through satin. The driver driver barked like a hyena, slammed the door shut behind me like sealing a coffin.

The limo reeked of stale perfume, cigarette ash, and something sour in the carpet. Pink tinsel drooped, champagne flutes sticky in their holders. My reflection leered back from the tinted window: wig plastic, lashes thick, gloss smeared. Not groom. Not man. Just doll. Slut. Bride.

Mistress slid in beside me, leather squeaking, her arm draped across the backrest. Her gloved hand didn’t wait — it clamped between my thighs, squeezing until my eyes watered.

“Still leaking?” she hissed, low and cruel. She pressed harder. My cock jerked, satin showing the stain. She dragged her glove across the wet patch and shoved it into my painted mouth. “Lick. Taste yourself.”

I sucked, shame burning hotter than the gloss. The limo jolted forward. Every bump drove the plug deeper, squelching, spreading slick heat inside me. I gasped, moaned. Mistress stuffed two fingers into my mouth, smearing spit and gloss. “Good girl. Messy bride.”

At every junction, passers-by stared in through the tinted glass. They couldn’t see everything, but they caught enough — a flash of frills, a blonde bob, my trembling hand wiping drool. Some jeered, some filmed. Each stare drove the nail deeper into the coffin of dignity I’d once had.

Mistress leaned close, voice thick with scorn. “You’ll drip all the way down the aisle.” She grabbed the base of the plug, twisted, and I yelped. She laughed, sharp and merciless, then wiped her wet glove on my cheek, smearing it into my rouge.

By the time the church came into view, small and grey on the horizon, my cock was twitching so hard the satin clung dark with precum. Mistress noticed, of course. She rubbed her palm across it, slow and cruel, then held her fingers to my lips. I licked obediently, filth-sweetness coating over my tongue.

“Showtime,” she whispered.

The limo braked hard. Outside, a crowd already gathered. Not guests, not family — spectators. Phones out, jeers waiting. The driver yanked the door open. Mistress pulled me into the daylight. Boots struck stone, veil shimmered, frills swayed.

The murmur rose into applause — cruel, mocking, hungry.

Mistress bent to my ear, breath hot. “Smile. Brides are supposed to glow.”

I tried. My painted lips trembled into something between a pout and a grimace.

The church doors loomed, iron and heavy. From within, music stirred — not hymn, but dirge.

I froze. Every instinct screamed to run.

Mistress shoved her gloved hand into my back and whispered, low and final:

“Walk.”

And I did. One stumbling step, then another, dragged toward the doors that would close behind me forever.


Chapter 3: The Aisle

The doors slammed shut behind me, sealing me inside. The thud echoed like a verdict, absolute and cruel. The church breathed with me — shallow, trembling, shuddering. The organ rolled low, a dirge masquerading as music.

The aisle stretched ahead, white runner gleaming like a stage. Each pew was full, faces blurred into jeering masks. They weren’t here to bless. They were here to jeer. Their whispers crackled like fire.

Mistress gripped my arm, black leather creaking as she pulled me forward. She was tall, calm, authority made flesh. I was her opposite: teetering in grotesque boots, frills shaking, a parody dragged on display.

“Step,” she hissed.

My heel wobbled, platform clattering. The pews rippled with laughter, phones raised, flashes popping. One man leaned out to spit — the glob landing wet against my boot, sliding down the white patent like a blessing of filth. A woman reached further, snatching at my veil and yanking it sideways. I staggered, lips smeared, lashes blinking in panic. The mob howled.

“Cock-slut!” someone shouted.
“Bride with a dick!” another jeered.
“Plugged whore! Ruined bitch!”

A hand shot out from the pews, smearing spit down my cheek as laughter followed.

Heat scorched my cheeks beneath the rouge. I wanted to vanish, but Mistress’s gloved hand slid lower, pressed against the bulge beneath satin. Just enough. Just enough to betray me.

“Stiff little cunt,” she breathed, loud enough for those nearest to hear. The words spread like a virus — muttered, echoed, laughed, twisted: leaking bride, dripping tart, cum-slut in a veil.

Shame seared through me, but my cock twitched harder, staining the satin. A damp patch bloomed, spreading, soaking, until the glossed fabric clung to my shaft. A thin line of precum escaped down my thigh, glistening under the church lights. A woman shrieked with laughter: “The bride’s wetting himself!” Phones snapped, zooming in.

The organ swelled, and with it came memory — sharp, humiliating.
The night before. On my knees in her flat, veil skewed, lipstick smeared. Mistress had strapped on and shoved rubber past my lips. Tears ran black down my cheeks as she fucked my throat mercilessly, mascara bleeding, wig slipping. I gagged, drooled, gasped. She dragged me to the mirror, forced me to stare at the wreck I had become.
“This is who they’ll see tomorrow,” she had spat. “Get used to it.”

Back in the church, the present blurred with memory. Each step down the aisle was another throatful of rubber, another gasp of shame — and another squelch as the plug shifted wetly inside me, lube and precum slicking down the backs of my thighs.

“Smile,” Mistress ordered, leaning close. Her voice was venom in silk.

My smeared lips twisted into a trembling grin, gloss smeared and false. The crowd howled louder. A hand darted out to slap my exposed thigh — hard — leaving a welt that made me yelp. Another reached further, fingers pinching my nipple through satin. I stumbled, collapsing to one knee. My skirt rode up, exposing shaved balls, plug jutting lewdly through stretched satin. Flashbulbs erupted. Someone spat directly onto my cock bulge.

Mistress yanked me upright, her grip iron. “On your feet, slut.”

Her gloved hand roamed again — across the corset, over padded tits, down to the satin straining with my arousal. She pressed hard, and I staggered again. Gasps, giggles, a hissed: “Dripping bitch bride.”

Another flash of memory. Weeks earlier, tied in lace, cock locked and plugged. Mistress had toyed with me until I begged for release. She only tapped the cage with her glove. “Not yours anymore,” she whispered. “Mine to waste.” I had sobbed, ruined and denied, broken into obedience.

Now, each step down the aisle was that same lesson made public: I wasn’t mine.

We were halfway when Mistress leaned to my ear, her words sharp as glass. “Listen to them.”

I did. The laughter. The whispers. The snapping photos. All watching, all hungry for my shame.

“They see what you are,” she hissed. “And they’re loving it.”

I stumbled again, boots slipping on the runner. The crowd howled, and a man lunged forward to smear his spit across my cheek with his fingers. It dripped down, mixing with my mascara tears, staining the veil.

The altar loomed nearer, my legs trembling, sweat trickling down bare thighs. Satin clung, wet and sticky. Mascara bled into black rivers down my cheeks, gloss smeared with drool that still clung in strings at the corners of my mouth.

Mistress let go of my arm at last. I stood alone, swaying in impossible heels, corset strangling, satin fouled. The crowd shifted, restless, eager, arms reaching from the pews as I passed — a hand groping at my padded tits, another pinching my arse, another smacking the plug so it jolted inside me. Each touch left me smaller, dirtier, claimed.

The organ surged.

Mistress leaned one last time, her breath hot on my cheek. “It’s too late now. You’re theirs.”

And she stepped back.

The aisle cleared.
The music changed.
The doors at the far end opened.

She was coming. My bride. My captor. My executioner.

And whatever vows she spoke, they would not free me. They would finish me.


Chapter: The Vows

The organ bled into silence. My chest heaved against the corset as I swayed in place at the altar, veil fogged with my breath. The air in the church was thick with anticipation, a dirty stillness, like the moment before a guillotine drops.

Then she appeared.

The doors at the far end swung wide and sunlight poured in around her — not a saviour, not a bride, but a tyranny made flesh. My wife. My captor. My owner-to-be.

She wore white, yes — but not purity. White leather, cut into a gown that clung to her body like a second skin, the skirt slit high to reveal gleaming thigh. Her boots rose to the knee, polished white leather with stiletto heels that cracked like whiplash. Her hands were sheathed in matching gloves, long and pristine, gleaming under the candlelight. A veil of fine mesh clung to her crown, but it was no symbol of innocence — it was armour, a mask that rendered her untouchable.

She walked slowly, each step measured, each heel strike deliberate, her eyes locked on me. The crowd fell silent, even the jeers choked down, as though her presence demanded reverence.

When she reached the altar, she did not look at me. She turned instead to the Mistress of Honour, who was already waiting with a small velvet box in her gloved hands. The Mistress opened it, revealing not rings but steel — gleaming, curved, merciless. A chastity cage. The key lay beside it, winking under the candlelight like a blade.

The priestess stepped forward then. Robed in crimson, her face veiled in lace, she carried herself with the solemnity of a cleric presiding over a holy rite. Only this was no marriage of equals. This was a binding. A condemnation. A sacrament of filth.

Her voice carried, sonorous and cruel:

“We are gathered here not to bless union, but to witness ownership. This slut has been dressed, paraded, displayed for your ridicule. Now his vows shall be sealed in flesh and steel.”

The Mistress of Honour pushed me forward. My knees buckled, boots clattering on the stone. I swayed, corset biting, plug shifting wetly inside me.

The priestess turned to me, voice sharp:

“Do you swear to leak only for her? To spill never by your own hand, but only in shame, at her command?”

“I—I do,” I stammered, lips trembling under the gloss.

“Do you swear your cock shall never be free again, but locked, denied, forgotten as hers to own?”

“I do,” I whispered, heat flooding my painted cheeks.

“Do you swear to live not as man, but as bride — ruined, humiliated, and used for her pleasure alone?”

My voice cracked. “I do.”

The priestess nodded. “Then the vows are spoken. The slut is hers.”

The Mistress of Honour’s gloved hand slid between my thighs, finding me swollen, stiff, humiliatingly hard under the satin. She smirked and squeezed. “Still throbbing. Can’t lock him like this.”

She shoved me to my knees. Gasps rippled through the pews. Her fingers worked me mercilessly, stroking, tugging, forcing me to buck helplessly in the obscene boots. My blush burned as the crowd began to chant, low at first, then louder: Stroke him. Stroke him. Stroke him.

The Mistress leaned close, lips brushing my ear. “One last time, slut. Your final ruin.”

She pumped me hard, merciless, until I cried out, spilling against the altar, hot and useless, spurting into her gloved hand. The crowd howled with laughter, clapping, jeering. She held up her glistening glove for all to see, then smeared the mess across my painted lips, forcing me to taste my own shame.

Only then, soft and twitching, was the cage fitted. Cold steel pressed against tender flesh. My cock shrank back helplessly as the ring snapped closed around the base, the cage swallowing me whole, compressing me into nothing. The click of the lock rang louder than any organ note, final and brutal.

The Mistress handed the tiny key to my wife. She lifted it high, gleaming between her gloved fingers, and the crowd erupted in applause. She slipped it into her bodice, tucking it between her tits like a trophy, like a promise.

The priestess raised her arms.

“It is done. The vows are sealed. The slut is bound. His cock is hers, his shame eternal.”

The crowd roared its approval, stomping boots on stone, whistles and laughter crashing like waves.

I knelt there at the altar, drool and spunk smeared across my painted mouth, cock caged, thighs trembling, plug lodged deep inside me.

My wife finally looked down at me through her veil. Her smile was measured, pitiless, victorious.

“Mine,” she said.

And the church thundered with applause.


Chapter Five: The Speeches

The clatter of glasses, the shuffle of chairs, the low roar of voices — all of it fell quiet when the Mistress of Honour rose from her seat. Her leather boots creaked as she stepped to the front, glass of champagne in hand, smile honed like a blade.

“Tradition demands a speech,” she began, her voice rich, theatrical, made to carry. “And who am I to deny tradition on such a special day? After all, we are gathered to celebrate a union. Not a man and woman, oh no. But a man… and his truth. The day he became a sissy bride.”

A ripple of laughter broke across the pews. I shifted in my seat beside my wife, the white satin skirt brushing my bare, shaved thighs. My cock twitched helplessly in its new cage, a raw ache pulsing in time with my heartbeat.

The Mistress raised her glass higher. “You want to know how it all began? Let me tell you. Not in some club, not in some mistress’s dungeon. No, our little slut was born in his own home. In his own bedroom. Where he thought no one could see him.”

She turned her gaze on me, and I wanted to sink into the floor.

“He slipped into her dress,” she said, drawing the words out like smoke. “He painted her lipstick clumsy and thick across his mouth, tottered about in her heels. Pathetic. Hard as a teenager, cock straying itself like it had never been touched before. He thought he was safe, rutting against her mirror like a dog.”

The crowd roared. Jeers, whistles, the sound of hands smacking on pews. I felt myself shrink, skin crawling under the veil.

“But,” she continued, her smile widening, “he wasn’t safe, was he? She came home early, didn’t you, darling?”

Her eyes shifted to my wife, who rose slow, raising her glass in acknowledgement. The room erupted in applause.

“She found him dripping on the carpet, tits spilling out of her bra, cock pressed against the glass. And did she gasp? Did she cry? No. She laughed. She pulled out her phone. She called me. And she said — I remember it word for word — ‘If he wants to be a slut, then make him one. Properly.’”

The pews thundered with laughter, stamping, applause. My face burned, tears welling against the kohl that rimmed my lashes.

The Mistress lowered her glass, her gaze pinned me like an exhibit. “And now here we are. Look at him. Dream come true, isn’t it?”

She tipped back her glass, drained it, and slammed it down with a crack. The room howled.

Then my wife stood. The hush that fell was instant.

Her gloves gleamed white, her leather dress stretched over her curves, her boots planted like she owned the earth itself. Her voice came calm, clear, merciless.

“Most wives,” she said, “would call it the end. To walk in and see their husband dressed up in their clothes. But for me? It was the beginning.”

She let the silence breathe. I sat frozen, every eye on me, every breath caught in my throat.

“He thought I’d leave him. He thought I’d scream. But I saw him. Not a husband. Not a man. A sissy. A bride. And so I chose. Not to lose, but to own. Not to cry, but to laugh. Not to leave, but to take. Tonight you have all watched me lock him where he belongs. When I take him to bed, it won’t be as my husband. It will be as my wife.”

The crowd erupted, glasses raised high, the roar deafening.

“Now,” she said, turning her gaze on me, “say thank you.”

My lips trembled. “Th-thank you.”

“Louder.”

“THANK YOU!”

The Mistress of Honour leaned in close, lips at my ear. “Good girl. Drink.”

She pressed a glass into my hand. The liquid was murky, sour, undeniable. My knees shook as I lifted it, tipped it, swallowed my own cum in front of them all. The pews shook with laughter, cameras flashed, someone spat at my boots.

“Now lick.”

A black boot was thrust under my nose — scuffed, damp from the street. I bent, tongue dragging across leather while they jeered and clapped.

Each speech ended the same way: another toast, another round of laughter, another act of degradation. A guest raised a glass, told the crowd he’d “never been prouder to see a man ruined so completely,” and I was made to kneel and kiss his sole. Another recounted spotting me years ago buying tights in a supermarket, and I was forced to nod, blushing, while the crowd cackled. A neighbour says, “We heard the heels clicking every night through the wall — we knew what you were.

But it was the Mistress of Honour who delivered the coup de grâce.

“You thought you were safe in your own home,” she said, voice cutting through the din. “But home is hers. And so are you.”

And with that, she raised her glass one final time. “To the bride! To the slut! To the whore in white!”

The room shook with the force of their roar.

And I sat there trembling, face wet with tears and spit, cock caged and aching, knowing this was only the beginning.


Chapter Six: The Consummation (Ritual Cut)

The church had changed. Candlelight guttered low, stained glass bruised the nave in twilight colors, and every throat in the pews seemed to hold a laugh that hadn’t yet been spent. The vows were finished. The lock had clicked. Somewhere behind me a velvet box closed like a little coffin.

The Mistress of Honour lifted a hand, and the murmur folded in on itself.

“And now,” she said, as if announcing the last act of a play, “what is a wedding without a wedding night?”

The aisle became a corridor of eyes. White rice hissed on stone. My wife drew the leash; the collar bit; the corset made every step a small confession. The short dress clung damply where nerves had turned to sweat. The crowd’s smiles honed, kind as knives.

At the nave’s heart waited a bed on a low dais—white sheeted, ringed with harsh spotlights, an altar remade. Steel fittings blinked at its corners. Ribbons streamed from the posts like captured vows. The whole thing glowed with the cruel sincerity of theatre.

The leash tightened. I mounted the step on unsteady platforms and felt the sheet’s cool breath under my knees. My wife in white leather stood over me, the very idea of mercy wrapped in something that gleamed like denial. The Mistress of Honour presented her a leather harness on a cushion, not unlike a monstrance. Laughter flared, then died as the orchestra of the room tuned itself to her silence.

“On your back,” my wife said, quiet and implacable. “Look at them when you learn.”

They bound my wrists with satin, ritualistic and cruel. The veil slid back from my eyes. I could see everything: a forest of faces, a halo of black phones, the priestess standing to the side like a crimson punctuation mark. The church smelled of beeswax and breath.

“Witnesses,” the priestess intoned, hands raised. “The ring has been replaced with a lock; the vows with a key. In the scripture of this union, the body is the page and shame the ink.”

A sound like a obscene hymn rose—no melody, only rhythm. Hands slapping pews, soles thudding stone. It was a chant without words at first. Then it got itself a name:

“One—two—three—take.”
“One—two—three—take.”

My wife took the harness from the cushion and buckled it with the unhurried certainty of someone dressing the truth itself. She didn’t look at me until the last strap whispered home. Then the white glove touched my cheek like a benediction.

“Eyes open,” she said. “They deserve to see.”

I nodded because there was nothing else left to do. The Mistress of Honour leaned in close and hooked two fingers under my chin to turn my head toward the pews. “Smile,” she breathed, and a stranger dabbed at my gloss with a lace handkerchief as if I were a painting being restored for public viewing.

The chant picked up pace.
“One—two—three—take.”
“One—two—three—take.”

The first motion was nothing at all—only the threat of movement, the promise of it. The crowd leaned forward as one organism, satisfied before anything had quite happened. Somewhere rice rattled like rain. Somewhere a laugh broke and then was swallowed.

The rhythm established itself. My wife adjusted her grip on my hips, set her pace to the counting, and the pews kept time as though this were a liturgy no one had to learn. I felt the lesson shudder through me like a tolling bell: not pain, not pleasure, but erasure. The sheet wrinkled under my shoulders in slow waves. The collar tugged. The corset took and took.

“Communion,” the Mistress of Honour announced, and attendants appeared with silver cups on trays, gleaming in the spotlights. Wine as dark as confession. Water cold enough to jolt the breath. She carried one to my wife first; my wife did not drink. She held it above me instead, tilting just so. A red thread ran down, crossed my lip, and vanished along my tongue like a secret I had never deserved to keep.

“For the congregation,” the Mistress said, and the cups passed down the aisles. Each sip earned a cheer pitched to cruelty. “Drink to the bride,” someone crowed. “Drink to the cage,” another answered. A third, laughing: “Drink to the key.”

The chant became a drum.
“One—two—three—take.”
“One—two—three—take.”

My wife’s breathing never changed. She was a metronome in white leather. Her eyes were the only generous thing in the world, and even they were not kind—mercilessly true. She lowered herself, palms either side of my shoulders, until the veil brushed my cheek like snowfall.

“You will remember the counting more than anything,” she murmured, and the crowd hushed as if to hear the rest. “Because rhythm is possession. And you are best possessed when there is no room inside you, except for me.”

“Yes,” I breathed, because the word was easier than the air.

“Louder,” she said. I gave it to her, and the pews applauded like I was hitting a high note.

The Mistress of Honour moved through the nave like a master of ceremonies at a circus of ruin. She stopped the chant with a single raised glove. “Gifts for the couple,” she purred, and a line formed of volunteers who had nothing to offer but laughter and a piece of my dignity each. One tied a ribbon to my ankle with ceremonial neatness. Another tucked a paper heart beneath my corset’s edge, then signed it with a lipstick kiss. A third clipped a bell to my collar so that every small movement announced itself with a penitent chime.

“Back to time,” the Mistress called, and the nave became a heartbeat again.
“One—two—three—take.”

I learned the measure of it: how far I travelled in a phrase; how my breath fit inside a count of eight; how the crowd got drunk on unison. I was a metered thing, like verse, like penance. My wife’s gloved hand gathered both of mine where the ribbon bound them, and for a second the pressure of her grip was the only real thing in the universe.

“Smile,” she said again, and I did, because it was easier than tears under heavy lashes.

The lights felt hotter. The air grew thick with a sweetness I didn’t want to name. Someone in the back started a second, faster rhythm with a program whacking off a knee.

The priestess stepped forward once more, her voice calm as a blade. “The bride will make an offering.”

I shook my head without meaning to. The crowd laughed, loving the refusal because it made the yes so much better. The Mistress of Honour brought a square of white linen from the altar rail, the kind used to catch crumbs of sanctity. She draped it neatly over my chest, pinched two corners to straighten it, fussed like a mother, then stood back to admire her work.

“Do it on the cloth,” she told me sweetly, and the pews hissed with anticipation. “We’ll keep the stain.”

My wife did not change her tempo. She didn’t need to. Language failed me there in the lights, but ritual did not. The Offering wasn’t graphic; it was entirely obvious. I arched in the corset, hands bound in ribbon, bell whispering at my throat, and the cloth accepted exactly what the priestess had said it would. The crowd erupted. Someone sobbed and then laughed at themselves. Another crossed themselves with two fingers and a grin.

The Mistress of Honour lifted the linen at the corners, careful, reverent. She folded it once, a little book of shame, and kissed the crease like a relic before laying it at the edge of the altar, right where any worshipper might see it tomorrow and not know why their prayer felt heavier.

The chant shattered into applause. My wife stilled and let the leash slacken; the bell fell quiet. She smoothed the veil across my face again with the back of her hand, a gesture deceptively tender I could have mistaken it for kindness if I hadn’t known better.

“Consummatum est,” the priestess said, solemn as Latin. “It is finished.”

But the Mistress of Honour—faithful to theatre—wasn’t done. “First dance,” she announced, and the pews whistled as my wife guided me to my feet. We waltzed three steps in a tight black-and-white halo of cameras and cackles, my heels skidding on the runner, my head against her shoulder. She kept the count herself now, a whisper against my ear—one, two, three—turn—one, two, three—and bodies in the front pew fluttered handfuls of confetti like prayer slips.

At the end of the third rotation, she stopped and held me there, suspended on the edge of humiliation and holiness. The bell at my throat gave one small sound. Then she bent, took my jaw in her gloved hand, and spoke the softest line of the night.

“This was only the wedding,” she said. “Tomorrow begins the marriage.”

“Tomorrow?” I asked, because there are always worse questions to ask.

“The honeymoon,” she breathed, and the word slid into me like a second lock. “No witnesses. No mercy. Only rules.”

The nave loved that, the way a storm loves a church roof. The laughter became weather: unavoidable, battering, hideously beautiful. The Mistress of Honour lifted my caged hand like a trophy and the crowd roared its hungry approval one last time.

My wife led me down from the dais. As we passed the altar, she paused and tipped my chin toward the folded linen, that little hard-won gospel, and made me look. I did, through lashes that felt like shackles, and heard her through the veil.

“Mine,” she said—which was, of course, the amen.


Epilogue: The Road Out

The shabby white hearse-car waited under the lopsided moon, ribbons snagging in a low branch like tattered pennants. Inside: leather that remembered every passenger, a faint perfume of polish and struck matches. Someone had left a paper cone of confetti on the seat; I crushed it by accident and the little white squares stuck to my knees like dandruff or snow.

My wrists were buckled to the belt. The bell at my throat chimed whenever the road took a dip. Across from me my wife sat immaculate, one leg over the other, the white gloves folded in her lap to rest like sleeping birds. The key hung on a chain between her breasts now, a bright comma against the leather.

Between us sat a small suitcase. It wasn’t quite closed. In the seam I glimpsed pale coils of rope, a blindfold of some soft dark, leather straps looped with deliberate neatness. Nothing obscene. Everything obvious.

The Mistress of Honour rode in the jump seat, smiling like a sin she refused to confess. She reached over once, straightened the tilt of my veil as if it mattered, and tapped the bell with a fingertip so the sound ran out and lost itself in the engine noise.

“Three weeks,” my wife said at last, not looking out the window, not looking at me, only looking. “No audience. No applause. Only us. We will write the rules on your body, and when we bring you home, the congregation won’t need to be told. They will hear the way you walk.”

I swallowed. The bell answered for me, pitiful and doomed.

From behind me—driver’s partition open by an inch—a voice I didn’t recognize drifted in with the road noise, half-drunk with glee and warning: “Enjoy the ride, bride. The honeymoon is worse.”

The limo took a turn and the church fell away like a story that had already been told. Ahead, the road ran on into a countryside of hedges and hedged bets. The suitcase rocked once on the carpet and clicked as its latches settled.

In the window, I saw us as the world would: small, precise, inevitable. A white car with two silhouettes, a bell, a key. The last handful of confetti shook loose from my skirt and fell, like a snowfall no one was there to see.

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. My wife tipped her head, as if to say good girl, and the sound of the bell stitched the night into my sentence.

Some promises are locks.
Some endings are doors.
The honeymoon would decide which.


Diary of a Sissy Transformation

One month. One diary. Every shameful detail.
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Wednesday 5 February: Film
Camera rolling, voice broken. On his knees, licking leather, begging for Miss.

Thursday 6 February: The Shop
Pink fur coat, no underwear, one cucumber. Bought, used, and photographed.
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Vision gone, mouth used, leather tight. He looks better when he can’t see.
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Lipstick, boots, water by the window. Watched by strangers, fingered at home.

Wednesday 12 February: Missed Entry
The diary lies blank. A silence that earns punishment.

Thursday 13 February: Punished
Cane stripes, plug, hood — a night of aching denial.

Friday 14 February: Valentine’s
Dinner for two. Dessert is him, on his knees, swallowing another man.

Saturday 15 February: Hooded Silence
Blind and gagged, displayed for her friends, tasted without choice.

Sunday 16 February: Shaved Smooth
Clippers, foam, razor. Latex over bare skin, every nerve on fire.

Monday 17 February: Missed Entry
Another blank page. The waiting becomes its own punishment.

Tuesday 18 February: Punishment
Corset, cane, strapon — used, bound, and left ruined.

Wednesday 19 February: Market Day
Pink fur coat, boots, no underwear. Paraded between stalls, stared at by all.
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Two men at dinner. Crawling on all fours, serving, then used without warning.

Friday 21 February: Night Walk
PVC catsuit, gloves, boots. Walked in public, touched in the park.

Saturday 22 February: The Hood
Leather hood, collar, leash. Fingers in his mouth, taste of her still on them.

Sunday 23 February: Bound for Cleaning
French maid uniform, shackled wrists, plug revealed while he scrubs.

Monday 24 February: Dinner Host
Pink wrap dress, thigh boots, strangers at the table. Touched and promised away.

Tuesday 25 February: Chained and Used
Collar locked to floor ring. Plugged, strapped, used and left kneeling.

Wednesday 26 February: Balcony Display
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Back in the first outfit. Kneeling, writing, called “Good girl.” March will be worse.


Introduction

This is my diary.

Not the kind you keep hidden at the back of a drawer. Not the kind full of safe thoughts and harmless confessions.

She made me write every day. Said the act of putting it into words would make the shame sharper, the memories harder to escape.

Each entry is dated, every outfit described, every order obeyed. If I left something out, she found a way to make me remember.

By the end of February, I could hardly recognise the person writing. The boots, the wigs, the rules, the strangers — they were all part of me now.

Read it as you like. Start at the beginning or dip in anywhere. It’s all true. And it’s only one month.


Saturday 1 February: Caught

I’d dressed for myself. White thigh-high leather boots hugged my legs so tightly I could feel the seams pressing into my calves. The pink pencil skirt clung like it had been painted on, forcing my steps into a slow sway. A cream silk blouse, unbuttoned just enough to flash the top of a padded lace bra, made the movement of my chest feel exaggerated. I’d even dabbed a little of her perfume at the base of my neck — the one that smelled like crushed flowers and warm skin — so that in the mirror I could almost believe I was her.

I didn’t hear the door. Not until the sharp, confident click of boots on the floor told me I was no longer alone.

She was on me before I could turn. One gloved hand fisted in my hair, pulling my head back. The other slid slowly, deliberately, up my boot, fingers tightening until I gasped. “So this is what you do,” she murmured, voice a mixture of amusement and something darker. Her palm cupped my crotch, pressing the cage hard against me. “Pathetic.”

I tried to stammer an excuse, but her fingers pushed past my lips. “Kneel.”

The leather creaked as I dropped to the floor. She pulled me into her heat without another word. My lips parted, my tongue tracing the slick heat of her, the scent overwhelming me. I licked and sucked until my head spun, my breathing ragged. Her grip on my hair tightened until I saw stars, and then she shuddered, her thighs squeezing my ears.

When she stepped back, she wiped her gloved fingers across my lips, smearing her scent over them. “Tomorrow we start properly. You’ll write everything.”

I should have been ashamed. Instead I stayed kneeling long after she left, my cock throbbing painfully in its cage, still tasting her on my tongue.

Sunday 2 February: Rules

The fridge held a single sheet of paper.

•             Address me as Miss.

•             Kneel to apologise.

•             Ask before touching anything of mine.

•             No orgasms without permission.

•             Write nightly.

Beneath it: a pink leather-bound notebook and a pen with a long silk tassel.

She sat at the table in her robe, steam curling from her coffee. “Read them.”

I read each rule aloud. Her eyes never left mine.

When I finished, the pen hooked under my chin. “You’ll thank me for these. And if you don’t, I’ll make you.”

Later, while she showered, I stood in front of the fridge and read them again. My cage bit into me with every breath. I imagined her voice saying each line. I imagined kneeling, the weight of her gaze on me. The idea that she’d set the terms of my pleasure—and my shame—made me ache so badly I had to grip the counter just to stay upright.

Monday 3 February: Wigged

She came home with a box and dropped it onto the bed. Inside lay a blonde bob with a blunt fringe, glossy under the light.

“On,” she said.

She adjusted it until the fringe just brushed my lashes. “Better. Now we can go out.”

Pink faux-fur coat zipped up over bare skin and the same thigh-high boots as yesterday. No underwear. She drove with one gloved hand on the wheel, the other sliding inside the coat to cup the cage, her thumb rubbing idly until my breathing went shallow.

At a red light, she unzipped me halfway. The night air chilled my skin. A man in the next car looked twice before she zipped me back up, smirking. “Not yet.”

By the time we returned home, my cock was throbbing painfully. She left me in the hallway, coat still zipped, boots still on, dripping with need.

Tuesday 4 February: Painted

The dining table had become a dressing station. Foundation, contour sticks, powders, brushes, candyfloss-pink lipstick — all laid out in perfect order.

Wig first. Her cool fingers swept over my skin, blending, brushing. She narrated as she worked: “Soften the jaw. Lift the cheekbones.” Her other hand wandered as she spoke — thigh, arse, the slow squeeze of the cage.

When she handed me the mirror, I almost didn’t recognise the slut staring back — thick lashes, glossy lips, blonde fringe.

“Keep it on,” she said. “Boots, gloves, breakfast.”

The postman knocked. I answered without thinking. His eyes darted from my lips to my boots. He smiled before I slammed the door, my heart hammering.

Wednesday 5 February: Film

Wig flawless. Makeup perfect. Boots polished to a mirror shine. She made me walk for the camera — hips swaying, chin high.

Then she had me kneel in front of the lens and say it: “Yes, Miss.” “I’m your sissy.” “Please, Miss.”

If my tone wasn’t soft enough, her fingers would hook into the cage and tug until I gasped. “Again. Like you mean it.”

By the time she was satisfied, precum had run down my thigh into the leather. She pushed me to my knees and made me lick it off my own boot, filming the whole thing as my tongue slid over the cool, shiny surface.

Thursday 6 February: The Shop

Midday. Wig. Makeup flawless. Pink fur coat over lingerie and boots. She handed me a list with one item: cucumber.

“Coat open. Don’t run.”

The cashier’s gaze travelled from my lipstick to my boots. My pulse roared in my ears. I bagged the cucumber and left, my hands trembling.

Back home, she plucked it from the bag, slicked it with lube, and bent me over the counter. The first push made me gasp; the second had me gripping the edge. She twisted it slowly, camera clicking. The humiliation burned in my cheeks and between my legs.

Every step in those pink heels felt like a warning: this could get worse. And the worst part? I wanted it to.

Friday 7 February: Reading

Wig slightly askew. Makeup smudged. Boots tight, plug inside me.

She made me kneel and read every diary entry aloud. If I hesitated, her boot pressed into my crotch, grinding the plug deeper. My voice caught on certain words, shame catching in my throat.

At the bottom of today’s page, she took the pen and wrote in her looping hand: Next week, strangers touch you.

I looked up at her, my mouth dry. She only smiled. I felt the cage grow impossibly tighter.

Saturday 8 February — Day 8 — Visitors
She didn’t tell me they were coming.

The knock sounded while I was kneeling, boots locked, plug inside me. She opened the door without hesitation, letting two men step in. Leather jackets, the smell of cold air clinging to them.

“This is her,” she said, tilting my chin up so they could see the lipstick, the lashes, the wig’s blunt fringe.

One crouched in front of me, his fingers brushing the cage through the skirt. “Pathetic little thing,” he said with a grin.

She had me fetch drinks, balancing the tray with both hands while their eyes followed every step. When I set it down, the other man grabbed my arse, squeezing hard enough to make me stumble. She laughed, low and satisfied.

When they left, she made me lick the ring of condensation their glasses had left on the coffee table. “Get used to being watched,” she murmured.

Sunday 9 February: Shaved

The bathroom steamed. She sat me on the closed toilet, boots off, skirt pooled around my hips.

Razor in hand, she started at the thighs — long, deliberate strokes, cream and hair sliding away to reveal pale skin. My chest followed, then my arms.

When she told me to stand, I hesitated. She tugged the cage down and shaved me bare. The cold air hit immediately, making me squirm.

She stepped back, appraising me like a finished painting. “Much better. You’ll stay smooth.”

Later, in bed, I caught my reflection in the mirror — smooth, hairless, caged. The sight made my stomach flip, my cock twitching uselessly inside steel.

Monday 10 February: Hooded

The hood was soft black leather, laced tight at the back. Small eye holes narrowed my vision; the mouth opening was wide enough for her fingers, or whatever she chose.

She led me by the leash into the living room. I could hear her heels on the floor, the rustle of fabric, the sound of something heavy placed on the table.

A cock filled my mouth before I knew it — silicone, ridged, her hand guiding my head up and down until drool slid past the gag ring and down my chin.

When she finally pulled it free, my jaw ached. She wiped the mess onto my chest with a laugh. “You look better when you can’t see.”

Tuesday 11 February: The Café

Boots polished, hair perfect under the wig, makeup heavy. She took me to a café three streets away.

We sat by the window. She ordered for me — nothing to eat, just a small glass of water. My hands stayed folded in my lap.

When she got up to pay, she whispered, “Don’t cover your legs.” I felt the stares before I saw them — two women at the next table, glancing at the boots, the skirt, my painted lips.

Back home, she bent me over the arm of the sofa and fingered me until I was moaning, the humiliation of the café still hot in my cheeks.

Wednesday 12 February — Day 12 — The Missed Entry
Day 12 in the diary reads: No entry.

Thursday 13 February: Punished

She slammed the diary down on the table. “Nothing for yesterday.”

I stammered something about being tired.

She had me strip to boots and wig, then bend over the counter. The cane came first — sharp, whistling strikes that left me gasping.

Then she plugged me, locked the hood, and dragged me to the bedroom. “You’ll stay like this until morning.”

All night, every turn reminded me of the plug inside me, the welts across my arse, the shame of her disappointment.

I lay there, skin slick with sweat, hole aching, lips swollen. I should have been furious. Instead, I kept replaying the sound she made when I begged her to go harder.

Friday 14 February: Valentine’s

Pink lace bra and panties, matching garter belt, white thigh-high boots. The wig brushed my shoulders as I set the table for two.

She arrived with a man I’d never seen before — tall, dark hair, leather gloves.

Dinner was for them. I served wine, cleared plates, poured coffee, all while the plug inside me pulsed with each movement.

After dessert, she had me kneel between them. He unzipped. Her voice was a command in my ear: “Show him what you’ve learned.”

I swallowed him until my throat burned, her hand steady at the back of my head. His groan came with a warm flood down my throat.

She kissed me after he left, tasting him on my lips.

Saturday 15 February: Hooded Silence

She held up the black leather hood as if presenting a gift. “Today, you’re decoration.”
I stood in the centre of the room while she stripped me down to bra, tight pencil skirt, nude seamed stockings, and glossy black heels. My wig came off before the hood slid over my head — thick, warm, smelling faintly of leather polish. No eye holes. Just the mouth zip, which she pulled closed with a sharp little tug. My breathing sounded loud inside.
She positioned me against the wall as her friends arrived. Conversation hummed around me, broken by bursts of laughter. Fingers explored me without warning — smoothing my skirt, tugging at my seams, one trailing along the waistband of my tights. I tried to brace myself, but without sight I could only flinch at every touch.
At one point, the mouth zip slid open and a pair of fingers pushed between my lips, coated in something slick and salty. Before I could swallow, the zip closed again, locking the taste inside with me. I stayed silent and still until the guests left, thighs aching, the cage pressing hard against me, skin prickled with the aftershocks of their unseen hands.

Sunday 16 February: Shaved Smooth

I woke to the sound of clippers buzzing. She stood over me, already gloved, eyes cold but amused. “Up. Stand still.”
Naked except for my cage, I felt the vibration travel through my skin as she moved the clippers down my legs, my thighs, across my chest. Every patch of hair gone. She switched to a razor, covering me in warm foam. Her strokes were slow, deliberate, almost tender, but her grip was firm enough to keep me exactly where she wanted.
When she finished, my skin was soft and bare, every nerve suddenly exposed. “Better,” she murmured, running her hands over my smooth thighs, across my chest, down to the cage. I shivered under her touch.
She dressed me in pink latex stockings that clung like a second skin, a matching mini-skirt, and halter top. Without the buffer of hair, the latex felt electric — every step a whisper of friction that made my legs tremble.
All day she found excuses to touch me: smoothing the skirt over my hips, adjusting the top, tracing the latex seam at the back of my thigh. I couldn’t tell if I was shivering from the chill of the room or from the heat of her ownership.

Monday 17 February: Missed Entry

This morning, the first thing she did was open my diary. The page for yesterday was blank. I’d been too drained, too raw from the shaving to write.
The silence stretched. She tapped the pen against the table. Tap. Tap. Tap. My stomach knotted.
“You will regret that tonight,” she said finally. No raised voice. No explanation. Just the weight of certainty in her tone.
I spent the whole day wondering. The cage seemed tighter, heavier, as though my body knew what was coming. Every glance from her — over breakfast, passing in the hall, when she caught me staring at her boots — made my pulse jump.
That night, she said nothing more about it. The waiting became its own form of punishment. By the time she told me to go to bed, my nerves were stretched thin, my mind replaying the blank page over and over, knowing it had already sealed my fate.

Tuesday 18 February: Punishment

She didn’t touch me for two whole days. I thought maybe she’d grown bored. I even dared to wear jeans again. That’s when she walked in, dropped the hood on the table, and told me to strip.

She kept her word.
I was dressed in a black underbust corset so tight my tits were forced up under a white satin blouse. No skirt. Black seamed stockings and heels only.
She bent me over the kitchen table, binding my wrists above my head. The plug slid in first, thick and unyielding. Then the first thrust of her strap. This wasn’t the slow, taunting rhythm she sometimes used — it was relentless, each slam of her hips driving me hard into the wood.
I gasped into the gag, the sound muffled, body jerking with every stroke. The corset crushed my ribs, forcing me to pant in shallow bursts. My wrists burned. My calves ached from holding position in heels.
When she stopped, I thought it was over. Instead, she left me tied, plug still inside, for what felt like an hour. My thighs quivered, drool pooled at the corner of my mouth, and every second without release made me more desperate.
That night’s diary entry was the neatest I’ve ever written.

Wednesday 19 February: Market Day

She dressed me in a pink faux-fur coat, white leather thigh boots, and nothing underneath. The cage was cold against my skin.
We drove to the market, her gloved hand resting on my bare thigh the whole way. At the first stall, she leaned close and whispered, “They can see your slit when you move like that.” My knees almost buckled.
At another, she murmured, “Your tits are bouncing.” I adjusted the coat, but she pulled my hand away. “Let them look.”
A gust of wind blew the coat open in front of an elderly couple. My face burned. She only smiled, wrapping her arm around my waist and pulling me close. The rest of the market was a blur of eyes — some curious, some disapproving — and the slow, constant throb between my legs that made me walk carefully in my boots.

Thursday 20 February: Service for Two

Pale blue silk blouse, short black leather skirt, sheer tights, ballet boots laced high and tight.
Two men tonight. I served wine, careful not to spill, knowing each time I bent forward the skirt rode up, flashing the tops of my stockings. They spoke in low voices, their eyes always tracking me.
When they finished eating, she told me to clear the table — crawling. The hardwood was cold under my knees, the skirt riding higher with each plate. I felt their gazes on my arse.
Halfway back to the kitchen, one of them unzipped and pushed himself into my mouth without warning. She didn’t stop him. I kept crawling, supporting his weight as I moved, tasting him as their voices blurred into a hum of approval.

Friday 21 February: Night Walk

White PVC catsuit, zipped to the navel, pink patent belt cinching my waist, pink leather gloves, and matching stiletto boots.

When I caught my reflection in the window — pink fur collar framing my face, just like the first time she made me step outside — I realised she’d dressed me to be recognised.
We walked through the park after dark, my heels clicking loud against the path. The catsuit’s tight seams dug into my hips with each stride.
At a bench, she stopped me, unzipped the suit further, and slid her hand inside. Her fingers found the cage, teasing, pressing, until I whimpered.
“If anyone comes,” she said, gripping my chin, “you don’t stop.”
Every rustle of leaves, every distant step, sent my heart racing. When she finally pulled her hand away, the air against my skin felt even colder, and my need felt heavier than ever.

Saturday 22 February: The Hood

She woke me with the soft leather smell of it — the hood. Black, laced at the back, no eye holes, only a mouth zip.
Once it was on, my world narrowed to her touch and her voice. I felt the tug as she buckled a collar tight around my neck, the leash clipping in with a metallic snap. My skin prickled.
She led me room to room, stopping to run her gloved hands over my body, tugging at the cage, squeezing my nipples through the thin silk blouse she’d dressed me in. A pencil skirt and ballet boots made every step careful, controlled.
At one point she unzipped the mouth and pushed her fingers inside, making me suck them clean. The taste was sharp, deliberate — her reminder that she’d already been touching herself.
The hood stayed on for hours, long after my legs ached from standing. By the time she unlaced it, I felt drunk on the lack of sight, my other senses still too raw.

Sunday 23 February: Bound for Cleaning

White satin French maid’s dress, apron tied tight, black patent heels. The skirt was short enough that I flashed every time I bent over.
She shackled my wrists together with a chain barely long enough to hold the duster. Cleaning became slow, awkward, and humiliating — my arse swaying each time I reached high, my chest pressing forward when I knelt to scrub the skirting boards.
At one point she pulled the skirt up from behind and left it tucked into my waistband so my caged cock and plug were visible while I worked. I could feel her watching me from the sofa, the click of her phone camera catching me at my most exposed.

Monday 24 February: Dinner Host

A sheer pink wrap dress, no bra, no panties, white thigh boots. The fabric clung to my chest so every movement made my nipples harden visibly.
She had me open the door to a couple I’d never met. They kissed her cheeks, their eyes flicking over me with unhidden curiosity.
I poured wine, served food, never sitting. Halfway through dessert, she pulled me to her lap, making me perch sideways like a hostess in an old photograph. Her hand rested high on my thigh, fingers grazing the edge of the cage as she talked.
When they left, she whispered, “They’ll be back for you.” My legs shook as I cleared the plates.

Tuesday 25 February: Chained and Used

She fitted a chain from my collar to the ring on the floor in the bedroom. My range was half a metre in any direction.
Kneeling there, she dressed me in white lace lingerie, stockings, and silver heels. A plug went in, then her strap-on pressed against me — slow at first, then deeper, until my forehead rested on the floor and my moans turned ragged.
She kept me like that for hours, leaving me to wait, then using me again without warning. By the time she unlocked the collar, I could barely stand.

Wednesday 26 February: Balcony Display

Pink latex pencil skirt, cropped white blouse tied under my bust, pink stiletto boots. She pulled me out onto the balcony, the street busy below.
My hands were cuffed behind me, forcing my chest out. She kissed me hard, smearing my lipstick, then tugged the blouse wide to show my bra.
“Wave,” she ordered. I shook my head. She tugged the cuffs and I obeyed, the heat in my face matching the ache between my legs. Passers-by looked up. Some pointed. She only laughed, turning me slowly so they could see the skirt hugging my arse.

Hours later, I could still smell her perfume on my wig, still feel the bite of the corset when I breathed. I didn’t know if it was the outfit, the orders, or the humiliation that had changed me — only that I’d never be the same.

Thursday 27 February: Four Hands

Two women tonight — both dressed in black leather, both smiling like they’d already decided what I was for.
They had me in a white satin corset, sheer stockings, and white ballet boots, wrists clipped to the bed frame.
One worked my mouth, holding my head still, while the other used me from behind with a strap, the rhythm between them perfect. My body was just something they passed between them.
When they were done, they left me tied, still dripping, still caged. The sheets smelled of them.

My wig was crooked, the one she’d first forced onto my head back in the second week. I’d hated it then — now I felt naked without it.

Friday 28 February: Kept

End of the month. She dressed me in the first outfit she’d ever caught me in — the white thigh boots, pink pencil skirt, cream silk blouse. Only now, my body was smooth, my voice soft, my obedience unquestioning.

She kissed the back of my neck, so softly I shivered, and whispered, “Next month, we stop pretending you can ever go back.
I served her breakfast kneeling at her feet. She read my diary from start to finish while I stayed still, hands folded in my lap. Every so often, she reached down to stroke my hair or tilt my chin, checking my eyes.
When she finished, she closed the book and said, “You’ll keep writing.”
I nodded. She smiled. “Good girl.”
It didn’t feel like the end. It felt like I’d just begun.

March will be worse.
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Introduction

There are contracts you sign with ink, and there are contracts you sign with skin.

The Mansion does not deal in romance or fantasy. It deals in property. The moment I stepped through its black doors, my name was gone, my body was theirs, and every hesitation was punished until it broke. Cameras captured everything: the outfits, the restraints, the filth, the use. I was not James anymore. I was Doll 037—another asset in their collection.

This is not a story about what I agreed to. It is a story about what they made me become.


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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