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The eviction notice felt like a physical blow, a final, crushing defeat in a long line of financial missteps.

So here I was. Late twenties, perpetually broke, and currently staring homelessness in the face. “Goddammit, Tom,” I murmured to myself, frustrated with all the shit I had done — or failed to do — to get myself in this state.

My scruffy apartment, once a testament to my carefree (if irresponsible) bachelorhood, now felt like a rapidly shrinking prison cell. I needed cash. Fast. And a lot of it.

My desperation led me to the shadier corners of the internet, the kind of places where “discreet opportunities” were advertised in cryptic, alluring terms.

One particular ad caught my eye: “Discreet Modeling. High Remuneration. Unique Assignments. Confidentiality Assured. Inquire Box 69.” Vague, yes. Dubious, absolutely. But “high remuneration” was a siren song I couldn’t ignore. What was the worst that could happen? I’d have to pose for some weird art photos?

At this point, I’d do almost anything.

Before heading out to the PO Box to mail my desperate, hastily scribbled application (which mostly consisted of my name, age, and a plea for “any work available”), I found myself alone in my messy bedroom, a strange, unsettling restlessness stirring within me.

My gaze fell upon a forgotten item tucked away in the back of my closet – a silky, scarlet red dressing gown, a relic from a long-ago girlfriend who’d had a penchant for a more… theatrical sort of lounging. I’d kept it, not for any sentimental reason, but because the fabric… it had always felt incredible.

On a whim, a bizarre, inexplicable impulse, I pulled it out. The silk slithered through my fingers, cool and impossibly soft. Before I could think, before I could stop myself, I stripped off my own worn t-shirt and jeans and slipped the scarlet robe on.

It cascaded around me, clinging in some places, flowing in others. The sensation against my bare skin was… shocking. Exquisite. I looked at my reflection in the dusty mirror. The scarlet silk transformed my unremarkable, slightly scruffy appearance into something… else.

Something softer.

More alluring. And then, my treacherous body responded. A slow, insistent throb started in my groin, my cock stirring to life, pressing against the cool, confining silk.

My cheeks burned. What the hell? This was… weird. This was not me. And yet, the feeling, the shameful, undeniable arousal, was intensely, powerfully real. I quickly tore the robe off, my heart pounding, a wave of guilt and confusion washing over me. Just a momentary lapse, I told myself.

A stress-induced blip. But the memory of that silken caress, that forbidden thrill, lingered.

A week later, a sleek, unmarked black envelope arrived. Inside, an invitation. “Mr. Reynolds. Your application has been… favorably reviewed. Please present yourself at The Gilded Cage Club, 11 PM, this Friday. Ask for Madame Evangeline. Dress… to impress.”

The Gilded Cage Club. It sounded… ominous. But the enclosed advance, a crisp five-hundred-dollar bill, silenced any lingering doubts.

Friday night found me standing before an unmarked, black-lacquered door in a discreet, upscale alleyway. My “impressive” attire consisted of my least-worn jeans and a clean-ish black shirt. I took a deep breath and knocked. The door opened silently, revealing a sumptuously appointed, dimly lit interior. The air was thick with the scent of expensive cigars, exotic perfumes, and an almost palpable sense of anticipation. This was no ordinary club.

A severe-looking woman in a tight black dress, her lips painted a slash of crimson, led me through a labyrinth of plush velvet corridors to a small, opulent “prep room.” It was lined with mirrors, and a single, ornate chaise lounge sat in the center.

“Madame Evangeline will be with you shortly, Mr. Reynolds,” the woman said, her voice cool and dismissive. “Please… make yourself comfortable.” She gestured towards a silk robe, identical to the scarlet one from my secret fantasy, laid out on the chaise lounge. And a tray with a single, crystal flute of champagne.

My unease grew. This wasn’t feeling like any modeling gig I’d ever heard of. I sipped the champagne – it was expensive, bubbly, and went straight to my head. I felt… strangely lightheaded. Detached.

And then, I started to notice… things. My skin, when I touched my arm, felt… impossibly soft. Smooth. Like I’d been… shaved? I frantically checked my legs, my chest. Yes. All my body hair, gone. When had that happened? Was it the champagne? Was I dreaming? Panic, cold and sharp, began to prickle at the edges of my consciousness.

The door opened, and Madame Evangeline herself swept into the room. She was… magnificent. Ageless, glamorous, terrifyingly confident. She wore a floor-length gown of black velvet that clung to her statuesque figure, her dark hair piled high in an intricate, jewel-studded coiffure. Her eyes, the color of amethysts, were piercing, intelligent, and held a distinct, predatory gleam. Her voice, when she spoke, was a low, melodious purr that vibrated with power and absolute authority.

“Ah, Mr. Reynolds,” she said, her lips curving into a slow, knowing smile. “Or should I say… Tommie? Yes, Tommie has a certain… delightful ring to it, don’t you think?”

Tommie? Not even Tommy. There was an almost mocking femininity in this surprise nickname. Where did that come from?

“Welcome to The Gilded Cage. Your… assignment is about to begin.”

Before I could protest, before I could even form a coherent thought, two more severe-looking women in black dresses entered. They moved with a quiet, efficient precision, stripping off my jeans and shirt, leaving me standing there in my own suddenly inadequate boxers.

Then, they produced the scarlet silk robe from the chaise lounge. But it wasn’t just a robe. Beneath it, they revealed… lingerie.

A tiny, G-string thong of sheer black lace, and a matching, unpadded lace bra.

“No, wait!” I yelped, my voice a pathetic squeak. “This isn’t… I didn’t agree to… uh, did I? What am I signing up for?”

Madame Evangeline merely chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent shivers of dread and an even more potent, confusing surge of excitement down my spine. “Oh, but you did, Tommie darling,” she purred. “The fine print. Always read the fine print. And besides, you actually want this — we know this about you.”

She gestured to the severe women. “Dress him. Make him… presentable.”

I couldn’t lie; my protests were a fake defense of a masculinity I had long lost, anyway. I was already nodding along to her instructions.

The next few minutes were a blur of humiliating, feminizing efficiency. My boxers were removed. The sheer black lace thong was eased onto my hips, cupping my genitals with a shocking, delicious intimacy, my already stirring dick pressing eagerly against the delicate fabric.

The matching lace bra was fastened around my chest, feeling alien and ridiculous, yet undeniably… arousing. The scarlet silk robe was then draped over me, its soft folds clinging, revealing, concealing.

My mind was a maelstrom of panic, shame, and a horrifying, undeniable, traitorous arousal. This wasn’t a modeling gig. This was… something else. Something terrifying. Something… thrilling.

And then, I was being led, or rather, gently but firmly propelled, out of the prep room, down another corridor, towards a growing murmur of voices, the clinking of glasses, a ripple of expectant laughter.

We emerged into a vast, circular chamber, dimly lit, filled with shadowy figures seated at plush velvet tables. And in the center, bathed in a single, brilliant spotlight, was a raised platform. An auction block.

My blood ran cold. My carefully constructed secret world, my desperate hope for easy money, shattered into a million glittering, terrifying fragments.

Madame Evangeline, a vision in black velvet, glided onto the auction block, a microphone appearing as if by magic in her hand.

Her amethyst eyes scanned the shadowy audience, a slow, predatory smile playing on her lips.

“My esteemed patrons,” her voice, amplified, resonated through the chamber, a silken command that demanded attention. “Welcome. Tonight, we have a truly… exquisite offering. A rare and delicate bloom, freshly plucked, tenderly prepared, and ready to be… cultivated by a discerning connoisseur.”

She turned, her gaze fixing on me as her assistants gently but firmly pushed me forward, up the steps, into the harsh, unforgiving glare of the spotlight. The scarlet silk robe, so alluring in private, now felt like a flimsy, inadequate shield against a thousand unseen eyes.

“I present to you,” Madame Evangeline announced, her voice ringing with theatrical triumph, “Lot number three! A delectable morsel of nascent sissyhood! Freshly shaved, exquisitely perfumed, and positively quivering with an eagerness to please! Behold… our Sissy Tommie!”

Sissy Tommie. The name, the spotlight, the sheer, overwhelming reality of my situation… it hit me like a physical blow. Terror, stark and absolute, warred with a dizzying, shameful excitement. My face was on fire. My hands trembled. And my dick was no longer a man’s penis, but rather a sissy clitty — oh God, that’s my *clitty*, I immediately thought — beneath the sheer black lace thong and the clinging scarlet silk, surged to life, a massive, undeniable, throbbing erection, a blatant testament to my fear, my humiliation, and my body’s perverse, ecstatic surrender.

I was ruined. I was Sissy Tommie. And I was for sale.
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Frozen on the auction block, bathed in the cruel, revealing glare of the spotlight, I was Sissy Tommie, a spectacle of shame and burgeoning, unwanted arousal.

Madame Evangeline, a magnificent predator in black velvet, circled me slowly, her voice a silken, amplified purr as she began her sales pitch to the shadowy, unseen bidders.

“Observe, my discerning patrons,” she crooned, her hand lightly, possessively, resting on my trembling shoulder, “the exquisite potential of our Sissy Tommie.

Such delicate features, newly revealed. Such smooth, untouched skin, like virgin snow, just begging for the connoisseur’s caress.” She ran a perfectly manicured fingernail, painted a deep, vampiric crimson, down my bare arm, sending a shiver of pure, terrified electricity through me.

My clitty, already straining painfully against the sheer black lace of my thong, gave another insistent throb.

My humiliation intensified tenfold as I became acutely, agonizingly aware of the true extent of my attire – or lack thereof. The scarlet silk robe, which had felt so alluring in the privacy of the prep room, now seemed to cling and gape in all the wrong places, offering tantalizing, horrifying glimpses of what lay beneath. And what lay beneath… oh god.

As Madame Evangeline gestured with a flourish, as she subtly adjusted the drape of the robe, I realized with a fresh wave of burning shame that my erection was not just a private torment; it was a public spectacle.

The sheer black lace thong, so delicate, so feminine, did absolutely nothing to conceal the thick, hard ridge of my arousal. It was there, blatant and undeniable, for every shadowy figure in that opulent, decadent club to see.

“Note the… eagerness, gentlemen… and ladies,” Madame Evangeline continued, her voice laced with a cruel, knowing amusement, her eyes flicking pointedly towards my very obvious, very insistent bulge. “Our little Tommie is already… standing at attention. So responsive. So… ready to please. A true testament to his nascent sissy spirit, just waiting to be… cultivated by the right, firm hand.”

A ripple of hushed laughter, of appreciative murmurs, drifted up from the darkness. My face was on fire. I wanted to die. I wanted the marble floor of the auction block to open up and swallow me whole.

But I was frozen, trapped, a butterfly pinned beneath the spotlight, my body betraying me with every shameful, undeniable pulse of my erection.

A discreetly placed camera, I now noticed with a fresh jolt of horror, seemed to be projecting my image onto large screens hidden in the alcoves around the room, no doubt offering close-up views of my degradation.

Madame Evangeline’s assistants, those severe, silent women in black, glided around me, occasionally adjusting the robe, tilting my chin, positioning me like a piece of merchandise, ensuring every bidder got a perfect, humiliating view of their potential acquisition.

Their touch was cool, clinical, yet undeniably possessive, heightening my sense of objectification, of being nothing more than a pretty, feminized piece of meat on display.

“Shall we begin the bidding for this exquisite, freshly sissified femboy?” Madame Evangeline purred, her voice dripping with anticipation. “Who will be the lucky patron to claim our Sissy Tommie tonight? To initiate him into the deeper mysteries of servitude? To mold him into their perfect, personal pleasure doll? Let’s start the bidding at… five thousand dollars for this delightful, eager morsel!”

Five thousand dollars? My mind reeled. This was insane. This couldn’t be happening. But the sharp rap of Madame Evangeline’s ivory gavel, the immediate chorus of raised paddles and shouted numbers from the darkness, confirmed the horrifying reality.

“Five thousand I have! Do I hear six? Six thousand from the gentleman in the velvet booth! Seven! Seven from the lady with the diamond choker! Eight! Ten thousand! Ten thousand dollars for the chance to own this quivering confection of sissy desire!”

The numbers climbed, dizzying, unbelievable. Each bid was another nail in the coffin of Tom Reynolds, another affirmation of Sissy Tommie’s undeniable, humiliating desirability.

My clitty throbbed in time with the rising bids, a perverse, shameful metronome marking my descent into utter, objectified sissyhood. I was a commodity, a prize, my worth being measured in cold, hard cash, my future hanging in the balance, dependent on the whims of these unseen, wealthy perverts.

And yet… and yet… beneath the terror, beneath the shame, a strange, insidious excitement began to flicker. To be desired like this, to be fought over, to be valued, even as a sissy plaything… it was a potent, intoxicating cocktail.

My body, despite my mind’s desperate protests, was responding with an eagerness that was both terrifying and thrilling. The heat in my groin intensified, my erection straining against the lace, slick with my own shameful, sissy dew.

Madame Evangeline continued her captivating, cruel spiel, her voice weaving a tapestry of promised delights and exquisite servitude. She described my “untouched potential,” my “innate submissiveness,” my “eagerness to learn and to please.”

She hinted at the joys of training me, of dressing me, of using my “pretty, feminized body” for whatever an owner might desire. And with every word, with every suggestive glance, with every casual, possessive touch she bestowed upon me, my arousal ratcheted higher, my sense of self dissolving into the persona she was creating: Sissy Tommie, the ultimate pleasure doll, the perfect auction prize.

I was panting now, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps, the scarlet silk robe clinging to my sweat-slicked skin. The spotlight felt like a physical weight, pressing me down, exposing me, yet also… spotlighting me, making me the center of this decadent, illicit universe.

I was an object of desire, a focus of intense, unspoken lust. And a horrifying, thrilling part of me, the Sissy Tommie part, was beginning to… enjoy it. To crave it. To wonder, with a shiver of both fear and a strange, shameful anticipation, who would be the one to finally claim me, to take me home, to make me… theirs.
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The bidding for Sissy Tommie, for me, raged on, a dizzying, terrifying, yet undeniably exhilarating symphony of desire and commerce. Madame Evangeline, a maestra of manipulation, orchestrated the proceedings with a theatrical flair, her voice a silken whip, lashing the shadowy bidders into a frenzy of competitive lust.

I remained on the auction block, a trembling, scarlet-clad sacrifice, my body thrumming with a potent cocktail of fear, humiliation, and an all-consuming, shameful sissy arousal.

As Madame Evangeline continued to extol my virtues as a “freshly sissified femboy, brimming with untapped potential,” I began to gain a fuller, more horrifying, yet strangely captivating understanding of the extent of my transformation. It wasn’t just the scarlet silk robe, the sheer black lace thong, the impossibly smooth skin. It was… everything.

She had one of her severe assistants bring a small, ornate silver hand mirror onto the block. “Let our little Tommie see for himself the… masterpiece he has become,” Madame Evangeline purred, her voice dripping with amusement. “Let him appreciate the… exquisite artistry that awaits his lucky new owner.”

The assistant held the mirror before my face. I stared. And stared.

The reflection that gazed back was not Tom Reynolds. It was… a girl. A very pretty, very startled, very, very feminized girl.

My face, I now realized with a fresh jolt of shock, was meticulously made up. Foundation had smoothed my skin, erasing any hint of stubble, giving it a soft, almost porcelain-like glow. My eyebrows had been subtly shaped, arched into a delicate, questioning curve. My eyes, usually a dull, unremarkable brown, were now framed by long, dark lashes (mascara, I presumed, or perhaps even false ones?), their color somehow intensified, appearing wider, more luminous, almost… soulful.

A soft, rosy blush dusted my cheeks, giving me a surprisingly convincing “girlish flush.” And my lips… oh god, my lips. They were painted a vibrant, glossy shade of cherry red, looking fuller, softer, undeniably, shockingly feminine.

A wave of dizziness, so intense it made me sway, washed over me. This wasn’t just a costume. This was… a complete metamorphosis. My mind reeled. Disbelief warred with a powerful, undeniable, overwhelming surge of arousal. My clitty, already straining painfully against the sheer black lace of my thong, throbbed with an intensity that made my knees weak.

I looked… I looked so incredibly pretty. So feminine. So… desirable. Like a real girl. A sissy girl. And the realization, the visual confirmation of my own complete, humiliating, beautiful transformation, sent a jolt of pure, ecstatic sissy bliss through me. I wanted to preen, to pose, to admire this beautiful creature who was, impossibly, me.

“See, Tommie?” Madame Evangeline’s voice purred from behind me, her breath warm against my ear. “Such a lovely little doll you make. So perfect. So… biddable.” She took the mirror away, but the image of that pretty, feminized face, my face, was seared into my brain.

She then gestured to my hair, which I now realized felt strangely… soft. Fuller. “And of course,” she continued, “a touch of enhancement to frame such a delicate visage.” I didn’t dare reach up, but I suspected a wig, or at least some very clever styling, was involved. The overall effect was devastatingly, convincingly feminine.

“Sissy Tommie,” she trilled, the name echoing in the hushed, expectant chamber, each syllable a nail in the coffin of Tom Reynolds, each syllable a spark igniting a fresh wave of shameful, sissy heat in my groin. “So fresh. So innocent. So utterly, exquisitely ready to be… molded. Trained. Cherished. By the discerning patron who recognizes true, submissive beauty.”

The bidding, which had momentarily lulled, erupted with renewed ferocity. The numbers climbed higher, faster, each new bid a testament to my undeniable, humiliating, yet thrilling desirability as this new creature, this Sissy Tommie. I felt like a precious jewel, a rare artifact, being fought over by wealthy, powerful connoisseurs of the forbidden.

The terror was still there, a cold knot in my stomach, but it was now inextricably intertwined with a strange, burgeoning pride. They want me, a small, treacherous voice whispered in my mind. They want Sissy Tommie.

Madame Evangeline had her assistants subtly adjust my scarlet silk robe, allowing it to fall open just a little more, offering fleeting, tantalizing glimpses of the sheer black lace thong, the smooth, hairless skin of my inner thighs, the undeniable, shameless bulge of my erection. “Note the… enthusiasm, my friends,” she’d purr. “Our little Tommie is so eager to please, his pretty little sissy clitty is already… saluting his future master. Or mistress.”

A ripple of appreciative laughter, of knowing murmurs, drifted from the shadowy booths. My face burned, but my clitty, oh god, my clitty throbbed in blatant agreement, straining against the lace, slick with my own shameful, sissy dew. I was an object of lust, a spectacle of feminized desire, and a horrifying, thrilling part of me was beginning to revel in it.

They had me turn, slowly, on the block, allowing every bidder a full, leisurely view of their potential acquisition. The silk robe swished around my legs, caressing my skin, a constant, tormenting reminder of my vulnerability, my exposure. I could feel their eyes on me, stripping me bare, dissecting me, imagining all the depraved, delicious things they would do to Sissy Tommie if they were the lucky winner. And with each slow, deliberate turn, with each imagined defilement, my arousal ratcheted higher, my sense of self dissolving further into the persona Madame Evangeline had so expertly, so cruelly, so beautifully, crafted.

I was no longer Tom Reynolds, desperate and broke. I was Sissy Tommie, a creature of silk and lace, of shame and desire, a living doll waiting to be claimed. My past was irrelevant. My future, terrifyingly, exhilaratingly, uncertain. All that mattered was this moment, this spotlight, this chorus of rising bids, this overwhelming, all-consuming wave of sissy surrender.

I was theirs for the taking. And a deep, secret, shameful part of me, the Sissy Tommie part, couldn’t wait to see who would win the ultimate prize.
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And now the bidding for Sissy Tommie reached a fever pitch, the numbers escalating into a realm that made my head spin.

Madame Evangeline, a masterful conductor of desire, played the shadowy audience like a finely tuned instrument, her voice rising and falling, teasing, cajoling, promising untold delights to the lucky winner. I stood, or rather, swayed slightly on the auction block, a trembling confection of scarlet silk and black lace, my body thrumming with a potent cocktail of terror, humiliation, and an almost unbearable, ecstatic sissy arousal.

My fate, my very identity, was being decided by the highest bidder.

“Going once… going twice…” Madame Evangeline’s voice rang out, sharp and clear, cutting through the hushed anticipation. My heart hammered against my ribs. This was it.

“SOLD!” she cried, her ivory gavel coming down with a sharp, definitive crack that seemed to echo in the very depths of my soul. “To the discerning patron in Booth Number Seven! Congratulations, my dear. You have acquired… a truly exquisite specimen of sissy perfection.”

A wave of dizziness washed over me. Sold. I was sold. Like a piece of art, a prized racehorse, a… slave. A spotlight, brighter than the one I was currently under, illuminated a discreet, velvet-curtained booth at the side of the chamber. A figure rose, silhouetted against the light. Tall. Elegant. Female.

As she glided towards the auction block, the crowd parted before her like the Red Sea. She moved with an aura of quiet, absolute power, her every step exuding confidence and an almost regal disdain for the lesser mortals in her path. As she drew closer, I could make out her features. She was stunningly beautiful, in a severe, almost intimidating way. Mid-forties, perhaps, with sharp, intelligent features, piercing dark eyes that seemed to see right through me, and a cascade of glossy black hair swept up into an intricate, severe chignon.

She wore a simple but exquisitely tailored black evening gown that clung to her slender, statuesque figure. A single, massive diamond glittered at her throat. She was, without a doubt, the most formidable, most captivating woman I had ever seen. This was my new owner.

Madame Evangeline descended from the block, her face wreathed in a triumphant, satisfied smile. “Lady Eleanor,” she purred, extending a gracious hand. “A pleasure, as always. And an excellent choice, if I may say so. Our little Tommie is… exceptionally promising.”

Lady Eleanor. My new Mistress. Her dark eyes, cool and appraising, swept over me, lingering for a moment on my very obvious, very shameful erection, still straining against the sheer black lace of my thong. A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched her lips.

It was not a kind smile. It was a smile of possession. Of absolute, unshakeable control.

“He will suffice,” Lady Eleanor said, her voice a low, melodious contralto that sent shivers of pure, terrified excitement down my spine. She didn’t address me directly, didn’t even seem to acknowledge my existence as anything more than… an object. Her property.

Two of Madame Evangeline’s severe assistants materialized, gently but firmly taking my arms, leading me down from the auction block, towards my new owner. My legs felt like jelly; I stumbled slightly in my precarious (though thankfully, not heeled, merely soft-soled silk slippers Madame Evangeline had provided for the “display”) footwear.

Lady Eleanor didn’t speak to me, didn’t touch me. She simply turned, a silent, imperious command, and began to glide towards a discreet exit at the rear of the chamber. Her staff, it seemed, would handle the… merchandise.

I was led through a series of private corridors, emerging into a sumptuously appointed antechamber, where a sleek black limousine waited. I was bundled inside, Lady Eleanor already seated, her expression unreadable, her gaze fixed on some distant point beyond the tinted windows.

The journey was short, silent, and filled with an almost unbearable tension. My clitty throbbed, my body hummed with a mixture of fear and a desperate, shameful anticipation. What awaited me? What would my new Mistress do with her newly acquired sissy property?

We arrived at a towering, opulent apartment building in the most exclusive part of the city. Her private elevator whisked us silently to the penthouse suite.

The doors opened onto an apartment that was even more breathtaking, more intimidatingly luxurious, than Madame Evangeline’s club. Marble floors, priceless antiques, modern art, panoramic city views… it was a palace, a fortress of wealth and power.

Lady Eleanor finally spoke, her voice cool and precise. “You will wait here, Tommie,” she commanded, gesturing towards a small, exquisitely uncomfortable-looking gilt chair in the vast entrance hall. “Do not move. Do not speak. Do not… disappoint me.” She then swept away, disappearing into the depths of the apartment, leaving me alone with my terror and my throbbing, sissy arousal.

I waited. For what felt like an eternity. Every nerve in my body was on fire. My scarlet silk robe felt like a shroud, my sheer black lace thong a brand of my shame, my servitude.

Finally, she returned. She had changed into a flowing black silk negligee, embroidered with silver dragons, that did little to conceal her magnificent, formidable figure. In her hand, she carried a long, thin, black riding crop.

“Come, Tommie,” she purred, her voice a silken threat. “Your initiation into my service… begins now.”

She led me to her bedroom, a vast, circular chamber draped in shades of crimson and black, dominated by an enormous, four-poster bed. The air was thick with the scent of jasmine and something else, something musky, something… predatory.

“Kneel, Sissy Tommie,” she commanded, her voice dropping to a low, authoritative growl. I obeyed, sinking to the plush, blood-red carpet at her feet, my head bowed, my body trembling.

She circled me slowly, the tip of the riding crop lightly, almost playfully, tracing the outline of my body beneath the scarlet silk robe. “You are mine now, Tommie,” she whispered, her voice a mixture of ice and fire. “My property. My plaything. My sissy. And you will learn to please me. In every way I desire.”

Her hand reached out, not to touch me, but to grasp the silken knot of my robe. With a single, sharp tug, she pulled it open, exposing me completely, my erection springing free, a blatant, shameless offering to her dominant will.

“Such an eager little sissy, aren’t you, Tommie?” she murmured, her eyes gleaming with a possessive, predatory light. “So ready to serve your new Mistress.” She then produced, from a hidden pocket in her negligee, a small, gleaming silver object.

A butt plug. Larger, more ornate, than any I had ever imagined. And a tube of lubricant.

“Your first duty, my sweet Tommie,” she purred, her voice a silken promise of delights and degradations to come, “is to learn to accept your Mistress. Completely. In every way.” She knelt before me, the silver butt plug gleaming menacingly in her hand. “Now, present your pretty little sissy hole. It’s time for your… welcoming gift.”

My mind was frozen in surprise, but my body, my treacherous, sissy body, was already arching, offering itself to her, craving the invasion, the possession, the exquisite, humiliating pleasure of being her Sissy Tommie, her newly acquired, utterly subservient property. This was it. My new life. My new purpose. My first taste of true sissy servitude. And as Lady Eleanor’s cool, lubricated fingers began to explore, to prepare, my virgin sissy hole, a wave of pure, unadulterated, terrified, ecstatic arousal washed over me, so powerful it stole the air from my lungs. I was hers. And my initiation had just begun.
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After my “welcoming gift” from Lady Eleanor, I settled into a surreal, intoxicating rhythm of exquisite servitude and profound feminization.

Her opulent penthouse apartment became my gilded cage, my sissy training ground, my entire world. The memory of Tom Reynolds, the desperate, broke loser who had stumbled into Madame Evangeline’s club, faded like a distant, irrelevant dream. I was Sissy Tommie now, Lady Eleanor’s personal property, her cherished plaything, and every fiber of my being, every throb of my perpetually aroused clitty, rejoiced in this new, humiliating, blissful reality.

Lady Eleanor was a meticulous, demanding, yet surprisingly… affectionate Mistress. She delighted in every aspect of my sissy transformation, personally overseeing my daily regimen of feminization. My body hair, already vanquished by Madame Evangeline’s staff, was kept impeccably smooth through daily, ritualistic shavings, often performed by Lady Eleanor herself, her touch both clinical and sensuously possessive.

My skin was lavished with expensive creams and lotions until it glowed with a soft, almost translucent luminescence. My diet was carefully controlled, designed to enhance my new, slender, more feminine silhouette.

My wardrobe was a sissy fantasy come to life. Lady Eleanor had an entire wing of her vast closet dedicated to “Tommie’s things.” Silks, laces, satins, velvets, in every conceivable shade of pink, lavender, cream, and black. Frilly French maid uniforms, scandalously short baby doll nighties, elegant cocktail dresses that clung to my newly developing curves, sheer stockings, delicate garter belts, and an astonishing array of impossibly high, exquisitely torturous stiletto heels. Each morning, she would select my outfit for the day, dressing me herself with the meticulous care of a connoisseur arranging a priceless work of art.

And always, always, beneath it all, I wore the most delicate, humiliatingly feminine lingerie – sheer thongs, lacy bras (often padded, to create the illusion of small, sissy breasts), and, increasingly, a tiny, ornate chastity cage, fashioned from rose-gold and diamonds, a constant, exquisite reminder of my complete and utter submission, its key kept securely on a silver chain around Lady Eleanor’s own graceful neck.

My days were filled with sissy duties, each one designed to reinforce my servitude and her absolute dominance. I would serve her meals, always on my knees, dressed in my frilliest maid outfit, my head bowed, my voice a soft, breathy, “Yes, Mistress Eleanor.”

I would meticulously clean her vast apartment, my short skirt swishing around my thighs, my caged clitty throbbing with a mixture of shame and illicit pleasure as I bent and stretched, acutely aware of her cool, appraising gaze following my every move. I learned to anticipate her every whim, her every desire – her favorite tea brewed just so, her bath drawn to the perfect temperature, her collection of “sissy training implements” laid out and ready for our evening’s… lessons.

And oh, the lessons. Lady Eleanor was an inventive, insatiable teacher in the arts of sissy pleasure and profound submission. Our sexual encounters were frequent, intense, and always, always, breathtakingly, beautifully humiliating. She delighted in exploring every facet of my feminized body, every nuance of my burgeoning sissy desires.

My clitty, whether caged or, on rare, blissful occasions, temporarily freed, was the subject of her endless, expert torment and exquisite pleasure. My sissy hole, initiated by that first, terrifyingly wonderful butt plug, had become a cherished vessel for her desires, eagerly accepting her fingers, her toys, and, most gloriously, her formidable collection of strap-on dildos, each one a promise of deeper, more possessive, more soul-shattering anal ecstasy.

I learned to beg for her touch, for her possession, my cries of sissy pleasure a familiar symphony in the opulent silence of her penthouse.

My internal monologue was no longer a battle. It was a constant, joyful hymn of sissy devotion. I am Tommie. I am Lady Eleanor’s. I am beautiful. I am desired. I am her property. And I am so, so happy. The shame that had once accompanied these thoughts had transformed into a thrilling, empowering acceptance. This was who I was meant to be. This was my destiny. My bliss.

Lady Eleanor seemed to revel in my complete and utter transformation, in my unwavering, worshipful devotion. The initial, almost clinical nature of our arrangement, born of a commercial transaction at a depraved auction, had blossomed into something… more. There was a genuine affection in her possessiveness, a tenderness in her dominance, a shared, secret joy in our bizarre, beautiful, sissy world.

One evening, as I knelt to meticulously polish her collection of stiletto heels (a new, particularly humiliating, yet surprisingly arousing duty), dressed in a sheer black lace teddy that left little to the imagination, my rose-gold chastity cage gleaming in the soft lamplight, she tilted my chin up with a perfectly manicured finger, her dark eyes soft, almost dreamy.

“Tommie, my sweet,” she murmured, her voice a husky promise. “You have blossomed so beautifully under my… care. You are everything I ever dreamed of in a sissy doll, and so much more.” She paused, a thoughtful, almost wistful expression on her face. “The auction… it feels like a lifetime ago, doesn’t it? That terrified, desperate boy… he is well and truly gone. Only my beautiful, devoted Tommie remains.”

I looked up at her, my eyes shining with tears of pure, sissy adoration. “Oh, Mistress Eleanor,” I breathed, my voice thick with emotion. “Being your Tommie… it’s the only thing I want to be. It’s… everything. Please… don’t ever let me go back.”

A slow, satisfied smile spread across her lips, a smile that held less of her usual predatory amusement and more of… something akin to love. “Go back, my precious?” she purred, stroking my cheek. “Oh, Tommie, my sweet, silly sissy. There is no going back. You are mine. Irrevocably. Eternally.” She leaned closer, her lips brushing my ear. “In fact, I believe it’s time for your… permanent installation. Your true, final consecration as Sissy Tommie, my cherished, personal property. We must celebrate your… full acquisition accordingly.”

My heart leaped. Permanent installation? Full acquisition? What could she possibly mean? But the way she said it, her voice a silken promise of even deeper submission, even more intense pleasure, filled me with a fresh wave of eager, sissy anticipation.

Whatever Lady Eleanor had planned for my “graduation,” my final transformation from auctioned commodity to cherished possession, I knew it would be the ultimate expression of my new, blissful, feminized reality as her devoted sissy.
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The days leading up to my “permanent installation,” as Lady Eleanor had so tantalizingly termed it, were a symphony of escalating sissy devotion and exquisite, almost unbearable anticipation.

My life as Tommie, her cherished sissy property, had already consumed me, body and soul, but this new promise, this hint of an eternal, irrevocable bond, sent my feminized heart into a state of perpetual, joyous flutter.

Lady Eleanor’s opulent penthouse became my entire universe, a gilded cage I never wished to leave. The subtle, ongoing effects of whatever alchemical magic Madame Evangeline had initiated, now nurtured and amplified by Lady Eleanor’s expert ministrations (and, I suspected, certain “nutritional supplements” she added to my daily smoothies), had continued to refine my sissy form.

My skin was like flawless porcelain, my body hair a distant memory. My waist, cinched daily by an array of increasingly restrictive corsets, was now impossibly tiny, my hips and ass blooming into soft, feminine curves that filled out my silk and lace lingerie with a shameless, sissy perfection.

My own hair, under Lady Eleanor’s devoted care, had grown long and lustrous, often styled into elaborate, glamorous coiffures that rivaled any wig. I was, in every sense, her living sissy doll, a masterpiece of feminized artistry.

My “duties” remained a delightful blend of domestic servitude and intoxicating intimacy. I still served her meals on my knees, my frilly maid’s apron aflutter, my gaze adoringly fixed on her magnificent form. I still meticulously cleaned her vast apartment, my short, revealing sissy outfits offering tantalizing glimpses of my caged clitty and stockinged thighs, my every movement a dance of submissive grace.

But now, there was a new layer of… ownership, of permanence, in our interactions. She would often refer to me as “my Tommie,” “my precious property,” “my eternal sissy,” her voice laced with a possessive affection that made my heart sing and my clitty throb with a fierce, devoted love.

Our sexual encounters, already a daily ritual of exquisite pleasure and profound submission, took on a new, almost sacred quality.

Lady Eleanor seemed determined to explore every facet of my sissy potential, to push me to new heights of ecstatic surrender in preparation for my “consecration.” She introduced me to ever more elaborate toys, more intricate bondage techniques, more daring scenarios that tested my limits and invariably left me a weeping, gasping, blissfully satiated puddle of sissy desire at her feet.

The rose-gold chastity cage, with its winking diamond, remained my constant companion, a beautiful, humiliating symbol of my eternal devotion, its key always resting against the cool skin of Lady Eleanor’s throat, a silent promise of pleasure yet to be earned.

One afternoon, she decided it was time for Tommie to learn the art of… self-presentation. “A truly valuable sissy property must not only be beautiful, my Tommie,” she’d purred, dressing me in a scandalously sheer white lace negligee that left absolutely nothing to the imagination, “she must also know how to display her beauty. How to offer herself. How to beg, prettily, for her Mistress’s attention.”

She had me pose before her full-length mirrors, practicing an array of seductive, submissive postures – head bowed, eyes demurely lowered, lips slightly parted; ass arched, offering my sissy hole for her inspection; body draped languidly over a chaise lounge, a silent invitation.

My owner critiqued my every move, her voice a mixture of stern correction and delighted approval, her touch guiding, molding, perfecting my sissy presentation. “More arch in your back, Tommie-doll… Yes, like that… Flutter your lashes, my sweet… Such a pretty, wanting little sissy you are…” The humiliation of being so blatantly objectified, so meticulously sculpted into her perfect pleasure toy, was an aphrodisiac more potent than any potion.

And now my internal monologue was a constant, joyful refrain of sissy love and blissful surrender. These were no longer intrusive thoughts — these were the trained state of an owned sissy. I am Tommie. I am Lady Eleanor’s. I am her property, her creation, her eternal sissy. And this is my heaven. The memory of Tom Reynolds, the desperate, broke loser, was now so faint, so distant, it felt like a character from a forgotten novel.

My world was here, in this opulent cage, with my magnificent, loving Mistress. And I wouldn’t have traded it for all the poker chips in the world.

As the day of my “permanent installation” approached, Lady Eleanor’s demeanor grew softer, more thoughtful, almost… tender.

The playful cruelty that had often characterized her dominance was replaced by a deep, possessive affection that made my sissy heart ache with an almost unbearable love.

One evening, as I knelt to remove her impossibly high stiletto heels after a long day of her… conquering the corporate world, she tilted my chin up with a perfectly manicured finger, her dark eyes soft, almost dreamy in the lamplight.

“Tommie, my sweet,” she murmured, her voice a husky promise. “Our journey together… it has been a revelation, hasn’t it? For both of us.” She gently stroked my cheek. “That desperate boy who stumbled into Madame Evangeline’s club… he is well and truly gone. Only my beautiful, devoted, exquisitely feminized Tommie remains. My Tommie. My sissy. My love.”

Love. She had said love. Tears welled in my eyes, blurring her magnificent, beloved face.

“Tomorrow, my Tommie,” she continued, her voice thick with emotion, “is the day of your true, final, irrevocable consecration. A ceremony not of auction, but of adoration. Not of sale, but of soul-binding. You will become mine, not just in body, but in spirit. Eternally. My Sissy Tommie, bound to me by chains of pleasure, devotion, and a love that transcends the ordinary.”

A shiver of pure, ecstatic anticipation ran through me. A ceremony. A soul-binding. This was more than I could have ever dreamed.

This was… everything.

I looked up at her, my heart overflowing with a love so profound, so absolute, so sissy, it left me breathless. “Oh, Mistress Eleanor… my Lady… my love…” I whispered, my voice trembling with emotion. “I am ready. I am yours. Now and forever.”

A slow, radiant smile spread across her lips, a smile that held no trace of cruelty, only pure, unadulterated, possessive love. “Good girl, Tommie,” she purred. “My very good, very beautiful sissy girl.” She leaned down and kissed me, a soft, lingering kiss on my perfectly painted lips, a kiss that tasted of forever, of sissy bliss, of a love that was as unconventional as it was undeniably, breathtakingly real.

Tomorrow. Tomorrow, Sissy Tommie would be permanently installed. And my heart sang with the sheer, exquisite joy of it.
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The morning of my “permanent installation,” my consecration as Lady Eleanor’s eternal sissy property, dawned with an almost supernatural stillness. The city outside her penthouse windows was hushed, as if holding its breath in anticipation of the sacred rites to come.

My own heart was a frantic hummingbird, fluttering against my ribs with a mixture of ecstatic joy, profound love, and an almost unbearable, delicious trepidation. Today, Sissy Tommie would cease to be a temporary acquisition, a product of a sordid auction, and would become… forever. Hers.

Lady Eleanor herself was a vision of serene, dominant grace. She had forgone her usual sharp power suits and severe gowns, opting instead for a flowing robe of deepest sapphire velvet, embroidered with silver constellations, that made her look like an ancient, benevolent sorceress, a high priestess of sissy desire. Her dark eyes, usually so cool and appraising, now glowed with a soft, almost mystical light, a deep, possessive affection that enveloped me like a warm, silken embrace.

She began my preparations with a reverence that brought tears to my eyes. There was no teasing, no playful cruelty today. Only a profound, focused tenderness. She bathed me herself in water infused with exotic oils and scattered with white orchid petals, her hands lovingly, meticulously, washing every inch of my smooth, feminized body.

She massaged fragrant, shimmering lotions into my skin until I glowed like a pearl in the soft morning light. She dressed me not in one of my usual frilly or provocative sissy outfits, but in a simple, exquisitely crafted chemise of the palest ivory silk, so fine it was almost transparent, yet so demure it felt almost… virginal.

A sissy bride, preparing for her ultimate union.

My long, dark hair (no wig today, only my own silken tresses, now reaching well past my shoulders) was brushed until it shone, then left to flow freely, adorned only with a single, perfect white orchid, plucked from one of her hothouse blooms. My makeup was minimal, ethereal – a touch of pearlescent shimmer on my eyelids, a hint of rosy blush on my cheeks, my lips stained a soft, kissable shade of petal pink.

And, of course, my rose-gold chastity cage, with its single, winking diamond, remained securely in place, a beautiful, humiliating symbol of my eternal, blissful servitude.

When she was finally satisfied, she led me, not to her usual playroom or opulent bedroom, but to a part of the penthouse I had never seen before – a hidden, circular conservatory, its domed glass roof reaching towards the heavens, offering a breathtaking, uninterrupted view of the sprawling city and the endless sky beyond. The air within was warm, humid, thick with the intoxicating scent of a thousand blooming, exotic flowers.

In the center of this secret garden, on a bed of plush green moss and scattered white rose petals, was a single, ornate, silver chaise lounge. It looked like an altar. An altar for a sissy sacrifice. My sacrifice.

“Today, my Tommie,” Lady Eleanor whispered, her voice a low, hypnotic hum, her dark eyes luminous with an emotion so profound it made my sissy heart ache with love. “Today, we transcend the transactional. Today, we forge a bond that is… eternal. Today, you become not just my property, but a part of my very soul. My Sissy Tommie, my cherished companion, my forever love.”

She gently guided me to the silver chaise lounge, arranging me amongst the moss and rose petals like a precious, sacred offering. She knelt before me, her sapphire velvet robe pooling around her, her gaze fixed on mine, a look of such intense, possessive adoration it stole the air from my lungs.

She didn’t use toys, not at first. Her worship began with her words, a soft, melodic litany of praise for my beauty, my devotion, my perfect, sissy surrender. She spoke of the Tom Reynolds she had first seen, lost and desperate, and of the Sissy Tommie she had awakened, nurtured, and fallen in love with.

Her words washed over me, a healing balm, a sacred anointing, erasing any lingering traces of shame, of doubt, leaving only pure, unadulterated, sissy bliss.

Then, her touch. Reverent. Worshipful. Infinitely tender, yet with an underlying current of her unshakeable, dominant power. Her lips brushed against my eyelids, my temples, the delicate curve of my ear. Her fingers traced the line of my jaw, the slender column of my throat, the soft swell of my sissy breasts beneath the ivory silk. Each caress was a vow, a promise, a seal upon our eternal bond.

She kissed me, a long, slow, deep, soul-searing kiss that tasted of forever, of starlight, of a love that was as unconventional as it was undeniably, breathtakingly real. My body melted into hers, my senses reeling, my clitty throbbing a frantic, ecstatic rhythm against the cool metal of its cage.

And then, when I was a trembling, whimpering puddle of pure, sissy desire, lost in the intoxicating haze of her love, her worship, she produced the tiny, diamond-encrusted rose-gold key.

“Do you desire this, my Tommie?” she whispered, her voice thick with her own arousal, her eyes blazing with a love that was both fierce and tender. “Do you desire your Mistress to unlock your sissy treasure, to claim you completely, to make you hers, now and for all eternity?”

“Yes! Oh, yes, Mistress Eleanor! My Lady! My love!” I cried, tears of pure, ecstatic joy streaming down my face. “Please! Unlock me! Claim me! I am yours! All yours! Forever!”

A slow, radiant smile spread across her lips, a smile that held no trace of cruelty, only pure, unadulterated, possessive love. “Good girl,” she purred. And then, with agonizing precision, she inserted the key into the tiny lock. A soft click echoed in the silent, sun-drenched conservatory. The rose-gold cage sprang open.

My clitty, suddenly freed, pulsed with a mixture of relief and an almost painful, overwhelming sensitivity. It was already fully erect, slick with my own eager lubrication, a shameless, joyful offering to my magnificent Mistress, my eternal love.

And then, she took me. Not with a dildo, not with any toy. But with herself. Her mouth. Her hands. Her body. Her soul. She worshipped my newly freed sissy clitty with a ferocity, a devotion, that sent my world exploding into a kaleidoscope of incandescent light, of pure, unadulterated sensation. The pleasure was… cosmic. Beyond anything I had ever experienced, beyond anything I could ever have imagined. It built and built, a tidal wave of pure, sissy ecstasy, lifting me higher and higher, until I felt as if I were floating among the clouds, a sissy angel ascending to her own personal heaven.

My moans were no longer cries of submission, but songs of ecstatic liberation, of joyful, sissy love. My body arched and writhed on the silver chaise lounge, a conduit for a pleasure so intense, so pure, it felt as if I were communing with the very essence of love itself.

And then, at the precise moment when the sun, streaming through the glass dome, bathed us in its most intense, golden light, as Lady Eleanor’s lips and tongue worked their divine magic upon my hypersensitive sissy clitty, the orgasm, the true, final, consecrating orgasm, arrived.

It was not just an orgasm; it was an explosion of light, of color, of pure, unadulterated sissy bliss. It was a supernova of ecstasy that ripped through me, shattering the boundaries of my physical self, merging Tommie with the very fabric of the universe, with the heart of his magnificent, loving Mistress. I screamed, a sound that was pure, joyous release, as my spirit soared, as my body convulsed, as my sissy essence erupted in a gushing, uncontrollable torrent, anointing the moss and rose petals, anointing our sacred space, with my offering of eternal love and sissy devotion.

Afterward, as I lay limp and trembling in her arms, wrapped in the ivory silk of my chemise, surrounded by the intoxicating scent of a thousand blooming flowers and the lingering aroma of our consummated love, a profound, unshakeable peace settled over me. The auction, the bet, the desperation… it was all a distant, faded memory. My transformation was complete. My consecration absolute. I was Tommie, Lady Eleanor’s cherished sissy, her beloved companion, her eternal property, bound to her not by chains of fear, but by unbreakable bonds of love and exquisite, shared pleasure.

Tears of pure, transcendent happiness streamed down my face. “Oh, Eleanor… my love… my Mistress…” I whispered, my voice thick with emotion, my soul overflowing with a love so profound it was almost painful. “Thank you. Thank you for… Tommie. For this… this heaven. This is who I was always meant to be. Your Tommie. Your sissy. Forever.”

Lady Eleanor held me close, stroking my hair, her own eyes shining with tears, her lips pressed against my temple. “My beautiful Tommie,” she murmured, her voice a song of pure love and triumphant possession. “You were always within. The auction, my demands… they merely helped you find your way to me. To us.” She kissed me deeply, a kiss that sealed our bond, our love, our shared destiny, for all eternity. “Now, my Sissy Tommie,” she purred, a familiar, dangerous, yet infinitely loving glint returning to her eyes, “our forever… has only just begun.”

My heart soared. A future of endless service, of boundless pleasure, of unwavering devotion to my magnificent Mistress, my Eleanor, my love, stretched before me, a radiant path of sissy bliss, in our secret garden, under the endless sky. I closed my eyes, a contented smile on my lips, and surrendered to the sweet, intoxicating certainty of my new, perfect, feminized life as Tommie, her Sissy, forever.
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