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Introduction

Something Borrowed… is a darkly erotic tale of secrets, surrender, and satin.

On the eve of his wedding, Tom can’t resist trying on his bride’s dress — lace, heels, makeup, the whole forbidden fantasy. But when Hannah catches him, she doesn’t call it off. She takes control.

What follows is a night of teasing humiliation, enforced femininity, and locked-up desire. By the time they reach the altar, the question isn’t whether Tom will say “I do”…

It’s whether he’ll be allowed to speak at all.

Something Blue…

Weddings promise forever. This one promised surrender.

Something Blue… is a honeymoon turned initiation: a groom who thinks he’s flying north for romance, and a bride who has prepared a syllabus. What begins with a locked cock and a vibrating secret becomes a curriculum of collars, colours, and ceremony. In the quiet corridors of a remote lodge, vows are rewritten in the language of posture and obedience; service is performed in heels; keys are treasured mostly for how easily they can be thrown away.

This is a dark feminisation novella about ownership freely given and then tested to its limits—about a submissive learning to ask for less so he can be given more. It moves through chastity and display, training and transformation, and the rituals that make humiliation feel like home. Every character here is an adult; consent is negotiated, even when the game plays at taking it; aftercare is real, even when it arrives as a command.

If your tastes run to cages and colours, plugs and protocols, ruined orgasms, public service and private vows, you’re in the right place. Pack lightly. The bride already chose the outfit.

Something Old & New…

Some vows are spoken at the altar.
Others are written on the body.

Blue thought marriage would bring closure to his old life.
Hannah knew better.

From the moment she caught him in her dress, she’s been unpicking him thread by thread — replacing Tom with something softer, more obedient, and entirely hers. Now, with Lucy at her side, Hannah is ready to unveil her creation to the world, in a place where brides and sissies are judged not for love, but for perfection.

In this world, there’s no such thing as “good enough.” You’re claimed, or you’re discarded. And the Grand Mistress has never discarded a bride who truly pleased her.

Something Old & New is the next step in Blue’s transformation — a night of public exposure, ruthless evaluation, and the ultimate reward. What happens when the ceremony’s over will change him forever.
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Something Borrowed…


Chapter One: The Night Before

Brixton, 10:42pm

“Last night of freedom,” Jake grinned, raising his pint. “You nervous?”

Tom smiled, but it didn’t quite reach his eyes. “A bit.”

Jake frowned. “You don’t sound like a man about to marry the love of his life.”

“I am,” Tom said. He took a sip. “It’s just... everything. The speeches. The guests. All those eyes.”

Jake laughed. “You’re not giving a TED Talk. You’re saying ‘I do’ and eating cake.”

Tom laughed politely, but something inside him twisted.

It wasn’t the vows. It wasn’t the cake. It was what came after — the lie he’d built everything on, and how tightly it still held him.

He hadn’t meant to hide it from Hannah. Not really. But silence had grown roots. And now — with the guests confirmed and the rings engraved — the truth was buried too deep to dig up.

He took a breath. “I’m gonna head off.”

Jake looked surprised. “Already?”

“Early start tomorrow. Still need to finish my vows.”

Jake clapped him on the back. “Fair. Don’t stress it. She loves you. You’ve got this.”

Brixton Road, 11:01pm

Tom walked alone beneath the orange wash of streetlights, the pavement slick with fine rain. His breath fogged in the air. He passed late-night chicken shops, shuttered barbers, a billboard advertising a Netflix series he’d never watch.

Their flat was just around the corner. But he didn’t turn left.

He stopped.
Paused.
Looked further down the street.

Lucy’s place.

Three doors down. Same bricks, same builders, same creaking sash windows. But different rules.

That’s where Hannah had gone — a little pre-wedding tradition: not spending the last night together. She and Lucy had planned a low-key drink near Brockwell Park. A bottle of wine. Some girl talk.

Earlier, Lucy had messaged the group chat:
Still out. Might not make it back. This guy is fit. Sorry babe x

Hannah had replied:
No worries! Catch up with an old friend anyway. I’ll head back early and crash xx

He’d read it, smiled at it, and never thought twice.

Now he did.

He told himself the house would be empty. That no one would ever know.

Lucy’s house, 11:13pm

The key was still under the mat.

He picked it up slowly, wondering — for the first time — whether it had been left there on purpose.

His hands shook as he slid it into the lock.

Inside: darkness. Stillness. A faint scent of citrus, lavender… and Hannah — her perfume, her moisturiser, her warmth baked into the walls.

Upstairs, the door to Lucy’s spare room was ajar. He nudged it open.

And there it was.

The dress.

No bag. No plastic. No barrier. Just white lace and satin and a silent dare.

It seemed to glow in the shadows.

He stared. Swallowed.

And reached for the zip.

Meanwhile…

Hannah laughed, wrapping her arms around the woman at the bar. Sarah. She hadn’t seen her in years — not since university, when they’d been inseparable.

Lucy was still flirting with some guy — handsome, but definitely not her type.

Hannah yawned. Her feet ached. Her wine buzz was wearing off. And Lucy had clearly found company for the night.

She checked her phone. No missed calls. No messages from Tom.

Across the room, Lucy glanced over — and smiled.

It lingered.

Hannah smiled back.

She didn’t say goodbye. Just gave Lucy a little wave, slung her coat over one arm, and stepped out into the night. Her heels tapped sharply on the wet pavement.

Lucy’s house, 11:34pm

He didn’t look like himself in the mirror.

The dress hugged him too perfectly. The corset carved out a waist that wasn’t his. The lipstick sat too well on his mouth. He’d slipped into the heels — Hannah’s — and his legs looked longer, leaner, more feminine.

He moved like he’d done this before.

Because he had.

But not like this. Not with the full fantasy. Not with the dress.

His cock pulsed against the satin.

He was trembling.

He stared at the mirror, touched his cheek, then brought a red-nailed finger slowly to his lips.

Behind him — a floorboard creaked.

His stomach dropped.

He turned — stiff, terrified — and there she was.

Hannah.

Standing in the doorway. Rain still on her coat. Eyes sharp. Smile wicked.

She looked him over, arms folded.

“I wasn’t going to let you wear it,” she said, voice low, “until our wedding night.”


Chapter Two: Unveiled

Tom didn’t move.

He couldn’t.

His legs — bare beneath the dress — had gone numb. The lipstick on his mouth suddenly felt loud. Too loud. The mirror behind him showed the truth too clearly: a man in white, in heels, trembling like a schoolgirl caught in her mother’s wardrobe.

Hannah stepped into the room.

Her footsteps were slow. Precise. Soft like silk, sharp like teeth.

She said nothing. Just circled him — slowly, deliberately — like a sculptor inspecting her creation.

Her gaze drifted down his body: the half-fastened zip, the stretched seams, the bulge in the satin where his cock pressed, pulsing.

She didn’t mention it.

“Did you plan this?” she asked at last.

Tom opened his mouth. Nothing came out. His throat burned.

She tilted her head. “I said — did you plan this?”

“No,” he managed. “I… I didn’t mean—”

“—to get caught?”

He nodded.

She smiled. “Then you’re lucky I came back early.”

She stepped closer — close enough for him to feel her breath.

“I wonder what would’ve happened,” she whispered, “if it had been Lucy who walked in. Or her flatmate. Or maybe that cute guy she left with.”

Tom flushed. His breathing came fast and shallow.

She leaned in and kissed his cheek — soft, slow — then wiped her lips with one red-tipped finger.

“You used my lipstick,” she said, smirking. “Sloppy.”

He dropped his gaze.

“Look at me.”

He obeyed.

“Is this who you are?”

He hesitated. Swallowed hard. “Sometimes.”

She nodded, thoughtful now. Then moved behind him.

Her hands brushed his waist. Slid down his hips. Lower.

Tom gasped.

His cock jumped beneath the satin.

“I always wondered,” she murmured, “why those heels were wearing out faster than they should.”

Her hands came up. Found the zip.

She drew it the rest of the way up — slow, final, sealing him in.

Then she leaned in and kissed his neck.

“You’ve got good taste,” she said softly. “But this dress doesn’t belong to you. Not really.”

Tom’s breath caught.

She moved back around to face him. Lifted his chin with her fingers.

“I should be furious,” she said. “But I’m not. Because this?” She smiled. “This changes everything.”

“Please,” he whispered. “I didn’t— I don’t—”

“You didn’t tell me,” she cut in. “But that’s okay. I don’t mind secrets.”

She leaned closer. Her voice dropped.

“I just prefer to be the one keeping them.”

Then — without breaking eye contact — she unbuckled the belt from her coat.


Chapter Three: Borrowed

Tom stood frozen. The dress pressed tight against his chest, boning biting into his ribs. Hannah held the belt — long, black leather — loose in one hand, like she was weighing him against it.

“I’ve never seen you like this,” she said, circling him slowly. “So obedient. So quiet.”

He didn’t speak. Couldn’t.

She stepped closer. Her voice dropped, warm and low.

“Do you like how it feels? The lace? The heels? My dress rubbing your cock?”

He nodded — small, helpless.

Her hand moved down the satin. Found the bulge. Pressed.

Tom whimpered. His knees wobbled.

“Oh, you really do,” she smiled. “That’s good. That means you’ll remember tonight.”

She stepped back, letting him breathe — barely.

“Turn around. Face the mirror.”

He obeyed.

His reflection was a mess: smeared makeup, wrinkled fabric, hard and pulsing beneath the tight dress. A ruined bride.

“Hands behind your back.”

He complied.

She tied his wrists with the belt — not brutal, but snug enough to remind him he wasn’t in control. His arms strained. His chest arched forward.

“Now listen,” she said evenly. “If I’m going to marry you, I need to know what I’m really getting. No more playing innocent. No more secrets while I’m at work.”

She leaned in, breath hot against his ear.

“I want you to earn the right to marry me.”

He whimpered. Wasn’t sure if it was fear or desire.

“You’re going to walk back to the flat. In the heels. In the dress. In full makeup. And I’ll be right behind you. If anyone sees…” She grinned. “You’re just a bride running late.”

“Hannah—”

She kissed him again. Then pulled out her phone.

He watched her thumbs dance across the screen.

Chime.

She held up the screen.

Lucy: Hey, not coming back tonight — bride emergency 😉 wish me luck! x

His stomach twisted. “What did you just do?”

“Let Lucy know I’m not coming back.” A beat. “She knows what that means.”

He stared.

She untied the belt. His arms dropped to his sides, light and useless.

“Now be a good girl,” she said, stepping aside. “And walk.”

He hesitated. The silence pressed in.

Her voice turned sharp. “Would you rather I dragged you through Brixton in that dress?”

He moved.

One step. Then another. Down the stairs. Every board groaned. Every heel click felt like a gunshot.

Outside, the night was darker now. Colder.

Tom stepped onto the street in her wedding dress — hem swaying, heels unsteady. Every window a watcher. Every parked car, a mirror.

Behind him, the door clicked shut.

Then he heard it: the lock turning.

And her footsteps.


Chapter Four: Something Blue

Tom walked the longest fifty feet of his life.

The dress clung to his thighs with each step, tight satin dragging like guilt. The heels bit into his arches. His cock throbbed against the fabric, locked between pressure and shame.

Every sound felt amplified — the tick of a passing bike, a fox rustling in bins, the faint rattle of wind through cracked sash windows. But above all, the sound of his heels clicking on wet pavement — sharp, damning, unmistakably feminine.

It wasn’t far to their flat. Just a few doors. A handful of seconds. But his body screamed with the danger of it.

One curtain twitch. One light flicked on. One voice from a window.

Behind him, Hannah walked like she owned the night. Calm. Deliberate.

“You really do walk beautifully,” she said — not quietly. “Such a natural sway in your hips.”

He flinched.

“Honestly,” she added, “I think you’ve practised this more than your vows.”

He didn’t reply. Couldn’t. His mouth was dry. His heart pounded behind his ribs like fists on a locked door.

She let the silence stretch. Then:

“You’re dripping through the satin.”

Inside the flat.

He nearly stumbled.

The door closed behind them. The lock clicked.

Hannah didn’t speak. She hung her coat. Stepped out of her heels.

Tom stood in the centre of the hallway, trembling. Stiff.

She passed him slowly, trailing a finger across his hip as she did.

“Upstairs. Don’t run. Don’t look back.”

He obeyed.

In the bedroom, she flicked on the low lamp. The room felt too warm. Close. It smelled of her — perfume, skin, control.

“Don’t take the dress off,” she said.

He froze, hands halfway to the zip.

“Not yet,” she added. “I want you to feel what it’s like to be mine in it.”

She moved behind him again. Tugged the zip the rest of the way up. Her hands traced his waist, curved around his hips, cupped him from behind.

“You looked so pretty in the mirror,” she whispered. “So desperate. I could’ve watched you for hours.”

“I—” he began, but she seized his chin.

“No.”

He stilled.

“This is how you spend your last night as a free man?” she murmured. “On your knees, in my dress, begging to be fucked?”

His breath caught.

She guided him to the bed. Pressed him down to his knees.

“Show me,” she said. “Show me what you are.”

He looked up at her — flushed, trembling, humiliated.

“I’m yours,” he whispered. “Your… bride.”

Her smile was slow. Cruel.

“Good boy.”

She made him undress for her.

Not quickly. Not all at once.

One piece at a time.

“Hand it to me,” she said, as he peeled off the gloves.

“Fold it,” she said, when he hesitated with the dress.

When he was naked but for the heels, the garter, and his ruined makeup, she sat on the edge of the bed and inspected him.

“Open your legs,” she said.

He did.

She traced a finger up the inside of his thigh — slow, deliberate. His cock twitched uselessly.

“So worked up,” she murmured. “All that satin and lipstick and bridal lace… and now look at you. Dripping on my sheets.”

She stood, walked to the drawer, and returned with a black strap-on — thick, glossy, curved just enough to make him flinch.

She took her time tightening the harness, adjusting it like she was dressing for an occasion.

“Stay right there,” she said. “You don’t move until I tell you.”

He watched in silence, heart racing, thighs trembling.

When she turned back to him, the look in her eyes made his whole body tense.

“On your back. Legs up.”

He obeyed, spreading himself wide.

“Good bride.”

She climbed between his legs and held the dildo against his hole, not pushing, just resting there.

“Take a breath,” she whispered.

Then she pushed.

It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t romantic. It was a claiming.

He moaned, eyes wide, body arching.

“Shhh,” she whispered. “Brides don’t complain.”

She started to fuck him — slow at first, then deeper. Harder. She pressed one hand to his chest to pin him down. With the other, she reached between his legs and gripped his leaking cock.

“This is mine now,” she said, stroking just enough to tease. “All of it.”

He whimpered. Panted. Bucked.

She bent low, whispered filth in his ear.

“This is the only way you’ll ever come again. Laying on your back in a dress. Fucked like a toy. Used like a little hole.”

He cried out.

She didn't stop.

“You should be grateful,” she said. “Most brides don’t get to feel this.”

Her thrusts grew brutal. Relentless.

His whole body shook. His cock pulsed between them, slick with precum, twitching with need.

She grinned, stroking him harder, faster — then suddenly stopped.

“Not yet,” she said.

He groaned.

“Beg.”

“Please,” he whispered. “Please let me come.”

“Not like that.”

He whimpered. “Please, Mistress… I’m your bride, your toy, your fuckpet — anything. Just please…”

She kissed him, hard. Then drove back into him with a moan of her own.

Her grip returned to his cock — faster now, crueler.

“Then come like the filthy little slut you are,” she hissed.

He screamed. His body spasmed. Cum shot across his belly and chest, hot and violent — a ruined, desperate orgasm that left him hollow and gasping.

She didn’t stop.

She kept fucking him through it, mercilessly, grinding the toy against his prostate until he was writhing, crying, overstimulated and broken.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “You’re mine now. Every inch.”

When she finally pulled out, he was twitching, leaking, ruined.

She kissed his temple. “Now let’s make it permanent.”

She reached for the cage. Small. Stainless steel. Unforgiving.

“No more stroking. No more slipping into my clothes when I’m out. No more pretending.”

She slid the ring around his balls, fit the cage over his cock — still soft, spent, unable to resist.

Click.

“There,” she said. “Locked. Until our honeymoon ends.”

She kissed him gently, then rolled over, turning out the light.

“Sleep well, my bride.”

“Tomorrow, we say our vows.”


Chapter Five: The Wedding

Tom woke to silence.

Sunlight spilled through the curtains in thin stripes, soft and yellow against the crumpled sheets. The other side of the bed was cold. The air still smelled of her — perfume, sweat, control.

He reached for his phone.

9:14am.
No new messages.

He blinked, groggy. And then it hit him — not memory, but sensation.

The ache.

Between his legs, the cage pressed firm and inescapable against his skin. Not a dream. Not a game. Still locked. Still hers.

He reached under the sheet. Touched the metal. Tried, gently, to shift it. No give. Only the dull throb of restraint, already swelling with morning heat.

She was gone.

He sat up.

In the bathroom, the mirror was still fogged from her earlier shower — but in the centre, written in lipstick through the steam, were two perfect words:

LOCKED & LOVED

His stomach flipped.

Back in the bedroom, everything had been laid out: his suit. His shirt. Shoes polished to a mirror shine. Cufflinks placed just so on the dresser. She’d done it all before leaving. Quietly. Deliberately.

On top of the shirt was a handwritten note:

My love,
You’re not the groom anymore. Just the gift.
Don’t be late. I’ll be watching every step.
— H x

Tom stood there, naked but for the cage and the memory of last night, staring at the words like they might burn his hands.

He took a deep breath.
Then stepped into the shower.

10:22am

He dried himself carefully. Avoided looking down. His chest was smooth — shaved. His thighs, too. He hadn’t even noticed her doing it.

The razor sat beside the sink, wiped clean.

A pair of black silk briefs sat folded on the towel rail — hers. Not boxers. No other underwear in sight.

He put them on.

Then the shirt. The tie. The trousers.

Dressing around the cage was an exercise in shame. The waistband tugged wrong. His arousal sat visibly out of place. He shifted. Adjusted. Failed.

It didn’t matter.
He was hers now.
This was what she wanted.

11:17am

A knock at the door.

“Mate?” Jake’s voice. “Cab’s here in fifteen. You good?”

Tom swallowed. “Yeah. Nearly ready.”

“Want me to come in?”

“No!” Too sharp. He softened. “No — I’m good. Just… finishing up.”

A pause. Then Jake’s voice again, joking: “You sure you’re not having a last-minute panic wank?”

Tom laughed, hollow. “Something like that.”

Footsteps moved away.

He checked his reflection one last time.

Hair: tidy.
Tie: perfect.
Cock: caged.

The bride was ready.

His phone buzzed. A message from Hannah.

Hannah 💍: Don’t forget whose you are. See you at the altar, my sweet thing. X


Chapter Six: The Ceremony

Tom stood at the altar, still and sweating.

The registry room in Lambeth Town Hall was hushed, filled with polite expectation. Rows of friends and family turned in their seats as the string quartet began something soft and syrupy.

Jake stood beside him, whispering something about deep breaths. Tom wasn’t listening.

The collar of his shirt was tight. The suit jacket itched. The cage beneath his trousers pressed with every heartbeat — unforgiving, hard, a silent witness to everything they’d done. Every movement reminded him: he wasn’t the man they thought he was.

He wasn’t even a groom anymore.
He was the bride’s possession.
Gift-wrapped. Sealed. Denied.

A murmur ran through the room.

He looked up.

And there she was.

Hannah entered, arm in arm with her father, her dress radiant — not the one he’d ruined, but another entirely. This one shimmered like cream poured over gold. Her hair was soft. Her eyes locked onto his and didn’t let go.

She smiled — not too broadly. Not showy.
Just enough for him to feel it behind his ribs.

When she reached him, she took his hands in hers. Her fingers were warm. Steady.

“You look nervous,” she whispered, eyes glittering. “You should be.”

The officiant spoke, but it all blurred.

Something about love. Partnership. Commitment. Tom nodded in the right places, said “I do” when prompted, and tried not to shift too much as the cage pushed against the seam of his trousers.

Then it was Hannah’s turn.

She took the little card from her cleavage — bold, cheeky, entirely her — and cleared her throat.

“I was going to write something traditional,” she began, “but… we’re not really that kind of couple.”

A polite ripple of laughter from the guests.

She smiled sweetly.

“Tom, I promise to love you, cherish you, guide you, and… when needed… keep you firmly in your place.”

He felt his knees weaken.

“I vow to hold the key to your heart — and everything else — with care and absolute control.”

Jake laughed beside him. A few guests did too.
Only Hannah’s eyes told the real joke.

“I vow to support you through all life’s twists, turns… and restrictions.”

More chuckles. She smiled again, perfectly innocent.

“I vow to be your partner in every way — except, perhaps, when it comes to letting you have your way.”

Tom’s breath caught.

“And I promise,” she finished, “that while our honeymoon may be short… your wait will be long.”

That one earned real laughter. The perfect touch of bridal wit.

Only he knew what it meant.

She kissed his cheek when the vows were over — sweet, proper, bridal.

But her hand on his arm gave him one last squeeze.
Right above the cage.


Something Blue…


Chapter One: Departure

He should have asked more questions.

Tom shuffled forward in the boarding queue, hoodie clinging to his damp back, cock already aching inside its cage. Deep inside, the plug sat silent. Waiting.

He glanced sideways at Hannah, who stood beside him, scrolling casually through her phone.

They were flying to Inverness. He knew that much. But he didn’t know why. She’d insisted on planning the honeymoon. Told him she had it “completely under control.”

He didn’t know why… or what he’d agreed to.

He hadn’t dared press.

Now he wished he had.

The boarding gate beeped. Hannah stepped forward, flashing her passport and boarding pass with an easy smile. She was radiant. She moved like nothing could touch her—and everything already belonged to her. No one around them would ever guess what she’d done to him the night before… or what he was still wearing under his jeans.

Tom followed, his hands trembling slightly as he held out his documents. The agent barely looked. He walked the jet bridge in silence, heart hammering.

That’s when she did it.

A low buzz, deep in his arse.

He stumbled—just one step—but the woman ahead glanced back, frowning.

He bit his lip. Swallowed hard.

Beside him, Hannah didn’t break stride. She kept walking—smooth, elegant—her phone in one hand, sunglasses in the other.

"Don’t embarrass yourself,” she said under her breath, smiling at a passing attendant. “People are looking.”

“Do you want them to see what you are right now?”

The plug buzzed again—longer this time, a throbbing ripple that made his knees go weak.

He gasped softly. His cock surged pointlessly inside the cage, straining against cold, unforgiving metal.

“Poor thing,” she added sweetly. “You’re lucky you didn’t get caught in security. I wouldn’t have been there to hide your dirty little secrets.”

The cabin smelled of fabric softener and stale coffee. The engines hummed beneath them, loud and steady—the perfect cover.

Tom had the middle seat. Trapped between Hannah and a man in a grey suit who immediately donned noise-cancelling headphones and opened his Financial Times.

Hannah smiled like she was enjoying the legroom.

Tom could barely breathe.

The seatbelt light chimed. The engines rose in pitch. And with it—bzzz—so did the plug.

He twitched violently. No one noticed. The noise swallowed it.

Hannah opened her phone again. Tapped something.

The plug buzzed harder. Longer. Pulsing like it had a cruel brain of its own. And it had only one thought: ruin.

Tom’s hands gripped the tray table in front of him. His mouth opened, then closed again. Sweat pricked the back of his neck.

“You’re doing so well,” she whispered, voice dripping with mock praise, turning toward him, her breath brushing his ear. “You should thank me for the engine noise. No one can hear how needy you are.”

The plug stopped. He exhaled sharply. Too sharply.

She raised an eyebrow. “Control yourself.”

An hour passed like that.

No rhythm. No pattern. Just sudden waves of stimulation, all hidden beneath the steady roar of jet engines and the soft chatter of strangers.

Hannah read a novel. Sipped ginger ale. Checked her watch.

And every ten minutes, she rewarded him—or punished him—depending on how she framed it.

Tom stayed rock hard in the cage. Throbbing. Swollen. Denied.

Once, during a particularly cruel burst, the man in the grey suit glanced over.

Tom was red-faced, shaking.

“You alright, mate?”

Tom nodded too quickly. “Yeah. Just… turbulence.”

The man shrugged. “Didn’t feel anything.”

Hannah stifled a laugh.

An hour in, she finally leaned over again.

“Oh, by the way,” she said, voice casual, “I packed for both of us.”

Tom turned. “You… what?”

“You didn’t think I’d let you bring anything of your own, did you?”

She smiled sweetly, then lowered her voice to a breathy whisper.

“Let’s just say your outfits are… themed.”

His stomach flipped.

“I picked them with care. Blue latex. Vinyl maid uniforms. Thigh-high boots. Gloves up to your shoulders. And something new I’m excited to try. I’ll let you guess.”

He stared at her, horrified. Aroused. Trapped.

She sipped her drink.

“Oh, and no jeans. No trousers. No boxers. Just what you deserve.”

The plug gave a long, slow thrum.

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

By the time they landed, Tom’s legs were shaking. The cage had pinched him raw. His cock had gone through hours of torture—desperate for release, denied at every turn.

At baggage reclaim, Hannah strolled to the carousel like nothing was out of the ordinary.

Tom followed, trying not to limp.

She retrieved their case—a sleek black spinner, padlocked. He had no idea what was inside. Only that none of it belonged to who he used to be.

Outside arrivals, a woman stood with a small black sign. The lettering was elegant, gold-foiled:

Hannah & the Bride

Tom froze.

“That’s us,” Hannah said brightly.

The woman smiled and gestured to a waiting car—sleek, tinted, silent.

Tom climbed in behind Hannah.

As the doors shut, she leaned in and whispered, “Ready to meet your new instructors?”

The car pulled away.

And Tom realised something terrible.

They weren’t here to relax.

They were here to train.


Chapter Two: The Arrival

The sky darkened the further north they drove. Grey bled into grey—first drizzle, then fog, then nothing but swirling mist and the occasional smear of coastline glimpsed through rain-slicked windows.

Tom sat in silence, muscles sore from tension. The plug had gone mercifully quiet since they left Inverness, but the ache remained—a slow burn in his thighs, a throbbing pressure in his locked cock. Across from him, Hannah scrolled idly on her phone, calm as ever.

“We’re almost there,” she said brightly, not looking up.

“Where is there?” Tom asked, his voice hoarse.

She smiled faintly.

“You’ll see. If you behave.”

Outside, the narrow road twisted inland, flanked by wind-battered heather and crumbling stone walls. They passed no houses. No signs. Just endless, empty land.

Then—out of the mist—it emerged.

A castle.

Dark stone, long and low. Not grand in the Disney sense, but older. More real. A hunting lodge turned fortress. Slate roofs. Iron lanterns. Gravel courtyard. The sort of place that felt cut off from time—and from consequences.

As the car pulled in, Tom’s stomach twisted.

There were other cars.

At least six. Black, identical, engines still ticking.

And from each, a couple emerged.

Or rather—a woman emerged confidently, while her partner staggered, wide-eyed, trembling.

Men in smart clothes with flushed faces, awkward steps, and the unmistakable tension of being plugged and helpless beneath the surface. One wore a cock cage visible through linen trousers. Another’s makeup was already running. A third was biting his lip so hard it had bled.

All of them buzzing. All of them desperate.

All of them owned.

Tom tried to step out of the car and stumbled. The plug flared to life again—a harsh jolt that made his hips twitch.

Hannah caught him by the elbow.

“Careful,” she said lightly. “Wouldn’t want the others thinking you can’t handle your new life.”

He looked around.

One of the women—tall, red-haired, boots to the thigh—smirked at him. Her husband clutched the car door, panting.

Another couple passed silently. The woman had a crop in one hand. The man’s wrists were cuffed, hidden under the sleeves of his coat.

This wasn’t a resort.

It was a conversion centre.

A ceremony of sorts.

And he was one of the offerings.

The front doors creaked open.

Inside: candlelight, oak beams, velvet drapes. Somewhere between a lodge and a church—but nothing holy.

A figure stepped forward onto the landing above the grand entrance hall.

Tall. Dressed in flowing black. Leather gloves. A mask like an antique mourning veil.

Her voice rang out, clear and feminine—sharp as a bell and just as cold.

“Welcome, brides.”

The room went silent.

“I am the Grand Mistress,” she continued. “Mistress of the Lodge. Mistress of your pleasure. Mistress of your failure.”

She descended slowly, heels clicking on stone.

“You have not come here by choice. You were chosen. Selected. Claimed by the women who love you enough to expose your truth. To own it. To shape it.”

She walked among them now. Ran a gloved hand down a trembling man’s chest. Tugged a chain from beneath another’s shirt.

“You are here to be unmade.”

She smiled.

“And rebuilt.”

The plug buzzed again. Tom gasped. He wasn’t the only one.

The Grand Mistress turned toward him.

“You are newlyweds,” she said, tilting her head at Hannah. “How… poetic.”

Hannah smiled. “I wanted to give him the perfect start.”

The Grand Mistress’s gaze landed on Tom. “And what colour did you bring him in?”

Hannah stepped forward. “He’s my something blue.”

A few of the other women chuckled. One patted her husband mockingly on the head.

“Blue it is,” the Grand Mistress said. “Each of your sissies will receive a colour. A role. A path. Something they will grow into.”

She turned, her voice rising again.

“Tonight, you will be settled into your quarters. Tomorrow, the lessons begin.”

Tom’s heart thudded.

The Grand Mistress raised a hand.

“Each bride,” she said, “will unpack her sissy’s wardrobe. No men’s clothing is permitted on these grounds. Only what your mistress has deemed fitting.”

Hannah’s eyes glinted. Tom thought of the boots. The gloves. The apron.

The plug throbbed again, as if to underscore the point.

“One more thing,” the Grand Mistress added, turning slowly on her heel. “You are not here to relax. You are here to become.”

She let the word hang.

“And tonight, your first test awaits.”

A ripple of tension passed through the room. The plugged husbands squirmed. A few of the women smiled, visibly excited.

“We’ll be hosting an introductory drinks reception this evening,” the Grand Mistress continued. “All brides and all sissies are required to attend—properly presented.”

She looked directly at Tom.

“That means dressed, plugged, painted, and pleasing.”

Gasps. Whimpers. Moans—stifled, but obvious.

“You will mingle. You will curtsey. You will serve. The Lodge is watching.”

She stepped back.

“Disobedience is delicious. But failure…” A pause. “Failure will cost you more than you can imagine.”

She clapped once, sharp and final.

“Brides, claim your suites. You have two hours to prepare your playthings. I suggest you make them beautiful.”


Chapter Three: The Trunk

The door closed with a final click.

Tom stood frozen.

The suite was decadent—stone walls, candlelight, a four-poster bed dressed in navy silk. But all he could see was the trunk at its foot. Leather-bound. Brass-edged. A pale blue ribbon tied to the handle like a wedding gift.

Hannah approached it slowly. She crouched, turned the key, and opened the lid.

Tom swallowed hard.

Inside was no ordinary suitcase. No pyjamas. No toiletries. No male clothing of any kind.

Instead: a fantasy, assembled with precision.

A gleaming royal blue leather corset, heavy and stiff. Thigh-high stiletto boots, lacquered to a mirror shine. Armpit-length leather gloves, soft and threatening. A frilly leather maid’s dress, trimmed in white lace. Royal blue knickers, decadent and obscene. And at the very bottom: a blonde bob wig, the cut severe, with a blunt fringe.

Hannah turned toward him and smiled.

"Undress. Now."

Tom hesitated.

Buzz.

The plug inside him thrummed to life, deep and merciless. He gasped, stumbling forward as the pain-pleasure lanced up his spine.

“Too slow,” she said, coolly. “Do you need help, my little bride?”

He shook his head and tore off his jumper. His jeans. His underwear. Until he stood exposed—caged, plugged, shaking.

She stepped behind him. Ran a single finger down the back of his thigh. “We don’t have much time,” she murmured. “You need to be perfect for the reception.”

He wanted to speak. To ask what was happening. Who these people were. What came next.

But she was already dressing him.

The Transformation

First came the white stockings, sheer and gleaming, pulled tight and clipped to a bridal garter belt.

Next: shapewear. Thick, squeezing panels wrapped around his waist and hips, reshaping him. Padding exaggerated his arse and thighs until he looked obscenely curvy—pornographic, almost cartoonish.

She made him step into the royal blue frilly knickers—which sat like a whisper over the cage. Decorative. Pointless.

Then came the leather corset.

She fastened it around his ribs and began to lace. Inch by inch, it crushed his torso inward, thrusting his fake tits forward, forcing his posture upright and helpless.

“You’ll wear this for the duration,” she said flatly, pulling the final knot. “It’s part of who you are now.”

Tom whimpered.

Next, the French maid’s dress.

It was leather, too—gleaming, deep blue, cut indecently short with puffed sleeves and lace trim. The frills bounced with every movement. The skirt barely covered the tops of the thighs.

She zipped him in and stepped back to admire her work.

“I think I’ll call this look ‘Slut Reception.’”

Then came the boots.

She helped him step into them—tight, sky-high, painfully elegant. Blue leather stilettos, rising past his thighs, hugging his padded legs like a second skin. The heels were seven inches, with no platform. Walking would be agony.

And finally: the wig.

Blonde. Sleek. A shoulder-length bob with a blunt fringe. It transformed him. Softened him. Made him ridiculous. Made him hers.

She painted his face next—slutty, severe.

Thick black lashes. Glittered eyeshadow. Harsh blush. Candy-pink lipstick, glossy and overdrawn. He looked like a blow-up doll abandoned at a bachelorette party.

When she was done, she turned him to the mirror.

Tom stared.

The figure staring back was not a man.

It was a sissy maid-bride, gagging for attention. Curvy. Glossy. Tightly wrapped and caged.

“This,” Hannah said softly, brushing a hair from his cheek, “is what I married.”

The plug buzzed again. He moaned.

“And now,” she added, holding out a silver tray, “you’ll be serving drinks.”

The Reception

The great hall was candlelit and echoing, with towering windows and dark tapestries. A quartet played something cold and elegant near the fire.

Tom entered on Hannah’s arm.

He was not alone.

The other sissies were already there, each dressed more ridiculously than the last. Pastel corsets. Latex maids. Sissy ballerinas. Baby-blue brides with pacifiers.

But Tom—Blue—shone.

The boots caught the candlelight like mirrors. The leather dress creaked obscenely. The wig gleamed. His arse swayed with every forced step.

All eyes turned.

He was the new one. And clearly, the favourite.

Hannah handed him a tray.

“You spill a single drop,” she whispered, “and you’re getting plugged with something larger.”

Tom nodded, nearly crying.

He tottered into the crowd, thighs trembling, heels clicking, cock pulsing inside its cage.

The plug buzzed again—only when he was speaking to people. His sentences faltered. Glasses trembled in his hands.

A woman with riding boots and a martini glass tugged his frilly skirt aside and peeked at the knickers.

“Oh yes,” she purred. “She’s trained him properly.”

Another Mistress stroked the seam of his boots and said to her sissy, “This is what I meant when I said effort, darling.”

Hannah, meanwhile, glided through the crowd with a drink in hand, taking compliments.

“Is that real leather?” one woman asked.

“All of it,” Hannah replied. “Inside and out.”

They both laughed.

Tom served another drink. The plug flared. He nearly dropped the tray.

Then—silence fell.

The Grand Mistress entered.

Tall. Veiled. Black leather gloves folded behind her back.

She walked directly to Tom, eyes locked.

“So,” she said, circling him. “You’re the bride in blue.”

He tried to curtsey. Failed. Wobbled.

She lifted his chin with one finger.

“A little clumsy,” she said, “but visually… divine.”

She turned to Hannah.

“You have good taste. He’ll go far.”

“I expect nothing less,” Hannah said.

The Grand Mistress leaned in, whispered in Tom’s ear:

“Tomorrow, you will speak your vows.”

She pressed something into his hand: a folded note.

“Memorise it.”

Then she was gone.

Later, in the suite, Hannah stripped him slowly.

She left on the gloves. The wig. The corset. The boots.

She made him kneel and recite the first line of the card.

He read, voice shaking:

“My name is Blue. I am my wife’s bride, toy, and property. I exist to be used…”

“Stop,” she said.

She stroked the cage once.

“You’ll get the rest right by morning.”

She climbed into bed, turned out the light, and left him kneeling on the floor.

The plug pulsed once.

He moaned in the dark.


Chapter Four: Breakfast with the Brides

The bells rang at 7am.

Not the soft chime of an alarm, but a sharp, metallic clang that echoed through the stone halls of the retreat like a summons. Tom jolted awake—or rather, stirred from where he’d been kneeling all night on the padded floor mat at the foot of Hannah’s bed.

His thighs ached. His back spasmed. The plug throbbed silently inside him. And his cage… still locked. Still swollen. Still helpless.

On the bed, Hannah stretched lazily and yawned.

“Good morning, Blue,” she purred. “Ready to serve?”

Tom opened his mouth to reply, but her hand was already holding up the note.

“Recite.”

He swallowed.

“My name is Blue. I am my wife’s bride, toy, and property. I exist to be used. Please… teach me everything.”

She nodded, satisfied.

“You’ll say that again in a moment. But this time, in front of company.”

Downstairs, the dining hall was candlelit and echoing with quiet humiliation.

The sissy brides stood in a line.

Not seated. Not served. Lined up like livestock—trays in hand, skirts smoothed, plugs locked firmly in place. Some wobbled in impossible heels. Some kept their eyes on the floor. One of them whimpered softly each time her Mistress passed behind her.

Tom—Blue—stood at the end of the line.

His boots gleamed. His corset bit into his ribs. His frilly apron had been freshly tied.

And now… they were all watching.

At the centre of the head table sat the Grand Mistress, flanked by six Mistresses in jewel-toned gowns. Each one had brought a sissy. Each one had expectations.

“Breakfast,” the Grand Mistress announced, “is not simply about food.”

She stood.

“It is about presentation. Ritual. Obedience. Today, each bride will be introduced—by name, colour, and purpose.”

Tom’s stomach dropped.

She pointed to the far left of the line. A sissy in purple latex stepped forward. Her Mistress whispered something in her ear, and she curtseyed low.

“My name is Lilac,” she said, voice trembling. “I am my Mistress’s silent little helper. I exist to serve her tea, clean her feet, and smile prettily when she mocks me.”

Laughter from the table. Approval.

Another step forward. Another confession.

“I am Candyfloss. I serve cock, cake, and compliments.”

“I am Dahlia. I am here to be broken in heels.”

“I am Cherry. I was brought for training, punishment, and display.”

Then it was Tom’s turn.

Hannah didn’t say anything. She just tilted her head.

Tom stepped forward.

His knees wobbled. His boots were heavy. His whole body burned under layers of leather and shame.

He curtseyed.

“My name is Blue,” he said, his voice barely holding. “I am my wife’s bride, toy, and property. I exist to be used.”

He paused.

And then added, voice cracking:

“Please… teach me everything.”

The Grand Mistress smiled.

“Good boy.”

A round of gentle applause followed. Not polite. Possessive.

“You will now serve your Mistresses,” the Grand Mistress said. “Refill their flutes. Kiss their hands. Be grateful for their attention.”

Tom moved like a machine.

He poured champagne, bowed low, kissed the ringed hands of strangers. One Mistress slid a hand under his skirt and flicked the edge of the plug. Another snapped a photo and said, “For the training archive.”

Each task was a test. Every brush of lace, every balancing act with the tray, every whispered command.

Tom saw how the others moved. Some curtseyed after every task. Some only when praised. One sissy, trembling in ballet heels, was forced to lick the spilled juice off a Mistress’s boot.

Hannah sipped her mimosa and watched him. Not smiling. Not cold. Just evaluating.

When he finally reached her, he held the tray in shaking hands.

“Refill me,” she said.

He did.

“Kiss my hand.”

He obeyed.

“Now tell them what you told me last night.”

He blinked. Then:

“I want to be your bride. Your slut. Your property. I want to be locked and used and laughed at.”

The hall went quiet.

Then the Grand Mistress stood once more.

“Sissy Blue,” she said, “you’ve shown potential. You may kneel.”

He dropped instantly, the leather boots creaking beneath him.

“You are no longer Tom. You are not male. You are not free. You are in training.”

Her voice rang out.

“Let the conditioning begin.”


Chapter Five: Training Day One

The bell rang again. But this time, it wasn’t a summons.

It was a command.

“Sissies to the hall,” came the voice over the tannoy. Calm. Sharp. Female. “Shoes on. Collars fastened. Plugs checked.”

Blue stood in front of the mirror, trembling.

Hannah hadn’t spoken since breakfast.

She had dressed him silently: white frilled stockings, a blue leather posture collar, a sheer blue latex catsuit stretched over shapewear, and—of course—the boots. Always the boots. They defined him now. They exaggerated every step into a performance.

At the last moment, she handed him a leather harness.

“No knickers today,” she said simply. “Let them see.”

The hall was no longer the dining room.

Overnight, it had transformed.

The chandeliers were dimmed. The mirrors were covered. The stone floor had been marked out into a grid—like a ballroom crossed with a prison yard. At the far end, an enormous leather throne sat empty.

Blue took his place at the back, behind the other sissies.

Lilac. Candyfloss. Dahlia. Cherry. Each now in tighter outfits. Some gagged. Some plugged more cruelly than before. Each collared. Each silent.

The Grand Mistress entered.

But this time she wasn’t alone.

Behind her walked Mistress Vira, tall, dark-skinned, commanding, with a red crop in hand and a sissy on a leash. The sissy wore ballet boots, a rubber hood, and a sign around their neck: “Graduate.”

Gasps.

“She used to be just like you,” the Grand Mistress said, gesturing to the hooded girl. “Now she trains others.”

Mistress Vira smiled.

“She doesn’t speak,” she said. “She demonstrates. Watch.”

And with that, the Graduate took centre stage.

Vira clicked her fingers once. The Graduate dropped instantly into a spread-knee pose, hands open, back arched. She rose again, balanced on her impossible heels, arms out in a perfect feminine stance. She turned. She curtseyed. She smiled—or tried to, under the gag.

“Posture is language,” Vira said. “Every sissy here will learn to speak it.”

The first drill was balance.

Each sissy had to walk across the hall’s grid with a silver drinks tray balanced on their open palms. Heels wobbling. Arms shaking. The Grand Mistress watched from the throne now, noting every falter, every spill, every trembling misstep.

Blue dropped his tray twice.

Once when a nearby Mistress reached out and tugged his plug cord. Once when Lilac tripped and grabbed his arm to steady herself.

Each time, he was punished.

Once with a shock—a brief pulse from the remote plug inside him. The second time, he was made to walk again, this time in silence, tray balanced on his head.

By midday, his thighs were jelly. His calves screamed. His cock pressed painfully against the cage, leaking from the tension, the humiliation, the helplessness.

The Grand Mistress called a break.

Mistresses gathered near the velvet drapes for drinks. Sissies were left in position. No talking. No moving. No relief.

Then, a tap on Blue’s shoulder.

It was Mistress Vira.

“You’re new,” she said, circling him like prey. “I can smell the shame on you.”

Blue couldn’t reply.

“You want to graduate, Blue?”

He nodded.

She leaned in, lips at his ear.

“Then you need to learn that pain is praise, and silence is service. That’s what she wants from you, isn’t it?”

Blue looked across the hall.

Hannah was watching. Her arms folded. A faint smile on her lips.

“She brought you here to be trained,” Vira whispered. “But you’re not the one I’m watching.”

Blue frowned.

Vira stepped back. Her sissy Graduate curtseyed and followed.

That evening, Blue was made to serve dinner in a new uniform—one even shorter, tighter, more revealing than before. The plug was turned to level three. The cage pulsed.

As he poured wine for the Mistresses, the Grand Mistress tapped her glass.

“Some sissies break,” she said. “Some blossom. Some beg.”

She looked directly at Blue.

“You’ll be all three before we’re done.”


Chapter Six: Performance Night

The summons came at dusk.

A silver envelope, slipped under the door of their suite. Embossed with a wax seal in the shape of a corset. Inside: a single card.

Tonight, the sissies will perform.
Attendance is mandatory. So is obedience.
Prepare your property for inspection and use.
– The Grand Mistress

Tom read it aloud. Hannah said nothing. She simply stood, opened the trunk, and began to select the night’s outfit.

“Remove your corset,” she said softly. “You’ll be wearing something tighter.”

The Outfit

Royal blue latex.

Thinner than leather, but shinier. Glossier. Every inch of it clung to him like a second skin. It stretched over his thighs, cupped the plugs that now shaped his every movement, and gleamed beneath the candlelight.

Hannah slipped the boots on next—the same blue stiletto thigh-highs, but this time polished to a mirror finish. The gloves were longer than before—not just armpit-length, but strapped at the shoulder, forcing his arms slightly forward in a posture of offering.

No maid dress tonight.

Just curves. Just control.

She fitted a ring gag between his lips. Tightened the buckle. Smiled.

“Tonight,” she said, “you don’t get to speak. Just show them how much you love it.”

She placed a card into his gloved hand. He read it, jaw tightening around the gag.

Sissy Blue—Property of Hannah Monroe

Plugged. Caged. Obedient.

Please use me.

The Performance Hall

The castle’s ballroom had been stripped of chairs.

Only the central dais remained: a wide platform beneath a massive iron chandelier. The Grand Mistress stood beside it, dressed in black vinyl, her eyes unreadable behind her veil.

Around the edges of the room, the Mistresses gathered.

Each one seated on a throne-like chair, a flute of champagne in one hand, and a sissy at their feet. Some were gagged. Some already weeping. One was naked except for ballet boots and a leash between her teeth.

Blue was led to the dais by Hannah.

His heels clicked like gunshots in the silence.

When he reached the platform, she stopped him. Turned him to face the crowd.

And whispered:

“Show them what you are.”

The Use

The plug came alive first.

Not just buzzing—pulsing, in slow, rhythmic waves. The kind that push against the prostate like it’s a button designed for breaking.

Blue whimpered behind the gag. His knees buckled. The audience leaned in.

The Grand Mistress nodded once.

And Mistress Vira stepped onto the platform.

She carried a black velvet pouch.

From it, she withdrew two objects:

A small vibrating egg, pre-lubed.

A steel-tipped riding crop.

She didn’t speak.

She pressed the egg against Blue’s cage, slipped it beneath the latex thong, and switched it on. It pulsed in counterpoint to the plug—high, sharp, relentless.

Then she walked behind him.

Crack.

The crop landed across his arse. The latex rippled. The crowd gasped.

Blue moaned. His cock surged against the cage. No space. No relief.

Another strike. Then another.

He was swaying now—plug in, egg on, thighs trembling, lips stretched open by the gag. A living toy.

The Grand Mistress turned to the audience.

“This is what a well-prepared bride looks like,” she said calmly. “Overstimulated. Helpless. Gorgeous.”

Mistress Vira crouched in front of Blue. Looked into his eyes.

Then slowly, deliberately, she began to stroke his caged cock through the latex.

The vibrations. The pressure. The gaze.

He was sobbing now—not from pain, but from the unbearable build of pleasure.

Then she leaned in and whispered:

“Come for them, sissy.”

She pressed the crop against his plug.

And he did.

Without permission. Without touching.

He came in the cage—a ruined, shaking, whimpering orgasm that soaked the inside of the latex, left him gasping and swaying, his thighs slick, his knees giving way.

The room erupted in polite applause.

“Good girl,” the Grand Mistress said, raising her glass. “You may thank your Mistress.”

Hannah stepped forward. Removed the gag.

Blue gasped, lips trembling, breath ragged.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he whispered.

She kissed his cheek.

“You’re ready for the next step.”


Chapter Seven: The Collar Ceremony

That afternoon, the Grand Mistress summoned them to the east courtyard—a cloistered garden of broken statues, ivy-wrapped pillars, and stone arches blackened with age.

The sissies stood in a circle, each at their Mistress’s feet. Some knelt. Some posed prettily. One was gagged and blindfolded. Another was on a leash, crawling.

Blue stood with his back straight, gloved hands folded in front of him, collar gleaming in the dappled sun.

The Grand Mistress raised a silver bell.

“Today,” she said, “you are no longer guests. You are owned.”

She gestured to an ornate book on a pedestal beside her.

“This is the Protocol Ledger. Each sissy’s collar will be registered. Each Mistress will declare their expectations. From this day on, disobedience is not defiance—it is breach of contract.”

She turned to the Mistresses.

“Step forward. Claim your toys.”

One by one, the Mistresses approached the ledger and read their declarations aloud.

“Cherry is for pain and polish. She will cry daily. She will sleep caged.”
“Dahlia will not speak unless spoken to. She will not come until the full moon.”
“Candyfloss is to lick, whimper, and wear heels at all hours. Failure results in gags and clamps.”

Then came Hannah.

She stepped to the podium and unfolded a note from her glove.

“My bride, Blue,” she said, “will be held to three rules:”

She turned, gaze falling hard on him.

“1. Blue will ask permission before touching anything—including himself.
2. Blue will always be dressed when indoors. Leather, latex, or lace. No exceptions.
3. Blue will kneel when spoken to, unless ordered otherwise.”

She paused.

Then added, with a smile:

“And should Blue come without permission again, he will be publicly punished… with the full assistance of any Mistress who wishes to attend.”

The courtyard echoed with knowing laughter.

Blue’s heart thudded.

The Grand Mistress approached him.

She pressed a silver tag into the ring of his collar. It clicked into place.

The tag read simply:
BRIDE
Obedient. Visible. Owned.

That evening, Blue stood in the lounge—heels on, arms behind his back, makeup flawless—as the Mistresses dined and gossiped around him.

No one spoke to him.

They simply looked. Smiled. Evaluated.

He had been introduced.

Now, he would be tested.

Before dinner, Hannah fitted him with a training plug again. Correction would be easier if he stayed open.


Chapter Eight: The Discipline Hall

The bell rang.

Three notes. Silver. Final.

Blue froze.

Every sissy in the east wing dropped to their knees. Doors creaked open. Heels clicked. Voices hushed.

The air turned cold—not from weather, but expectation.

He hadn’t meant to disobey.

He was just trying to clean the edge of his cage with a damp cloth in the bathroom. But he’d lingered. His fingers had slipped, circling too long. The mirror had fogged, and his face… flushed. His cock twitched, caged and desperate.

And the camera had blinked red.

Now, he knelt in the Discipline Hall—a vaulted chamber of stone and shadow. Candles flared along the walls. Heavy ropes dangled from iron rings in the ceiling. At the far end, a throne of dark antler and velvet.

The Grand Mistress sat, legs crossed, fingers steepled.

Beside her: Mistress Vira, in blood-red latex, thigh-high boots gleaming, crop tucked through her belt.

Blue trembled in the silence.

He could feel the others watching. The other sissies, kneeling on the fringes. The Mistresses, reclining behind their veils and glasses of wine, waiting for the show.

The Grand Mistress rose.

"Blue,” she said, voice cutting the room in half. “Blue—bride. Pet. Disappointment.”

He lowered his head.

“You were caught stroking yourself. After your vows. After your collaring. And worst of all… after being warned.”

The sound of heels echoed through the chamber. She walked in a slow arc around him.

Mistress Vira followed, silent and smiling.

“I could have you whipped. Gagged. Left outside in the rain in nothing but your frills. But you’ve been given a name. A collar. A role.”

She stopped behind him.

“Which means this is no longer just punishment. It is correction.”

She snapped her fingers.

Mistress Vira stepped forward and unsnapped Blue’s corset. Leather peeled open. His arms were bound behind him with soft ropes. His thighs were pulled apart, ankles hooked into position.

From behind, he felt cold air on his hole. The plug had been removed. He was open. Waiting.

The Grand Mistress took her place behind him. Mistress Vira stood before him, unzipping her bodice to reveal a thick, black cock—glossy, ridged, cruel.

They didn’t speak.

They entered him together.

One from behind—slow, deliberate, tearing him open with every thrust. One from the front—forcing his mouth wide, pushing past his gag reflex, burying herself deep.

The crowd gasped. Applauded.

Blue choked. Moaned. Screamed around her cock.

He couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t move.

He was used like a trophy.

The Grand Mistress pounded him with the rhythm of ritual—every thrust deliberate, every sound amplified by the stone walls.

Mistress Vira gripped his hair, dragging his mouth up and down her shaft, fucking his throat until tears streamed down his cheeks.

His cock—caged, leaking—twitched with each brutal violation.

The room was roaring now.

The sissies were crying, trembling, some grinding against the floor in desperation.

Mistresses watched like judges at a pageant. Some filmed. Some whispered instructions to their own toys.

The Grand Mistress leaned close, whispering in his ear:

“You wanted to touch yourself. Now you’ll learn who owns your body.”

Mistress Vira came first.

She groaned, deep and violent, forcing Blue’s face flush against her latex as her hips shuddered. His throat spasmed around her.

Then the Grand Mistress—her final thrust lifting him off the floor, making him scream, body wracked with stolen ecstasy.

Neither let go.

They held him there, stuffed and shaking, until the last drop of cum had leaked down his throat and between his thighs.

Then silence.

Mistress Vira wiped her cock on his cheek. The Grand Mistress yanked free, letting a trail of slick run down his legs.

He collapsed.

Broken.

Caged.

Claimed.

The Grand Mistress raised her voice.

“This,” she said, pointing to Blue, “is what becomes of disobedience.”

“Let every sissy learn.”


Chapter Nine: Reclaimed

It had been two days since the punishment.

Blue hadn’t spoken. Hadn’t been allowed to. The gag came off only to eat—and even then, under supervision, kneeling, trembling, nipples still sore from the clamps.

His hole ached. His throat too. The memory of the spit roast replayed every time he closed his eyes. He didn’t know what had humiliated him more: being used in front of everyone… or how much he’d wanted it by the end.

Now, he knelt alone in the dressing parlour, draped in a soft cotton robe. Clean again. Made-up again. Waiting.

Then he heard the footsteps.

Hannah.

She didn’t knock. She didn’t need to. She walked in like she owned the place—because she did. Or at least, she owned him. Her eyes were calm, unreadable. Her outfit was simple: a long black gown, high boots beneath. Not a hint of mockery—just quiet, dangerous power.

“Look at me.”

Blue did.

“You’ve had your fun,” she said softly, walking behind him. “Or maybe it wasn’t fun. Maybe it broke something.”

She leaned down, whispering in his ear. “That’s the point.”

Blue shivered.

She walked slowly around, knelt in front of him. Her hand cupped his cheek. It wasn’t rough. It wasn’t cruel. It was warm.

“I’m proud of you,” she said. “I knew this place would do what I couldn’t.”

He opened his mouth. She put a finger on his lips.

“No. Just listen.”

She took out a small blue velvet pouch from her coat pocket. Opened it. Inside: a new cage. Sleeker. Shinier. Smaller. Steel curves like jewellery—and no obvious lock.

“This one’s different,” she said. “There’s no key.”

His breath caught.

“It screws directly into place. You’ll need tools to ever take it off. And even then… you won’t be the one doing it.”

Blue blinked. “But… why?”

Hannah smiled. “Because I want you locked. Not for a weekend. Not for a punishment. Forever.”

He didn’t move.

She stood, walked to the mirror. “Look at yourself,” she said. “You’ve come so far. From a groom in secret heels to this.”

He did look.

What stared back was barely Tom. He saw Blue now—softened, trained, obedient. The corset marks hadn’t faded. His posture had changed. The silence around him no longer felt awkward—it felt natural.

“Come,” she said.

He stood, trembling.

“It’s time.”


Chapter Ten: The Well of Keys

His final orgasm. Her forever grip.

The courtyard beyond the lodge blazed with torchlight. Stone walls rose around them, moss-lined and ancient. The sky above was navy silk, the moon silver and sharp. In the centre stood the old well—wide-mouthed, bottomless, and hungry.

Blue stood naked but for his boots, white stockings, leather corset, gloves, and the steel cage still locked around his aching cock. His lips were swollen. His legs trembled. His eyes scanned the circle forming around him.

The guests from the retreat had gathered—women in velvet and lace, their sissies kneeling obediently at their feet. No one was speaking. Just the soft rustle of gowns, the crackle of fire.

And then: the Grand Mistress.

She stepped into the circle, arms outstretched, robed in deep midnight blue.

“Tonight,” she called, “we do not take away your manhood.”

A pause. Confusion flickered across a few faces.

“We commemorate it,” she said, smiling. “We honour what once was… by destroying it in front of those who truly matter.”

Gasps. Applause.

Mistress Vira appeared beside Blue, her boots tall, her strap-on red and slick.

Opposite her, Hannah—radiant, ravenous, wielding the same black cock that had claimed him once before. Bigger now. Curved to punish.

Blue’s knees weakened.

“Down,” Hannah said, softly.

He dropped to hands and knees on the cold stone, the torchlight turning his glossy corset and gloves to oil and shadow.

“Tonight,” said the Grand Mistress, “he will be claimed from both ends. And when he breaks, when his cock pulses uselessly in its cage—he will be finished. Not as a man. Not even as a bride. But as property.”

The crowd murmured approval.

Mistress Vira stepped forward and gripped Blue’s chin, her red cock bobbing inches from his mouth.

“Open.”

He obeyed.

She slid in—slow and firm, until her hips met his lips.

Behind him, Hannah mounted.

He felt the tip against his hole—warm, slick—and then she drove in with one brutal stroke.

Blue bucked. Gagged. Moaned.

The courtyard erupted in cheers and laughter.

Hannah began to fuck him hard, pounding into him with steady, devastating rhythm. Vira held his head firm, thrusting into his throat, using him like she owned him.

His cage bounced between his thighs—heavy, wet, desperate.

He was a hole. A throat. A toy. A nothing.

And he loved it.

Hannah leaned down, pressed her lips to his ear. “You’re going to come like this, sissy. In a cage. In front of everyone.”

He moaned around Vira’s cock.

“You’ll cry when you do,” she whispered. “Because it’s your last.”

The crowd was chanting now. “Let him come. Let him come.”

Vira pulled out. Blue gasped, drool spilling from his chin. Hannah slowed. Then stopped.

He collapsed to the ground, trembling.

She turned him over onto his back. His legs spread. The cage glinted in the torchlight.

Hannah knelt between them.

Slowly, she wrapped her gloved fingers around the metal—tenderly now, almost lovingly.

“I want you to feel it,” she said, stroking the cage softly. “Your last release. The last gasp of who you were.”

He moaned. His whole body burned.

The strokes were gentle. Cruel. Laced with goodbye.

“Come for me,” she whispered.

He did.

With a shudder, a sob, a broken, gasping cry—he came inside the cage. The orgasm was ruined, spasming, trapped. Nothing escaped but shame and heat.

Hannah smiled.

She reached into a silk pouch.

Pulled out the final cage—smaller, tighter, shaped like a rosebud of steel. Beautiful. Merciless.

“Hold still.”

She removed the spent cage with care. His cock was soft, pink, leaking.

She slid the ring over his balls. Fitted the tube. Clicked the padlock into place.

He was sealed.

She stood.

From her pocket: a small, shining blue key.

She held it aloft.

“This belongs to no one now.”

And dropped it into the well.

Clink.

It hit metal. Then silence.

Then another key—from Mistress Vira.

Clink.

One by one, the women stepped forward. Hundreds of keys. Hundreds of endings. The sound echoed into the night—the history of sissies who had come before, locked and forgotten.

Blue knelt, ruined and complete.

The Grand Mistress raised her voice once more.

“Let the world forget their names,” she called. “Let their cages never open again.”

The women cheered.

Hannah crouched beside him. Touched his cheek. Kissed him softly.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “Now… you're truly mine.”


Something Old & New…


Chapter One: Settling the Leash

The leash tags at his collar clicked softly as he moved — three thin slivers of metal marking him: Subject to Hannah. Subject to Lucy. Sissy.

The black leather maid’s dress was tight enough to creak when he breathed. Ballet boots stretched his calves into a trembling arch, the steel cage between his legs pulling heavy, the damp lace panties beneath already proof of his “leakage problem,” as Lucy called it.

She appeared in the doorway, silk blouse catching the light, cigarette trousers making her look taller than she was. “Pause,” she said, still half in her laptop. “Tell me which rule you just broke. Not why.”

The tray in his hands trembled just enough to make the glass chime. “Rule two,” he murmured. “Ask before I touch anything.”

“Good,” she said, setting her laptop aside. “Seven minutes. Hands behind your back.”

He laced his fingers, posture locked by the corset’s bite. Lucy’s eyes slid down and stayed there. “Oh, look at you. Dripping already. Pathetic little toy. Hannah will deal with you later.”

“I’m sorry, Miss—”

“That’s not sorry,” she said, her laugh small and sharp. “That’s pathetic.”

The correction was swift. Over her knee on the low stool, skirt and panties peeled aside, she paddled him until the heat bloomed. Ten slow laps with a silver tray balanced in ballet boots followed, each chime of the glass earning extra punishment.

By the time he stood in the corner — panties at mid-thigh, arse bare, lace darkened by damp — humiliation had soaked deeper than the tea stain on his apron.

“Leave the mess,” Lucy said, already back at her desk. “Hannah should see exactly what I’ve been dealing with.”

Hannah came home after eight, the cold city still clinging to her black leather pencil skirt and crisp white blouse.

She read Lucy’s report, glanced at him — still dressed, still damp. “Leaking?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And Lucy didn’t let you come?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Good. Because I will. And you’re going to give us a proper meal.”

She circled him, the boots clicking against the floor. “Bowl.”

“May I fetch a bowl, Mistress?”

“You may.”

When he brought it, she set it on the floor between her boots. “Kneel.”

Lucy leaned on the arm of the chair, silk blouse gaping slightly. “Pathetic little slut,” she murmured.

Hannah unlocked the cage, her gloved hand wrapping around him. The first strokes were slow, almost clinical — her thumb dragging across the head to spread the slick. “You’re going to do this properly,” she said, “and hold still while we take our time.”

Each stroke stopped just shy of enough. Lucy crouched to watch his face. “Look at you drool, Blue. Pathetic. Leaking at both ends.”

Hannah worked him faster, hand firm, her other palm cupping and squeezing until the heat surged up through him. “Eyes down,” she ordered.

He stared at her hand milking him until the orgasm ripped through — hot, thick, spilling into the waiting bowl. She kept stroking until he twitched and tried to pull back. “Every drop,” she said.

Only when she was satisfied did she set the bowl back on the floor. “Dinner’s served.”

He bent immediately, licking into the warm mess, swallowing under their gaze.

“Slower,” Lucy ordered. “Savour it. This is all you get.”

When the bowl was spotless, Hannah leaned back in her chair. “Now the boots.”

The city’s grime streaked the leather. “Clean them,” she said.

While they began their own dinner, he bent to the work, scraping grit from the sole, polishing the toe with his mouth. The tang of dirt mixed with the lingering taste of himself until they were indistinguishable.

They talked and laughed over their plates as if he wasn’t there.

“Better,” Hannah said at last, dabbing her mouth with a napkin. “Clear the table when we’re finished.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The tags at his collar clicked softly. His dinner was gone. Theirs wasn’t.


Chapter Two: Old Friends

The black leather maid’s dress clung like a second skin. Skirt short enough to flash the lace tops of his stockings when he moved. Four-inch heels made his steps small and deliberate, the corset forcing his shoulders back, the steel cage pressing heavy between his thighs.

Hannah’s voice cut across the quiet. “Corner.”

He obeyed, hands behind his back, head down — perfectly placed to be seen if the door opened just wide enough. The scent of polish on the floor mixed with the faint musk trapped under the leather.

The buzzer sounded. Hannah glanced at the screen, then smiled. “Jake.”

His stomach tightened.

She opened the door, blocking half the view with her body. “Alright!” Jake grinned, holding a six-pack. “Didn’t text first — thought I’d risk it.”

“Tom’s not here,” Hannah said smoothly. “Working.”

Jake’s eyes flicked past her — a glimpse of leather skirt hem, bare thigh above a stocking top, the sharp heel of a black stiletto boot. His brow creased. “Didn’t mean to interrupt… cleaning.”

“Not at all,” Hannah said. “We’re nearly finished.”

Blue kept his eyes on the floor, heat crawling up his neck. The metallic tang of the six-pack ring, Jake’s aftershave, the weight of being looked at.

“You alright?” Jake leaned, trying to catch his eye. Something in the new cleaner’s shape held him.

Hannah shifted, blocking the view. “Next week, yeah?”

“Next week,” Jake echoed, stepping back.

The door closed. Silence. Hannah held out her hand. “Phone.”

He fetched it, placing it in her palm. New messages from Jake lit the screen: lol your new cleaner is 🔥 … You ok? Ring me.

Hannah deleted them one by one. “You’re lucky. He didn’t clock you. Not properly.”

Her skirt brushed his thigh, boots stopping an inch from his toes. “We’ll start now. Skirt higher. Posture sharper. If Jake ever sees you again, he’ll know exactly what you’ve become… and it won’t be by accident.”

“Yes, Mistress.”


Chapter Three: The Workplace

From the outside, he looked like any other office man — charcoal trousers, pale blue shirt, tie.

Underneath: steel cage pressing forward, plug locked deep, the ache constant with every step.

The group chat pinged on his commute. Posture? Plug in? Lucy wrote.

Yes, Mistress, he replied, lowering his gaze on reflex even in public.

The first vibration came mid-meeting. Subtle, but enough to wobble his handwriting. He kept his voice steady as he ran through the numbers, the heat building low in his spine. The pulse doubled — he shifted in his chair, breath catching.

By lunch, the need to pee was urgent. Mistress, permission to use the bathroom, please.

Three minutes passed. Granted. After photo so we know you’ve behaved.

Locked in the cubicle, he unzipped, sighing in relief. But the ache remained, sharper now, as if his body had mistaken permission to pee for something more. His palm brushed the cage — one slow push forward—

He stopped, jaw tight. Too close. He wiped quickly, took the required photo: trousers open, cage in place, tip slick with more than urine.

Lucy’s reply came instantly: Too wet. Explain.

I adjusted, Mistress. I’m sorry.

We’ll discuss at home. The plug pulsed once, hard, then stopped.

That evening, Lucy was waiting. Hannah arrived minutes later, still in boots and leather skirt.

“Kneel,” Lucy ordered.

He dropped to the floor, head down. “I touched my cage in the bathroom without permission, Mistress.”

Hannah’s eyes swept him. “Can’t keep your hands off it even in public?”

Lucy brought out the new device — heavy steel, smooth, without a single gap. It gleamed like machinery.

“Breathe,” she said, sliding it over him, forcing him back in on himself. The key turned with a slow, deliberate click.

Hannah’s voice was final. “Perfect. From the side, unmistakable. Co-workers will notice. Friends. Jake. They’ll all see something’s different.”

Lucy dropped the key into Hannah’s hand. “Yours until I say otherwise.”

“Fetch our drinks,” Hannah said. “And get used to serving in it. This is you now.”


Chapter Four: Like Mother, Like Daughter

The bulk of the new steel device pressed against his jeans with every step. Hannah had chosen the clothes — slim dark denim, pale shirt, no jacket — “casual but fitted,” she’d said, smiling in that way that meant she wanted it noticed. The untucked shirt wasn’t enough to hide the shape.

The doorbell rang just after two. Hannah’s mother swept in with her usual poise, kissed Hannah on the cheek — and then her eyes dropped. One heartbeat, two, lingering at his fly before rising back to his face. “Tom,” she said warmly. “You’re looking… well.”

Heat bloomed up his neck. “Thanks.”

Hannah disappeared to the kitchen, leaving him alone under Margaret’s gaze. She didn’t stare outright, but studied him like a painting — taking in posture, stillness, the faint weight in his walk. “You’ve changed since the wedding,” she said mildly. “Standing straighter. Quieter, too.”

He tried a nervous smile. “Guess I’ve just been… settling in.”

Her lips curved. “Hannah’s father was the same when we married. Took him a while to find his… rhythm.” Her eyes flicked toward the kitchen. “I can be quite persuasive.”

The steel shifted against him as he swallowed.

Hannah returned with the roast, the scent filling the room. They ate, conversation light — work, weather, Margaret’s garden — but every so often, her eyes slid down again, almost idly, like she was checking whether the bulge was still there.

After dessert, Margaret swirled the last of her wine. “You’ve done well, Hannah,” she said with a soft chuckle. “Like mother, like daughter.”

Hannah smirked. “I learned from the best.”

Margaret’s gaze landed on him, warm but weighted. “And you, Tom… keep doing what you’re doing. It suits you.”

When she’d gone, Hannah closed the door and turned to him. “She noticed,” she said simply.

His face burned. “What?”

“Everything.” Her fingers brushed his hip where the steel pressed under denim. “And she approves.”


Chapter Five: The London Mistress

Hannah woke first. The faint rustle beside her wasn’t the sheets — it was Tom grinding, slow and steady, into the mattress. Eyes shut, mouth slack, the cage giving a faint metallic chime each time his hips moved. She watched him for a moment, then reached for her phone and filmed fifteen seconds of it — the slow rutting, the shallow breathing, the soft whimper deep in his throat. She sent it straight to the H&L Control chat.

Lucy’s reply came almost instantly:
Lucy: He’s asking for it.
Lucy: I’ll be there before work. My department.

By 6:30, Tom was awake, phone in hand, staring at the unread messages. His contacts were long gone; WhatsApp showed one chat only — Hannah and Lucy. The sound of a key turning in the front door made his stomach drop.

Lucy strode in, smart pencil skirt and heels, perfume slicing through the morning air like a blade. She didn’t smile. “Strip,” she said, dropping her bag. “Now.”

He obeyed. Hannah fetched the gag — thick silicone, moulded like a cock — and buckled it tight behind his head until the corners of his mouth strained. Lucy locked padded mitts over his hands. Hannah laced the ballet boots high and tight until his calves trembled from the stretch. Then they led him to the bench, pushing him forward until his chest pressed to the cold leather.

“This is how you learn control,” Lucy said, unbuttoning her blouse to reveal a black bra. Her skirt dropped to the floor, stockings gleaming. She climbed onto the bench, legs spread, facing him. “You’re going to fuck me. You don’t stop until I’ve cum. Hannah doesn’t stop”—she nodded over his shoulder—“until I’ve cum.”

Hannah was already behind him, clicking open the lube and coating the strap-on in slow, deliberate strokes. The first push was unhurried, forcing him to feel every inch before she bottomed out. Then she began to move — not fast, but steady, each thrust driving him forward into Lucy.

The gag filled his mouth; all he could taste was rubber, the shaft pressing his tongue down. He couldn’t hold Lucy except with his body — mitts useless, balance precarious on the ballet boots that burned in his calves within minutes.

“Deeper,” Lucy said calmly, watching him. “Again. Better.”

The rhythm settled into a cruel loop. Hannah kept it consistent, the weight of her hands on his hips keeping him right where she wanted him. Whenever he faltered, she slowed almost to nothing, making him grind forward into Lucy in short, desperate thrusts — then, without warning, she would slam back into him, forcing him deeper than before.

Five minutes passed. Then ten. Sweat trickled down his spine. His thighs ached, the cage slick with pre-cum he couldn’t stop.

Lucy leaned back slightly, her eyes half-lidded. “I might be close,” she murmured, just loud enough for him to hear.

Hannah instantly changed tempo — short, rapid thrusts that made his balance shake. Lucy’s breathing quickened, her hands gripping the bench. He thought — prayed — it was nearly over.

Then Lucy’s grip loosened. Her breathing slowed. She looked him dead in the eye.
“No. Not yet.”

Hannah smiled behind him and returned to that slow, punishing rhythm, making the muscles in his calves scream with every second.

They did it again fifteen minutes later. Lucy’s moans rose, her legs tightened around him, she gave the smallest gasp — then opened her eyes and said, “Keep going.”

By the half-hour mark his body was shaking, the ballet boots turning every movement into agony. Hannah, tireless, kept him moving. Lucy teased him by lightly running her nails over his nipples, dragging them just enough to make him jerk, to make Hannah slam harder into him.

His gagged groans were useless — just noise in the air. The cage pulsed with every thrust, pressing harder into him until it felt like he’d explode.

Finally, Lucy’s calm cracked. Her fingers dug into his shoulders; her breath came faster. “Now,” she said, and Hannah immediately sped up, pounding into him with relentless force.

Lucy’s climax was sharp, decisive — her back arching, her thighs locking him in place. When it was over, she let go all at once, and the absence of her grip made him almost collapse forward.

Hannah pulled out slowly, watching him sag against the bench. Lucy dressed at an unhurried pace, as if she had all the time in the world. From her bag she took a small navy enamel tag, engraved in white: SUBJECT TO LUCY. She clipped it beneath Hannah’s tag on his collar, letting it hang cold and heavy against his chest.

“You wear that to work,” she said. “You remember who you belong to.”

By the time he boarded the train, every step made his calves burn from the ballet boots and his arse ache from Hannah’s endless pounding. Sitting was worse — a raw soreness that pulsed with each shift of his weight. The cage pressed cruelly against him, still wet, still desperate. He stared out of the window, wondering if anyone could see the truth in his walk.

The carriage was half-empty, the kind of mid-morning lull where no one made eye contact. Blue had chosen a seat by the window, coat buttoned high, knees pressed together, trying to forget the pain — the soreness from Hannah and Lucy’s “punishment” making every jolt of the train a reminder.

“Tom?”

The voice snapped his head up. Jake was standing in the aisle, hand on the grab pole, eyes bright with recognition.

“Didn’t think it was you at first,” Jake said, sliding into the empty seat opposite. “Been texting you for weeks. What gives?”

Tom’s pulse quickened. “Been busy.”

Jake gave a low chuckle. “Busy doing what? You’re looking… different.” His eyes flicked to the sharper line of Blue’s eyebrows, the clearer skin, the faint gloss on his lips.

“Nothing,” Tom said, forcing a shrug.

“Walking a bit funny though,” Jake added with a smirk. “Gym injury?”

“Something like that, I need to get off here”

The train slowed for the next stop. Jake’s tone softened, almost teasing. “You know, I like the hair longer. Kinda suits you. I’ll call you we need to go for a beer”

Tom didn’t answer. He stood as the doors opened, the leather strap of his bag squeaking against his coat. He could feel Jake’s eyes on him as he stepped onto the platform, walking just a fraction faster than normal — though not so fast as to betray the ache in his stride.


Chapter Six: Noticing

The navy enamel tag rested cold against his chest as he typed. The cage pressed steadily with each shift in his chair.

Leila from accounts stopped by his desk, leaning against the partition with her coffee. “You’ve changed,” she said, smiling faintly.

Tom glanced up from his screen. “Changed?”

“Yeah. Your skin — it’s… clearer. Glowing, even. And your eyebrows… did you get them shaped?”

Tom swallowed. Hannah’s Sunday-night “tidying” had been precise: threading, trimming, moisturising until his skin felt like satin. She’d hummed as she worked, saying it was all part of the bigger picture. A salon day soon, she’d promised, voice warm with that knowing smile. “If we’re doing this properly, we’re doing it properly.”

“Uh… maybe just drinking more water,” he said, forcing a laugh.

Leila tilted her head, eyes moving to his hair. “And it’s longer. Growing it out?”

He shrugged. “Yeah… something like that.”

She stirred her coffee slowly. “I had an ex who started doing that. Skin routines, new clothes, hair growing out. Thought it was just a new phase.” She paused, letting the words hang. “Turns out Alex had become Alexis.”

Tom’s throat tightened. “You’re… not together anymore?”

“No,” she said simply, with the smallest smile. “But I found out later. Pictures, mutual friends. Alex had always been Alexis — just needed a push.”

She let that last sentence sit, her eyes meeting his for a beat longer than necessary before she took a sip of coffee. “Anyway,” she added lightly, “it suits you.”

She walked away, heels clicking against the floor, leaving him staring at his monitor.

A soft buzz in his pocket — a WhatsApp from H&L Control.

Hannah: Good girl. Keep them guessing.

The cage pressed against him under the desk, and the navy enamel tag beneath his shirt felt suddenly heavier, colder.


Chapter Seven: The Reunion (London Audit)

The ballroom was a cathedral to control — chandeliers dripping light over polished marble, the air heavy with perfume, leather, and the faint electric tang of anticipation.

This was the London Chapter’s inspection night, the first since the honeymoon. Every “bride” was present, each collared, each displayed for her Mistress’s pride and the Grand Mistress’s scrutiny.

Hannah had dressed Blue for show:
A short, royal blue leather maid’s dress — high-gloss, cinched brutally tight so every breath was deliberate.
The skirt flared high over matching royal blue leather thigh boots, stiletto heels forcing his hips to roll with each step.
Long, armpit-high royal blue leather gloves polished to match the boots.

The blond bob wig framed his painted face — lacquered pink lips, subtle blush, eyes shaded to bring out a softness that still wasn’t fully natural. Beneath, his own hair was growing steadily, still awkward, not yet ready for the salon cut Hannah promised — the one that would end wigs altogether.

Under the dress, the steel cage sat heavy. The plug hummed faintly, locked deep since the cab ride.

They stood in single file. Hannah’s hand was a light but constant pressure at the small of his back. When the Grand Mistress raised her hand for silence, the room obeyed.

A Warning Before His Turn

One place ahead, a tall, willowy “bride” in white latex trembled her way through the Walk. She faltered on the turn, hem catching under her heel. The tray in Service rattled; champagne splashed.

By Stillness, her thighs were shaking. Breath quickened. A whimper escaped as the plug inside her betrayed her.

The Grand Mistress’s expression didn’t change. She lifted a finger.

Two attendants appeared, gripping the trembling bride by each arm. “Remove her,” she said.

The squeak of latex and heels echoed until the side door clicked shut.

Blue’s stomach tightened. The plug inside him felt suddenly heavier.

The Walk

When his name was called, he stepped forward. Boots clicked against marble, echo sharp in the quiet. The plug’s vibration lifted half a note — just enough to jolt his breath.

Every step made the skirt sway, flashing the gleam of stocking tops. Chin lifted. Eyes forward. Exactly as Hannah had drilled.

The Grand Mistress moved alongside, inspecting the swing of his hips, the roll of his shoulders, the poise of gloved hands. The vibration pulsed harder as he passed the front row — and he caught the smallest smirk on Lucy’s face.

The Service

A silver tray waited: two champagne flutes, a chilled bottle already uncorked. The plug’s hum deepened.

Blue poured, holding the bottle delicately in gloved hands, careful not to let the skirt brush the table. Not a drop spilled, though his thighs trembled.

One glass to the Grand Mistress. One to Hannah.

When Hannah’s gloved fingers brushed his, the plug gave a sharp double pulse — his knees almost betrayed him.

The Stillness

He knelt at Hannah’s boots, skirt spread just enough to show the tops of the boots and leather garter straps. Spine straight, palms resting on his thighs.

The plug switched to irregular patterns — long, slow surges broken by sudden bursts.

The Grand Mistress circled, heels ringing, stopping just behind him. Her hand touched his collar, fingers grazing the tags.

“This one holds well,” she said to Hannah. “No wasted movement.”

Hannah’s voice was warm but final. “We don’t practise — we live.”

Lucy stepped forward with the registry. Both women signed: Thomas — Blue — Sissy. Mistress and Second Authority.

The Grand Mistress unclipped a navy ribbon tag — gold lettering catching the light: SISSY — LONDON CHAPTER — and fastened it beneath the others.

Light, precise applause.

Permission to rise came only when Hannah’s gloved hand squeezed his neck. Even then, he moved carefully — skirt swaying, boots biting at his calves, every step still under inspection.


Chapter Eight: The River

The plug still hummed, locked deep since the cab ride. Boots bit into his calves, skirt rucked high from the way the heels forced his knees apart.

Blue sat between Hannah and Lucy in the warm back seat, the scent of Hannah’s leather and Lucy’s perfume heavy in the air. His gloved hands rested in his lap — still, because Hannah had ordered them still.

The new ribbon tag — SISSY — LONDON CHAPTER — brushed the hollow of his throat. Lucy had idly toyed with it in the lift, just to remind him.

The cab slowed on Tower Bridge, sodium light spilling over polished royal blue leather.

The driver glanced in the mirror. “Fancy dress party?”

Hannah smiled. “No. This is how my husband will be dressed from now on. Permanent. Boots, gloves, skirt. Always.”

The driver’s gaze lingered. “Right… lucky man.”

“Luck’s got nothing to do with it,” Lucy said. “He’s trained. Owned. Doesn’t decide who touches him. Doesn’t own a key anymore.”

“Pull over,” Hannah told the driver.

Mid-span, she pulled a small leather pouch from her bag and dropped it into his lap. “Name them.”

He opened it. Cold metal clinked.

“Flat key,” he murmured.
“Obsolete,” Hannah said.

“Gym locker.”
“Not yours anymore.”

“Spare cage key…”
“Never again,” Lucy said.

Hannah tipped the pouch over the rail. The splash vanished into the black river. The absence in his lap was immediate — another tether cut.

“Hands behind your back,” Hannah ordered. “If you can touch without asking, you can keep them there until you learn not to.”

The rest of the ride was silent, except for Lucy’s knee brushing his and the plug’s faint pulse. Every jolt over a pothole made the skirt ride higher.

When they reached home, Hannah paid and told the driver, “He’ll be like this next time too. And the time after that.”

She looked at Blue. “Now thank him.”

He swallowed. “Thank you, sir.”

“Properly.”

Heat rushed to his cheeks. “Thank you, sir, for driving me home dressed like this… and for seeing what I really am.”

The driver’s eyes held his in the mirror, then he smiled faintly. “Anytime.”

Blue stepped out into the cold night air, the bridge still under his feet in memory, the collar and new tag at his throat.

There was no going back.


Chapter Nine: The Salon Cut

The blinds snapped open. Morning light cut across the room, spilling over the polished leather hanging from the chair.

“Up,” Hannah said. “We’ve got an appointment. Today you’re going to look… presentable.”

He blinked. “Presentable?”

Her mouth curved. “In the most sensible outfit you’ll ever wear — and the last one you’ll ever wear without makeup.”

The dress was royal blue leather, tight enough that the seams pulled when he breathed. The waist cinched with a matching belt, the collar ring gleaming above it like an ornament. The boots were freshly polished knee-highs, heels high enough to sway his hips but low enough that she could make him walk all day without mercy.

“No makeup,” she said as she buckled the straps at his calves. “I want you to see what’s left of Tom in daylight. After today, you’ll never see him again.”

The walk to the salon felt like a slow stripping-away. The pavement was still damp from an earlier shower, catching the morning sun in slick flashes. Shop windows gave him fragments of himself — clearer skin, finer features, hair brushing his shoulders — but no mascara, no lipstick, no powder to soften the truth.

A couple at a bus stop fell silent as they passed. A cyclist glanced twice in his handlebar mirror. Hannah didn’t slow. Every heel click felt like a countdown.

The salon was glass-fronted, the interior lit like a stage. Stepping through the door was a commitment; there was no slipping inside unnoticed.

The receptionist — immaculate in black, hair like poured silk — looked them over, eyes flicking from collar to boots to belt before she smiled.
“For the cut?”

“Shoulder to chin,” Hannah said. “Blonde bob. Sharp fringe. We want the jawline to pop.”

The stylist emerged from behind a curtain. Slim, tattooed, her expression hovered between polite interest and knowing smirk. “We can do that,” she said.

She led him to the chair. The cape snapped open and settled around his shoulders, but the belt and collar sat proud above it. His boots rested on the chrome footrest, the smell of polished leather rising each time he shifted.

“You’ve got the bone structure for this,” she said, combing through his hair.

Hannah’s eyes met his in the mirror. “That’s why I married him. That, and the way he fills my dresses better than I do.”

The stylist laughed — not surprised, not confused. “I’ve had clients like you before,” she said, still combing. “Couple of years back, there was a James… who came in as James and left as Jamie. And Alex…” She paused deliberately, catching his reflection. “Alex became Alexis.”

Heat crept up his neck. Hannah leaned closer, her voice low enough for only him. “You’re in good company.”

The hair washing was slow, almost indulgent — warm water running over his scalp, fingers working shampoo in deep circles. Conditioner smoothed through the strands, her nails lightly scraping his skin in a way that made him grip the chair’s arms under the cape.

Back in the chair, the scissors began. Snip by snip, brown strands slid into his lap. The sound was crisp, decisive, each cut a little erasure. His ears appeared. His jaw sharpened. The last of the brown dye vanished under pale blonde. With every snip, Tom fell away.

When the stylist spun the chair, the bob was perfect — fringe cut in a single, straight sweep that drew the eye to lashes and cheekbones.

“Now we finish the job,” Hannah said.

At the makeup station, the lights were brighter, more unforgiving. Foundation blurred the last trace of stubble. Contour carved his cheeks into a heart shape. Highlighter caught the light at every turn of his head. Mascara thickened his lashes until each blink felt deliberate, practised. A pencil traced his lips before gloss slicked them into a wet pink that promised stains — on glass, on skin.

“You’ve done this before,” Hannah said.

“More than you’d think,” the stylist replied. “Usually the same story. He comes in looking like a man, goes out looking like what she always wanted.”

When they stepped outside, the low winter sun lit his hair like gold.

The first reflection in a shop window made his stomach jolt — no disguise, no ambiguity. Displayed.

“Nice hair, love,” a man called from a café doorway, coffee in one hand. His gaze travelled slowly from boots to belt to glossed mouth.

“Say thank you,” Hannah murmured.

Blue’s lips curled to the shape she demanded. “Thank you.”

Hannah’s hand pressed the small of his back. “Oh, she already does. And she hasn’t even started.”

They walked on, the boots creaking, the collar shifting. Tom was gone. The street seemed to know it.

The last glimpse of Tom was gone. The street seemed to know it.


Chapter Ten — The Morning After

The morning after the salon, the mirror was a liar — the bob still perfect, fringe sharp, lips faintly tinted from last night’s gloss — but Blue still half-expected to see Tom looking back. Instead, the reflection smirked at him with Hannah’s shape of eyebrow.

The outfit lay waiting on the chair: a black leather skirt suit, cut to cling and taper, the jacket snug over a sheer white frilly blouse that made the collar ring gleam. The hem of the skirt skimmed mid-thigh above black leather knee-high boots with narrow heels, the kind that clicked like punctuation on pavement. On the bed sat the handbag Hannah had chosen: small, glossy, impractical.

“No coat,” she said. “You want the world to see.”

The Tube was already packed. Every jolt and sway pressed him into strangers — the wool scratch of a businessman’s overcoat against his bare thigh, the chemical perfume of a woman’s hair in front of him. His skirt crept higher when he reached for the overhead rail, gloved fingers sliding on the metal. He could feel eyes travelling over him, lingering at the hem.

At Bank, a man in a hi-vis muttered, “Office tart,” as he squeezed past. Heat rushed to his ears. The cage pressed against him, the ache so deep it felt like a pulse. He didn’t know why it thrilled him — only that it did.

At the building entrance, the turnstile refused him. The guard didn’t recognise him. “Staff only, love,” he said, scanning him from boots to fringe.

Blue fumbled for his pass, cheeks burning. That was when Leila from Finance appeared, paper cup in hand. “It’s Tom, for God’s sake,” she laughed, swiping her own card to let him through. “Don’t you recognise the hair?”

Her eyes softened as they stepped into the lift. “Priya’s going to die when she sees you. And… the skirt? Brave choice.” She gave the faintest smile, not quite conspiratorial.

By mid-morning, the whispers had started. Priya made a point of crossing the office to run her fingers through his fringe — her other hand resting lightly on his shoulder, thumb brushing the collar ring. “God, that’s good work,” she said. “You’ve got cheekbones now. Whatever she’s feeding you, keep eating it.”

Lucy was tracking his day through the shared calendar. At lunch, a reminder pinged: H: Present. No flinch. He bought a salad and ate it in the square. A voice from behind: “Bet you dress like that for the boss, yeah?” Laughter followed. He kept his shoulders straight, his fork steady, and the tags at his throat clicked softly in the wind — SUBJECT TO HANNAH above SUBJECT TO LUCY.

Back at his desk, HR emailed him — subject line: Support for Personal Presentation at Work. A polite note about inclusive policy, should he ever “wish to talk.” He deleted it without opening.

The lipstick Hannah had chosen was starting to wear unevenly from nervous biting. He slipped into the men’s bathroom, locking himself in a cubicle. Perched awkwardly on his boots, skirt tight against his thighs, he fished the compact from his handbag. The mirror caught him full-face: the bob softening his jaw, the collar tags just visible if he leaned forward. The sight was obscene.

Two male voices drifted in as the door swung open. One laughed low.
“Have you seen that new girl in Accounts?”
“Yeah — the one in the leather skirt? Christ. Those boots…”
Blue’s hand froze mid-application, heart thumping.
“…reckon she’s new on the market?”
A pause, then the first man chuckled. “Don’t know, but if she isn’t, some lucky bastard’s keeping her.”

They washed their hands and left, the door swinging shut behind them. Blue’s thighs pressed together in a reflex he hated himself for. The cage was unrelenting; the ache so sharp he had to breathe slow to steady himself. He finished touching up, lips parting slightly as he pressed them together, the taste of lipstick faint but intoxicating.

Back at his desk, the IT guy stopped by — leaning just a little too far as he reached past him, his hand grazing the edge of Blue’s thigh. “New look suits you,” he said, eyes lingering half a beat too long.

By the time the lift doors closed on the way home, the skirt, the boots, the hair — all of it — felt less like costume and more like skin. The degradation was no longer something done to him. It was something he carried, humming in his blood, keeping him hard behind steel. And now, he realised, there would never be a day without it.


Chapter Eleven: Best in Class

Part One — The Pub
The pub was loud for a Thursday night — warm air, low amber lights, sticky tables still carrying the tang of beer and old wood. Hannah chose a booth near the back, the kind where you could watch the whole place without being watched too closely.

Blue slid in beside her. The leather pencil skirt hugged his thighs; the frilled white blouse felt almost prim, but the weight of the collar tags under it betrayed the truth. The navy coat Hannah had made him wear was folded neatly beside her. His boots — black patent knee-highs — gleamed under the table.

He sat with hands folded, posture perfect. Hannah’s hand rested on his thigh, casual, proprietary.

“Wine,” she told the waitress. “Two glasses of the Sancerre.”

The glass was cold when it came; Blue sipped, trying to keep his eyes on the rim and not on the stares from across the bar. He could feel them — lingering on the hair, the skirt, the way his lips gleamed from the gloss Hannah insisted he reapply before they left the house.

The bench dipped suddenly.

Jake.

“Evening,” he said, grinning in that easy, matey way Blue remembered far too well. “Haven’t seen Tom in ages. You two out celebrating?”

Hannah smiled like she’d been waiting for this. “Always.”

Jake leaned back, looking her over. “You’re… the cleaner?”

“Well she’s more than that,” Hannah corrected, without breaking eye contact.

Jake gave a low whistle. “Nice. And you are…?” He turned to Blue with an easy smile that was just this side of flirtatious.

Blue felt the heat rise in his cheeks. “Blue,” he said softly.

“Blue,” Jake repeated, rolling it like he was tasting it. “Unusual name. You work round here?”

“A little,” Blue said, glancing at Hannah. She said nothing, sipping her wine, letting it happen.

Jake’s eyes dipped to the gloss on his lips, the fall of the blouse, the smooth line of his legs. “So… what are you two celebrating? Or is it a date night?”

Blue hesitated. “Something like that.”

Jake grinned. “Well, if your date ever lets you off the leash, maybe I could—”

Hannah smirked into her glass. “Go on,” she murmured.

Blue, flustered, tried to deflect. “I’m not really—”

Jake leaned in slightly. “Just saying. You’ve got this… look. Like someone I used to know.”

Hannah raised an eyebrow. “Who’s that?”

“Alex. Back in the day. Disappeared for months, came back as Alexis. Blew everyone’s minds.” He chuckled, shaking his head. “One of the lads, we thought. Shows what we knew.”

Blue’s stomach dropped.

Jake studied him again — the wig’s sharp blonde bob, the contour of the cheekbones under expertly applied blush. “Weird,” he murmured. “Something about you—”

Blue, without thinking, said, “You still drinking that cheap lager?”

Jake froze. His eyes narrowed. “Only Tom ever took the piss out of my pint order…”

Hannah smiled, swirling her wine.

Jake stared, the realisation dawning in slow, horrible clarity. His gaze flicked from the gloss on Blue’s lips to the tags at his throat. “No. Fuck off. Tom?”

Blue said nothing.

Jake’s pint sloshed as he set it down too fast. “Holy—” He sat back hard in the booth, eyes wide. “Jesus Christ.”

Hannah’s smile turned feline. “Told you he answers to Blue now.”

Jake laughed once — half disbelief, half shock — and reached for his drink again. This time, he missed his mouth and dribbled foam down his chin.

Jake was still wiping the last of the beer from his chin when Hannah drained her wine and stood.

“Come on, Blue,” she said lightly, slipping her coat on. “We can’t be late tonight. You’ve got an award to collect.”

Blue slid out of the booth, the leather skirt tugging at his thighs, the boots clicking against the worn floorboards. Jake was still staring, the pieces clearly still falling into place.

“An award?” he echoed, half to himself.

Hannah just smiled, tucking her hand possessively around Blue’s arm as they walked past him. “You’ll read about it in the right circles,” she murmured.

Outside, the cold air wrapped around them. The gloss on Blue’s lips caught the yellow spill of the streetlight.

“Lucy’s already on her way,” Hannah added, the leash coiled loosely in her hand as if it had been there all night. “She’s bringing something special for the Grand Mistress.”

Blue didn’t ask what. He’d learned by now that surprises in Hannah’s world were never small — and never optional.

Part Two — The Award
The taxi ride was short but silent, the city’s blur of sodium light and wet tarmac sliding past the windows. Hannah’s hand rested on his knee the whole way — not stroking, not squeezing, just there, an anchor and a claim.

The London Chapter’s hall loomed ahead, lit like a cathedral for vice — high ceilings, polished parquet floors, pools of deep red and soft gold. The air hummed with perfume, leather, and anticipation.

Tonight was for inspection — a reunion of the brides and sissies from the honeymoon. They were brought here to show their progress, to prove their keepers’ training was producing results.

Hannah’s leash was short, her steps deliberate. Lucy waited just inside the doors, the small polished box in her hands. She gave Hannah a nod and Blue a faint, assessing smile.

A hush fell. The Grand Mistress rose from her seat at the far end of the hall, her voice cutting clean through the air.
“Tonight, we recognise those who have been shaped, refined, and owned to perfection. The title of Best in Class belongs to one sissy only. This evening, that sissy is… Blue.”

The leash tugged. Blue stepped forward, boots loud against the floor. He was in his presentation uniform — blue leather maid’s dress cut to the thigh, matching thigh-high boots, long gloves to the elbow, blonde bob wig gleaming under the lights.

Inspection came in three proofs: Walk. Service. Stillness.

Walk — he crossed the stage heel-to-toe, posture sharp, hips swaying exactly as Hannah had drilled into him. Service — the tray, the pour, the curtsey, each gesture smooth and silent. Stillness — kneeling while the plug inside him pulsed, breathing steady under the crowd’s gaze.

The Grand Mistress circled him like prey. “Flawless form. But perfection is nothing without obedience under pressure.”

Part Three — The Reward
Lucy opened the box — the navy tag etched in silver — but the Grand Mistress waved it away. “Not yet.”

She bent close enough for Blue to smell the faint leather of her gloves. “You will take what I give you, and you will take it well. Only then will you wear my mark.”

The trestle was wheeled forward. Hannah bent him over it, locking boots to the frame. The skirt was lifted, the plug removed, leaving him exposed under the lights.

The Grand Mistress strapped herself in — a thick, glistening cock that gleamed under the stage lamps. She didn’t rush. She let the crowd’s laughter and murmurs build, let the humiliation soak in.

Then she pushed. Slow, inexorable, claiming him inch by inch. “Every part of you belongs to your keeper,” she murmured, “but this… this is mine.”

The strokes deepened, deliberate and merciless. Blue gasped, his voice catching. The crowd jeered and called out — “Tighter!” “Look at her take it!” “Show them your hole, slut!”

Hannah crouched before him, holding his chin so he had to face her while the Grand Mistress drove into him. “You’re my perfect bride,” she said. “But you’ll never forget who made you.”

The rhythm turned punishing — hips slamming, boots squeaking against the frame. The Grand Mistress spoke between thrusts. “This is not pleasure. This is permanence. Every stretch, every mark — mine.”

She finished with a sharp, final drive, holding there while the crowd roared approval. Only then did she clip the navy tag to his collar.

When the cuffs were unlocked, Blue didn’t move. He stayed draped over the trestle, skirt rucked, sweat cooling on his back, the tag heavy against his throat. The last thing he heard before the lights dimmed was the Grand Mistress’s voice — low, certain:
“Best in Class. Best… because you are broken exactly as we require.”

When the cuffs were unlocked, Blue didn’t move. He stayed draped over the trestle, skirt rucked high, sweat cooling on his back, the tag heavy against his throat.

The Grand Mistress leaned in, her lips almost brushing his ear. “You are not a man in a dress. You are not even mine. You are property — and property is nothing without being used.”

Her glove slid down, spreading him one last time for the crowd to see, a fresh wave of laughter rolling through the hall. Hannah let it happen, stroking the leash like she was calming an animal.

The Grand Mistress stepped back, satisfied. “Best in Class,” she announced, her voice filling the room. “Because there is nothing left to break.”

Blue was left bent over, boots locked, skirt still bunched, the tag glinting in the light. Around him, the hall began to empty — the crowd’s voices fading into the distance — but no one bothered to untie him.

It wasn’t over. It would never be over.


Epilogue — The Ride Home

Later, in the back of the car, the tag felt heavier than it should. Hannah’s fingers played idly with it as the city slid past.

“They’ll all know now,” she said, not looking at him. “Every door that opens for you from here on will lead somewhere you can’t come back from.”

Blue stared at his own reflection in the dark window. The wig, the gloss, the collar — none of it looked like something he could take off anymore.

Hannah smiled faintly. “Best in class.” Her thumb pressed the tag flat against his throat. “And from now on… best in use.”

The tag was still there when he woke the next morning, and he understood — it wasn’t for the award. It was so there’d never be a day again when he wasn’t wearing it.
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