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Peter

Victoria gripped the steering wheel tightly as she shifted gears and pulled into her sister’s driveway. The driveway was wide enough for three cars, with perfectly trimmed hedges on both sides. Gravel crunched beneath the tires. Aria’s huge Victorian mansion stood over us, almost as if it was watching. Through the windshield, I noticed the neat hedges, the marble entrance, and the brass fixtures shining in the sun. I’d wedged cardboard boxes to the ceiling in the backseat, and something in the back felt like it was rotting. Victoria parked under the marble entrance, turned off our old Honda, and pulled the emergency brake. The engine rattled a bit before it finally stopped.

Victoria looked at me. “Just wait in the car, okay? Let me go in first.” She sounded exhausted, and the dark circles under her eyes showed she had slept little. Five days ago, the sheriff forced us out of our home. Five months ago, I lost my fifth job in three years. I hadn’t worked since.

I waited, wondering if we’d have a bed to sleep in tonight. Victoria rang the doorbell. I stayed in the car, picturing Aria saying, “I told you.”

Aria’s maid opened the door. Her pink satin uniform seemed more like a costume you’d see at a fetish club than what a maid would wear. She curtsied, steady on her high heels. “Welcome, Victoria. I’ll get Mistress Aria.”

The maid looked at me, shook her head in disappointment, and went back inside. Five minutes later, Aria arrived. She frowned at our old Honda, packed with our last belongings. Her diamond earrings caught the light as she shook her head, lips tight with disapproval. Acting like I wasn’t there, she said loudly, “I fucking told you.”

Victoria studied her feet. Her shoulders pulled in, like they always did around Aria, as if she wanted to disappear. “I know,” she said quietly. She didn’t defend me. Those two words were flat and honest, holding all the weight of the warnings she’d ignored.

Aria let the silence sit for a moment. “I told you to take charge of your marriage.”

“Peter is a good man,” Victoria’s voice steadier than I expected. “He just needs a break. A real one. I’m not here for a lecture, Aria—I’m here because I’m begging you. Mom and Dad raised us the same way. Mom didn’t teach us to walk away from our families. Don’t walk away from me. Please.”

Aria shook her head and pointed at me. “That is the ruins of your choices…” She gestured at her mansion. “See where my philosophy on men has brought me: strength, control, and everything I want. It’s no coincidence.”

Victoria glanced back at me, disappointment in her eyes, then back at her sister. “We don’t want a free ride. Peter’s willing to work. Peter’s a hard worker. He just had some bad breaks. I’m asking for your help. We’ll pay our way. Surely you have an opening that would fit Peter’s skills at one of your many companies, you know, until we get back on our feet.”

Aria grinned. The glint in her eyes told me she was planning something. “I think I have just the position for your dear little husband. Yes, come in, Victoria. By all means, come in. I can’t refuse my sister.”

Aria’s invitation made me uneasy. The way she looked at me, it felt like she already knew what would happen. But I had no choice. I’d take whatever she offered, not for me, but for my wife. My father always said a man’s first job is to care for his family. I hadn’t done that well lately.

The door creaked as I got out of our ancient car, thinking of all the ways Aria could use this situation against us. With my head down, I walked into her mansion, unsure what it would mean to be under her control.


Chapter Two
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Peter

Saturday and Sunday passed quickly. Aria was disarmingly pleasant. I asked a few times what job I’d be doing.

Aria put her arm around my shoulder and said, “Relax, Peter. Enjoy the weekend. Our work begins in earnest on Monday morning.” Her kindness felt like she was petting a dog she already knew would wear her collar, and she was just waiting for the right moment to attach its leash.

Monday morning, it happened.

Aria and Victoria had breakfast without me. When I got to the massive dining room table, Candy, Aria’s maid, was clearing away the food I hadn’t been invited to eat.

Aria sipped her coffee, took her time, and said, “Your intervention begins in an hour. In my study.”

“Intervention?” I said. I wasn’t a drunk hiding bottles, or a drug addict, or a gambler with loan sharks after me. I’d just had bad luck. “What do I need an intervention for?”

“Your marriage doesn’t need saving, Peter. It needs restructuring. Victoria deserves a household that runs the way it should, and I intend to make sure it does.”

“I appreciate it, Aria. Really. Whatever it takes.” The moment I heard myself say “whatever it takes,” my stomach turned. But I’d already handed her the words. I tried to keep my face calm and told myself it didn’t matter. If I’d known what the intervention really meant, maybe I would have just left. “I’ll prove I can take care of Victoria. That’s all I want.”

Aria’s smirk gave me the chills. She looked like she was about to hand me the key to a cage that I was going to lock myself in.

An hour later, I stood at Aria’s study door and knocked. She didn’t look up. I waited.

With a small flick of her wrist, as if I were already insignificant, she motioned for me to come in without glancing away from the pages in her hand. I stepped inside. The room smelled of leather and a floral scent that made me uneasy, like something soft laid over steel. I stood in front of her desk like a convict standing before a judge, waiting for his sentence.

Aria sat, bouncing one long, gorgeous leg over the other, her stiletto toe slicing the air as if she were keeping time only she could hear. Her red dress caught the light as she leaned back. It was silk, fitted, and cut low enough that I had to look away, as if even my gaze needed her permission. Aria had pulled her dark hair back so tightly it seemed like a quiet warning of just how easily she could take control.

Around her neck hung a necklace with three small silver keys, resting exactly where she wanted my attention to fall. The keys didn’t look like the opened doors. I couldn’t stop wondering what they unlocked—and whether I’d already handed her my key.

There was a single empty chair, a small wooden thing. It seemed better suited to a child than to an adult. Nervous. I needed to get away from her gaze. I sat.

“Did I ask you to sit?”

Her words cracked like a whip. The smirk on her face told me one thing. Aria liked making men squirm.

I shot to my feet. “What?”

Her gaze hardened. If that were possible, she spoke. Each word precise. Trimmed of pleasantness. It was a command. One, she expected me to obey. “Did I tell you to sit?”

“What am I supposed to do, stand here?”

“Yes. You sit when I tell you to sit. You stand when I tell you to stand. You speak when I tell you to speak. That’s the beginning,” Aria said. “Later, we’ll add when you work, when you eat, when you rest, when you touch your wife, if you touch her at all. Understand?”

I turned to Victoria.

She sat in the corner, head down, hands folded submissively in her lap. I’d never seen her dressed like this: black dress, hair pulled back in a tight bun. She looked like someone Aria would approve of. I barely recognized her.

She met my eyes for the briefest second, then looked away. Her fingers tightened in her lap. “Aria knows what she’s doing, Peter.”

I wanted to reach out and ask what was happening, but Aria’s presence filled the room.

I bounced on my feet.

“You may sit.”

I sat.

The chair was shorter than I’d realized. My knees were almost at my chin. I shifted, trying to find a way to sit that didn’t make me look like a kid in the principal’s office, but there wasn’t one. Aria hadn’t even started talking, and I already didn’t know what to do with my hands.

Aria stood. Unhurried. Deliberate. She walked to my side of the desk and leaned against it, looking down on me like she was considering whether to buy me or discard me.

“You have a choice, Peter,” she said.

I glanced at Victoria. She shifted, straightening her spine.

I said to my wife. “What’s this all about, Victoria?” She couldn’t meet my eyes, staring at the floor. I fidgeted in the chair under Aria’s hard stare, my hands shaking.

Aria turned to her sister, turning her body away from me. “Men need a strong hand, Victoria. That’s not cruelty, that’s clarity. They’re like untrained thoroughbreds. So much potential, but useless without someone to hold the reins.” Her eyes stayed on Victoria. “The trick is to get them to hand over control of their lives willingly.”

“Look, I’ve had some bad luck—”

“Was I talking to you? And bad luck?” Aria said, holding back laughter. “Spare me.”

“Listen. My boss was out to get me as soon as I started in that department. Corporate assholes. Every week, it was some new compliance thing, some new hoop to jump through, and the moment I slipped, it was over.”

“Shut up! You didn’t slip.” Aria took two steps forward, towering over me in my miniature chair. “You’re a fuckup, Peter.”

“I…. I….”

Aria glanced at Victoria. “Every man in my life has a position, sister. Not a title, but a position.” She let the word hang in the air. “They do better that way. Less confusion about who they are.” She smoothed her dress, not looking at me. “A man who knows exactly where he stands and what’s expected of him finally becomes useful.”

I said, “I’ll take anything. I want to support my wife as a man should.”

Aria’s eyes narrowed. She leaned down until her lips almost touched my nose. She slid her pointed nail under my chin and lifted it, looking me in the eye. “Good boy. Now listen carefully. Your wife and I have already discussed the terms. You’ll both stay here, but there are conditions.” Her gaze moved to a garment bag in the corner.

I realized then why Candy, the maid, had spent two hours yesterday measuring my chest, waist, inseam, and even my wrists, writing numbers in her little black notebook.

It must be a suit. Something dark and neat, something that would make me look serious and dependable. I pictured myself wearing it, shaking hands, showing up on time, bringing home a paycheck. I imagined Victoria’s face when things finally improved. The two of us, somewhere else, not needing anyone’s help.

I said, “I want to change,” not realizing how much Aria expected me to change.

“Good boy. The staff uniform is non-negotiable. This house runs on order,” Aria said. “Uniforms remind everyone which side of the leash they’re on.”

Staff?

“Victoria will train under me as a manager, learning how real power works, while you—”

“Victoria? Come on. She has no experience. What am I supposed to do?”

“You will learn your proper place in this household. And I promise, it’s not what you think.”

Proper place?

Aria stood up, grabbed the garment bag, and held it in front of me. She opened it with a flourish. Inside was a uniform that looked just like Candy’s. Not just like. It was identical. Same frilled apron, same submissive cut, same quiet message: that my body would belong to the household. It would no longer be mine to decide what to do with it.

I broke out in laughter. What else could I do? Surely Aria wasn’t serious.

Aria said, “What are you laughing about? I’m serious.”

“No fucking way! Victoria! I’m your husband! Tell her.”

Victoria didn’t stand up for me. She couldn’t look at me.

Aria laid the garment at my feet, then sat back in her chair and leaned behind the desk, letting the silence stretch.

“You’re joking?” I said.

Victoria couldn’t look me in the eye.

“No way,” I said.

“The door is open, Peter. No one is stopping you.” Aria said. “Use it. Or accept your new role.”

“I’m not….”

“Oh, you are. You want to rebuild your lives. You both will rebuild it the only way a marriage really works. With a female in charge, that uniform is just the beginning. You think this is about a job?” Aria said. “It’s not. It’s about finally putting your life in the only hands that know what to do with it. Women’s hands.”

“No way.”

“Fine. Take the night. Take two. Take all week. See how well your car keeps out the rain. If you come back tomorrow,” Aria said, “you come back as staff. Staff don’t handle their own money. Staff don’t make their own schedules, and they don’t leave without permission.”

“What am I supposed to do? I’m broke. Sleep in my car?”

“Yes. That’s exactly what you’re supposed to do. I’m not without compassion, though. If you wish to eat, shower, return tomorrow, and report here at the same time tomorrow. Until you agree to our terms, you will not sleep under my roof.”

“Bye. Remember this moment.” I said and stormed out of Aria’s mansion.


Chapter Three
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Victoria

The weekend before Peter’s intervention, Aria laid out how things would work if I wanted to stay. I protested. “You don’t understand. Peter’s been under so much stress. He just needs time. I love him. He loves me. If we could just get a break, just one, we’d be fine.”

Aria tapped her fingernails on her giant mahogany desk—four slow, deliberate strikes, like a judge’s gavel. She told me this was the only way. What was I to do? Say no? It seemed so far-fetched. I mean, me as the head of household? And the rules. The changes Peter would have to adapt to felt more like a fantasy.

Monday morning. The day of Peter’s intervention. I didn’t say a word during breakfast.

On one end of a dining room table that probably cost more than our car, Aria sat with her tablet and her coffee steaming, issuing silent commands in the manner of a queen reviewing her court of one. On the other end, I sat with my hands folded and tried not to look as small as I felt. It was Candy who filled in the middle, and Candy who, with each trip between kitchen and table, reinforced exactly what Aria wanted me to see.

I couldn’t believe Candy was a he. I couldn’t believe Aria had gotten married and never said a word, or that Candy was her husband.

Candy wore a pink satin maid’s uniform, the skirt so short it was barely there. Her corset was cinched so tightly around her waist that it looked ripe for gripping. She moved with the deliberate grace of a geisha, each gesture an act of service, each glance a silent offering. As she poured coffee, her wrist was straight, thumb pressed to the carafe’s base, her eyes downcast in a show of deference. Yet, there was power in her submission—a power that filled the room. Every movement was an invitation to command her, and every silent submission a testament to Aria’s control over her.

I watched as she set Aria’s toast down—no crumbs, never a clang of plate on glass—and adjusted the angle of Aria’s spoon before stepping back with her hands folded at her waist. Aria didn’t look up, not visibly, but I could see the faintest twitch of approval in her eyebrows, and that was enough. If it was a performance, they’d done it a thousand times; if it wasn’t, if this was just how it worked here, then I was out of my depth.

What would it be like, I wondered, to have Peter serve me this way? To wake up to breakfast, to have wine and bathwater drawn without a word, to see the house humming along in silent competence—all for my sake? The fantasy barely seemed real. I’d never run things, not truly; I’d always been the one who followed, who compromised, who kept the peace. For a moment, I tried to picture Peter in Candy’s place: the careful bow of the head, the quick, deferential glance, the small, invisible adjustments showing a man bent on not disappointing. The image came easier than I expected, and that scared me.

Could I be the woman who wanted this? Could I even pull it off, or would the whole experience collapse into a comedy?

I envied the ease with which Aria wore authority. There was no strain, no second-guessing, just the slow, deliberate wielding of what she had. How do you even learn that? Was it practice, or was it just that some people were born knowing how to rule, and the rest of us spent our whole lives apologizing for being in the way?

Candy at my elbow smiled softly. “More juice, ma’am?” The “ma’am” hung in the air, a reminder of the role I would play if Peter agreed. Aria had said consent was important. But how do you get consent to something so drastic?

“Yes, thank you,” I said, and tried to make my voice sound like I expected service.

As the glass filled, I felt a strange heat in my face, a blush not quite embarrassment but of something bordering on what?

Arousal?

Desire?

Fear?

The truth was, in that moment, I wanted it. I wanted the ease, the feeling of being at the center of things. I wanted to step into the story Aria had.

But that was the thing, wasn’t it? Peter would never agree to this. He would laugh, or rage, or simply run from the room, the house, and my life, never to return. It would be a disaster. Or would it? Would it be so bad to lose Peter?

I hated myself for the answer that popped into my mind.

No. Losing Peter as he is now wouldn’t hurt.

And the other unanswered question, could I take charge?

The fantasy crumpled. I was suddenly ashamed for having let it grow at all.

Breakfast ended, and Candy whisked the dishes away without a word as Peter arrived. I sat there for a full five minutes, wondering if a normal marriage would ever satisfy me again.


Chapter Four
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Victoria

The intervention began in Aria’s study. The room was just as intimidating as Aria, with tall windows letting in the afternoon light and a desk that reminded me of a judge’s bench. Aria sat behind it, her face impossible to read. I sat where she told me and waited, unsure what to expect. I tried to prepare myself, but I wasn’t ready for how calm and reasonable Aria sounded. She didn’t look at me at first.

She looked at Peter.

I couldn’t meet Peter’s eyes.

Aria called it an ‘intervention,’ which felt like either the most honest or the most dishonest word she could have picked. She presented it like a contract, as if it were just another deal to close. Part of me was furious at what she was suggesting. Maybe this was the end of our marriage. Or maybe it was the beginning.

Aria explained everything to Peter that first day. I wanted to speak up for my husband and tell her our marriage was fine. We didn’t fight. But we did. Sitting there, listening to my sister pick apart my marriage and my husband’s faults, I felt helpless. If I interrupted, I’d have to leave, and that would mean we both lost. So I stayed quiet, hoping for an answer. But none came that day.

I sat quietly, feeling the pressure of Aria’s proposal and doubting whether I could do what she asked. Could I really take charge in this new way? I stared at my hands, trying to picture them doing what Aria described—disciplining Peter. I wanted to protest. I thought I did. But I couldn’t speak. Deep down, I was curious. Could this save my marriage?

Peter left furious that first day. “Bye. Remember this moment.” He said. I thought he’d get in our Honda and drive. Never to come back.

But he returned for round two. The second day, Aria laid down the law again in even simpler terms. Agree to the new arrangement and every item in the contract, and Aria promised to clear our debts. All Peter had to do was commit to what she called a “Female-Led Domestic Arrangement.”

Peter would have his responsibilities, and I would have mine. I was supposed to take charge, and not just in small ways. I wasn’t sure I could do what the agreement asked, even if Peter somehow agreed to his part.

On that second day, Peter’s comments were less angry and more sarcastic. “Oh, perfect. Just what every guy dreams of—lace, bows, and total emasculation. Should I curtsy now, or do we wait until after you’ve crushed what’s left of my dignity? Is this a joke?”

Aria, though, didn’t budge. “No. This is the deal. You nailed it, though you meant it as sarcasm. Deep down, I think you secretly desire to be wrapped in pink and lace.”

” You agreed to this?” He laughed, but it wasn’t a laugh. “Victoria. Come on. Look at me. Tell her no. You know this isn’t—this is insane. I’m your husband. I’m standing right here. Say something. You want me to be that? Whatever is walking around here in a dress. It’s not even a dress. You want me cleaning toilets in a—what, a dress? An apron? While you watch?” His voice dropped. “I’m your husband, Victoria. That still means something. Doesn’t it?”

Aria and Peter kept arguing. I listened, but my doubts were starting to fade, even if only a little. I tried to remember the last time Peter made me feel safe or wanted. As they argued, I thought about all the nights I ate alone, waiting for him to look up from the TV or his games while my pizza got cold.

At night, I would reach for him. Sometimes he reached back, but that almost made things worse. When it happened, I would lie there afterward, staring at the ceiling, unsure how to feel. He would fall asleep in minutes. I would wonder if I was the problem, then tell myself I wasn’t, then question it again.

“It’s stress,” he’d say. “Work.” I believed him, or at least told myself I did, though it wasn’t really true. Even his apologies felt routine, said with a tired sigh, as if our problems were just another task to finish.

I remembered having to stretch his small paycheck, and the shame I felt when I asked Aria for a loan “just until the twentieth,” pretending it was a favor between equals. I remembered the pity in her voice.

The transformation she proposed was drastic, almost unbelievable. He would wear women’s clothes.

I thought about Candy. Could Peter really look like Candy?

It seemed ridiculous.

But still, I wondered.

I snapped out of my daydream smack in the middle of an argument. “Maid? You can’t be serious?” Peter said to Aria while looking at me.

“Part maid, yes,” Aria said. “You will be her housekeeper, yes, but also Victoria’s personal assistant. You’ll maintain the household while Victoria learns my business, run errands, serve guests—whatever your wife requires. You will learn how to bring her pleasure in all the ways a woman deserves.”

“Fuck you!”

Peter stormed out that second day as well.

On the third day, Peter returned and sat, speechless, fuming through the entire ordeal again. His jaw tight. Eyes narrowed. An actor playing his part. I expected him to walk out as soon as Aria laid down her terms again. But he stayed longer on that third day. On that third day, Aria had Candy remain in the room. Standing head down. Submissive.

I watched how he looked at Candy, how Candy looked at him. It was a look that said Candy knew something about him, something he didn’t yet know himself. I started to wonder if maybe, just maybe, Aria saw something true in Peter that I had missed.

On that third day, Peter went from anger and sarcasm to begging. “Aria. Victoria. Please. I can learn the business. I’ve proven my track record.” Peter examined Candy. “You can’t be serious? I can’t do it.”

But there was something different about the way he sat in that embarrassingly tiny chair. His shoulders were softer, not squared anymore, and his hands rested at his sides. He had stopped glancing at the door. When he spoke, his voice was softer. Something in him had changed. He was really considering it, and honestly, so was I.

By the third day, I felt something inside me begin to change.

After Peter stormed out on day three, I watched Candy serve Aria. Watching Candy serve Aria, really watching, not just letting my eyes glaze over the way they did with so many of my sister’s oddities. Some part of me—resentful at first, then hungry—couldn’t look away from the grace with which Candy, who yesterday I’d have lazily called a “male housemaid,” seemed to move between the furniture, the food tray, and Aria’s outstretched hand. There was a fluidity, even a kind of magnificence to the ritual, and for a moment I envied it with a pang as childish as it was ugly. This was not the stiff, ashamed deference I remembered from the husband who’d tried and failed to please me. Candy performed service as if she had been born for it, every gesture both anticipatory and honest. She wasn’t just being bossed around—she was an extension of Aria’s will. I couldn’t decide whether that made me feel disgusted or excited.

Each session with Aria played out like a miniature trial, and I studied Peter as though I were his prosecutor, his defense attorney, and the silent jury all rolled into one.

By the fourth day, he barely spoke at all, except to repeat that he could do better, that he could “man up” if only given a chance. Even his insults had grown limp, shrugged out in half sentences that trailed off whenever Aria set her icy gaze on him. He sat so still, I started to think of him as a piece of the furniture. When Aria discussed the specifics—Victoria will be the authority in all domestic matters, and Peter, you will serve as her maid and companion and her daily means of comfort—his face twitched only once, the way a dying animal’s might, and then even that was gone.

Candy, on the other hand, seemed to become more alive with each passing day. The difference between her and Peter was almost comical: where Peter’s masculine bulk sagged further into the chair with every session, Candy’s movements sharpened, her posture ever more immaculate. Once, as she poured coffee for Aria, Candy glanced at me, just for an instant, and I saw a glimmer of something that wasn’t pity or warning but a shy, toothy pride. I found myself staring, wondering what I looked like through her eyes. Did Candy see me as I saw myself—a nervous, half-invisible wife, a failed experiment in self-sufficiency? Or did she see someone on the brink of stepping into a role I was born to play?

After day four, I wandered the upstairs halls after the ‘intervention,’ unable to sit still in the bedroom Aria had prepared for me. The mansion had the strange, suffocating quiet of a place where everything is both new and ancient.

I drifted through the mansion, pausing in front of the room where Aria kept her “girls.” They were like Candy—men feminized to look pretty in a way you couldn’t pin down, always in uniform. I listened to their laughter and soft voices and realized I was jealous, not of Aria, who floated above us all at the apex of her little social pyramid, but of the girls themselves, their certainty and their purpose. Even serving, they seemed more sure of themselves than I had ever felt.

It wasn’t just what Aria said to me—her lectures on self-discipline, her dry psychologizing, her clinical predictions about how Peter would adapt. It was what I saw. And what I saw, increasingly, was a world in which every conflict was resolved before it even started, where the only friction was the careful click of heels against tile or the hiss of water from the gourmet kettle. I started to believe that Aria’s way was not just possible, but—maybe—preferable. The more Peter resisted, the more I imagined what it would be like if he stopped. If he just surrendered, the way Candy had.

On the fifth day, I heard myself say it before I knew I was going to. “The door’s right there. Sleep in your car. Leave.”

I looked at the window. The curtains. Anywhere. I had said it in Aria’s voice, I realized. Flat and certain, the way she said everything. I wasn’t sure if that frightened me or if I was grateful to have borrowed it.

“Okay, just for the fuck of it, not that I’m thinking about it, so I agree to it, then what?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again. The words I’d just spoken hung in the air, and I couldn’t tell if I was proud or ashamed, or if it even mattered anymore.

Aria took over.

“It’s quite simple,” Aria said. “You’ll dress the part. You’ll learn to serve—coffee, guests, whatever Victoria requires. You’ll learn to address her correctly, to answer the door correctly, to make yourself useful in all the ways you’ve so far failed to be.” She paused, smoothing her skirt. “I’ll teach Victoria how to manage you. How to get from her marriage what she deserves. What she’s always deserved.” Her eyes moved to me briefly, then back to him. “That part, I suspect, will come naturally to her.”

“What if I can’t?” Peter asked.

Aria’s smile was pure predator. “Then you will find out just how serious we are about discipline. Victoria will punish you for failure. I promise you, Peter. You’ll find that Victoria will be very thorough.”

As Aria went over the contract the hundredth time, I thought about the details. If Peter didn’t follow the rules, there would be punishments, described in exact terms. Then there was the part about sex. That made me blush.

Aria explained again how Peter would have to please me, and his own pleasure would be tightly controlled, only given as a reward. I couldn’t quite understand it. I could have any man I wanted, and Peter would be—what? A maid? A toy? My doubts spun in my mind.

That fifth day, Peter stayed longer. Asked more questions. Then, finally, he turned, shoulders slumped, and walked out the door.

I wondered whether I could demand he kneel before me? His head bowed, hands clasped behind his back, waiting for my command? Could I simply point to the floor and tell him to get down on his hands and knees, to crawl towards me with that soft, submissive look in his eyes, ready to serve my pleasure? Could I inspect his posture, his attire, his every movement, and impose corrections and penalties as casually as commenting on the weather?

That fifth night, I watched from the hallway as Aria leaned back in her armchair while Candy, on her knees in the middle of the rug, massaged her feet in slow, reverent circles. Aria didn’t look at Candy—she fixed her gaze on a book in her lap. Candy’s back was perfectly straight, her hands never missing a beat. The sight should have horrified me. Instead, something in me relaxed, as if I had finally solved an equation I’d been wrestling with for years. My marriage needed to change.

By day six, I was still afraid. But my fear was less about what Aria would do to us, and more about what I might do if given the chance. I rehearsed lines in my head, ways to tell Peter that I wanted this, that maybe deep down he did too. I thought about what Aria had asked me that first night, when she called me into her study alone and closed the door behind us: “Do you really want to spend the rest of your life cleaning up after Peter? Or do you want him to be the one on his knees, waiting for you to tell him he’s good enough?”

At the time, I’d wanted to slap her. Now, I wasn’t so sure. Every day, Peter sat for longer. Every day, I felt my doubts thinning out, replaced by something sharper and more electric.

The seventh day, I watched Peter’s stiff march from the car to the house. I wanted to cry. I wanted to tell Aria, “Put a stop to this!”

But I didn’t. Why? I’m not sure. Somewhere deep inside, a part of me wanted to see what would happen. Would my life be better? Would our life be better?

I watched Peter stand at the front door. Rubbing his hand on his dirty pants. He knocked. I headed for the door.

Aria stopped me. “He’ll wait as long as you make him.”

An hour later, he was still pacing in small, angry circles under the atrium. By the time Aria let me open the door, he was shaking with fury or cold, I couldn’t tell which.

“We’re done,” he said. But he didn’t turn and leave. His teeth were chattering.

Strangely, I said, “We’re done when I say.”

I was surprised I said that. I was even more surprised by how good it felt.

Peter’s shoulders slumped further, but he didn’t storm out. He stared at the floor, the same way I had. “I don’t want to be Candy.”

“You will be whatever I want you to be.”

Peter’s eyes were still lowered when he spoke, his voice so small I almost didn’t hear it. “This is crazy.”

“Crazy?” I said. “Maybe. But inevitable.”

He was quiet for a long time. I let the silence stretch. Finally, he looked at me with a resignation I’d never seen before. “I just—” He faltered. “Victoria. I just need to know that you—”

“That I what?” I said. My voice had an edge I didn’t expect.

“That you love me.”

I opened my mouth. Closed it. I didn’t know how to answer.

He glared at us both. I breathed in sharply. He looked at me, and for the first time since this all began, I saw something besides defeat in his eyes. I saw submission.

“Victoria,” he started. “I know this isn’t what you want. I know Aria’s twisting everything around, making it all sound like it’s—”

“Agree or leave,” I said again. “I deserve better than what you’ve been giving me.”

“Can I at least take a shower and grab something to eat?”

Peter left the house again right after his shower and a quick, silent meal, trudging past me in sweatpants and a borrowed t-shirt. He didn’t meet my eye, and for a second I wanted to call after him, to say something to break the spell of tension that had thickened between us. But the words wouldn’t come, and he disappeared around the curve of the drive before I could even reach the window.

I watched his car idling at the end of the gravel path, the brake lights faint in the daylight. I stood with my hands on the cold window and realized I didn’t miss him like I used to. Instead, I felt a strange, guilty relief. The house was quiet, and for the first time in months, I could hear myself think.

Peter didn’t bother to come up to the house on the eighth day.

With nothing to do but wait, I wandered the mansion’s deep, echoing halls. I watched the staff float through their routines, gliding from room to room. I watched Aria, too, conducting the morning like a stern but benevolent dictator—her authority absolute, her every command obeyed without question or complaint. The whole thing had an unnatural smoothness, a kind of unshakeable order. It was the opposite of my home, where every day felt like a disaster.

I found myself drawn to what Aria had. Aria’s little empire. I watched Candy move with effortless grace, dusting surfaces that were already clean and rearranging the fruit bowl, so the colors lined up.

I noticed the subtleties: the tiny gestures of respect, the way Candy paused for Aria’s approval, the delicate dance of service and reward. I had always thought of this kind of submission as pathetic, but now I saw something else—a gentle certainty, freedom from the constant negotiation of want and need.

On that lonely eighth day, I approached the study and heard a soft, rhythmic sound, like a gentle lapping against a shore. The door was slightly ajar, and I pushed it open just enough to see within. Aria was reclined in her leather chair, her skirt pulled over her hips, her eyes closed in serene self-indulgence.

Candy knelt between Aria’s thighs, her movements slow and deliberate, the glossy pink satin of her maid’s cap reflecting the low lamplight. I should have turned away, but I didn’t. I watched, transfixed, as Candy’s tongue traced delicate, reverent circles, her hands folded behind her back, spine perfectly straight even while her face was buried between Aria’s thighs. Aria leaned back, her head tilted, eyes half-shut in an expression of tranquility, as if receiving oral from her personal maid was an afternoon rite on par with tea or a manicure. I’d stumbled once on Peter watching porn, but this was nothing like the frantic, anonymous close-ups that had made me so embarrassed. This was something private, slow, and strange: a man. Locked in chastity. Dressed as a woman. Giving pleasure as easily and naturally as breathing.

I waited for revulsion to kick in, or for shame to bloom hot in my chest. Instead, a strange envy flooded me: Aria lay there entirely unafraid, blissfully in charge of her own body and someone else’s. Even the act of being pleasured was controlled—her hand resting on the back of Candy’s head, not shoving, but guiding, fingers curled as if petting something precious and loyal. It was clear that Candy anticipated each of Aria’s responses, calibrating her rhythm to the smallest sigh or quirk of lip, almost as if reading Aria’s mind. There was no hurry, no apology, no awkwardness; every motion was part of a practiced ritual, and for the first time in my life, I saw what it might look like to be the center of that much focused devotion.

I wondered how long they’d been like this before I arrived, whether Candy had been summoned or had come of her own accord. I wondered what it would feel like to be on either side of this arrangement. Would I ever have the courage to claim that kind of authority? Would I even want to? My legs felt weak, and a pulse I hadn’t expected throbbed at the root of my belly. I gripped the doorframe, torn between mortification and a desperate, aching curiosity.

Even as Aria reached her climax—her sigh muted and graceful, like the closing note of a song—Candy never broke form. Only when Aria released her grip did Candy withdraw, lips shining, cheeks flushed, and eyes lowered, a faint smile on her face as if she’d just dusted an especially delicate figurine and set it right again.

When done, Candy rose, smoothed her apron with both hands, and checked the seams of her stockings before looking up. “Will there be anything else, Mistress?” she asked, in the same tone she might use after arranging a vase of flowers.

Aria said, “No. You are dismissed,” already reaching for the reading glasses folded on the side table, her skirt settling back into place as she drew a stack of unopened correspondence into her lap.

Candy glided past me, her eyes demurely lowered, but Aria caught my gaze. “Tell me, Victoria,” she said, her voice a soft, commanding purr. “Does the idea of a man on his knees, lips pressed to your flesh, truly horrify you? Is it so unthinkable to have your every desire catered to, your every whim indulged? Is it so very wicked to want a servant who lives to please you?”

That night, lying awake in the guest bed, I let the idea sink in. Maybe this was all wrong, maybe it would never work, but what if it did? What if the only thing stopping me from being happy was not trying something new? What if Peter’s humiliation was a small price for both of us to be happy finally? Then I realized something. I had been thinking about us, but what I really wanted was to be happy, even if that meant using Peter to get there.

I fell asleep imagining Peter at my feet, looking up at me with that old, adoring gaze. For the first time in ages, I woke up hopeful. I just needed Peter to agree.

And so, when it finally happened—when Aria slid the contract across the table and told him, and me, that this was the last chance—I couldn’t help myself. I took Peter by the hand and led him into the hallway, away from Aria, where it was just us and the hush of the mansion. I put my hands on his shoulders and felt him shivering, not with rage now, but with a kind of relief. I looked him in the eyes and said, “I need you to do this, Peter. For me. For us. Because I think this is the only way.”

He just stared at me, lips parted, like he was about to say something but didn’t know the words. I saw every argument he’d ever lost, every time he’d retreated from a real confrontation, and for a moment I felt an almost maternal tenderness for him. I leaned in, kissed him, and whispered, “Please.”

That was how, on the fourteenth day, Peter signed the contract, his hand trembling so badly I had to steady the page for him. And when he looked up at me, searching for disgust or amusement, I gave him neither. I just smiled.

I watched him put down the pen, and I felt both fear and triumph, like we had both just jumped off a cliff and were waiting to see if we would land safely.

I was tired of waiting for apologies that never came. The more I thought about it, the more I suspected Aria might be right: this was the only way. The only way I’d ever really know if I could take charge. The only way I’d ever really know if Peter could change. The only way I’d ever really know if I could change, too.

The pen shook in his hand as he scrawled his name at the bottom of the page. I watched, my heart a wild, guilty drum in my chest. I didn’t know if it was triumph or terror, this feeling that washed over me in a dizzying wave. He passed the paper back to me with the hollow look of a man surrendering his last defense.


Chapter Five
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Peter

After two weeks living in our car, I said yes. It wasn’t giving in. It wasn’t caving. It sure as hell wasn’t—look, I will not use the word surrendering, because that’s not what it was. It was a strategic decision. A calculated move. A man doing what a man has to do. That’s what I told myself when I finally said yes to Aria. That’s what I’m still telling myself now. Most of the time. Sometimes. Look, I’m still telling myself that.

The deal was simple enough, or at least that’s how Aria laid it out: she’d bring Victoria on as a manager trainee, and I would serve as her maid and personal assistant. Her maid. I kept turning the words over in my head, trying to find the angle where they made sense. Her maid.

A man doesn’t—I mean, that’s not—but then again, what had being a man gotten me lately? Two weeks in my car. An empty bank account. A wife who deserved better. Victoria needed stability. Victoria needed a future. And I needed to be the one to give it to her. Didn’t that count for something? Wasn’t that exactly what a man was supposed to do?

So here I am, fourteen days later, watching Aria’s maid, Candy, curtsy. A perfect dip that revealed a flash of thigh above sheer pink stockings. My eyes traveled from her glossy heels up to her slender calves, to her narrow hips, cinched waist, and the soft curve of what had to be fake breasts—and I made myself stop and look away, and then I looked back. If Aria hadn’t come right out and said Candy was a guy, I’d have never—I mean, I wouldn’t have known. I don’t know what I’m saying. I don’t know what I was thinking. I wondered if I’d look that pretty, and then I wondered why I’d wondered that.

Candy led me through Aria’s mansion in silence, her heels clicking against floors so polished I could see myself in them—a man, still, for now, following a woman who used to be one. Candy’s heels clicked against marble floors that reflected everything at you like still water. Candy was proud that she’d polished them. Under vaulted ceilings, on cold white walls hung large oil portraits of women I didn’t recognize, but who all shared Aria’s expression, that look of someone who has never once been told no.

We stopped at a pink door, deep in the basement. Candy produced a key from her apron, turned the lock, opened the door, and gestured me inside with a little bow and an exaggerated sweep of the hand. “Your quarters.”

The room was essentially a pink cell, ten feet by ten, with barely enough space for the narrow cot, the built-in dresser, and a closet with mirrored doors. A huge television hung from the wall. A door to the right revealed a private bathroom—sink, shower, and toilet so clean they gleamed.

The bedding, like everything else in the room, was pink. On the bed lay my new uniform, a skimpy maid uniform, and the customary female accessories: a pink satin garter belt, pink fishnet stockings with lace tops, a pair of patent-leather shoes, and a corset so narrow I doubted it would close around my wrist, let alone my waist. Nearby rested a padded bra, with a box open to reveal a pair of silicone breasts and a pair of delicate, sheer pink panties trimmed with tiny bows. I stared at the pile of clothing, reminding myself that I was going along with all this nonsense because I was providing for my wife as a man should.

Candy looked and sounded bored, as if she’d done this before, and said, “Strip.”

“Now?” My voice cracked.

She cocked her head, eyes narrowing. “You know the consequences.”

I took a deep breath, the magnitude of my choice settling over me like a shroud. This humiliation was all for Victoria—my wife, my everything. Twisted as it may be, I clung to the notion that this emasculation was a perverse act of love, a means to provide for her.

I fumbled with the buttons of my shirt. First one. Then the next. I kept stopping and starting, like my fingers couldn’t decide what they were doing, like they were waiting for the rest of me to weigh in.

Three minutes later, I stood completely naked. Candy eyes greedily traveled up and down my body, stopping at my soft flesh. She ran her tongue along her lips, and blood rushed between my legs. My cock stiffened, rising against my will. Was it Candy’s gaze, or what I was about to become, or some twisted part of me that found excitement in this humiliation? I don’t know. But the little guy had a mind of its own, and whatever the cause, shame flooded me. I cupped my hands over myself, face burning as I tried to hide the evidence of my body’s betrayal.

I cleared my throat, “I’m not gay.”

Candy raised an eyebrow, her glossy lips curling into a knowing smirk. “Oh, honey, sucking cock as her cuckold, isn’t about whether you’re gay, it’s about serving your Mistress. You’ll learn to love whatever she demands.” She leaned in, her perfume enveloping me as her manicured nail traced my lips. “And trust me, your precious Victoria’s going to have you begging for tasks that would make you blush right now. The sooner you accept that you’re nothing but a plaything for superior women, the easier your life will be.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but the words caught in my throat. “Victoria would never...” I started, then faltered, a strange flutter in my stomach making me pause. “She wouldn’t ask me to do something like that.” A treacherous part of my mind whispered: But what if she did? What if she wanted to? Would I do it?

Candy yawned, “Sure. Whatever you say.” And sighed as her eyes drifted clinically, like a doctor examining her patient. “Hair everywhere,” she said, her voice flat. “Unacceptable.”

She pushed me into the tiny bathroom, turned on the shower, and pointed. “All of it. Arms, chest, legs.”

Testing the water, I said. “It’s fucking freezing.”

Candy smirked, staring at my erection. “It’ll make the next step easier if it isn’t hard.”

“Next step?”

Ignoring me, she pointed into the shower stall. “Now, or I shall be forced to tell Mistress Aria about your resistance.”

Thirty minutes later, after three gut-wrenching inspections which included a finger between my ass cheeks, my still erect cock throbbed. Candy grabbed it, smiled, and said, “I see we have some dormant gay inclinations buried in that brain of yours.”

“Fuck no! I’m only doing this for my wife.”

“As it should be, submitting to your superior, a woman,” Candy said with a knowing smile as she crammed my discarded clothes into a garbage bag. “Now, come along. We have much to prepare.”

“Naked?”


Chapter Six
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Peter

With every step deeper into the house, the air thickened, heat pressing against my bare skin like a silent accusation. It was clear Aria had mapped this path with care; each corridor and staircase amplified my shame. I searched for an exit, but every imagined escape led back to the same truth: If Victoria and I left, disgrace would trail after us, returning to the wreckage I had made of our lives.

Candy’s heels struck the floor in a slow, deliberate rhythm, each step echoing through the hush. Heat prickled across my skin, the urge to cover myself clashing with a darker impulse—a pull toward surrender, as if this role had always been waiting for me. The maids we passed let their eyes linger, their attention crawling over me, each glance a silent judgment. Mortification burned through me, but beneath it, something else moved, unwelcome and undeniable.

I hated every moment. I hated Aria for orchestrating this, hated Victoria for her silence, hated myself for feeling anything but revulsion. Yet my body betrayed me, a slow, traitorous heat gathering where I least wanted it.

What if I refused to play along? The urge to lash out, to fracture Aria’s carefully constructed world, burned in me. But what then? If she cast us out, there would be no return, no second chance. I could sabotage her, unravel her order, but at what cost to Victoria? Could I risk her future for a moment of defiance? The thought of her disappointment was a weight I could not bear. My mind churned, indecision and desire colliding until I felt I might drown in them.

I tried to arrange my face into something resembling dignity, but every maid, flawless in their uniforms, seemed to see through the attempt. They greeted Candy with a nod or curtsy, their eyes drifting over me as if I were a curiosity behind glass. One young maid let her gaze linger, a faint smirk at the corner of her mouth. I folded in on myself, heat rising to my face, but the humiliation only deepened the strange ache inside me. I could not understand why this degradation made me want more, why the cold, assessing looks left me raw and exposed, craving something I could not name.

On the third floor, Candy’s heels stopped beside a polished mahogany door, its brass handle gleaming under the light. The door bore an air of quiet authority, as if it guarded a secret known only to the house.

Candy opened the door and stepped aside, gesturing for me to enter. The room was unmistakably Victoria’s. Her favorite books were stacked on the nightstand, slippers arranged with care by the bed. The silk scarf she wore on our first date hung over the mirror. My stomach twisted at the sight, but I reminded myself I had to do this for Victoria. For us.

Victoria’s eyes flicked over me, naked and shivering, and then darted away. She couldn’t even look at me.

“Victoria, come on,” I said, voice low and gentle—the same tone I’d used to coax her out of bed on a cold morning. “You see what your sister’s doing here, right? This isn’t you. Tell her to stop this nonsense and get me my damn clothes back.”

Aria put her hand on Victoria’s shoulder. “Women are the superior sex. Look him in the eye and demand he lower his eyes.”

Victoria glanced at her sister, “I can’t.”

Aria said, “Do it. Trust me, you will not regret it.”

Victoria looked me in the eye. I didn’t see determination. This would not last long. Her voice cracked, “Um… huh…”

Aria squeezed her shoulder. “Think about the situation your so-called man put you into. Think about sleeping in your car. Think about the foreclosure of your home and getting kicked out of your—”

“Okay, I’ll go along with it.” I lowered my eyes.

Aria smiled. “Good.”

I kept my eyes on the floor as Victoria approached, her hands cradling a small device, cruel in its precision, as if crafted for a modern inquisitor.

“Victoria! Stop this nonsense. There’s no way I’m wearing that? How are we going to make love? I know how much you love me inside you. How—”

Aria cut me off. “Tell him, Victoria. Tell him you haven’t had an orgasm once since you married him. Tell him you’ve been faking it.”

Victoria’s voice, usually soft and yielding, carried an edge of assertiveness, “Are you kidding me? Love you inside me?” She glanced at Aria. Aria nodded. “I haven’t had an orgasm once since we got married. I’ve been faking it.” Where had my wife gone? “Wear it. For both of us.”

“What garbage is Aria feeding you? I’ve always satisfied you, Victoria. You know that! Why are you letting Aria ruin our marriage?”

Aria’s lips curved into a predatory smile. “Shall we proceed, Victoria? Before we lock up your husband’s pint-sized source of delusion, I think Peter deserves one last chance at pleasure. Don’t you agree, sister?”

Victoria nodded, her eyes meeting mine. There was pleasure there—undeniable, unsettling.

“Kneel,” Aria commanded, pointing to a spot in the center of the room.

I hesitated, my mind racing for a way out of this humiliation. Pleading, I said to Victoria, “Stop this.”

“Do it now.” Victoria’s tone was commanding and strangely arousing.

I moved to the spot and kneeled, unable to ignore the humiliating evidence of my aroused state.

“Now,” Aria continued, settling onto the bed next to Victoria, crossing her legs elegantly, “you’re going to pleasure yourself for us.”

“What?” I gasped, my eyes darting to Victoria.

“Do it,” Victoria said, not an ounce of doubt in her tone.

“There you are, on your knees, where you belong,” Aria purred, circling me like a predator. “Now, be a good little maid and stroke that tiny cock for us. Slowly. Make it nice and hard, so we can laugh at how small it really is.” She leaned in, her voice a low, cruel whisper. “And as you do, repeat after me: ‘I am a pathetic little maid, existing only for Victoria’s pleasure.’”

I looked into Victoria’s eyes; gone was the submissive, doting woman. I saw only an uncompromising dominant. She said, not an ounce of doubt in her tone. “You’re going to feel the denial of what I felt for eight long years.”

Looking at Aria, I said, “What did you tell her?”

Back at Victoria, “This isn’t you.”

Victoria’s voice sliced through the air like a whip. “You’re going to do it NOW.”

I stared at the woman before me. Not my wife. My body responded to the chill in her voice, the imperious lift of her brow. I tried to master the heat rising in me, but control had slipped away. She held me captive with her eyes, and I could not look away.

Victoria rose. Face to face, she said, “For eight years—EIGHT YEARS—I’ve been nothing but a warm hole for you to jerk off into. Not once—NOT ONCE—has that pathetic excuse for a cock made me feel anything but used.” Her finger lifted my chin, “Look at me when I’m speaking! Your living fleshlight is DONE with you.”

My hopes that Victoria would stop all this just slipped away. I wrapped my hand around my shaft. “I am a pathetic little maid.”

“Louder,” Victoria demanded, surprising me with her assertiveness. “Spit in your hand, get that cock, nice and slippery.”

I did as I was told. “I am a pathetic little maid, existing only for Victoria’s pleasure.” The woman before me was changed, and the change aroused me.

“Good,” Aria said to Victoria, make him say, ‘My pleasure belongs to you, Mistress.’”

I spit three times in the palm of my hand, each stroke sent waves of unwanted pleasure through my body as I repeated, “My pleasure belongs to my Mistress.” I felt nauseous, even as my cock swelled into my palm, the humiliation was as unbearable as it was arousing.

“Faster,” Victoria commanded. “Stroke that hand like you fucked my pussy. When I say stop. Stop. Or you will—”

Victoria talking dirty turned me on like nothing she’d ever done in all the years we’d been married. I stroked faster and more urgently. “It feels... it feels...” The words failed me, caught between resentment and a darker excitement I could not name.

“Say it,” Victoria urged, her eyes fixed on my hand as it moved up and down my shaft.

“It feels humiliating,” I gasped. “But... but...”

“But you love it,” Aria finished for me, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Say it. ‘I love being feminized and controlled.’”

“I... I love being feminized and controlled,” I repeated, watching the subtle changes in Victoria. She stood taller, shoulders back, a quiet authority radiating from her. The words left my mouth, and a spark of excitement flared, another surge of unwanted arousal racing through me. I was close, my body tightening as the pressure built. Why did this turn me on? The humiliation should have crushed me, not made me harder. Victoria’s gaze held me, commanding, and her control felt dangerously good. I hovered on the edge, disgusted by my arousal but unable to stop it.

My hand moved faster, my orgasm approaching rapidly. “Oh, fuck... I’m going to cum...”

Aria said, “Stop it now.”

I couldn’t stop.

Victoria stood, grabbed my hand, yanking it away from my cock.

“No!” I cried out, my voice a desperate whimper as my body bucked without the pleasure an orgasm should bring.

Aria laughed.

“Oh God,” I choked out, my body convulsing in harsh, empty spasms, a cruel echo of pleasure, denied its peak.

Victoria said, “What you are experiencing right now, Peter, mirrors how I’ve felt for eight long years, empty and used. This is what it feels like to be used. Now, you understand what it’s like to be on the receiving end of empty satisfaction.”

“Time to lock him up, sister. His last moments of freedom are over.”

I closed my eyes. My stomach clenched as Aria took her sweet time locking me in the plastic prison with finality. As she fumbled around with my privates, flashes of myself in heels, in makeup, bent in submission, all the versions of me yet to come raced through my mind.

“Candy,” Aria called, her voice silky with satisfaction. “I believe our new maid is ready to be dressed; we can’t have him walking around naked.”


Chapter Seven
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Victoria

Ididn’t bother knocking. I pushed the door open, standing tall with my chin up. Aria’s secret room was just as I remembered: three chairs, one of them a black leather throne. Aria sat in front of a wall of twelve softly glowing monitors, each one showing a different part of the house.

When I met Aria’s eyes, I held her gaze. “Good morning, Aria.” Three weeks ago, I would have whispered. Now my voice filled the room. “You wanted me to stay home from work today?”

I scanned the monitors until I spotted Peter on the kitchen screen, third row. He stood at the counter in his maid’s dress, scrambling my eggs. The corset sculpted him into a submissive silhouette, his narrow waist emphasizing not strength, but obedience — the kind designed to be admired, corrected, and possessed by me. He paused to brush a strand of styled hair from his face with a feminine flick of his wrist, the way Candy had trained him, then went back to work. With one hand, he scrambled eggs while the other tried to tug the hem of his maid’s dress lower, a hopeless attempt at modesty. The dress wasn’t meant for comfort or coverage, but to remind him of his place as my amusement.

Holy fuck! Did I really just think that? The word that stood out was: “my.” My amusement. It felt good to claim that. Three weeks had changed everything. Peter wasn’t the only one transformed—I was, too.

Aria pointed at the chair opposite her. “Sit.”

I sat, crossing my legs with deliberate composure.

“It’s time for the next stage of our little ‘intervention,’” she told me.

The words fit. I was ready.

“Time for you to reap the benefits of having a submissive husband to command.”

I leaned forward. “Three weeks ago, I doubted. Now, seeing him like this, I want more than a maid with a tray. I want a servant who knows his place and understands that my pleasure is the only priority. I want to see him tremble at my touch, kneel at my command.”

“Holy fuck! Am I talking to Victoria?” Aria gestured at the full-length mirror behind me.

I stood before the mirror. My hair, pulled back to a severe line, sharpened my cheekbones. The tailored blazer sculpted my frame—broad shoulders, a cinched waist, a flash of red lining with each movement. I twisted, watching the fabric catch the morning light. The woman in the glass no longer asked for permission. She took what she wanted.

I could not look away. Even the smallest things had changed: the way I tucked my hair, the way I regarded my hands, the way I crossed my arms as if I owned the room. It was unfamiliar, and it thrilled me.

Behind me, I saw Aria’s face in the mirror, a little blurred but still clear. She watched me with a smile. She saw the change in me, too. I realized I no longer cared about her approval. I didn’t need it. I wanted what she had offered three weeks ago: control over my life and my husband.

For three weeks, I watched Candy work her transformation on Peter. I watched him become something I could control.

I saw Aria discipline Peter when he didn’t meet her standards. I secretly watched Candy serve Aria in this room—helping her bathe, laying out her clothes, even easing her tension. I watched Aria bring men home and observed from the shadows. On the monitors, I saw Candy prepare Aria’s lovers and clean up after them. I was done just watching. I wanted what Aria had.

The vision was clear enough to touch: my voice, calm and steady, giving orders; my husband—no, not my husband now, but Cupcake—rushing to obey. That word again. My. It fit.

I imagined the feel of my hand connecting with his skin when he failed to please me. I pictured him on a leash in the garden, on his knees, hands trembling, waiting for my command.

I could almost taste it. A slow smile crept across my face. This was for me, not for Aria, not for Cupcake. My husband no longer answered to Peter, but Cupcake. My daydream broke when, in the reflection, I saw the breakfast tray crash onto the kitchen tile. Cupcake’s panic was immediate. My first day as Mistress Victoria had begun. I was ready.

Aria’s eyes flicked to mine in the mirror, a private acknowledgment. I didn’t wait for her prompt. This was my life now. Not hers.

I turned on my heel and left, my footsteps drumming on the floor down the corridor toward the kitchen.

In the hallway, I caught the end of the commotion: Cupcake on his knees, surrounded by egg and shattered porcelain.

He looked up. The blush on his face was nearly purple, his lips trembling as he tried to form an apology. I stepped into the kitchen, letting my presence fill the space. “Explain yourself,” I said, each syllable ice-edged.

Cupcake looked up, eyes wide. “I’m so sorry, ma’am. I tripped on the rug.”

“No. That’s not what happened, you were playing with your skirt.”

Cupcake lowered her eyes. “It’s so short. I’ll clean it up immediately, please, I—”

I raised a hand. The apology died in his throat. I let the silence stretch until his gaze dropped.

“Is that how we serve breakfast in this house?” I asked.

He shook his head. “No, ma’am. I’m sorry.”

Cupcake shook his head, lips trembling, hands arrested mid-reach as if by the gravity of my stare. “No, ma’am. I’m sorry.” His voice was small, a threadbare apology, the last frayed remnant of who he’d been before.

It would have been easy to let it go with a stern word. Three weeks ago, I would have looked to Aria for approval. Now I enjoyed the silence, the staff watching, the way their eyes moved between us. I wanted them to see. I wanted him to understand.

“Come here,” I said, and pointed at my feet.

I sat in the nearest hard-backed chair and, with deliberate patience, pulled him across my lap. His skirt bunched in my palm, petticoat crumpling. I saw the curve of his thigh, the pink hem of his panties, the trembling arch of muscle beneath pale skin. I had only seen my husband’s body in the dim light of marital obligation, never as something vulnerable, never as something offered. This was a different creature: not Peter, but Cupcake. The name itself was surrender.

My first strike was soft, barely a tap, testing both of us. His body flinched. The sound, more air than flesh, made my pulse leap. I drew my hand back, and when I brought it down again, it was not tentative. The crack was sharp, the flesh beneath my palm blooming red. He sucked a breath through his teeth, but did not protest. The staff gathered. Arms crossed and faces impassive.

I continued, each strike a little harder, feeling the history between us loosen, stretch, and snap. The old contract, husband and wife, two equals in a tolerated stalemate, died with each strike. Blistering beneath my palm, our marriage transformed. He was not just submitting; he was being remade. So was I.

I lost count of the strikes. It became a blur of noise, the skin under my hand heating, my breath gone shallow. When I stopped, I kept him across my knee, one hand pressed to his lower back, holding him there. I would decide when this ended.

He was crying, but not audibly. Just the wetness on his cheek, the deep heave of his chest. I waited until the tension had drained from his body, until whatever protest might have been in him was gone.

I lowered my voice so only he could hear: “You will not embarrass me, or yourself, again. If you do, you’ll learn what real discipline means.”

He nodded, the movement minuscule, chin pressed to his chest.

I released him. He slid off my lap, kneeled at my feet, and lowered his forehead to the floor. The gesture was not in the script. No one had taught him this, not Aria, not me. It was instinct, the truest surrender.

The staff lingered a moment, as if waiting for my verdict. I lifted my gaze and said, “Clean up this mess, then prepare a fresh tray. I expect my breakfast to be served perfectly in one hour.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Cupcake said, the words small but unbroken.

As the staff dispersed, I stood and smoothed my blazer. I regarded my hands, one tingling from the impact, the other steady. I looked at him, the man I had married, now so transformed I could not see a trace of my old husband in the way he moved, the way he waited for my command.

I let myself bask in the feeling before I turned on my heel and left the kitchen, the echo of my footsteps marking the new rhythm of this house.

When I reached the end of the hall, Aria was waiting, leaning against the doorway, arms folded, her expression unreadable.

“Well?” she said. “How did it feel?”

My hand was still burning, my pulse still bright. “Correct,” I answered.

“Good. He can’t go back now, you know.”

“I don’t want him to.” I surprised myself with the steel in my throat. “I want more.”

“Then take it,” Aria said. “It’s yours.”

The next hour I spent in my study, rehearsing appointments, tweezing out the errors in my schedule the way you’d pick loose threads from a sleeve. But my attention drifted again and again to the kitchen, the memory of the scene replaying itself with greater detail every time. I relished not just the authority, but the spectacle—the nakedness of power, the way it made everything simpler.

In exactly one hour, a soft knock sounded at the door. Cupcake entered, the tray held perfectly level, his steps careful and feminine as he had practiced them for three weeks. He set the tray in front of me, curtsied—an honest, no-joke curtsy—and kept his gaze fixed on the floor.

I let the silence work, let him sweat under its weight.

“Much better,” I said, finally. “You may go.”

He hesitated. I could see the uncertainty flickering: was he dismissed, or would there be more? I made him wait for the answer, not because I doubted, but because I wanted him to feel the shape of his new world. Only when I saw the struggle resolve into obedience did I nod him away.

He left, closing the door behind him with careful, noiseless precision.

The eggs were perfect.

And in that moment, so was I.


Chapter Eight
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Peter

The alarm split the dark at four. I hovered over the snooze button, caught between habit and the memory of what happens when I’m late. Five weeks in, some part of me still resists, clinging to the last scraps of dignity.

I almost pressed snooze, then stopped, the memory of punishment still fresh. I moved through the shower on autopilot, scraping the razor over skin until it was smooth, too practiced now to feel strange. The makeup brush shook in my hand. I wiped it away, started again, cursing the uneven lines. Victoria demanded flawlessness. The cage pinched as I shifted, a silent warning: pleasure had to be earned. The rules changed the moment I let Aria lock me up.

Victoria never promised mercy. No matter how well I served, how far I let her push me, she always found a reason to extend my sentence. I think she enjoys watching me hope.

Last night, when I tucked her into bed, I said, “Mistress, it’s been five weeks.”

She grabbed my crotch, “Five weeks? Poor little girl. Enjoy it. What you are feeling is merely a hint of what I felt going eight years without an orgasm. See you in the morning.”

I finished my makeup and stepped into the uniform: pink satin, white lace that scratched at my skin, the skirt cut so short it revealed the skimpy thong with every movement, a reminder of my place. I locked the choker around my neck, the heart-shaped clasp cold against my throat. Servant. Spectacle. Both.

I made the mistress’s breakfast: Eggs Benedict with smoked salmon and spinach. The eggs had to be perfect. The hollandaise had to be flawless. Three ruined batches last week, each mistake another day locked away. My hands shook as I whisked, the memory of curdled sauce and her silent disappointment still raw.

I’ll do better today.

I arranged her breakfast on the silver tray and checked the coffee twice. It hardly mattered. She would find something wrong, another avenue to edge and deny me.

Victoria slept, untouched by the hour. I set her table in silence, every movement rehearsed.

“Good morning, Mistress.”

“Good morning, Cupcake.”

She waited, silent, for me to draw back the sheets. I peeled them away, slow, exposing the curve of her hip, the hollow of her waist, the breasts I used to touch. The cage bit down as arousal pooled, useless. How many weeks of this: watching her dress, undress, bathe. Serving with my mouth, never my body. Hunger sharpened to a raw edge.

She stood, arms open. I dressed her in the robe, tying it closed with careful hands. She sat. I brought the tray, standing by as she ate, hope and dread twisting together.

“Very good.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” I braced for the inevitable correction: too much salt, a crooked fork, coffee not hot enough.

“Acceptable, I’m not adding any days, but what you have done isn’t good enough that it will grant you a day’s reprieve.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

I prepared her shower. Thirty seconds for the water, temperature just shy of scalding, steam fogging the mirror in a perfect oval. Bath products lined up, loofah soaked but not dripping, body wash in the ceramic dish. I tested the water with my wrist. Perfect. “Shower is ready.”

I slipped off her robe. Helped her into the steam. While she showered, I laid out her clothes: white silk blouse, black pencil skirt, lace underthings. Each piece arranged in order, seams flat, tags hidden. I polished her pumps and set out her jewelry in a velvet tray. Once, I’d mixed up the order. She’d only stared until I fixed it.

“Dry me,” she said, stepping onto the bathmat and holding her arms wide.

I wrapped her in a towel, patting her shoulders and collarbone with careful hands. The fabric was impossibly soft, a barrier between us. At her thighs, she fixed me with a look. “Not so fast.”

“Sorry, Mistress,” I said, voice barely a whisper.

Victoria toweled her hair herself. She walked to the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed. “Assume the position.”

I handed her the pink vibrator, kneeling at the foot of the bed, hands folded in my lap, ruffles spilling over my thighs.

“On your back, Cupcake. Center of the bed.” Her tone tolerated no argument. “Panties off.”

I slipped off the panties, heart pounding, I lay back, skirt bunched at my waist, and waited. Her thighs closed around my vision, shutting out the world, lowering herself until breath was a privilege. Her scent filled everything. She gripped the headboard, hips rolling, smothering me.

“Lick,” she commanded, voice low and sharp. “Show me you’ve learned something.” She set the timer on her smartphone. Every day, she subtracted a minute from my goal. “Meet the challenge, and I take a week off your sentence. For each minute you cannot bring me to the most glorious orgasm in the time allotted, I add a day.”

My tongue trembled, panic making me clumsy. Yesterday’s failure cost me five more days. She pressed down harder, each breath something I had to earn. Sometimes she lifted, just enough for air, then pressed back when I faltered.

“Slower. There. Pathetic—no rhythm, like always.” She readjusted, facing my legs, tracing a lazy finger along the base of my caged cock. “Imagine if you had to do this properly every day. Oh, wait—you do.” She laughed. Amused.

She used me, relentless, unmoved by my muffled sounds. Then she leaned forward, mouth closing over the cage. Heat and pressure seeped through the plastic, not touch, but enough to make me gasp. My tongue faltered, mind short-circuiting.

She reached around and grabbed my hair, pulling me back into her. “Don’t you dare stop.” She warned, grinding harder against my face. The sensation was torturous—her warm, wet tongue slipping into the crevices of the plastic to tease the hypersensitive flesh beneath, creating a maddening pressure that tormented my flesh more than it quenched any arousal.

I tried harder, desperate, licking her as she tormented me. The cage kept me trapped, pressure mounting with nowhere to go. Each flick of her tongue sent pain and pleasure through me, my hips bucking for relief that never came.

She pressed the vibrator under the cage, against my aching flesh. Vibrations rattled through plastic, hips jerking helplessly. Tears pricked my eyes. It was pleasure but twisted into something crueler. I licked her desperately, begging for mercy I knew she wouldn’t give.

“Look how wet you’re getting in there,” she murmured, her hot breath condensing on the plastic. “Leaking like a broken faucet.”

She was right. Pre-cum leaked through the cage, a useless attempt at relief. My world shrank to her taste, the ache, and the knowledge that her mouth on my cage was not mercy, but another way to deny me.

“Does it hurt?” Victoria asked, voice suddenly sweet. “The little cage?”

I tried to nod, but she held my face so tight I could barely breathe.

“Good. Now you know how I felt every time you rolled over and fell asleep, leaving me wet and wanting. Isn’t denial delicious?”

I tried not to show how close I was, but she knew. She pulled away at the exact moment, just as she came, thighs clamping around my head. Pressure built behind plastic, a storm with nowhere to go. Another ruined orgasm, leaving me gasping, empty, while her satisfaction hung in the air, thick as perfume.

“Good girl,” she said, rising from my face.

Her words cut through the roar in my head. I wanted to scream, to beg, but all I could do was please her. I lay there, body wound tight, every nerve exposed.

She smiled down at me. “Maybe tomorrow you’ll do better. Clothes.” She sat on the bed, legs parted. I kneeled, offering her underwear, guiding the lace up her legs, pausing at her thighs, uncertain.

“Up,” she ordered, and I pulled them the rest of the way, careful not to snag the delicate fabric.

Bra, then garter belt. Each piece a test, every movement a chance to fail. I fumbled the blouse buttons; she clicked her tongue. As I smoothed the skirt over her hips, she watched me in the mirror, eyes critical, maybe softer. Or maybe I imagined it.

“Posture,” she said.

I straightened, the memory of her hand on my skin reminding me of what happens when I slip.

“Good.” She turned in the mirror, left, and right, inspecting my work. “Adequate.” For a moment, pride flickered, twisted, and sharp. “Living room. Two minutes.”

I rushed, nearly tripping as I stashed the tray. Victoria stood at the window, city lights behind her. She looked untouchable. I felt small.

“Tonight, I’m having a get-together with some girls from work. I expect you to serve us. I expect the house to be perfect. I left what I want you wearing tonight with Candy.”

“Yes, of course, Mistress.”

When her footsteps faded, I collapsed onto the bed. Her taste lingered on my tongue. I stared at the ceiling, cataloging aches: raw knees, scalp burning, the cage digging in with every breath. I curled up, breathing in the scent she left behind—perfume and power—and waited for my pulse to slow.

Eventually, I stood and straightened my uniform. The mirror showed me: lipstick smeared, eyeliner blurred, skirt riding higher than I remembered. Petticoat lace peeked out with every movement. I breathed in, fixed my face, and began again.

Victoria had left a checklist on the kitchen counter, written in her decisive script:

— Dust all baseboards (hands and knees)

— Mop floors (same position)

— Lingerie drawer: refold and arrange by color and type

— Prepare lunch (protein + vegetable; plate beautifully)

— Clean bathrooms (focus: toilets, inside and out)

— Fold and iron all laundry (maid uniforms included)

— Take out trash and recycling (fully dressed)

— Polish every shoe in the closet (kneeling)

— Arrange fresh flowers in every room

I stared at the list until the words blurred. For a moment, I almost expected to see 'escape' at the bottom. But I knew better. This was my life, for as long as she wanted it.

I started with the baseboards. The house sprawled, three stories of polished wood and lemon-scented air. On my hands and knees, I moved inch by inch, skirt ruffles sweeping the floor. At first, it was mindless. Then my knees burned, and the humiliation crept in. I kept going, aware of how I must look: collared, caged, reduced to this.

Mopping was worse. Pink slippers, rubber soles, a mop too clean to be real. I filled the bucket, checked the water—never too hot. The skirt bunched at my thighs, every movement awkward. In the hall mirror, I saw myself: hunched, scrubbing, unrecognizable. I wondered what the man I used to be would think. I wasn’t sure anymore.

The lingerie drawer was next. Silk, lace, mesh—immaculate, arranged by color. I folded and refolded, knowing every mistake meant another day locked.

Bathrooms were the worst. Bleach burned my nose, tiles numbed my knees. I scrubbed every surface and polished porcelain until it gleamed. When a drop splashed onto my uniform, I nearly cried, knowing it meant more work.

Laundry followed: folding, ironing, hanging. The maid uniforms—mine—were the hardest. Ruffles fluffed, aprons starched, every crease perfect. Taking out the trash in six-inch heels, bags heavy, I caught the gardener’s smirk as I passed.

Shoe polishing was its own hell. Pumps, flats, boots—endless rows. I sat on the closet floor, polish staining my fingers, knees rubbed raw.

Flowers, last. Peonies in the living room, lilies in the foyer, a single rose in her bedroom. I made each arrangement perfect. She would notice if I didn’t.

Preparing for the party, the cage reminded me with every movement, every accidental brush against the counter. Ache layered over ache.

A text from Victoria told me to wait at the door at seven to greet our guests. I changed into the clothes Victoria wanted me to wear for her guests. Pink sheer, crotchless panties, a matching sheer bra, and a too-short white apron. It would have been less humiliating to be completely naked. I fixed my makeup and waited at the foyer for Victoria’s return.

This was who I was now: a servant, a toy, a project for the woman I’d once thought I would save. There was a strange peace in it, a sense of purpose I’d never felt before. But beneath it all was the constant, gnawing ache—the memory of Victoria’s voice, the feel of her body, the taste of her on my lips, and the knowledge that I would be nothing but hers.

When I heard the front door open, my knees almost buckled from the anticipation.


Chapter Nine
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Peter

Victoria entered, pausing just inside the threshold. Her gaze swept over me, clinical and unhurried, the same cold precision she had honed over five weeks of my undoing. She said nothing. Her eyes dissected every detail, searching for flaws, for weakness. Without a word, she lifted the hem of my apron, a subtle correction that told her guests, without ambiguity, to whom I belonged.

Her fingers—manicured to perfection, by my hand—closed around the locked flesh between my thighs. The pressure was sudden, electric, a cruel twist that sent a jolt through my body. She leaned in, her lips grazing my ear, her breath hot and deliberate. Her whisper was a promise: more denial, more discipline, unless I proved, in every gesture, that she alone ruled our marriage. Her grip tightened, sharp enough to bring tears to my eyes. I understood. I was hers.

I got the message. So did the phantom heat still radiating across my backside from yesterday’s “correction.”

From outside, “Well, are we going to stand outside all night, Victoria?”

Victoria let go and stepped aside. “Sorry, ladies, do come in.”

I curtsied as four sharply dressed women filed in. First one in, I nicknamed the Ice Queen; she was tall. Taller than my five eight. Imposing was the best word to describe her. When she passed, I curtsied. Holding my pose. She stopped, lifted my chin with a sharp, black-tipped French nail. Turned my head left. Then right. “Pretty girl.”

That familiar ache pulsed between my thighs, insistent and unresolved. I wondered if it would ever end.

She let go of my chin and lifted the hem of the apron, exposing my chastity cage framed by sheer pink silk. She laughed, an icy sound worthy of an Ice Queen that sent a shiver up my spine. “Like the outfit, Victoria.”

Next came the Strategist. She looked me over, and I got the sense in those brief few seconds that she was plotting what came next in my life. She put her finger on my lips, “Suck it.”

I sucked her glossy, jet-black digit into my mouth. As I sucked on it, she said, “Ever suck a cock?”

I shook my head.

Victoria, as if explaining her failure, said, “It’s on the agenda.”

The Strategist nodded, pulled her finger free, and slipped it between my ass cheeks, attempting to penetrate me. “This one’s tight. Victoria, are you telling me you haven’t broken it in yet?”

Victoria mumbled, “No… I’m…”

“Oh, honey, nothing like the power of wearing a cock and fucking a man. Got to try it. Maybe we can have a little pegging party tonight?”

A chorus of voices behind her cheered. “Hell yeah! Nothing like breaking a sissy in.”

When her finger withdrew, a hollow ache remained. I wanted her touch back, wanted it deeper, hated how much I craved it. Chastity and feminization had reshaped me in ways I could not deny. Her gaze lingered on the pink cage between my thighs. “If your little slut has been locked up long enough... Well...” She let the words hang, implication heavy in the air, as she moved past, leaving me to imagine the collision of denial and surrender, the alchemy of pleasure without release.

The next in line was a big, beautiful woman, exuding confidence with every step. Her wide shoulders and generous hips created an impressive silhouette, while her thick thighs spoke of both strength and power. With her commanding presence, she reminded me of a battleaxe—capable, formidable, and impossible to ignore. Her beauty was unapologetic, a celebration of curves that demanded respect, and the air around her crackled with authority as she studied me. “Victoria, if this little slut doesn’t obey tonight, I’d love the opportunity to punish her. Punishment is my expertise. Can I demonstrate?”

Her nickname came easily: The Enforcer.

Victoria said, “Why not. Go ahead. He’s all yours.”

The Enforcer stepped into the party room, looked around, and pulled a barstool from the bar. She patted the stool. “Assume the position.”

I opened my mouth to protest. I had been flawless, or so I thought. Victoria’s warning glance silenced me. Pride and fear collided, but I knew which would win. The humiliation of obedience stung, but defiance would cost more. I draped myself over the barstool, feet dangling, exposed.

The Enforcer grabbed my wrists, “Grab the stool.”

Bent over the stool, my backside was bared to the room, the cool air prickling my skin. The forced arch of my spine, dictated by the stool’s height, left me on display—an object, not a man. The pink cage between my legs hung in plain view, a silent ornament for their amusement.

She rubbed my ass with calculated precision, her strong fingers kneading my tender flesh like dough, marking territory before punishment. Each circular motion of her palm sent shivers up my spine as she leaned close and whispered, “I’m going to turn this pathetic little bottom—” She paused, “Victoria, do I have your permission?”

“Be my guest,” Victoria offered.

“Wait! I have done nothing wrong.”

The Enforcer, ignoring my pleas for mercy, said, “—a nice shade of pink to match her outfit, what do you say, ladies?”

“Hurry, though I’m hungry.” One guest said.

“Pink it is. You’re going to count every... single... stroke.” Her red nails, like claws, raked across my ass, leaving five sharp lines of suspense that made me whimper.

“Only five, Grace.” The Strategist said. “I know you and any more than that he might be worthless as a maid tonight.”

The Enforcer said, “Five it is.” The Enforcer’s hand hovered above my exposed skin. “Why, my dear little sissy, every submissive needs regular reminders of their place,” she informed me, her voice rich with authority. “Especially new ones.”

“Consider it preventative medicine,” the Strategist added, “The anticipation of correction often prevents future infractions.”

The Ice Queen’s laugh cut through the air. “Besides, a proper maid should thank us for the attention. Each stroke is an investment.”

The Enforcer spread my thighs, grabbed my caged flesh. “Feel it, ladies, his flesh, even at the brink of an ass tanning, is straining to get erect.” She smacked my ass playfully, “Such a dirty girl, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t decide which was worse: being called a good girl or a dirty girl. Either way, my flesh strained against the unyielding plastic, the pressure exquisite and maddening. The base ring bit into swollen skin, my prison shrinking with every pulse. The ache radiated outward, a slow, relentless torment that left my body throbbing with denied need.

One lady added, “Dirty girls need to be punished.”

A chorus of agreement filled the room as The Enforcer released me, only for another finger to trace the outline of the memento of who I belonged to with clinical precision. I thought I might explode. Whoever was back there flicked the plastic, sending a jolt that made my hips buck forward in search of relief.

Somewhere from behind me, as the nail flicking continued in earnest, “Poor thing can’t even get hard.”

Two sets of fingers were taking turns, “Look how it jumps.”

A playful tug followed. “Feel how it strains.”

I didn’t understand it myself. Humiliation should have broken me, but instead, it ignited something deeper. Shame and arousal tangled until I could not tell them apart.

“His body understands what his mind resists—that submission is his natural state.”

“Get with it. I’m hungry.” One of my tormentors said.

The last of the four guests lifted my chin, alluring and graceful in a luxurious silk dress that flowed around her curves. I nicknamed her Silk. “Tell me, sissy. Tell the truth. How’d you like to take part in a pegging party?”

“I—”

The Enforcer palm, broad and unyielding, mapped my ass, looking for just the right spot. The other eager spectators watched, their eyes glinting with a terrifying enjoyment.

The first blow landed with a flat, resonant smack, sharper than any sting, and my whole body jerked, muscles tensing involuntarily around the shockwave of heat that bloomed across my right cheek.

The Ice Queen let out a delighted hiss. “Excellent form.”

“I pride myself on it. That’s one, sissy,” The Enforcer said, her voice a velvet threat. “Count for us, or we’ll have to start over.”

“One,” I gasped, voice thin, my face burned with shame and arousal in equal measure. The universe had shrunk to the sting in my ass and the cruel laughter that surrounded it.

The second blow, the target was my other cheek. The burn overlapped yesterday’s discipline tenfold.

I yelped, only for The Strategist to cut in: “Remember, every shriek is an advertisement for what happens to naughty maids.” She traced a manicured finger along the angry palm print the Enforcer had left.

“Two,” I whimpered, the word barely audible beneath the cackling chorus of my audience.

“Proper posture, sissy,” The Enforcer barked. “Arch your back, present yourself. If you slouch, you’ll get extras.” She punctuated the correction with a brief, punishing squeeze to my thigh.

The third blow landed where the first had, but now the pain was raw, the skin inflamed. “Three.” The word caught in my throat. The ritual of counting felt more humiliating than the punishment itself. My caged flesh throbbed, exposed and aching, every breath deepening the shame, and yet there was a strange, undeniable pleasure in it.

The fourth was a blur, my mind losing its grip on time, but the room didn’t miss a beat. “Why are you doing this to me?”

The Ice Queen kneeled so her mouth was right by my ear, her cold hand pressing down on the back of my neck. “You take pain well, but what about shame? Which is worse, sissy?”

I could barely speak, lips trembling. “Shame,” I murmured, not even sure if I’d meant to answer her or just think it.

The fifth and final blow was harder than the rest. The Enforcer lingered, her hand kneading the wounded flesh, as the other three guests broke into applause.

“Five,” I gasped. Shame filled me, not from the pain, but from the totality of exposure, the certainty that I was now only what they said I was.

The Enforcer released me, and I scrambled to my feet with as much grace as I could muster, thighs quivering, cheeks ablaze.

I led the group down the hallway, their heels clicking behind me like a firing squad’s countdown. My cheeks burned as I felt their eyes dissecting every part of me.

“Your sissy husband has a cute little ass.”

I had never noticed how much my ass moved when I walked, not until their laughter made it impossible to ignore. My body betrayed me, the obedience cage tightening as blood surged uselessly to my captive flesh. The plastic bit into sensitive skin. Their whispers and laughter followed me, a current of electricity along my spine.

I prepared the dining room with the precision of ritual. Bone china gleamed beside silver cutlery, sharp and threatening. Wine glasses stood like instruments of discipline, their stems long and cold.

Victoria motioned to the table, “Please, sit.” The women slipped into their seats, hands smoothing the tailored fabric of their dresses. I hovered in the periphery, waiting for the cue to begin.

“Cupcake, serve the wine,” Victoria said, her voice laced with dominance, a tone I had come to adore.

I approached, bottle in hand, and began the ritual I’d practiced a hundred times under Candy’s watchful eye. Present the label, cut the foil, two turns of the screw, slow and smooth, no drips. As I poured, the women’s attention shifted from the day’s gossip to me, their curiosity turning predatory.

“So, this is the husband?” asked the Ice Queen, her eyes gliding over my exposed chest, down to the restraint my dear wife sentenced me to. “He’s adorable. Where did you find the cage?”

“It was a gift from Aria,” Victoria replied, not missing a beat. “A symbol of commitment. And humility.”

Laughter erupted, sharp and mocking. I focused on the glass, but my hand trembled, a single drop staining the tablecloth. Conversation stopped. The Enforcer snapped her fingers at the spot, her eyes flicking to Victoria, hungry for permission. “Do I need to discipline your little sissy maid again?” I set the bottle down, retrieved a linen napkin, and dabbed at the spill, forcing my posture into practiced perfection.

The Strategist reached out and pinched the lace of my apron between thumb and forefinger. Her hand slid, deliberately, down to my thigh, where she gave the flesh an appraising squeeze. “Mmm. So smooth. I’d almost believe you’d been waxed.”

The group murmured approval, and I could feel the humiliation soaking into my skin, hotter than the blush on my face.

The Ice Queen said to me, “Does it make you wet, being on display? Or do you just leak helplessly, like a little girl?”

I searched for words, but none came. Her hand lingered, then withdrew, leaving a trace of heat on my skin.

Victoria gestured, “Cupcake, tell the ladies how many days you’ve been in chastity.”

My mouth felt glued shut. “Forty-five days,” I managed, voice small.

“Speak up,” Victoria commanded.

“Forty-five days, Mistress.”

A ripple of laughter circled the table, as if I had performed for their amusement.

Victoria pressed the advantage. “Why don’t you show the ladies the proper way to curtsy?”

I hated how my body obeyed, how my knees had learned their own choreography. I folded my hands, bent one knee, and dipped. A gasp, then a slow, deliberate clap followed.

“I’d give him a seven,” Ice Queen said. “Needs more arch in the back.”

Silk said, “The makeup is nearly perfect. Who trained you?”

“Candy,” I said, then caught myself. “Mistress Aria’s maid.”

Silk nodded. “She’s good. But you’re using too much contour. Subtlety matters.” She tilted her head, her gaze sharpening. “Take off the apron and turn around for us.”

I shot a look at Victoria. “Do as she says.”

I untied the apron, exposing my front. The air was cold, prickling my skin. The plastic prison reflected light, a mark of shame. I turned slowly, feeling every gaze crawl across my body.

Ice Queen piped, “I bet you sit on his face. Every day.”

“I experienced nothing so wonderful. Having my little hot, wet tongue at my disposal.” Victoria said, patting my ass.

The Enforcer said, “I’m more curious about the back door and why you haven’t explored that avenue. You know sissies can cum from getting fucked.” She looked at me, then at Victoria.

Victoria’s face colored slightly, but she didn’t blink. “We haven’t tried. Yet.” She said it like a promise, and my knees went weak.

The laughter grew, but the air shifted. The women grew bolder, their words less about me and more about what they might do to me.

“You’re leaking, Princess,” The Strategist said. “How cute.” She swiped her hand across the tiny plastic prison and withdrew her hand, glistening with a smear of my shame, and forced me to lick it clean.

The meal wore on. The conversation darkened. They traded stories of men broken by denial, men reduced to pleading by plastic and ritual. I moved among them, filling glasses, clearing plates, each step hollowing me out. My hands shook as I served—soup trembling in bowls, quail arranged like offerings—while the Mistresses shared tales of conquest, their voices dropping to conspiratorial purrs as they described the moment resistance gave way to surrender. For two hours, they urged Victoria to claim what remained of me.

When dinner ended, I gathered the plates, stacking them as best I could, and whisked them away to the kitchen. When I returned, the chairs had shifted; two women now flanked Victoria at the head of the table, with the other two sitting directly across from her. The conversation had shifted, too.

“Chastity and feminization do something to a man,” said the Ice Queen, “Lock ’em up and they turn into the most devoted little puppies. No more porn, no more wandering eyes, just pure focus on your needs. The downside? Once you peg ’em once, they become obsessed with getting pegged. Like, obsessed. I have to admit, once I had a cock dangling between my legs, it became as addictive for me as it did for him. Honestly, Victoria.” She glanced at me, then at Victoria. “You have got to try it.”

Victoria’s smile was thin and wolfish. “I will,”

Victoria called me to her side. “Stand next to me,” she said.

I obeyed, the tip of the humiliating plastic prison brushing the edge of the table.

“Cupcake, thank the ladies for coming,” she managed, her voice hoarse.

I turned to the table, gave my best curtsy, “Thank you, ladies, for letting me serve. I am grateful for the opportunity.”

The women drained their glasses, gathering their things with the careless grace of predators leaving a kill. They hugged Victoria, air-kissed me, then filed out into the night, laughter echoing down the hall.

When the door clicked shut, Victoria’s posture shifted. Her shoulders relaxed, a slow, predatory smile curving her lips. Her eyes found mine, glittering with intent. I understood, then, that she would take their advice. I braced myself for what would follow.


Chapter Ten
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Victoria

Iwithdrew to my bedroom, leaving Cupcake to erase the traces of our guests. My throat constricted as I imagined what would follow. Five weeks had brought me here—not to an ending, but to a doorway. The mirror returned my gaze: a face I knew, but could not fully claim. I looked like a stranger, but for the first time in my life, I liked what I saw.

I approached the dresser where Aria’s gift had sat for five weeks. “Everything you need to consummate your new marriage.” I removed the lid, my breath catching at the contents nestled in black tissue paper.

I lifted the harness first. Black leather, silver hardware, the metal catching the low light. My fingers traced the straps, slow, deliberate, discovering the texture by touch. I imagined it circling my hips, staking a claim. The dildo came next—pink, almost innocent, but its purpose was unmistakable. It was not the color that unsettled me, but the meaning. My stomach tightened. Anticipation, edged with unease.

I arranged them on the dresser, each piece in its place. The bottle of lubricant—clear, clinical, impossible to ignore. Last, the bullet vibrator: small, almost innocent, meant to press against me in the harness. My arousal. His surrender. Both designed.

This wasn’t me. I repeated several as I paced. Caught between two selves. The wife who had faked satisfaction for eight years, and the woman who loved my husband, kneeling at my command. Desire pooled low in my body, sharp and insistent. The image of him prostrated, at my feet, waiting, sent a hot pulse through me.

I tried to tell myself it was only sex, just another variation. The lie tasted bitter. This was something else: transformation, negotiation, the start of something irreversible. How could we go back?

I sat on the bed’s edge, smoothed my skirt, and crossed my legs. I waited. Fifteen minutes passed before a soft knock at the door.

“Enter,” my voice steadier than I felt.

The door opened, slowly, every inch deliberate. Silence filled the room. Cupcake entered, eyes down, posture flawless. He had arrived naked as I had requested. Except for the pink weight of my control, of course. Nipples tight above. Lips glossed, lashes darkened. Femininity layered over his features, subtle but complete. Candy’s training was visible in every movement: graceful, measured, precise.

He glided to the center of the room and sank into a curtsy, one knee bent behind the other, head bowed. “Do you wish me to tuck you in, Mistress?”

I gestured to the spot before me. “Tonight, I have a special treat for you. Come closer.”

He took a step.

“Crawl.”

He obeyed, crawling on his knees. Cupcake kneeled at my feet. His perfume—my choice—rose between us, layered and expensive, erasing the memory of his old cologne. His eyes flicked toward the dresser, to the implements waiting there.

Was it fear in the widening of his eyes, the catch in his breath? Or anticipation? His tongue flicked out, wetting his lips. I watched, hunger rising, surprised by its edge.

“Look at me.”

His eyes met mine—familiar, but changed. Vulnerability I had never seen in Peter, a depth of surrender that made my heart race.

I reached out, traced his jaw with my fingertips, and felt the smoothness where stubble used to be. “Do you know what happens tonight?”

“I think so, Mistress.”

I wondered if either of us understood the boundary we were about to cross.

Cupcake’s gaze lifted, hope or confusion flickering in his eyes. I felt the doubt in me grow. I forced the Mistress to settle back into my bones and gripped the cold plastic between his thighs. “Our guests seem to think we’re missing out on something.”

Cupcake’s breath hitched, a desperate whine escaping his lips. “Please, Mistress. I want to please you. More than anything. If that’s what you want from me, I’ll do it. But please... please, can I...?” His voice trailed off, his eyes darting up to mine, pleading. “Can I—You know. Please, Mistress, please let—”

“Can you what?”

“Let me… cum. Have an orgasm. Just this once.”

I met his hopeful gaze with a wall of silence, letting the question hang between us. The hope in his eyes wavered, then collapsed. I laughed. Five weeks, and already he was begging for release, needing me to grant him the climax his body craved.

“Forgive me, Mistress.” He lowered his eyes. “I only want to do what pleases you.”

“Good girl.” The words were a humiliation wrapped in a compliment, meant to make him squirm. He did. His eyes flickered with shame and desperate pleasure. I saw the struggle, the way the words stung. He loved it, loved the degradation, loved feeling owned, possessed, feminized. It pleased him, but more than that, it pleased me.

I stood, every movement measured, refusing to let my hands betray me. Five weeks ago, I would have laughed at this—standing over my feminized husband, ready to claim what was mine. Look at me.

I moved to the dresser. With my back to him, I unzipped my skirt. The sound was deliberate, a slow tease. Silk pooled at my feet. I felt his gaze on my skin—hoping to touch what I would not allow. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband, hesitated, then stepped free. One by one, I let the rest fall: blouse, bra, panties. Only flesh and expectation remained.

Naked, I swayed to the bed, sat on the edge, and gestured to the implements that would redefine us. “Bring them to me.”


Chapter Eleven
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Victoria

He rose, moving with the feminine grace Candy had engraved into him. He gathered the items, holding them as if they were relics.

I took the harness, our fingers brushing in a brief contact that felt oddly intimate, given what I was about to do to his manhood. “Thank you,” I said, then turned away again. “Kneel. Watch.”

The leather was cold against my skin as I drew it up, buckling it around my hips. My fingers fumbled, made clumsy by the knowledge of his eyes on me. I tightened the last strap, the harness pressing into me, a new center of gravity.

I turned, looking down at the silicone jutting from my body. The sight jolted me—alien, yet right. Its weight shifted my stance, the base pressing insistently against my flesh. I traced its length, surprised at how quickly it felt like mine. Cupcake stared, lips parted, transfixed.

“How does it look?” The question slipped out before I could stop it. This wasn’t the voice of a confident Mistress—this was Victoria, seeking reassurance.

“Beautiful,” Cupcake whispered. The reverence in his voice steadied me. “You look... powerful, Mistress.”

I held his gaze, letting his worship sharpen my resolve. “Not quite ready yet,” I said, reaching for the bullet vibrator. It was small, innocuous-looking, but its purpose was clear. I positioned it at the base of the harness until it rested against my clitoris.

The first vibration caught me off guard—a low, steady pulse that spread through me, not overwhelming but impossible to ignore. I adjusted the harness, making sure the sensation stayed close.

I turned back to Cupcake. His face had transformed. His breathing had quickened, his cheeks flushed beneath the blush. His eyes darted between my face and the phallus that now seemed to pulse with the vibrator’s rhythm.

“Does this excite you?” I asked, taking a step toward him, the unfamiliar weight shifting forward with me—pendulous, strange, an extension of my purpose.

He nodded wordlessly, his gaze fixed on the silicone shaft.

“Words,” I said, the command coming more naturally now.

“Yes, Mistress. It... excites me very much. It shouldn’t. But it does.”

I moved closer until the tip of the dildo was inches from his face. “Show me,” I said, surprised by my boldness.

He understood. Slowly, he leaned in and pressed his glossed lips to the tip.

I let him continue, one hand finding the back of his head without thinking. Something clarified in me as I watched him—the tilt of his jaw, the complete and total offering of it, the way his eyes had gone soft and distant. So this is what it is, I thought. Not just the wet heat of a mouth but the sight of someone choosing to kneel. The choosing. I had never understood it until now.

“Enough,” I said, my voice rougher than I expected. “On the bed.”

He scrambled to obey. I reached for the lubricant, my movements growing more confident. The bottle felt cool in my palm as I flipped the cap open. I poured some onto my fingers, its slick consistency almost making me lose my grip, then reached down to apply it to the dildo. My inexperienced hands moved up and down the shaft, coating it thoroughly; the wet sounds were nasty in the quiet room.

Cupcake watched from the bed, his eyes tracking every movement of my hands. The symbol of his surrender bounced as his flesh strained. Despite the quiet weight of my control—or perhaps because of it—he looked undone, wanting.

Something shifted as I walked toward the bed, the weight of the appendage swinging between my thighs, tugging at my balance. I walked more slowly. More deliberate. I could feel the drag of the silicone against the leather with each step, a constant, grounding pressure, and I found myself not wanting to be rid of it. This wasn’t about becoming a man. I understood that immediately, instinctively. It was about becoming something I didn’t have a word for yet—something that was expected to be obeyed.

“Hands and knees.”

He obeyed with an eagerness I didn’t expect. In the mirror, I saw myself—bare but for the harness, the pink silicone shining, my face flushed with something close to triumph. I looked like someone who belonged in command.

I took my place behind him, the silicone between my thighs a silent declaration. He waited, all fours, skin exposed and vulnerable. His back arched, head low, thighs parted in anticipation. The power in that moment was electric—my husband, remade as my plaything, waiting for whatever I gave. Heat pooled low, the vibrator’s hum a glorious reminder of my supremacy.

I placed one knee on the mattress; the bed dipped beneath my weight. Cupcake flinched slightly but remained positioned as instructed, his fingers clutching the sheets. I ran my palm down the length of his spine, feeling each vertebra a tactile reminder of his surrender.

“Relax,” I murmured, not sure if I was speaking to him or to myself. A pulse throbbed at the base of my throat as the tip of the dildo brushed against his thigh.

I gripped the base, one hand on his hip for balance, and tried to guide myself in. The angle was off. The silicone slid uselessly along his skin. Embarrassment burned in my cheeks.

“Sorry,” I mumbled, breaking character momentarily. I tried again, angling my hips differently, but the result was the same.

I breathed in, steadying myself. Aria never mentioned this—the awkwardness, the fumbling. In her world, dominance was effortless. Mine was learning, moment by moment.

On the third attempt, I found my target and pressed the lubricated tip against his entrance. The puckered flesh yielded slightly, creating a shallow dimple around the silicone head. Cupcake tensed immediately, a small gasp escaping him. I watched, transfixed, as his body both resisted and invited me in—just as mine had done that first night with Peter years ago, when I’d clutched hotel sheets and bit my lip against the strange intrusion. Now I was the intruder, and the power of that reversal sent an unexpected pulse of pleasure from the vibrator straight to my core.

“Oh fuck.”

I froze immediately. “Am I hurting you?”

He nodded, a small, embarrassed movement. “A little. I need... more time.”

I pulled back, the mask of dominance slipping. Pain was not the goal. I reached for the lubricant, adding more, then touched him—gentle, careful. The act was intimate, almost tender, even now.

“Better?” I asked, my voice softer than a proper Mistress should allow.

He nodded, his breathing steadier now. “Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”

I positioned myself again, this time moving slowly. I pressed forward. There was less resistance, though I still felt him tense at the intrusion. I paused, giving him time to adjust, watching his reactions with careful attention.

“Does it still hurt?”

“No, Mistress. It’s... different. But not pain.”

I watched as the dildo slowly disappeared into him, inch by inch. The sight was mesmerizing—this penetration that inverted our usual roles so completely. His body accepted me gradually.

When I was fully seated against him, I paused. This was more than control; it was a gift I hadn’t known how to ask for.

I stroked his hip, feeling bone under skin. “Good girl.” The words changed him. He melted, head dropping, posture collapsing into surrender.

I moved, cautiously at first, small withdrawals followed by gentle returns. The mechanics were strange, requiring muscles I wasn’t accustomed to using in this way. I had to focus on the rhythm, on keeping my balance, on reading his body’s responses. Each thrust sent the vibrator pressing against my clitoris, building a slow burn of pleasure that made it difficult to concentrate.

Cupcake’s reactions guided me—the catch in his breath when I hit a particular spot, the way his back arched when I changed the angle slightly. I paid attention to these subtle cues, adjusting my movements in response. His submission was my roadmap.

I found a steadier rhythm, gripping his hips more firmly, pulling him back to meet each thrust. The symbol of who he belonged to swung with each thrust. Pre-cum leaked continuously from the tip.

“Look at you, taking me so well,” I said, my hips slapping against his flesh.

He moaned. His thighs trembled from the physical strain of the position. The vibrator’s constant hum against my clitoris was building my pleasure, making my movements less coordinated, more instinctual.

I shifted my grip, one hand sliding up his spine to tangle in the hair at the nape of his neck. This new leverage allowed me deeper penetration, and Cupcake responded with a strangled cry that contained no pain, only stunned pleasure.

“There?” I asked, hitting the same spot again.

“Yes,” he gasped. “Oh god, yes.”

I kept to that angle, that depth, watching him unravel. The power was heady—not just the act, but the certainty that his pleasure was mine to grant or deny. Years of pretending, of swallowing disappointment, reversed in a single night. It felt like a balancing of scales.

The vibrator’s persistent stimulation threatened to derail my concentration. I tightened my grip on his hips, using him to steady myself as my thrusts became more erratic. Sweat beaded along my hairline, my breath coming in short gasps as I worked.

I leaned forward, changing the angle again, driving the dildo deeper while pressing my chest against his back. In his ear, I whispered, “I’m going to make you feel things you never imagined. This is just the beginning.”

His whimper of pleasure erased any doubt about his willingness to obey. I straightened. Found my rhythm again.

“You’re mine now,” the words emerged without thought. “Do you understand that?”

Cupcake nodded frantically, his face half-buried in the pillow, muffling the small, desperate sounds escaping him with each thrust.

“I can’t hear you,” I punctuated the sentence by tightening my grip on his hips, my fingers digging into the flesh hard enough to leave marks. The thought of those fingerprints blooming on his skin—visible proof of my possession—sent a jolt of satisfaction through me.

“Yes, Mistress,” he gasped, his voice breaking on the second word. “I’m yours.”

“All of you?” I asked, leaning my weight forward to change the angle and drive deeper.

He cried out, a sound of surprised pleasure that sent heat flooding through me. “All of me! Every part—yours!”

I reached around his hips, my fingers finding the restraint I’d sentenced him to. It was slick. I traced the outline of the plastic, feeling his flesh straining against its confines.

“Who owns this?” Flicking the cage with my fingernail. The plastic resonated with a hollow click, a small, sharp echo of my control.

“You do,” he said, his voice a whimper. “You own it.”

“And what else?” My hand slid higher, finding his nipple, rolling it between my fingers.

“Everything,” he moaned. “My body, my pleasure, my—ah!—my release.”

The steady pulse of the vibrator was a rising tide inside me. I had expected the power to be psychological, but the physical was undeniable. The vibration, the resistance, the sight of him—feminized, open—created a storm of sensation I could not ignore.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you, Mistress Victoria.”

“For what?” I asked, needing to hear it, needing the explicit acknowledgment.

“For—ah!—for using me. For showing me my place.”

I leaned forward, my chest pressing against his back, my lips close to his ear. “Do you feel me inside you? Do you feel who’s in control now?”

A sob broke from him, fracturing the word. “Yes. I feel you everywhere.”

The admission unlocked something in me, and the last of the woman who arrived at Aria’s door five weeks ago simply dissolved. I straightened, gripped his hips with renewed purpose, and drove into him with determined strokes, each one bringing the vibrator against my clit with perfect pressure.

My thrusts grew more forceful, more demanding, as I chased my pleasure while watching his build. His moans had become a continuous stream of sound, punctuated by gasped iterations of “please,” “yes,” and “Mistress.” “I need…” “I’m begging you.” “Please,” he begged, the word fraying at the edges. “I can’t—I need—”

“What do you need?” I asked, never ceasing my dual assault—the dildo pressing relentlessly against his prostate, my fingers teasing the outer limits of his cage.

“To come,” he pleaded, his voice cracking. “Please, Mistress, I’m dying.”

The desperation in his voice should have moved me to mercy, but instead it fueled a darker delight. This was power in its purest form—having another human being beg for relief that only I could grant or withhold. “No,” I said, and the word was a door slamming shut. “Not tonight.”

His answering cry contained so much frustrated need that for a moment, I thought he might disobey, might reach down to free himself from the cage—though we both knew he didn’t have the key. Instead, his fingers twisted the bedsheets into ropes, pulling them taut as if wringing out the need from his own hands.

“I could do this for hours,” I told him, my breath struggling with exertion. I watched the muscles in his back contract with each thrust, saw his head toss from side to side as if seeking escape from a sensation too intense to bear. This was work, not reception. An act of will. “Use you until I’m satisfied, leave you aching and desperate. Tell me who owns your pleasure.” I needed to hear it. “Who controls whether you ever come again?”

“You do. Only you, Mistress.”

“And if I decide you never cum again?” I pressed, the question cruel but necessary—the ultimate test of his submission.

“Then I will never cum again. My pleasure belongs to you now. All of me belongs to you.”

The acknowledgment that I could deny him indefinitely if I chose—sent a surge of pure power through me so intense it bordered on orgasmic itself. I rode the edge of my pleasure, each thrust bringing me closer to climax. The vibrator hummed against me, relentless and perfect, as I established a rhythm designed to maximize my pleasure rather than his.

“Good girl,” I said. “I’m close.”

My orgasm built like a current gathering force. My body tensed, muscles coiling tight as a spring, while beneath me, Cupcake trembled with desperate need. I gripped his feminized hips with bruising force, fingernails digging half-moons into soft flesh as I pulled him back against me one final time. I cried out—a primal, uninhibited sound I’d never allowed myself before—as the pleasure crested and broke, a contraction that seemed to start in my bones and radiate outward. The vibrator continued its merciless stimulation, prolonging my climax beyond what I thought possible. My thighs trembled with the strain, sweat slicking my skin as I rode out the final pulses of release.

Unlike the quiet, fake climaxes I had performed for years—the careful sighs meant to protect Peter’s pride—this was raw and undeniable. This was a pleasure taken, not given.

As the last shudders of pleasure subsided, I became aware of Cupcake beneath me—the trembling of his body, the ragged edge of his breathing. I looked down to see his face contorted, not in pain, but on the raw edge of denied pleasure. His hips bucked forward involuntarily, seeking friction that wasn’t there, his caged cock leaking profusely.

“Please,” he begged, the word a raw tear in his throat. “I can’t—I need—”

I withdrew, slow and careful, and let myself fall beside him. My legs would not hold me. The harness felt heavy, almost cumbersome, but I kept it on. The weight mattered—a reminder of what I had become.

Cupcake remained on his hands and knees, apparently unable or unwilling to move without permission. His body still trembled with aftershocks, sweat-dampened skin, ruined makeup transforming his face into something vulnerable and haunting.

“Come here.”

He hesitated only a moment before lowering himself to the mattress beside me, movements cautious as if afraid of breaking the strange spell between us. I gathered his trembling body in my arms, one hand moving to stroke his hair in a gesture that was surprisingly tender given what had just transpired.

“You did well. So good for me. Taking me like that. Being so good for me.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

His gratitude caught me off guard. It wasn’t the thanks of a prisoner, but of someone set free. He had drifted for years, lost in a way I hadn’t understood. Now he had boundaries, a purpose, and he was grateful for them.

I kissed his cheek gently, tasting salt from his sweat.

“This is what we needed all along, isn’t it?”

He nodded against my shoulder, a small, shameful movement. “I think... yes. I’m glad we got evicted.”

We both laughed and lay entwined for several minutes, my pulse slowing beat by beat until I could no longer feel it in my throat. Eventually, I stirred, aware of practical matters that needed attention—the harness growing uncomfortable against my skin, the cooling sweat on our bodies, the mess of our encounter. With reluctance, I disentangled myself.

I stood beside the bed, my legs still trembling slightly from exertion. The harness felt heavier now, the dildo an awkward appendage without purpose. I unbuckled the straps with careful movements, peeling the leather from where sweat had made it cling to my skin. The vibrator was still humming softly, and I switched it off, the sudden silence emphasizing the gravity of what had just transpired between us.

In the bathroom, I ran warm water over a soft washcloth, watching steam rise in lazy spirals. My reflection caught my eye—flushed cheeks, tousled hair, a new confidence in my posture that hadn’t been there before. I looked like someone I was still getting used to.

I returned to the bedroom with two warm towels, one for each of us. Cupcake hadn’t moved from where I’d left him, his body curled slightly, his eyes tracking my movements with an expression somewhere between devotion and fear—as if he both worshipped and feared what I had become.

“Turn over,” I said, my voice low and even.

He obeyed without hesitation, rolling onto his back. I cleaned him first, my motions with the warm cloth deliberate as I moved over his chest, his thighs, and between his legs. I paid special attention to the cage, cleaning every crevice, noting how he shivered when my fingers brushed against the sensitive flesh confined within.

“How does it feel?”

“Empty. Unsatisfied. But... right. Like I deserve it.”

“You do deserve it. And you’ll stay this way until I decide otherwise.”

His eyes fluttered closed briefly, the tension in his jaw finally going slack. The defiance had vanished from his eyes, and his mouth, once set in a line of stubborn pride, was now soft with surrender.

I cleaned myself, quick and methodical, then tossed the towels aside. Cupcake’s eyes followed my every move, and I saw the struggle in them—the wife he remembered warring with the woman before him now. I held his gaze. Let him see. I was no longer waiting for anything.

I gathered the tools of his lesson—the harness, the dildo, the lubricant, and the vibrator. “You will clean these and have them ready for tomorrow night.”

He shuddered against me, a full-body tremor that moved through him like a wave and left him still. “Yes, Mistress,” he breathed, the title no longer awkward on his tongue but natural, as if he had never known another name for me.

I closed my eyes, my hand resting on his cage of obedience. Feeling the steady thrum of his heart. A sharp, clear focus settled over me. I didn’t know if this was the woman I’d always been, or someone I was just meeting. It didn’t matter. The path ahead was mine. Before sleep claimed me, I spoke the two words that sealed it.

“You are dismissed.”

The End… For Now!
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THE PINK PROTOCOL

Seven months without a job. A relationship in ruins. And now, homeless.

When Avery stumbles into a job at The Leash magazine, he has no idea he's about to trade his business suit for silk panties. Under the stiletto heel of the merciless Miss Winters, this once-ordinary man finds himself transformed into the magazine's newest sissy writer—exposed, humiliated, and horrifyingly aroused.

As the cruel "Winters Protocol" forces Avery to explore his deepest desires, his relationship with resentful colleague JJ becomes a dangerous game of punishment and reward. With each spanking administered and each humiliation endured, the line between torment and pleasure blurs.

But as Avery's lipstick gets brighter and his skirts get shorter, one question remains: Is he being broken down—or finally becoming who he was always meant to be?

"Deliciously wicked... will leave you breathless and begging for more."
The Pink Protocol - a Femdom Forced Feminization and Chastity erotica novel that explores the boundaries of sexuality, power dynamics, and personal liberation in a world where submission becomes empowerment.
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