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Author’s Note

A lot of people liked Sissy for Mommy, but a lot of new readers struggled with the fact that I specialise in ruin fantasy. That’s fine. Those who read all my books know I’m quite diverse in what excites me.

This book is not a ruin fantasy. It’s an age-gap romance with very light femdom and strong sissification. Based on if you like it, I might do a sequel. I have an idea of where this will go. If not, then it can stay a standalone story. Please let me know!

It’s also really important to provide me with constructive feedback. Without it, I can’t put out content you want to see.

I’ve been writing more shorter stories lately because I’m not working. This one I wrote whilst on holiday in Tenerife. Anyone been? I fucking love it, though I prefer Japan.

To the thieves still stealing my books…really? You’re all being tracked. I have cases logged with the FBI, with Europol, and the UAE MoI. Do you think you’re being clever?

Anyway, please enjoy this book. If you want to support me, either subscribe to my fan page, or go to www.juliagslater.com or www.linktr.ee/juliagslater to find out where to tip me. If you really want to be nice, tip me a lot.

By the way, if there are typos in my books, please drop me an email and tell me where (juliagslater@writeme.com). I don’t really proofread my stuff because when it comes to smut-books like mine, you’re kind of on a deadline otherwise you lose your place in Amazon. So I usually write, publish, and go back and fix later. I try not to have too many glaring errors, but you never know. Thanks. HOWEVER; Remember I am British. Don’t write to me to say I have an error when what you mean is that I haven’t written in American English.

As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can’t see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you can change the reviewer’s name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when.

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I started an Instagram account (http;//www.instagram.com/juliagwenslater) and have been posting there, and I have a FANVUE account (http;//www.fanvue.com/juliagslater). If you subscribe to me there, you can get access to an audiobook of a very dark story which will never be published here.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


Prologue

Janice was a miracle in a moment of need. She came along when I was at my darkest, my lowest. After sixteen years of marriage, all of which I thought were so perfect, so happy, to my wife, Maureen, I discovered everything was a lie. My daughter Alice wasn’t mine, my son Fred, wasn’t mine. Why? Because Maureen hadn’t spent one day faithful. I’d made my money on stocks, shares and later crypto, and Maureen loved the lifestyle. She also loved anyone else’s cock than mine.

I felt like an idiot when I found out. Worst was that everyone knew except me, and why? Because I didn’t really have any friends.

Think about all your friends. Don’t think about which one would be your best man, think about which one would ask you to be their best man. Can you think of at least one? Yes? Lucky you. I can’t think of one. Not one of my friends would ever consider me a best friend, and that sucks.

What makes it sadder is that I’m really not a bad guy. I’m just one of those nice guys who isn’t the loudest in the room. I’m one of those types of guy who doesn’t make a mess. When my friends wanted to do something stupid at school, like skip and get drunk, I didn’t do it. They thought I was a wimp, a nerd, but really, I just didn’t see the point.

I became rich because I analyse everything five steps ahead. When the housing market collapsed and the boys in the US were already working out why, I had it figured out. I became rich not by being cautious, but by being realistic. It’s pretty easy to game the stock market, when you remember that it is fundamentally based on a lot of nervous people who don’t understand the company they are investing in. The AI bubble is a perfect example of that. Investment in something nobody really understands.

But because of all that at school, my friends never really saw me as a friend, and then in the stock market, you didn’t make friends, you made degrees of enemy.

Maureen fucked a lot of my friends. She fucked my best man on my wedding night. She cheated on me with the delivery guy from our favourite pizza place. Maureen was a complete bitch, and unfortunately, she had a way of manipulating people, our kids included.

After the divorce, where I surprisingly only lost some of my wealth, I spent the next six months lonely. Then I decided to take up yoga.

For the record, I hate yoga. It wasn’t that I wanted to take up yoga, it was just the next item on my list to deal with the stress that I had.

Thank fuck that I did join yoga, because if I hadn’t, I wouldn’t have met Judith.

Now here’s what you need to know about Judith. She’s a high-powered divorcee who lives off the money she gets from her ex-husband’s business, of which she inherited half in the divorce. She does literally nothing.

Judith isn’t a great wife. She wasn’t a great person when I met her. Brown hair, tall, attractive, and rich, she didn’t really want anything from me other than to join her at the occasional event, a holiday, anywhere where a partner was needed. The sex was meh, but that didn’t matter. I wasn’t alone, that did matter. We had a prenup, we didn’t have arguments, we enjoyed the moments we had together.

When we weren’t together it was because she was jet-setting around the world with her friends in her private jet. She openly said that she probably wasn’t going to be faithful on those trips, but in the end, she’d always be honest about it. And in return, she’d said I could be unfaithful all I liked, except with one person.

Judith’s daughter was a tall, gorgeous nineteen-year-old named Skye. She was daddy’s girl through and through, with her modelesque body, her flirty dress-sense, and straight out of Love Island behaviour, she hated me with a passion. I tried so hard to get on with her but she was so influenced by her dad, I never stood a chance. Which was why the moment her mom moved in with me, she moved in with her dad.

There really was no need for Judith to worry. I’d never try to seduce Skye, she wasn’t my type. But even if she was, she hated me with a passion. There was zero connection, nothing good between us.

And so life went on. I married Judith, we had a life that worked, with neither of us really believing in true love anymore, just ways of not being lonely. Life was…okay. Not great, not terrible. God, how good was Chernobyl?

Anyway, things were good, it was a weekend when Judith was home and we were curled up together on the sofa watching Murderbot on Apple TV when the door opened and there stood Skye, soaked from the rain outside, crying her eyes out, dragging her suitcase.

“Skye?” Judith asked, jumping up. “What happened?”

“Daddy threw me out!”

“What?” Judith hugged her daughter. “Why?”

“I don’t know! He’s gone insane! That stupid new girlfriend of his is messing with his mind.” She told her. “He even took my car off me!”

Now, Judith was looking at this with two things clouding her vision. Her love for her daughter, and her hatred for her ex-husband. I was looking at this realistically. There was more to this than the new girlfriend, and I knew her dad wouldn’t do anything to send her running to his ex-wife, or me, if there wasn’t more to it, something he thought would infuriate us too.

“Okay, Skye, you know you can stay here as long as you like,” I said, then I gave Judith a look, a long one, one that said, please trust me on this. She inhaled and then blinked and looked back at her daughter. “But only if you tell us the real reason your dad threw you out.”

Skye’s cheeks went red, but not with anger, shame. “What?? Mom! Tell him! I’m your daughter! You know what daddy’s like!”

“Yes,” I said before Judith could go into mommy mode. “Yes, we all know what he’s like and you chose to go live with him anyway. I promise, I won’t judge like he did, I just need to know the real reason so we get off on the right foot here.”

Skye gave me an angry look, then a pleading look to her mother, but by now, even Judith had realised she was hiding something. “Skye…” Judith said softly.

“Argh!” Skye screamed, then huffed and dropped her shoulders. “Fine! I’ve been running an OnlyFans account and been dominating sissy men online. They’ve been sending me money for the service. Daddy found out and called me a slut, told me I need to stop or else. I told him I was making more money than the allowance he was giving me, so he said go be a whore somewhere else and threw me out. Are you happy now? Are you going to throw me out now?” She screamed.

I shrugged. “One, you’re not my daughter so it’s none of my business what you do, but at the end of the day, from what I know, people like you make great money doing that, and for every product there is a buyer. If you can be successful, then more power to you. It’s not as if you’re sleeping with these people. Don’t they send you money for calling them prick or something?”

Skye’s eyes widened, then she held out a hand, pointing it at me. “THANK YOU!” She gasped. “Yes! Exactly that! I kept trying to explain it to him, but he just kept calling me a whore!”

Judith pulled her daughter in for a hug. “You dad never understood powerful women. He’s one of those types who believe us women need to shut up and put up. You’re better off here, and if you enjoy doing what you are doing, good for you.”

I stood and walked over. “Honestly, Skye, I know you don’t like me, but my house is yours. There’s no judgement here. Just stay. As to a car, just take one from the garage.”

Her eyes locked onto mine, then she ran over and hugged me tight. “I’m so sorry Michael. I’ve been a real bitch!”

“No, you’ve been a protective daughter. Nothing wrong with that.” I said.

That evening, Judith and I made love and it felt a little different, like for the first time, Judith saw something in me she hadn’t really recognised until now. Then when we finished, she kissed my cheek and said, “I love you, you know?” Finally, she felt that Skye had the loving father that she needed, not one who threw money at her, but the one who listened and understood.

Over the next few days, Skye and I became closer. She loved cooking, as did I, so I showed her how to make some of my favourite meals, from Japanese and Korean food, to Italian and Greek. As we cooked, we talked about all sorts. Initially, we kept our conversations light, focusing on TV shows, movies and such. Then we moved on to how she was at school, her plans for university and such. Finally, she asked me about why my marriage to Maureen fell apart and I told her everything.

“But mum isn’t faithful either?” She pointed out.

“There’s a difference. You mother never lied to me. She was honest from the start. Maureen laughed at me. Treated me like dirt, abused me in a way.” I pointed out.

She nodded, “I understand.” She said softly. “If I’ve learned anything from BDSM and what I am doing, it is that consent is everything. Without it, it’s not friendship, or love, or play, it’s just abuse.”

Life with Skye went from strength to strength which made Judith so happy. For the first time in years, Judith felt like everything was going to work out okay. The three of us moved around the house with an ease that had never been there before. Meals lasted longer. Conversations spilled into the evening. Judith would catch my eye across the room while Skye laughed at something and the look on her face said she finally believed the fractured pieces of her life might stay together. I felt it too. After Maureen, after the loneliness, after the careful, almost business-like arrangement Judith and I had started with, this new version of family felt real. Life was great. We all felt like nothing could stand in our way.

It turned out that one thing could.

Judith left on a Friday morning for a weekend skiing trip with her oldest friends. Private jet, Swiss Alps, the usual easy luxury she never thought twice about. She kissed me at the door, told Skye not to burn the house down, and promised to be back Sunday night. Ordinary. Light. The kind of goodbye you barely remember because you assume there will be hundreds more.

The call came Saturday afternoon.

Judith was flying over the Swiss Alps with her friends for a weekend skiing trip when the engines failed on her private jet. The plane slammed into the mountain, killing all on board.

I was heartbroken in the simple, brutal way that leaves you standing in a quiet kitchen holding a phone and not knowing what to do with your hands. The future we had just started to believe in vanished between one breath and the next. The house felt immediately wrong, too large, too silent, full of her clothes and her perfume and the half-finished book on her side of the bed.

Skye was devastated in a way that went deeper than tears. She did not scream when I told her. She sat down on the stairs as if her legs had simply stopped working and stared at the wall. The colour left her face. For a long time she did not speak at all. When the first sound finally came it was small and broken, the noise of someone whose entire world had just been cut away. Judith had been the centre of her. The one parent who had never tried to control her, the one who had taken her side, the one who had made the house feel safe after her father threw her out. All of that was gone. The grief did not look dramatic. It looked like something vital had been removed from inside her and the space it left was cold and absolute.

The funeral was a blur of black clothes and soft voices, many friends of Skye’s father rather than he mother. Skye stood beside me the entire time, dry-eyed and rigid, as if any movement might make the loss real in a way she could not survive. Her father approached us afterward, already certain of the outcome.

“You’re coming home with me,” he said. “This arrangement is over.”

Skye’s voice was flat. “I refuse to follow your rules.”

“Then don’t count on a penny for university. You’re done.”

I stepped in before she had to answer. “She’s staying. She has a place here as long as she wants it. University, living costs, everything, I’ll cover it. There’s nothing to discuss.”

The decision was easy on the surface. Skye stayed. Her father left angry. The house returned to the two of us.

What I had not realised, what I could not yet see, was how completely the accident had hollowed her out. The bright, sharp girl who had argued and cooked and slowly let me in was still there in outline, but something essential had been scorched away. Grief had not softened her. It had hardened and redirected her. The need for control, for something she could hold onto that could not be taken by a failing engine or a cold parent, began to grow in the empty space Judith had left.

I would find out soon enough how deep that change ran.


Chapter One

I hardly saw Skye for about a month after Judith’s death. She was in the house, I heard the floorboards, saw the light under her door, noticed when food disappeared from the fridge, but she stayed in her room. Most days the only sound from her was crying, low and steady, the kind that goes on until the person is too tired to continue. I would have done the same if I had let myself. Instead I kept the house running. I cooked meals she barely touched. I dealt with the solicitors and the insurance and the endless small tasks that follow a sudden death. I put on a calm face whenever she appeared in the doorway for a glass of water or a change of clothes. It was not easy. The quiet in the rest of the house pressed on me, and the effort of looking steady left me exhausted by evening.

Bit by bit she began to come out. First for longer than a few minutes. Then she started sitting in the kitchen while I cooked. We did not talk much at first. She would watch the pan or stare at the table. Eventually the silence loosened. We spoke about ordinary things, what to eat, whether the boiler needed servicing, a programme she had watched upstairs. Cooking together came back slowly. She remembered the Japanese dishes I had shown her months earlier and asked to make them again. Having her in the room felt better than the alternative. It was a simple companionship I had not realised I needed. After Judith, after the years of careful distance with Maureen, the easy presence of another person in the house mattered more than I expected.

We grew closer without any grand conversation about it. She started asking practical questions about my day. I asked about hers. The shared work of keeping the place going turned into something steadier. When the time came to finalise university plans I asked what she wanted to do. She chose a campus close enough that she could stay living here.

“You know I’ll pay for you to go anywhere,” I told her.

She shrugged. “I don’t want to leave you on your own. Not yet. It doesn’t feel right.”

There was no drama in the way she said it. Just a clear decision. She would stay. We would continue as we were. At the time it felt like the natural next step. I did not see how much the months of grief had already reshaped her, or how far that quiet determination to remain would eventually reach.

“Skye, you shouldn’t put your life on hold for me.”

She shook her head. “I’m not putting my life on hold. Besides, my OnlyFans account is still making money. If I moved away the university schedule would get in the way of that. This way I get to keep the income and live here with you. It works.”

I smiled and opened my arms. She stepped in and buried her head against my shoulder, eyes closed. She felt slight in the hug, almost breakable. I loosened my hold so I wouldn’t squeeze too hard, but she only pressed closer, arms tight around my back, as if letting go would cost her something.

“I’m so sorry I was mean to you,” she said into my shirt.

“You were a kid. It wasn’t really your fault. I’m just glad you know the real me now.”

“I really like the real you,” she said quietly.

I felt her shift. Her head tilted up and her lips touched mine. I kept my mouth closed, making sure she understood I would not take anything from her. Then her tongue pressed against my lips, deliberate, and the intention was clear. I needed to stop it before it went further.

“Skye.” I eased her back gently. “I can’t. I loved your mother and, ”

“Oh god, sorry. Yes. It’s too soon.”

It was more than the timing, but that was the easiest truth to offer. “Yeah. Of course. Too soon.”

She nodded, still close. “I’m sorry. But when you are ready, please tell me.”

I let out a breath. Years ago I would have jumped at the chance to be wanted by someone like her. Now the age difference, the history, the fact that she was Judith’s daughter, all of it sat heavily. I felt like a creep for even having the conversation.

“Skye, there are so many younger men, ”

“I don’t like younger men. I don’t like the muscle types. I like soft men. Like you. The best submissives on my account are built the same way, but they’re all online and far away. You’re here.”

That pulled a short, surprised laugh out of me. “Submissive men? Aren’t they the ones who end up in their wives’ knickers?”

“Some are. Some are caged and I hold the key.”

“Yeah. That’s not my cup of tea.”

She grinned, the first real spark of mischief I had seen since the funeral. “Michael?”

“What?”

“It’s definitely your cup of tea. You just haven’t realised it yet.”

This conversation wasn’t one I expected to be having with my step-daughter. Standing in the kitchen, still feeling the ghost of her mouth on mine, listening to her talk about cages and keys as if it were the most ordinary subject in the world, it should have felt absurd. Part of me wanted to shut it down completely. Another part recognised that as long as we stayed on this topic she wasn’t leaning in to kiss me again, and right then that felt like the safer option. So I let it continue.

I gave a short laugh, more from surprise than anything else, and asked the obvious question.

“All right. How exactly am I meant to realise it’s my cup of tea?”

She tilted her head and considered me for a moment, eyes steady. Whatever calculation she was running finished quickly. She nodded once, decisive, as if she had just settled something in her own mind.

“Come with me,” she said.

I followed her down the short hallway and into the bedroom I had shared with Judith. My pulse was already up. She walked straight to the chest of drawers on Judith’s side and pulled open the top one, the one that still held the neat rows of underwear no one had touched since the funeral. I stood near the door and watched, confused, as she sorted through the silk and lace with steady hands. After a moment she lifted out a pair of pink silk tap panties, the edges trimmed with thick white lace. She held them up, nodded once, and tossed them at me.

“Perfect. Put these on.”

I caught them. The fabric was soft and cool against my fingers. “These were your mother’s.”

“Just put them on, Michael. It’s your chance to be close to her again.”

I let out a breath. She was not going to drop it, and I was the one who had kept the conversation going downstairs. “Fine. Let me get changed.”

“No. I want to watch.”

“Skye, ”

“Michael.” Her voice sharpened. The playful edge was gone. She fixed me with a hard, steady look. “Do as I say. Right now.”

My eyes widened. At the same time my cock thickened against my trousers. For a split second the stern set of her face reminded me of Judith, only younger and sharper. Skye was beautiful in an ordinary light; when she spoke like that she became something else entirely, commanding, absolute.

I turned half away and started to undress.

“Turn and face me,” she said, still firm.

“Skye, you’ll see, ”

“I know. That’s the point. I’ll get to see your little dick and how excited you are to be a submissive little bitch.”

The words landed harder than I expected. This had moved past a strange conversation into something I was not ready for. “Skye, please. This is going too far.”

“No.” She stamped one foot on the floorboards, the sound sharp in the quiet room. “No. Do not take this away from me. If you stop now I’ll go straight back to bed and stay there. I mean it.”

The threat was clear. The month of closed doors and crying was still fresh. I did not want to be the reason she disappeared into that room again. So I finished unbuttoning my shirt with my face burning and my cock already visibly hard, and I turned to face her the way she had ordered.

To be honest, I thought she was probably bluffing. The threat to shut herself away again felt like leverage more than a certainty. Still, I was not prepared to test it. The memory of that closed bedroom door and the weeks of near-silence was too recent. So I did as I was told.

I finished stripping. My cock stood out stiff and obvious the moment the last of my clothes hit the floor. There was no way to hide it. She looked straight at it and said nothing, which somehow made the exposure worse. I stepped into the pink silk panties and pulled them up. The fabric was cool and light. It stretched immediately over the erection, the front tenting out in a clear, humiliating shape. I stood there with my shoulders rounded and my hands loose at my sides, feeling the heat in my face and the ridiculous softness of the lace against my skin.

Skye turned back to the open drawer. She found the matching bra, same pink silk, same thick white lace, and brought it over. Her voice dropped, almost gentle now.

“Hold out your arms.”

I did. She slid the straps up and settled the cups against my chest. Then she stepped in close to reach behind me. Her body pressed against the front of the tented panties as she worked the hooks. The contact was brief but deliberate; I felt the warmth of her through the thin silk and my cock jerked in response. She fastened the bra, gave the band a small adjusting tug, and stepped back to look at the result.

Her hands came up and cupped the soft silk and lace against my chest. The touch was light but deliberate, and a clear shudder ran through me. She watched my face.

“I’m not wrong, am I?” she asked, voice low and even.

“No. You’re not.” The words came out quiet, almost reluctant.

One hand left the bra and slid down. She found the tented front of the panties and rubbed slowly over the hard length underneath. The silk moved against the skin with every stroke.

“From now on you’re going to listen to what I say. I’m in charge here. Is that understood?”

I swallowed. The whole situation sat at a level of wrong I could barely measure, Judith’s clothes, Judith’s daughter, the order in her voice. Yet the answer left my mouth before I could stop it.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“That’s a good girl.”

She pushed me backward onto the bed. I landed on the mattress still wearing the pink bra and the stretched panties. She climbed over me, knees either side of my hips, and reached down to pull her own knickers aside. The movement was practical, almost matter-of-fact. She was smooth and already wet.

“Mistress…” I tried. “Is this a good idea?”

“Yes. It’s a good idea because I really like you. I dare say I love you. And you love me, maybe not as much as I love you yet, but you will. Anyway, I’m in charge, aren’t I?”

I let out a long breath. My heart was hammering. I had made a promise to Judith, spoken and unspoken. But Judith was gone. The house was quiet. The girl above me was the only person left who still needed something from me, and what she needed was clear. This was no longer about the past. It was about the present and what Skye required to stay above the grief.

She sank down. The tight, wet heat of her took me in one steady movement. We both made the same short sound as she settled fully.

“I want this,” she whispered. “Let me have it.”

“God, Skye… I just feel so lucky.”

“You are.” A small, real giggle escaped her. Then she leaned forward and kissed me properly for the first time, no hesitation, mouth open, the kiss she had tried to take earlier in the kitchen. “But so am I.”

She rode me the way she wanted.

Short, quick rolls of her hips at first, tight and controlled. Every so often she ground down in a small circle that pressed me deeper. Then she planted both hands on the silk of the bra, shifted her weight, and began to bounce. The movements started slow, deliberate lifts and drops of that slim backside, then built speed. Faster. Harder. She clenched around me with each downward stroke, the muscles tightening in a steady rhythm that pulled at the edge of my control. Her eyes stayed open until the last moment. When she came she closed them, body going rigid, a sharp gasp escaping her throat. The orgasm looked almost gentle from the outside, quiet and complete. Watching it, the feeling in my chest tightened. I loved her. There was no point pretending otherwise.

She did not climb off. After a few steadying breaths she began to move again, slower this time, eyes fixed on mine. A small, knowing smirk pulled at her mouth. Her hands stayed on the bra, thumbs brushing over the lace where my nipples sat underneath. The touch was light and deliberate.

“I don’t want you to become my sissy girl,” she said. “I want you to become my sissy mommy. I’m going to make you my mommy.”

Somewhere in the back of my mind I could almost hear a psychiatrist having a field day with the whole scene, Judith’s underwear, the orders, the word she had chosen. None of that mattered right then. The heat of her, the steady clench of her body, the way she looked at me while she said it, everything narrowed to the simple fact that I wanted to give her whatever she was asking for. The fantasy was hers. In that moment I was willing to live inside it.

“Yes, my darling Skye,” I managed.

“Cum in me, mommy. Cum in me, sissy mommy.”

The words finished it. I came hard, hips lifting off the bed as I emptied into her, the climax pulling through me in long, heavy pulses while she kept me buried deep and held still to take every bit of it.

She rolled off me and I dropped onto my back, staring at the ceiling. The pink bra was still on. The silk panties were twisted around one thigh. The room smelled of sex and Judith’s old perfume. For a few clear seconds the only thing I felt was disgust at myself. I had just fucked my dead wife’s daughter while wearing her mother’s underwear. She was nineteen, grieving, and I was the adult who should have stopped it. The word that kept circling was scumbag. I turned toward her, ready to apologise, to try to put some kind of boundary back in place.

She was already on her back again, knees drawn up high toward her chest, hips tilted. The position was unmistakable.

“Skye, what are you doing?”

“I hear this is best when you want to conceive.”

The words hit like cold water. I sat up fast.

“What? Skye, no. You can’t just decide to get pregnant without talking to me first. And you can’t do it at all. You’ve got university. You’ve got a whole life in front of you.”

She looked at me without blinking. “I want a baby. I want your baby. Simple as that.”

My mouth opened and nothing useful came out. The idea was insane. It ignored every practical reality, her age, the timing, the grief, the fact that I was supposed to be the responsible one. I could not find a single sane reason she would choose this.

And yet when she rolled onto her side and reached for me, smiling the same small, certain smile she had worn while she ordered me into the panties, I did not pull away. I caught her, pulled her in, and kissed her. The longer the kiss went on the less the panic mattered. Desire came back hard and simple, overriding the part of me that knew better. I kept kissing her, hands already moving, while the ceiling above us stayed silent and the decision she had just announced hung in the room unanswered.

As my erection returned I pulled at her top. This time I wanted her completely bare. She lifted her arms and I dragged the fabric off, leaving her in nothing but the knickers still shoved to one side. Her breasts were small, high, and tight, the nipples already hard. I cupped them, felt the soft weight fill my palms, then lowered my head and took one into my mouth. I sucked hard, tongue working over the peak, then shifted to the other and did the same. The skin was warm and smooth under my lips.

She hissed through her teeth. “Yeah, bite them. Go on, Mommy. Kiss baby’s titties.”

“Fuck, Skye,” I muttered, the words half a laugh and half a groan.

“I know what I like,” she said, and the laugh that followed was bright and unashamed.

I pushed her flat, hooked one arm under her knee, and drove into her in a single hard thrust. She was still slick from the first time; the wet heat closed around me immediately. I fucked her properly this time, long, deep strokes that made her tits bounce with every impact. The more I watched her body take it, the less the remaining hesitation mattered. Her fetish, the words, the pregnancy talk, all of it fed the same urgency.

“You want to get pregnant?” I growled against her ear. “Then I’m going to breed you. I’m going to pump you full of my seed.”

“Yes, yes, Michael, make me pregnant. I want your baby!” Her back arched hard, hips lifting to meet every thrust. When she came her cunt clamped down in tight, rhythmic pulses that dragged me straight over the edge with her. I buried myself to the hilt and came in heavy, thick spurts, flooding her while she kept squeezing around me as if she could pull every drop deeper.

We collapsed together, mouths finding each other in a messy, open kiss. As my cock began to soften I stayed inside her, reached down, and pushed both her legs higher, holding them back toward her chest so her hips stayed tilted.

“Stay like that,” I said quietly. “You need to keep it in.”

She smiled. “Thanks.”

She kept her legs drawn back exactly as I had placed them, hips tilted, and looked straight into my eyes. The expression was calm, almost business-like despite the position and the come still leaking out of her.

“I’m going to need a credit card in my name.”

“It’s your money,” I said.

“Mum wanted to piss off Dad. She put the will in your name on purpose.”

“I don’t care. It’s yours. I’ll sort the accounts and get you a card first thing.”

The promise earned me another kiss, slower this time, her mouth soft and open against mine while she stayed in the breeding position. When she finally lowered her legs she did it carefully, as if every movement still mattered.

We did not sleep.

The physical need kept returning. Each time I hardened she was already reaching for me, guiding me back inside, whispering the same words about the baby, about keeping it in, about how she wanted me to fill her again. I stopped counting after the third time. In the stretches of raw arousal the last of the guilt simply lost its grip. I loved her. The realisation arrived without drama: Judith was gone, the old life was gone, and the only person left who still wanted me, who still needed me, was the girl currently locked around my cock and telling me to come deeper. So I did. All night. Until the sky outside the curtains started to lighten and both of us were finally too spent to move.

I lay there with her head on my chest, the pink bra still twisted around my ribs, the silk panties lost somewhere in the sheets, and accepted the simple truth. There was no one else left to love. Only her.


Chapter Two

I woke with a start, heart hammering so hard I thought it might crack a rib. For a second I didn’t know where I was. Then the soft drag of silk against my hips and the unfamiliar weight of the bra across my chest told me everything. I was still wearing Judith’s pink tap panties and the matching lace bra. The fabric was slightly damp from the night before. My cock, half-hard already, strained against the front of the knickers like it was trying to escape the evidence.

Guilt hit first. Hot, thick, immediate. I’d fucked my dead wife’s daughter. I’d cum inside her while she begged me to breed her. I’d let her call me Mommy. I’d liked it. That last part was the worst. Arousal followed the guilt so fast they tangled together until I couldn’t tell them apart. Fear of consequences came last, cold and sharp. What the hell had I done?

I sat up carefully. The lace of the bra scraped across my nipples with the movement, an immediate, unwanted reminder of everything that had happened. Part of me knew I should strip the thing off right then, throw it back in the drawer, and try to put the night behind us. Another part refused. Taking the bra off felt like it would break whatever fragile, wrong thing we had started, and I was not ready to face the empty space that would follow. So I left it on.

Skye was already awake. She lay on her side, head propped on one hand, watching me with the same calm, closed-mouth smile she had used the moment she told me she wanted my baby. No panic in her face. No morning-after regret. Just quiet, settled certainty, as if the decision had been made days ago and the rest was simply detail.

“Morning, Mommy,” she said. The voice was soft, almost gentle.

The word should have turned my stomach. It should have been the trigger that made me stand up, pull the bra off, and tell her this had to stop, that it was too much, too twisted, too soon after Judith. Instead it landed somewhere lower, in the same place the cage of guilt and need had been building all night. It felt, against every rational argument, strangely correct. I opened my mouth to push back, to bring up boundaries or her mother or the simple fact that none of this could continue. Nothing came out. The protest sat in my throat and stayed there.

She reached across the small space between us and ran one finger slowly along the edge of the lace cup, tracing the shape of it against my skin. The touch was light, almost idle, yet it pinned me in place more effectively than any order. I stayed exactly where I was, bra still on, cock already stirring again under the twisted silk of the panties, caught between the clear knowledge that I was crossing lines I would never be able to uncross and the deeper, quieter pull that made me want to stay inside them.

“You’re still wearing them,” she observed. “Good. That means part of you already knows. You know what you are, don’t you, sissy?”

“Skye...”

“Mistress,” she corrected, still gentle. “Or Darling, if we’re being soft about it. But not Skye when we’re like this. You’re Mommy now. Not step-father. Not Michael who lost everything. Just Mommy.”

I stared at her. She looked so young and so sure of herself at the same time. The morning light caught the side of her face and for a second she looked heartbreakingly like Judith. I swallowed hard.

She tilted her head. “Tell me something. What else do you have? Other than me now?”

The question was quiet, almost casual, but it cut straight through every defence I had left.

I looked away. “Nothing.”

“Say it properly.”

My voice came out rough. “My kids aren’t mine. Alice and Fred. Maureen made sure of that. She turned them against me years ago. They don’t call. They don’t want anything to do with me. My ex-wife hates me. The only woman who ever looked at me like I was worth something is dead. I have no friends. Not one. Not a single person who would notice if I disappeared tomorrow.”

I dragged a hand down my face, feeling the lace of the bra shift under my palm. “You’re the only person left in my life, Skye. That’s the truth of it.”

She didn’t look triumphant. She just nodded, like she’d already known and had only been waiting for me to catch up.

“Then stop fighting it,” she said. “You’re mine now. I’m not going to let you be alone. But I’m also not going to let you stay the man you were. That man lost everything. Mommy gets to keep something. I want my Mommy, Michael. My real Mommy is gone. I want you to be my Mommy.”

I closed my eyes. The last of the resistance simply left. It did not feel dramatic; it felt like a plug being pulled. Everything that had held me upright, the old habits of control, the careful public face, the quiet belief that I still got to decide the shape of my own life, drained away at once and left a hollow space behind. She was right. There was nothing else left. The children were not mine. Maureen was gone. Judith was gone. Friends had never really existed. The only person still in the house, still looking at me as if I mattered, was this strange, grieving, terrifyingly certain girl who had decided I belonged to her. The soft silk of her mother’s panties was still stretched around my cock, a physical fact I could no longer argue with.

“Okay,” I whispered.

She sat up fully, cross-legged, naked and completely comfortable. The early light caught the side of her face. She looked calm, almost business-like, as if we were discussing the shopping list rather than the permanent rearrangement of my life.

“Good girl. Now listen carefully. These are the first rules. You will wear panties every day. They come from Mum’s drawer until I decide otherwise. You will never sleep naked again. If you want to come, you ask permission first. Every time. And when we’re alone you call me Mistress or Darling. No exceptions. When we are in front of other people it’s Darling, unless you feel particularly brave.”

I nodded. My throat was tight enough that the movement felt stiff.

“Say it back to me.”

I repeated the list in the same quiet voice she had used, each line landing heavier than the last.

“Daily panties from Judith’s drawer. No sleeping naked. I ask permission before I come. I call you Mistress or Darling when we’re alone. Darling in public.”

She smiled, small, satisfied, the expression of someone who had just secured exactly what she wanted. Then she leaned in and kissed the corner of my mouth, brief and proprietary, sealing the rules in place before I could change my mind.

“That’s my Mommy,” she murmured. “Now go make us coffee. Keep the lingerie on. I want to watch you move around the kitchen in it.”

I got out of bed on unsteady legs. The silk hissed between my thighs with every step. Guilt still sat heavy in my chest, but underneath it something more akin to arousal, something more dangerous had settled into place.

I had nothing left to lose.

I moved around the kitchen in the pink silk and lace like a man sleepwalking through someone else’s life. Every step made the soft fabric shift against my skin. The bra straps dug lightly into my shoulders. I could feel the cool air on the backs of my thighs where the tap panties ended. Skye sat at the island in one of my old shirts, legs tucked under her, watching me with quiet amusement.

“Stop walking like you’re about to be arrested,” she said. “Smaller steps. Soften your shoulders. You’re not marching into a boardroom.”

I tried. It felt ridiculous. The silk drifted and rippled with every movement and my cock, still half-hard from the morning’s conversation, tented the front of the knickers in a way that made me want to die of embarrassment.

She hopped down, crossed the kitchen, and opened Judith’s makeup drawer in the downstairs bathroom. When she came back she held a soft pink lipstick and the small glass bottle of the perfume Judith had worn every day.

“Just to try,” she said, uncapping the lipstick. “Stand still.”

I did. She tilted my chin up with two fingers and painted my mouth carefully, the way someone might paint a child’s. The smell of the lipstick was sweet and faintly chemical. When she finished she stepped back and looked at me.

“There. Not too much. Just enough.” She sprayed a single, light mist of the perfume onto the side of my neck, then another across the lace of the bra. The scent hit me like a memory I wasn’t ready for. Judith’s scent. On me. While I stood in her underwear in front of her daughter.

“Now talk,” Skye said, returning to the island. “Soft voice. Lower volume. Don’t boom everything like you’re giving orders. You’re Mommy. Mommies don’t bark.”

I cleared my throat and tried. “Coffee’s nearly ready.”

She shook her head. “Softer.”

“Coffee’s nearly ready,” I repeated, quieter, almost careful.

“Better.” She smiled. “Keep practising while you cook. I like hearing you like that.”

We moved around each other in the kitchen. I made eggs the way she liked them. She leaned against the counter and corrected my posture every time my shoulders crept up. The lipstick felt strange every time I licked my lips. The perfume rose every time I moved. By the time the food was on the plates I felt like I was floating a few inches outside my own body.

We ate in near silence. Then I set my fork down.

“Skye… about last night. The pregnancy thing. We need to talk about it properly.”

Her expression didn’t change, but something behind her eyes cooled.

“No,” she said simply.

“You can’t just decide that. You’re nineteen. You’ve got university. Your whole life, ”

“I already lost Mum.”

The sentence came out flat, emptied of every unnecessary emotion. It was not a plea. It was a statement of fact that left no room on either side of it.

“I watched them lower her into the ground. I am not losing this as well. I want a baby. I want your baby. And you are going to give it to me.”

“Skye…”

“Mistress.” Her voice dropped, quiet and final. “Or Darling. Choose one. But do not start arguing with me like you still get a vote on this. You agreed.”

I stared at her. The cheap pink lipstick she had put on me that morning suddenly felt thick and obvious on my mouth. The silk panties, already damp, clung tighter around my cock as if the fabric itself had noticed the shift in power. She did not raise her voice. She did not need to. The steady, unblinking way she looked at me was enough. Whatever resistance I had left folded inward under that gaze, small, automatic, complete.

“I… yes, Mistress,” I heard myself say.

She reached across the table and touched the back of my hand, gentle again. “Good. That’s settled. We’re not discussing it again.”

The rest of the day passed in a strange, soft haze.

She kept me in the lingerie the entire time. The pink silk bra and matching tap panties stayed on while I moved around the house. Every time I spoke she corrected the tone, making me drop the volume and soften the edges until the quieter voice felt automatic. On the sofa she positioned me carefully, knees pressed together, hands in my lap, the same way she had shown me earlier. We put something on the television but neither of us followed it. The screen was only background.

Every so often she leaned across and adjusted me. A bra strap tugged back into place. The lace edge of the panties smoothed down where it had ridden up my hip. The touches were small and proprietary, as if she were simply maintaining something that already belonged to her.

Mistakes earned an immediate response. If my knees drifted apart, or if the old voice slipped out for a second, she would stop whatever she was doing and look at me.

“Stand up. Bend over.”

I did. She delivered one firm, open-handed slap across the seat of the silk knickers. The single spank landed hard enough to sting and left the fabric warm against the skin. Then came the quiet label.

“Bad girl.”

After each one I straightened up again, face hot, cock stirring against the tight silk, and returned to the position she wanted. The day continued like that: soft voice, careful posture, occasional correction, and the steady knowledge that she was shaping every small detail of how I occupied the room.

When night came she led me back to the bedroom without a word. She stripped the shirt off and climbed onto the bed, then looked at me expectantly.

I undressed down to the silk and lace, leaving the day’s pretty panties and matching bra exactly where she had put them that morning. The lipstick was still a faint stain on my mouth. Judith’s perfume clung to my neck and the lace cups. My cock strained hard against the front of the knickers, the soft fabric already damp where the head pressed.

Skye watched me without speaking. After a moment she shifted up the bed and knelt astride my thighs, the mattress dipping under her weight. She leaned down and kissed me properly, the way a couple might kiss at the end of an ordinary day, slow and closed-mouthed at first before it deepened. When she pulled back she reached down, hooked two fingers into the front of the pink silk panties, and drew the fabric aside. Cool air touched the exposed head of my cock for a second. Then her hand closed around the shaft, steady and sure, and she guided me to the entrance of her.

She sank down slowly. Every inch disappeared inside her in one continuous movement until she was fully seated, her weight resting on my hips. The heat of her was immediate and tight, walls already gripping. I let out a shaky breath. She did not start moving. She simply sat there, looking down at me, one hand resting lightly on the lace cup of the bra as if checking that it was still in place. The silence stretched while she held me deep and studied my face, making certain I felt every part of the position she had chosen.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “In Mum’s things. Her lipstick on. Perfume. And already so hard for me. God, sissy, you’re so hot. Mommy, I love you.”

I could not find an answer. She began to move with short, deliberate rolls of her hips, the same controlled rhythm she had used the night before. No wild bouncing. Just precise, shallow strokes that kept me buried deep the whole time. Each small lift and drop produced a soft, wet sound of skin meeting skin. The silk of the panties stayed trapped beneath her, already soaked. Her arousal was obvious; warm fluid coated my shaft and ran down onto my balls and the crumpled fabric with every movement. The lace of the bra shifted against my chest whenever she settled her weight again.

Her eyes never left mine. I felt the weight of that stare more than the weight of her body. The soft-voice training from the morning still sat in my throat. When I spoke it came out quieter than I intended.

“Skye…”

“Mistress,” she corrected, the word almost gentle. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on either side of my head, and rolled her hips in a tighter circle. The movement dragged the head of my cock firmly along the front wall of her. She was dripping; I could feel fresh wetness spill out around me and trickle lower. A small, pleased sound escaped her throat.

“That’s it. Stay soft for me. Stay open.”

I kept my hands on her waist, not guiding, only holding. The perfume rose between us with every shift of her body. The lipstick on my mouth was mostly gone, but she still found the last of it when she pressed her forehead to mine. Her breath stayed warm and steady. Beneath it I could hear the quiet, slick noise of her cunt working over me, the soft slap of her backside against my thighs on the slightly deeper strokes.

She rode me like that for a long time, short measured movements, never rushing. The silk between us grew heavier with her juices. My cock throbbed inside the tight heat, but I did not try to thrust up. She had not given permission, and the new rules already sat heavy in my chest.

When she came it was quiet. Her thighs clamped hard around me, her breath caught, and a fresh rush of wetness spilled over my balls. She whispered the word right against my painted mouth.

“Mommy…”

The sound of it undid me. I followed her over the edge a moment later, hips jerking once as I spilled deep inside her. She held completely still the second she felt it, clenching hard around the shaft, milking every pulse while she kept her forehead pressed to mine and her eyes open.

I stayed buried in her until the last aftershock faded. The lace of the bra was damp with sweat. The panties were a ruined mess of silk and come. She didn’t climb off. She simply shifted her weight, kept me inside, and rested there, breathing against my mouth.

“Good girl,” she said softly. “That’s exactly how Mommy gives me a baby.”

Afterwards she rolled onto her back, pulled her knees up high, and reached for my hand.

“Hold me like this,” she said. “Stay with me.”

I moved behind her, one arm under her shoulders, the other across her stomach, keeping her legs elevated the way she wanted. The perfume on my neck mixed with the scent of sex. The lipstick was mostly gone. The silk of the bra was damp with sweat.

She turned her head just enough to kiss the corner of my mouth again.

“You’re doing so well, Mommy,” she murmured. “We’re going to make this work. I promise.”

I held her in the breeding position until my arm went numb and the room went quiet. Outside, the house was still. Inside, the only person left in my life breathed softly against my chest, already half-asleep, already certain of what came next.

I stayed exactly where she put me.


Chapter Three

The bank was quiet for a Thursday morning. Only two other customers waited further down the row of desks. We sat across from a woman in a navy blouse who kept glancing between the paperwork and Skye as if she expected someone to admit it was a joke. I signed every form without hesitation. Judith’s current accounts, the investment portfolios, the residual income from the business shares she had inherited, all of it moved into Skye’s name in a single session. When that was finished I opened a secondary card linked straight to my primary account and had it issued to her on the spot.

The clerk’s pen paused for a second when she saw the credit limit. Skye was already wealthier than most people in the building; now she had unrestricted access to my money as well. The woman said nothing. She simply printed the final forms, slid the temporary card across the desk, and wished us a pleasant day in the flat professional tone of someone who had long ago learned not to ask questions.

Outside, the car felt smaller than usual. Skye turned the new card over in her fingers, examining both sides.

“Why did you do that?” she asked. “I already have more than enough.”

I kept my eyes on the road. The soft satin briefs she had chosen for me that morning (pale pink, almost sheer) tightened slightly as I shifted in the seat. The cage underneath made the movement more noticeable.

“A good slave should pay his way,” I said.

She looked at me for a long moment. Then she smiled, small and satisfied, the expression of someone who had just received exactly the answer she wanted.

We were halfway home when she spoke again.

“Pull over here.”

I glanced at the shop front. Blacked-out windows, discreet signage. A sex shop. My stomach dropped. The satin briefs felt suddenly much tighter.

“Skye...”

“Mistress,” she corrected, calm. “And yes. We’re going in.”

Inside, the place smelled of rubber and cheap air freshener. Skye walked the aisles like she owned them. I followed half a step behind, hyper-aware of the soft fabric between my legs and the way the shop assistant’s eyes flicked over us. She stopped at a glass case near the back and pointed.

“That one.”

It was a clear polycarbonate cage, curved, with a small brass padlock. Not the cheapest model, not the most elaborate. Practical. She asked the assistant to take it out. I stood there while she turned it over in her hands, checked the sizing ring, and nodded once.

“We’ll take it, and these plugs.”

She paid with the new card. My card. The assistant rang it through without comment. I signed the receipt because she told me to.

In the car she dropped the small black bag onto my lap.

“When we get home you’re going to put this on. I’m keeping the key.”

I didn’t argue. There was nothing left to argue with.

Back at the house she led me straight upstairs. I stripped out of my clothes and stood in the satin briefs while she opened the packaging. She had me step out of the briefs, measured the ring against me, and then fitted the cage with the same calm efficiency she used when she cooked. The polycarbonate was cool at first. Then it warmed to skin temperature. She slid the lock home and the soft click seemed far too loud in the quiet bedroom.

She threaded the key onto the thin gold chain she already wore and fastened it around her neck. The key settled between her collarbones.

“There,” she said. “Now it’s real.”

I looked down. The cage was neat, almost clinical. My cock was already trying to swell against the restriction and finding nowhere to go. The sensation was immediate and humiliating and strangely clarifying.

We went back downstairs. I put the satin briefs on again over the cage. The soft fabric sat differently now. Every movement reminded me of the lock.

Later that afternoon the cleaner arrived. While the woman was vacuuming the hallway Skye walked into the kitchen where I was making tea, leaned close, and said, almost under her breath, “The kettle’s boiled, Mummy.”

I nearly dropped the mug. The cleaner didn’t hear. Skye just smiled and walked away.

That evening she set up her laptop and ring light in the spare room. I was told to stay. She filmed for two hours, voice low, eyes sharp, telling faceless men exactly what they were. I sat on the edge of the bed in the satin briefs and the cage, adjusting the light when she pointed, fetching water when she asked, and afterwards cleaning the toys she had used while she watched me from the chair.

When everything was packed away she came and sat beside me.

“How does it feel?”

I was quiet for a long time.

“Like I can’t go back,” I said finally. “Like the structure is the only thing holding me up.”

She reached out and touched the key at her throat.

“Good. That’s where I want you.”

She kissed the corner of my mouth, soft and brief, then stood.

“Bed. Keep the briefs on. Cage stays locked. And if you need to cum, you ask. Properly.”

I nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She turned off the light. I lay in the dark with the weight of the cage between my legs and the faint scent of Judith’s perfume still clinging to the satin, and for the first time since the funeral I didn’t feel completely alone.

I felt owned.

The rest of the day made the shift impossible to ignore.

Every time I moved, the cage reminded me. A soft, constant pressure. No relief, no escape, just the quiet fact of it. For years I had controlled outcomes: markets, deals, the careful distance I kept from everyone around me. Now the most basic physical response I possessed was locked behind a piece of polycarbonate and a key that hung between Skye’s collarbones. The denial did not simply frustrate me. It reorganised me. Thoughts that used to run in straight, efficient lines began looping back to her voice, her rules, and the word she had given me.

Mommy.

It should have felt ridiculous. Instead the word settled deeper with every hour that passed.

She tested it deliberately. In the kitchen, while I dried plates, she stepped close enough that her shoulder brushed mine and spoke just loud enough for me alone to hear.

“The tea towels go in the second drawer, Mummy.”

My hands stilled. Heat flooded my face. The cleaner was only in the next room, the vacuum still running. Skye did not look at me. She took a glass from the cupboard and walked away, the key swinging gently against her skin. I stood there holding a plate, the cage suddenly feeling twice as tight.

Later, when the cleaner wiped down the hall table just outside the kitchen doorway, Skye leaned in again.

“Don’t forget to wipe the hob properly, Mummy.”

This time my cock tried to swell hard against the restriction and failed. The ache was sharp and immediate. She was training me to stay on edge in the narrow space between private and public, and it was working. Every near-miss made the role feel more real, more necessary.

I noticed she had stopped using the lighter, almost playful “Mommy.” She had moved to “Mummy,” the word she had once used for Judith. The shift was small but deliberate. Was she turning me into a replacement for her mother? The question should have sickened me. Instead it sent a deeper, more complicated current of arousal through the locked cage. The idea that she might be rebuilding the maternal figure she had lost, and that I was being reshaped to fit that space, excited me more than the simpler humiliation ever had. Guilt followed close behind, but it no longer had the strength to stop the feeling. The more she claimed me as Mummy, the more the old version of myself seemed like something I had already agreed to leave behind.

That evening she set up in the spare room. Ring light, laptop, the familiar backdrop she used for her content. She didn’t send me away. She pointed to the chair in the corner.

“Stay. Adjust the light when I tell you. Otherwise be quiet.”

I sat in the satin briefs and the cage while she worked. For two hours I listened to her voice drop into that precise, cutting register she used on camera, telling men what they were, what they deserved, how little they mattered. Every so often she glanced at me and flicked two fingers toward the light. I stood, adjusted the angle, sat back down. The cage made sitting still its own kind of effort. My cock stayed half-hard and completely trapped the entire time.

When she finished she closed the laptop, stretched, and looked at me.

“Toys need cleaning. You know where everything is.”

I cleaned them in the en-suite sink while she watched from the doorway. Warm water, mild soap, careful attention. The whole time the cage pressed against the soft satin and the key rested at her throat. When I finished and set the last piece on the towel to dry, she nodded once.

“Good.”

We went back to the bedroom. She sat on the edge of the bed. I remained standing, unsure what came next.

She studied me for a long moment.

“You’re different already,” she said. “I can see it.”

I didn’t bother denying it. The words came out quieter than I expected.

“I need it. The structure. The denial. The way you call me that. I didn’t think I would, but I do. Without it I feel like I’m going to come apart. With it… I know where I am.”

It was the first time I had said anything like that out loud. The admission sat in the air between us, raw and irreversible. Skye reached up, touched the key at her neck, then rested her hand briefly against the front of the cage.

“That’s what I wanted to hear,” she said. “You’re starting to understand what you are now.”

She stood, kissed the corner of my mouth the same way she always did, soft, claiming, and turned toward the bathroom.

“Bed soon. Briefs stay on. Nightie on. Cage stays locked. And if the need gets too much, you ask properly. No exceptions.”

I nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She left me standing there with the weight of the lock between my legs and the growing certainty that the man I had been was already gone. What remained was something softer, more contained, and entirely hers.

And yet, the moment we were in bed, it was her that had the need.

She turned toward me in the dark, one hand already sliding over the soft satin of the briefs. Her fingers traced the shape of the cage underneath, slow and deliberate, and then she kissed me. Not the brief, claiming kiss she usually gave. This one was deeper, hungrier. Her arms wrapped around my neck and pulled me in until the key at her throat pressed against my chest.

“I need your cock in me,” she gasped against my mouth. “Now.”

She scrambled for the key, fingers fumbling with the clasp of the necklace in a way I had never seen from her before. The calm, precise Mistress who had locked me up that morning was suddenly just a nineteen-year-old girl who wanted to be filled. I almost laughed. Almost. The sound caught in my throat because the need in her voice was real, and because the cage was already starting to ache in answer.

She got the key free, pushed me onto my back, and unlocked the padlock with quick, slightly unsteady hands. The polycarbonate came away. My cock, freed for the first time in hours, thickened instantly in the cool air. She didn’t wait. She shoved the satin briefs down just far enough, straddled me, and sank onto me in one urgent motion.

The heat of her pulled a low sound out of my chest. She braced her hands on the lace of the bra I still wore and started to move, short, needy rolls of her hips, the same rhythm she had used before but edged with something closer to desperation.

“Fuck…Mommy…” she whispered, forehead dropping to mine. “Give it to me. I need it. Mummy please, Mummy.” The change in word hadn’t gone unnoticed by me, but it did make my cock that much harder.

I held her hips and let her take what she wanted. The satin was bunched around my thighs. The key and the open lock lay somewhere in the sheets. Every time she sank down I felt the familiar pull of the role she had given me, even as she used me for her own relief. She came first, quiet and sharp, clenching hard around me. The feel of it dragged me over with her. I spilled deep inside her while she kept moving through it, milking every pulse like she was still trying to take more.

She stayed on me afterward, breathing hard, the key chain still tangled in her fingers. After a minute she reached down, guided the cage back into place with surprising gentleness, and locked it again. The click was softer this time. She threaded the key back onto the necklace and fastened it at her throat without a word.

Then she curled against my side, one hand resting over the satin that now covered the lock, and spoke into the dark.

“I still decide when,” she said, voice quieter. “But sometimes I need you. That doesn’t change what you are.”

I stared at the ceiling, the weight of the cage already familiar again between my legs, and realised the psychological shift had gone further than I had admitted even to myself. The denial had become the baseline. The brief unlock had felt like a privilege she could revoke at any moment. And the word Mummy, spoken against my mouth while she took what she needed, had settled even deeper.

I turned my head and kissed her hair.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She made a small, contented sound and closed her eyes. I lay there in the soft satin and the locked cage, still wet from her, and understood that needing the structure no longer felt like a discovery.

It felt like the only way left to be.


Chapter Four

The next morning she laid clothes out on the bed while I was still half-asleep. Dark jeans. A plain navy button-down. Ordinary things. Then she pointed to the pale pink satin briefs and the cage underneath them.

“Those stay on. Everything else is just cover.”

I dressed carefully. The jeans sat differently over the cage. Every step made the polycarbonate shift against me. The soft satin of the briefs moved with it. By the time we reached the car I was already hyper-aware of both. Skye wore a simple summer dress and the gold chain with the key resting in plain sight at her throat. She looked calm. I felt like every person we passed would somehow know.

She directed us to the large shopping centre on the edge of town. Not the quiet high street. Somewhere busy.

“We’re buying me new clothes,” she said as we walked in. “You’re going to help me choose. And you’re going to carry the bags.”

The first stop was a lingerie store. Bright lights, soft music, racks of lace and silk. Skye moved through it like she belonged there. I stood slightly behind her, hands in my pockets, trying not to adjust myself. The cage made that impossible. Every time I shifted my weight the restriction reminded me exactly what I was wearing underneath.

She held up a pair of black lace briefs, then a soft lavender bralette.

“What do you think?”

“They’re nice,” I said, keeping my voice low.

A shop assistant approached. She was young, smiling, professional, the kind of bright customer-service face that gave nothing away.

“Can I help you find anything?”

Skye turned to me.

“Tell her what we’re looking for.”

My mouth went dry. This was the first time I had to speak to a stranger while the cage and the satin briefs were doing their quiet work under my ordinary clothes. The polycarbonate sat heavy between my legs. The soft fabric shifted whenever I moved. I kept my voice low and even, the softer register Skye had been training into me.

“We’re looking for more soft sets,” I managed. “Lace. Nothing too structured.”

The assistant nodded and began pulling options from the nearby displays. Skye made me hold each piece while she examined it: a black lace pair, a soft lavender bralette, a pale ivory set with small satin bows. My hands stayed on display. Every time I accepted another item the cage pressed forward against the briefs.

At one point Skye held a pale pink pair of high-waisted knickers against my hip, as if checking the size, and spoke to the assistant without looking at me.

“Would this cut suit someone with a similar build?”

The woman glanced at me, polite and carefully blank, then back at the garment.

“It should be fine. The high waist is quite forgiving.”

Heat crawled up my neck and into my face. Skye only smiled, added three sets to the growing pile, and moved on to the next rack as if nothing unusual had happened. I followed with the items in my arms, the cage a constant reminder, and understood that the public part of the training had just begun.

She leaned in close, close enough that only I could hear, and spoke with a small smirk.

“How much do you want to fuck around right now?”

My throat tightened. “What do you have in mind?” I whispered back, already nervous.

“Follow my lead.”

We reached the cash desk. The same assistant began scanning the lace sets. Skye waited until the total appeared on the screen, then spoke in a clear, bright voice that carried.

“Sugar daddy. Pay the woman. Now.”

I swallowed hard. The cage suddenly felt much tighter as my cock tried and failed to harden against the polycarbonate. The word Mistress almost slipped out at full volume.

“Y-yes, Mistress,” I said, quieter, and fumbled for my card.

I paid. The assistant kept her professional smile in place but her eyes flicked between us once. I took the bag. As we walked out of the shop I could still feel her gaze on my back.

Outside, in the open corridor of the shopping centre, I let out a breath.

“That was hot,” I told Skye.

“Right?” she giggled, already steering me toward the next store.

The next store sold blouses and light knitwear. Softer fabrics. Things that draped rather than held a sharp line. Skye moved through the rails with the same calm certainty she had shown in the lingerie shop. She selected a cream silk blouse first, then a pale blue one with a slightly deeper neckline, and disappeared into a changing cubicle.

She made me stand just outside the curtain. Each time she drew it back she asked for my opinion and waited until I answered in the soft voice she had trained into me at home. The cream one sat well. The blue one made her look older, more deliberate. I said so quietly, eyes lowered, while other customers passed behind me.

When the assistant approached and asked if I wanted to try anything myself, Skye answered before I could speak.

“Not today. He’s just here to carry things and give me honest feedback. Oh, and to pay the bills, of course. Right, bitch?”

The word landed in the open shop. My face heated, but the embarrassment was already thinner than it had been half an hour earlier.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, the soft voice steady.

The assistant smiled as if the arrangement were the most ordinary thing in the world and moved away to tidy a nearby display. I remained where I was, lingerie bag in one hand, the second bag of blouses starting to fill in the other. Every time Skye referred to me in the third person the cage registered another failed attempt at arousal. The polycarbonate stayed unyielding. The satin briefs stayed tight. The public shape of the role was becoming clearer with every store we entered.

We moved on. The next store carried more structured clothing: chinos, light trousers, and a short rail of skirts that hung straight enough to pass for masculine from a distance if no one looked closely. Skye selected two of the skirts and a handful of softer shirts, then took them into a changing room and called me in after her.

The cubicle was small. She held the first skirt against my waist.

“This could work under a longer shirt,” she said quietly. “No one would know unless they were looking.”

She told me to take the jeans off. I did. The pale pink satin briefs and the clear outline of the cage were suddenly obvious under the bright fluorescent light. She stepped in close, slipped the charcoal skirt up my legs, and fastened it at the waist. The fabric was soft and fell in a clean line. From the knees down it looked ordinary. From the waist up, once the shirt was on, it could almost pass.

“Walk to the mirror.”

I walked. The cage shifted with every step. The satin moved against the polycarbonate. In the mirror I saw a man in slightly unusual trousers until the eye caught the way the fabric sat over the lock. Skye stood behind me and smoothed the shirt down, adjusting the hang until she was satisfied.

“We’ll take both skirts,” she said. “And the softer shirts to go over them. You’re paying, obviously.”

Back on the shop floor the same assistant from earlier was folding jumpers. Skye handed her the skirts and the shirts without checking the prices.

“He’ll wear one of these out, actually. Can we use the changing room for that?”

There was a short silence. The assistant looked at me, then at the charcoal skirt, then back at Skye. Her expression stayed carefully neutral.

“Of course. Take your time.”

Skye turned to me and spoke just loud enough for the woman to hear.

“Card. Now. And don’t look at the total. It’s not your concern.”

I handed over the card linked to my account. The assistant processed the sale while I stood there in the open shop wearing the new skirt under the longer shirt, the cage locked underneath, the lingerie bag still in my hand. Skye watched the transaction with the same calm she used for every other decision, as if spending my money on the clothes that were slowly erasing the old version of me was simply another part of the day’s routine.

Inside the cubicle again Skye had me change fully. The jeans came off. The charcoal skirt went on. She handed me a soft grey shirt, longer than the ones I usually wore, and told me to leave it untucked. The hem sat low enough to hide the exact outline of the cage, though the satin briefs still made a soft, obvious shape underneath if anyone looked closely. When I stepped back out onto the shop floor she looked me up and down once and nodded, pleased.

“Bags,” she said, and passed me everything we had bought so far. The lingerie, the blouses, the second skirt, the new shirts. I took them all. My hands were full. The skirt moved differently from jeans; every step made the fabric brush the locked cage and reminded me what I was wearing underneath. The soft shirt shifted against the satin with each movement. Skye walked half a step ahead. The key at her throat caught the light whenever she turned to give another quiet instruction. I kept my eyes on her back. Looking at other shoppers made the whole arrangement feel larger and more exposed than I could manage.

She stopped in front of a smaller, quieter lingerie boutique. The pieces in the window were expensive, the kind designed to sit under ordinary clothes and never be seen by anyone except the person who put them there.

“In,” she said.

I followed her inside. The charcoal skirt swung against the cage with every step. The bags hung from both hands. I could feel the way I was walking now: shorter strides, knees closer together, the soft voice already waiting in my throat in case she required it. The shopping centre had stopped feeling like a public place and started feeling like an extension of the house, a space where only her opinion counted.

She selected a pair of soft ivory briefs from a drawer, held them up, and looked at me over the top of them.

“These next. Come and tell the assistant the size.”

The assistant was already watching. I stepped forward, bags still in my hands, the skirt and the hidden cage suddenly feeling far more obvious under the boutique lighting. My face was hot. The words came out in the soft voice she had trained into me.

“These, please. In my size.”

The woman glanced at the briefs, then at me, then at Skye. Her expression stayed professional, but the pause was long enough to register. Skye only smiled and waited while I completed the request, standing there in the middle of the quiet shop as the assistant measured the garment against the size chart and confirmed it would fit. The humiliation sat clean and sharp; I was the one asking, the one carrying the bags, the one dressed underneath in satin and steel, while Skye simply watched and let the moment stretch.

We left the last lingerie store and she steered me toward the large Sephora at the centre of the mall. The lights were brighter here. The air smelled of a dozen different perfumes at once. Skye walked straight to the makeup counters as if she had planned the stop from the beginning.

“We’re finding your shades,” she said quietly. “Nothing dramatic. Just what works.”

I stood there in the charcoal skirt and the soft grey shirt, bags in both hands, while she began picking up testers. A sales assistant noticed us almost immediately. She was young, full face of perfect makeup, name badge that read Jess. She smiled and asked if we needed help. Skye answered before I could open my mouth.

“We’re looking for everyday shades for him. Foundation, a bit of colour for the lips, something soft for the eyes. He’ll be crossdressing most of the time. Pinks mainly. He’s my sissy paypig. Filthy rich, pays for everything without question. Don’t worry about the total.”

Jess’s eyes flicked over me, then over the skirt, then back to Skye. Her professional smile widened.

“Oh, brilliant. We’ve got some great options for that.”

She called another assistant over. Then a third. Within a minute I had three women around me, holding different bottles up to my jawline, discussing undertones, giggling when one of them got the match wrong and had to start again. They spoke to Skye more than to me at first.

One of them laughed under her breath. “I need one of those. A rich sissy who just pays for everything. Where do you find them?”

Skye smiled. “You train them properly. He does as he’s told and the card stays open.”

They turned to me with bright, encouraging voices.

“Does that feel heavy?”

“How do you feel about a soft rose rather than a nude?”

“We’re going to make you look so fresh.”

I answered in the quieter voice Skye had trained into me. The cage pressed against the satin with every small shift of my weight. The skirt moved when I turned my head. One of the assistants noticed the way I kept my knees closer together and gave a quick, delighted glance to the others.

They settled on a light foundation, a soft pink lip tint, and a muted rose-brown pencil. Then Jess looked at my eyebrows and tilted her head, already reaching for the next product while the others continued to smile and murmur about how lucky Skye was to have a paypig who simply handed the card over whenever she asked.

“You know, while you’re here you should let us tidy these. The brow bar’s quiet right now. It would make everything sit better.”

Skye didn’t even look at me.

“He’ll do it.”

They guided me to the high chair. I sat. The charcoal skirt stretched across my thighs. One of the brow technicians, cheerful and precise, worked quickly, threading and shaping. She did not take them full feminine. She left them slightly stronger, still recognisably male from a distance, but cleaner, softer, more deliberate. When she finished she held up a small mirror.

“See? Just enough. Makes the whole face look more open.”

The other assistants clustered round again, nodding and making approving noises. One of them dabbed the pink lip tint onto my mouth with a small brush while another set the foundation with a light sponge. They kept giggling, the sound bright and conspiratorial, as if they were all in on something pleasant and slightly naughty.

Skye stood a few feet away watching. The key rested in plain sight against her throat. She reached up, unclipped it from the chain, and held it out between two fingers so the girls could see.

“Any of you know what this is?”

They shook their heads, still smiling.

“It’s the key to his chastity cage,” Skye said, calm and clear. “He’s locked. Has been for days. He doesn’t get hard or come unless I decide. That’s what a proper sissy paypig looks like.”

A soft, involuntary moan escaped me. The sound was quiet but unmistakable in the bright open space of the counter. One of the assistants bit her lip to stop another giggle. Another glanced down at the skirt as if trying to picture the cage underneath. Jess only raised her eyebrows, impressed, and went back to blending the foundation along my jaw.

Skye clipped the key back onto the chain and let it settle between her collarbones again. She did not rush them. She let the whole process take as long as it needed.

When they were finally finished I looked at my reflection in one of the larger mirrors. The changes were small. Softened brows. Even skin. A hint of pink on the mouth. Under the ordinary shirt and the skirt that could almost pass, it was enough to make me feel permanently on display. The cage seemed heavier. The satin briefs felt more obvious against it. The quiet moan I had given was still sitting in my chest, proof that every new layer of public exposure only pushed me further into the role she had chosen.

Jess handed Skye a bag with everything they had used.

“He’s going to look lovely,” she said, still smiling. “Come back any time. We can do more.”

Skye thanked her, took the bag, and passed it straight to me without comment. I followed her out of the store and back into the main thoroughfare of the shopping centre, newly painted and newly aware of every person who glanced our way. The skirt shifted with each step. The cage kept its steady pressure. The faint taste of the pink lip tint stayed on my mouth. My face already felt warm.

She did not speak until we were twenty metres from the entrance.

“You’re doing well,” she said quietly. “Keep walking. We’re not finished yet.”

We turned into a shoe shop two units down. The displays were full of colour: patent, suede, high heels in every shade of pink from soft ballet to bright fuchsia. PVC ankle boots stood on a raised shelf near the back, shiny black and candy pink under the lights.

Skye walked straight to the women’s section. I followed with the bags, the charcoal skirt moving against the cage, the faint pink tint still on my mouth. Heat kept climbing into my cheeks.

She picked up a pair of low pink heels first, then a higher pair in patent leather. She turned them over, checked the size, and held the patent ones out to me.

“These. Sit down.”

I sat on the low bench. The skirt rode up slightly. She knelt without hesitation, slipped my ordinary shoes off, and guided my feet into the pink patent heels. The height was not extreme, but it changed the angle of my legs immediately. The cage pressed forward against the satin as I adjusted. My face was properly red now; I could feel it.

“Stand up and walk.”

I did. The heels made a soft click on the shop floor. Every step forced me to take smaller strides. The skirt swayed. Two assistants near the till glanced over and then looked again, longer. One of them murmured something to the other and both smiled.

Skye moved deeper into the shop and came back with a pair of bright pink PVC ankle boots, the material glossy under the lights. She made me sit again, swapped the heels for the boots, and zipped them up herself.

“These next. Walk to the mirror.”

I walked. The PVC creaked faintly. The heels were higher. My balance felt off and the cage made every careful step more noticeable. In the mirror the combination (soft grey shirt, charcoal skirt, shiny pink boots, the faint makeup) looked deliberate and unmistakable. One of the assistants came over, smiling a little too widely.

“They look great on him,” she said to Skye. “We’ve got them in a softer baby pink as well if you want to try that.”

Skye nodded. “Bring both. And the black PVC ones with the thinner heel. He pays for everything, by the way. Card’s already open.”

I stood there in the pink boots while the assistant fetched the boxes, face burning. Skye had me try each pair in turn. The baby-pink ones. The black PVC with the sharper heel. A pair of open-toed pink sandals with a modest spike. Each time she made me walk the length of the aisle and back. The assistants watched openly now. One of them offered a different size without being asked. Another brought a small stool so Skye could adjust the zip on the black pair more easily. A third leaned in and said, loud enough for me to hear, “God, I need a sissy who just buys whatever he’s told.”

By the time we finished I had stood in six different pairs of heels and boots, all of them pink or shiny or both. The cage had been a constant dull pressure throughout. The soft pink lip tint felt more obvious every time I caught my reflection. My face stayed red.

Skye selected the patent pink heels, the baby-pink PVC boots, and the black pair with the thinner heel.

“We’ll take these three,” she said. “He’ll wear the patent ones now.”

The assistant boxed the others and began ringing everything through. I stood in the middle of the shop in the pink patent heels, bags already gathered in both hands, the charcoal skirt hanging over the locked cage. The heels forced my weight forward and made every small movement obvious. My face was still hot from the earlier attention.

Skye paid with the card linked to my account. She did not look at me when she spoke to the woman behind the till.

“He’s just starting,” she said lightly. “We’re building the wardrobe properly. Sissy clothes, proper heels, the lot. He pays for all of it. Doesn’t even check the total.”

The assistant smiled, glanced down at the pink heels on my feet, and gave a small, knowing nod.

“Lucky you,” she said. “Most of them put up more of a fight.”

Skye only smiled and passed the new bags to me. I took them. The combined weight of lingerie, blouses, skirts, makeup and now three pairs of women’s shoes pulled at my arms. I followed her toward the shop exit, the pink patent heels clicking softly on the hard floor with every careful step. The cage shifted. The satin briefs moved against it. The entire shopping centre suddenly felt much larger and more exposed than it had an hour before. People glanced. Some looked twice. I kept my eyes on Skye’s back because meeting anyone else’s gaze made the heat in my face worse.

She paused just inside the doorway and looked back at me, eyes steady, the key visible at her throat.

“Still with me, Mummy?”

I swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She smiled, small and private, and stepped out into the main thoroughfare. I went after her in the heels, the bags, the skirt, and the locked cage, already knowing the day was far from over.

We got home with the bags and the new heels still on my feet. Skye had me change out of the pink patent pair and back into ordinary shoes, but everything underneath stayed exactly as it was, the cage, the soft satin, the faint pink tint on my mouth, the softened brows. She left the shopping bags in a neat line on the bedroom floor and told me to make coffee while she opened her laptop at the kitchen table.

University enrolment took less than twenty minutes. She already knew the course she wanted. Local. Nothing prestigious. She selected modules that clustered most of her contact hours into two days a week and left the rest open. When the confirmation email arrived she turned the screen so I could see it.

“I’m staying here,” she said. “Most days I’ll be in the house. That’s the point.”

I nodded. The cage pressed against the satin as I stood at the counter.

Her phone rang less than an hour later. She glanced at the screen, answered on speaker, and set the phone on the table between us.

“Hello, Dad.”

His voice came through sharp and immediate. “I’ve just seen the enrolment notice. What the hell are you doing? That place is average at best. You had offers from better. And you’re still living with him?”

Skye’s expression didn’t change. “I’m staying with Michael. The university is close. The schedule works for me.”

“You are not throwing away proper opportunities to play house with your mother’s leftover husband. Pack your things. You’re coming back here and we’re sorting a real course.”

I started to speak. Skye looked at me once, flat and clear. I closed my mouth and stayed silent.

She let him talk for another minute, about reputation, about money, about how Judith would have been disappointed. When he finally paused she answered in the same calm voice she used when she gave me rules.

“I’m not coming back. I’m enrolled. I’m living here. If you want to discuss it again you can do it politely or not at all.”

He started shouting. She ended the call without raising her voice.

The kitchen felt very quiet afterward. She locked the phone, set it face down, and looked at me for a long moment.

“You didn’t interrupt,” she said. “Good.”

She stood, walked around the table, and kissed the corner of my mouth the way she always did: soft, brief, proprietary. Then she reached for the key at her throat, unclipped it, and unlocked the cage. The polycarbonate came away. Cool air touched skin that had been confined for hours. My cock thickened almost at once, already slick at the tip from the long denial.

She did not waste time. She pushed me back against the kitchen counter, shoved the pale pink satin briefs down just far enough, and took hold of me. One smooth movement and she sank down, taking every inch until she was fully seated. The heat of her was immediate and tight; she was already wet enough that the first stroke made a soft, audible sound. She began the same short, deliberate rolls of her hips she preferred, keeping me deep, the head of my cock dragging against her front wall with every small circle.

I gripped the edge of the counter. The skirt was still on. The soft grey shirt was still on. Only the cage was gone, and only for as long as she needed. She leaned in and kissed me properly this time. The pink lip tint she had put on me earlier left a faint smear across her mouth. Her breath was warm. Each controlled movement produced another wet sound, and I could feel fresh fluid running down onto the satin still tangled around my thighs.

She did not speak. She simply used me, eyes open, the key still dangling from her fingers, until she tightened hard around me and came with a quiet, sharp intake of breath. The clench pulled me over with her. I emptied into her in thick pulses while she stayed fully seated, holding every drop inside.

Only then did she lift off, guide the cage back into place, and lock it again with the same calm click as the first time. The key returned to the chain at her throat. She smoothed the satin briefs back up, adjusted my skirt, and kissed the corner of my mouth once more.

“That’s for obedience,” she murmured against my ear. “You stay quiet when I tell you to. You let me handle my own father. You get this.”

I held her hips and let her finish. When she came she stayed still, keeping me deep, until she was sure. Then she locked me again, smoothed the satin back into place, and rested her forehead against mine for a second.

“University’s sorted,” she said. “You’re sorted. We’re staying exactly like this.”

She stepped back, picked up her coffee, and returned to the laptop as if nothing had happened. I remained where I was, the cage already warm against me again, the taste of her still on my mouth, and the clear understanding that silence had become another form of service.

Sex settled into a pattern over the next few days.

She would come to me in the evening already knowing exactly what she wanted. Most nights the cage stayed locked. She pushed me onto my back, climbed astride my hips, and began to rub herself against the hard, curved shape of the polycarbonate through the soft satin briefs. The first strokes were slow, almost experimental, letting her find the exact angle. Then the pressure increased. She ground down in short, deliberate circles, using the locked cage like a fixed toy made only for her pleasure. I was allowed to rest my hands on her hips and nothing more. No thrusting. No trying to lift against her. The denial was constant and absolute. My cock would swell inside the tube, press uselessly against the unyielding plastic, and the failed attempt only sharpened the ache until the ache itself became part of the rhythm.

The wet sounds grew clearer as she continued. Her arousal soaked the satin quickly; I could feel the fabric turn slick and heavy between us. Sometimes a thin trickle of her juices ran down the side of the cage and onto my balls. She kept her eyes open most of the time, watching my face while she took what she needed. When she came it was quiet and controlled: thighs tightening, breath catching, forehead dropping against mine for a few seconds while the pulses ran through her. I stayed completely trapped underneath, cock straining and denied, the key resting between her collarbones only inches from my mouth.

Afterward she remained seated for a full minute, breathing evenly, still pressed against the locked shape as if to remind us both who controlled the release. Only then would she climb off, smooth the wet satin back into place, and leave me hard and sealed while she settled beside me for the night. The pattern repeated. Locked friction for her. Continuous denial for me. Each evening the ache settled deeper and the rules felt less like restrictions and more like the only structure that still made sense.

On the nights she decided I was allowed to finish inside her the ritual was precise.

She unlocked the cage herself. She never handed me the key. The polycarbonate came away and cool air touched skin that had been sealed for hours. My cock thickened at once, already slick from the long denial. She straddled me again, took hold of me, and guided the head between her folds. One slow downward movement and she settled her full weight, taking every inch until I was buried deep. Then she began the same short, deliberate rolls of her hips she had used from the beginning. Eyes locked on mine. No rushing. The wet heat of her closed around me in tight, measured strokes. I could feel how ready she was; fresh fluid coated my shaft and ran down onto the satin still tangled beneath us.

When she grew close she leaned down until her mouth was against mine.

“Ask properly, Mummy.”

“Please, Mistress. Let me cum.”

“And what do you say when I let you?”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Only then did she allow it. She held completely still the moment I started to spill, muscles clenched tight around me, milking every pulse and keeping it deep inside her. The orgasm was heavy and almost painful after the days of denial. I emptied into her in long, thick surges while she stayed seated and open, eyes still on mine.

Afterward she remained in place longer than necessary, knees drawn high, hips tilted, making certain nothing escaped. Only when she was satisfied did she lift off. She fitted the cage back on while I was still soft and wet from her, locked it with the familiar click, and smoothed the damp satin briefs into place over the polycarbonate. Then she kissed the corner of my mouth, soft and proprietary.

“Good. That’s how it works now. Locked for me. Unlocked only when I’m taking a baby. And you thank me properly every time.”

I did. The words came easier with each repetition. The ritual made the difference between the two kinds of sex absolute. One was pure service and denial, her pleasure taken from the locked shape while I stayed trapped and aching. The other was deliberate, controlled breeding, granted only when she chose, and it always ended with the same quiet exchange.

Thank you, Mistress.

She would nod, return the key to the chain at her throat, and turn off the light. I lay there in the soft satin with the familiar weight of the cage between my legs and the clear understanding that both versions of sex belonged to her completely. The denial and the rare release were no longer separate acts. They were two sides of the same rule, and I had already accepted both.


Chapter Five

A few weeks changed the shape of the house. At home I no longer wore ordinary clothes. The jeans and shirts had been folded away. Skye had replaced them, piece by piece, until the only things left in my drawers were soft blouses, charcoal and navy female trousers that could still pass from a distance, pale pink and lavender satin briefs, matching bralettes, and the small collection of heels and PVC boots we had bought that day in the shopping centre. The cage stayed locked except for the nights she chose otherwise. The key never left her throat.

I moved through the rooms in the softer clothes as a matter of course. Skirt, blouse, satin underneath, the faint daily application of the pink lip tint and the foundation the Sephora girls had chosen. She called me Mummy in the kitchen, in the hallway, when the cleaner was only one room away. I answered. The role had stopped feeling like something I put on. It had become the default.

We shared the bed every night. Not the careful distance of the first weeks. She slept against me, one leg hooked over mine, her hand resting on the cage through the satin as if checking it was still there. In the dark she would say it first, quiet and certain.

“I love you.”

I said it back. The words came without the old hesitation. On milder evenings we walked the quiet streets near the house, her fingers laced through mine, a charcoal skirt moving against my legs, the heels making their soft sound on the pavement. Passers-by saw a young woman and a strangely dressed older man holding hands. They did not see the lock or the satin or the way I waited for her next instruction before I crossed the road.

The bond felt strangely stronger than anything I had felt with Judith. That was the part that frightened me. Judith had been honesty and convenience and a shared refusal to be lonely. This was different. Skye had rewritten the rules until my thoughts organised themselves around her voice, her rules, the next time she might unlock me and take what she wanted. I loved her with a clarity that made the earlier marriage feel distant and incomplete. And every time that clarity arrived I felt a fresh wave of guilt, because the more I loved the daughter the further the mother slipped out of reach.

I still caught myself thinking like a predator.

The age gap sat there every time my mind went quiet. Nineteen and whatever I was. The way it had started: she had kissed me first, but I had been the adult in the house, the one who should have stepped back. Those thoughts arrived at odd moments. Standing at the sink in a soft blouse with the sleeves rolled carefully the way she liked. Lying locked beside her while she slept, the cage a dull weight between my legs and the satin nightgown twisted around my hips. The facts never changed. I had crossed a line that most people would say should never be crossed, and I had kept crossing it.

There was another layer underneath, harder to look at directly. Something was fundamentally wrong with how both of us were processing the grief. Judith’s death had left a hole that neither of us had filled in any healthy way. Skye wanted me close because of how I had treated her when she first arrived, the quiet acceptance, the refusal to judge. That part made sense. But she also wanted a mother. She had said it plainly. She could not replace her father with me; the roles did not fit. She could, however, try to rebuild her mother out of whatever I was willing to become. And I had let her.

I should have stopped it. I should have found her proper help, a grief counsellor, someone outside the house who could have told her that turning the remaining adult into a soft, locked, feminine parent-figure was not a solution. Instead I had leaned into it. Part of me (the part that still surprised me when I caught it working) wanted to be that for her. I wanted to be Judith in the ways that mattered to Skye: present, soft, permanent, someone who would not leave. The sissy clothes, the cage, the word Mummy, the daily rules, all of it had become a way of offering myself as the replacement she was reaching for.

The knowledge sat heavily. I knew it was damaged. I knew it was not what either of us needed in the long term. And still, when she called me Mummy in the quiet of the kitchen or locked the cage at night and settled against me, the same part of me that should have been horrified only felt the deep, complicated relief of being needed in exactly the shape she had chosen. I had become the mother she had lost, and the worst truth was that I had wanted the job.

Yet the need to serve and the breeding goal had fused so completely that the guilt no longer had anywhere solid to stand. I wanted her pregnant. I wanted the structure. I wanted the quiet praise when I stayed silent on a phone call or walked correctly in the heels. The two impulses had stopped fighting each other. They had simply become the same thing.

Then her period was late.

She mentioned it without drama one morning while I was making tea in the pale pink satin and the soft grey skirt. She stood in the doorway of the kitchen, phone in hand, the tracking app open.

“Four days,” she said. “It’s never four days.”

The air in the room changed. Hope and tension rose together so quickly I felt light-headed. I set the kettle down and looked at her. She was calm on the surface, but her fingers kept moving over the edge of the phone.

We did not speak about it for the rest of the morning. We didn’t need to. Every glance carried the same question. Every time she touched her stomach without thinking, the possibility sat between us like a third person in the house. I made lunch. She corrected the way I stood at the counter. The ordinary rules continued, but underneath them the waiting had begun.

That night we walked again. Her hand in mine. The heels soft on the pavement. She did not mention the late period. Neither did I. Yet it coloured everything, the way she leaned into me when a car passed, the way I listened for any shift in her breathing, the way the cage felt more purposeful than it had the day before.

Back in the bedroom she locked the door, unlocked me without being asked, and took me with the familiar short, deliberate rhythm. Afterward she stayed in the breeding position longer than usual, knees high, my hand held firmly over her lower stomach. She looked at me in the half-dark.

“I want it to be real,” she said. “I want this to be the one.”

I kissed her forehead and kept my hand where she had placed it.

“I know.”

I wanted it too.

The guilt was still there. So was the fear that I had lost sight of Judith, and the clear knowledge that I loved the daughter more completely than I had ever loved the mother. None of that had disappeared. But the late period changed the direction of those feelings. They no longer pulled me backward. They pushed me toward the next morning, and the one after that, and the quiet, frightening hope that the waiting would end with a positive test and a future neither of us could undo.

I lay beside her in the soft satin and the locked cage, her head on my chest, and understood that the first real test had already begun. It was not the pregnancy itself. It was how completely I had already chosen her side of it.

Skye introduced the next part without announcement.

One evening after supper she went into the room that still held most of Judith’s things and came back with three of her mother’s silk scarves and a small, plain plug we had bought at the shop. She set them on the bed and looked at me in the soft blouse and charcoal skirt I had worn all day.

“Clothes off. Briefs stay. Cage stays. Lie face down.”

I did as I was told. Shirt and skirt dropped to the floor. The pale pink satin briefs stayed on, stretched tight over the locked cage. My cock was already trying to harden inside the tube; the pressure made every movement feel sharper. She coated the plug without comment, pressed the tip against me, and worked it in with the same calm efficiency she used for everything else. The stretch was slow and deliberate. Each small push forced a quiet breath out of me. When it finally seated she gave it one last firm nudge and smoothed the satin back over the base so the plug sat flush and hidden. The fullness was immediate and constant. Every shift of my hips made it press deeper.

“You’ll wear that while we do the rest,” she said. “It stays until I decide otherwise.”

She took the scarves next. One around each wrist, knotted to the headboard posts. Not tight enough to hurt, just tight enough that I could not bring my hands down. The third scarf she folded and laid across my eyes. The silk still carried a faint trace of Judith’s perfume. Darkness closed in. I lay there face down, arms secured, plug filling me, cage locked, cock straining uselessly against the polycarbonate. I could hear her moving around the room; the soft sound of her bare feet, the quiet shift of fabric as she undressed, the faint click of the key against her skin. The helplessness and the fullness fed each other. Arousal built in a slow, heavy wave that had nowhere to go. I was already breathing harder, waiting for whatever she decided to do next, the need sitting thick and unanswered under the locked cage and the silk that still smelled of her mother.

Then the talking began.

She sat beside me on the bed and spoke in the soft, precise voice she used when she wanted the words to land cleanly.

“Look at you. Mum’s scarves on your wrists. Her perfume still in the silk. A plug in your arse and that little cock locked up where it belongs. You’re not a man in this house anymore. You’re Mummy. Soft, open, useful Mummy who keeps her legs ready and her mouth quiet until she’s told to speak.”

She rested a hand on the base of the plug through the satin and pressed. The pressure pushed it deeper and forced a low sound out of my throat. My cock strained uselessly inside the cage.

“You exist to take what I give you and to say thank you afterward. You exist to carry my baby and to wear what I put on you. Say it.”

“I exist to take what you give me and to say thank you. I exist to carry your baby and to wear what you put on me.”

“Good girl. Again. Call yourself what you are.”

“I’m your sissy Mummy.”

She kept going. The language mixed the maternal and the sexual until the two became the same thing. She praised how soft I had become, how well the blouse sat on me, how quiet my voice was now. She told me the plug would stay in during the day while I cooked and cleaned. She described, calmly and in detail, how I would look months from now: locked, satin under a skirt, belly soft, standing in a nursery rocking her child to sleep and calling myself Mummy while she watched. Every so often she pressed on the plug again or gave a short tug to one of the scarves around my wrists, just enough to remind me the bondage was real and that I could not move. The constant denial in the cage and the steady fullness behind it made every sentence hit harder. Arousal built with nowhere to go. Each new instruction settled deeper than the last, until the words stopped feeling like humiliation and started feeling like the only accurate description of what I had already become.

When she finally untied the scarves she left the plug in place. She unlocked me only long enough to take her own pleasure and the possible impregnation, then locked the cage again while I was still breathing hard. The plug stayed. She told me it would stay until morning.

“This is the next part of the training,” she said as she turned off the light. “Mummy learns to be fuller, quieter, more used. And you thank me for it.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said, the words automatic now.

She kissed the corner of my mouth, settled against me with one hand resting on the cage, and went to sleep. I lay awake longer, the plug a constant presence, the silk of the scarves still faintly scented on my wrists, and the new language turning over in my head until it felt less like humiliation and more like the next set of rules I had already agreed to live by.

The near-miss happened on a Thursday afternoon.

I took the bin bags out still wearing the soft grey blouse, the charcoal skirt and the pale pink satin underneath. Cage and plug both in place. I hadn’t bothered with the lip tint because I didn’t expect to see anyone. Mrs Henderson from three doors down was already at the kerb sorting her recycling. She looked up, smiled and started on about the new collection times. I answered in the quieter voice without thinking. Her eyes moved over the blouse, the skirt, the softened brows. The whole exchange lasted less than a minute, but the way she tilted her head at the end stuck with me.

Skye was in the kitchen when I came back in.

“She looked too long,” I said. “If she starts talking to people…”

“Then we don’t give her anything to talk about.” Skye didn’t even look surprised. “You need help, you ask for it. So ask.”

I shifted my weight and felt the plug move.

“Help me with the makeup. Properly this time. And whatever else stops people looking twice. I need to look like I belong in these clothes, not like I’m trying them on.”

She nodded once and headed for the stairs.

“Come on, then.”

She sat me on the stool in front of the mirror and worked in silence at first. I watched her reflection more than my own while she pumped a small amount of foundation onto the back of her hand and warmed it between her fingers. She started at the centre of my face and blended outward with a damp sponge, short careful strokes that erased the ordinary unevenness of my skin. The product settled into something even and soft, closer to the texture of the blouse I was wearing than to the face I was used to seeing. She checked the jawline, the sides of my nose, the faint shadow under my eyes, and kept going until the difference was seamless.

Next came the pink lip tint. She shook the little tube, brushed a precise amount onto the centre of my lower lip, and worked it outward with the pad of her thumb. This was not the quick daily pass she usually gave me. She took her time, building the colour slowly so it stayed natural but definite, a soft rose that made my mouth look fuller and quieter at the same time. When she told me to press my lips together I did, and the tint spread evenly.

She moved to my eyes. A brown pencil, sharpened to a fine point, drawn lightly along the upper lash line and then smudged with a clean brush until there was only a hint of definition. No dramatic wing, no obvious shadow. Just enough to open the eyes and make them look intentional. I kept still while she worked, the plug shifting slightly whenever I adjusted my posture on the stool, the cage a steady presence under the satin.

The brows took longer. She studied the shape the Sephora technician had left, already cleaner, already slightly off-feminine, and then softened them further. Tiny strokes to fill sparse spots, a spoolie brush to blend, a light gel to hold the hairs in a gentler arch. She did not take them full female. She left just enough strength that, from a distance, they could still belong to a man. Up close they no longer did.

Blush came next, a muted rose swept along the cheekbones and blended until it looked like natural colour rather than product. A light dusting of translucent powder over everything to set it. She stepped back, tilted my chin with two fingers, and examined the result under the bedroom light.

“Look.”

I looked.

The face in the mirror was not the one I had woken up with. The skin was even and soft. The mouth carried a quiet pink that matched the satin underneath my skirt. The eyes appeared more open, the brows refined without being drawn on. It was prettier. Not beautiful in any dramatic way, but the kind of pretty that belonged with the blouse and the charcoal skirt and the way I had learned to sit with my knees closer together. I stared at it longer than I meant to, startled by how easily the features had accepted the change. The longer I looked the less I could find the old face underneath. The makeup had not created something new. It had simply finished something that had already been under way for weeks.

“That’s better,” she said. “But it’s not finished.”

She opened the bottom drawer and took out a wig I had not seen before, shoulder-length, a warm brown close to Judith’s colour, cut in a simple, natural style. She settled it on my head, adjusted the parting, and smoothed it into place. Then she turned me back to the mirror.

The difference was absolute. Makeup, soft clothes, the wig. The person looking back was a woman. Not a man in a skirt. Not someone half-transformed. A woman with my eyes and a stranger’s silhouette. The cage felt suddenly heavier between my legs. The plug felt more obvious. Everything I had been wearing for weeks clicked into place around that single image.

I started crying without sound at first. Just the heat in my face and the blur in the glass. Then the tears came properly. I could not stop looking. The longer I looked the more complete the figure became, and the more complete it became the less I could find the man who had lived in the house before Skye decided what he was for.

Skye stood behind me, hands resting on my shoulders, and watched my face in the mirror.

“That’s Mummy,” she said quietly. “Properly. No one who sees you like this is going to ask the wrong questions. You’re safe because you look like you belong to the clothes.”

I nodded, still crying, the wig shifting slightly with the movement. The pretty face in the mirror nodded with me. The near-miss with the neighbour had done its work. Secrecy had required the next step, and the next step had shown me something I could not unsee.

She felt sick the next morning but did not throw up.

I found her in the bathroom leaning over the sink, one hand on her stomach, breathing carefully through her mouth. The colour had gone from her face. When she straightened she looked at me in the mirror, still in the soft blouse and skirt I had slept in, the makeup from the night before mostly worn off, the cage locked underneath, and gave a small, tight shake of her head.

“Not sick enough to be sure,” she said. “Just enough to wonder.”

We dressed without discussion. She chose ordinary clothes for me that day, jeans, a plain shirt, because we were going out, but the satin briefs and the cage stayed on underneath. The plug had been removed the night before; the absence of it felt almost as noticeable as its presence had. She wore the key at her throat as always. We drove to the large pharmacy on the ring road in silence. She went in alone and came back with a small paper bag. Neither of us opened it in the car.

At home she went straight upstairs. I followed. She locked the bedroom door, read the instructions once, and took the test into the en-suite. I waited on the edge of the bed listening to the quiet sounds of packaging and running water. When she came back she set the plastic stick on the chest of drawers and sat beside me. We watched the small window without speaking.

The second line appeared cleanly, without hesitation.

Skye stared at it for a long moment. Then the expression on her face changed. It was not surprise. It was pure triumph, sharp and complete, followed immediately by something colder and more possessive. She picked up the test, turned it so I could see the result clearly, and spoke in the same calm voice she used when she gave me new rules.

“There. That’s mine. You’re going to keep me pregnant and stay exactly what I’ve made you while I carry it. This is what all of it was for.”

She set the test stick down on the chest of drawers, reached for the key at her throat and unlocked the cage without asking. The polycarbonate came away. I was hard almost immediately. She pushed me onto my back, climbed on and guided me in with the same short, deliberate rhythm she always used. No request for permission this time. No drawn-out ritual. She just took what she wanted, eyes open, one hand pressed low on her stomach as if she were already protecting what the test had confirmed.

The wet heat of her closed around me. Each small movement produced a soft sound. She kept the pace steady until her thighs tightened and she came with a quiet, sharp breath, staying fully seated so I stayed deep inside her. Only then did she look down at me.

“Say it.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She lifted off, fitted the cage back on while I was still wet from her, locked it, and smoothed the satin briefs into place. Then she rested her forehead against mine for a second.

“Good. Don’t forget what this is for.”

My own reaction arrived more slowly.

Terror came first. Cold and practical. A future that could not be undone had just locked into place. The age gap. The way it had started. The fact that I had helped create a child with my dead wife’s daughter. All of it rose at once and sat heavy in my chest.

Underneath the terror was something darker and quieter that felt like belonging. The breeding goal had been real for weeks. Now it had a result. Everything she had built around me (the cage, the clothes, the makeup, the plug, the language, the silence I had kept on the phone) suddenly had a clear purpose. I was the soft, locked parent-figure who would stay beside her while the child grew. The role had been waiting for this confirmation, and the confirmation fitted it perfectly.

I lay there with the familiar weight of the cage between my legs and her hand still resting on her stomach. The terror and the belonging were no longer separate feelings. They had become the same thing.

Skye kissed the corner of my mouth, settled against me and spoke into the quiet room.

“It’s real now. You’re Mummy. I’m carrying your baby. And neither of us is going back.”

I closed my eyes and held her. The positive test still lay on the chest of drawers where anyone could see it. The new reality settled around us both and did not ask permission.


Chapter Six

The positive test stayed on the chest of drawers for the rest of the day. Skye did not hide it. She left it where anyone coming into the bedroom would see the two clear lines. That evening she sat cross-legged on the bed in one of my old shirts and began planning out loud while I stood in the soft blouse and charcoal skirt, waiting.

“We don’t tell anyone yet,” she said. “Not Dad. Not the university. Not the cleaner. Not until I’m past the first scan and I decide the timing. When we do tell people, it’s simple. I’m pregnant. You’re the father. We’re together. That’s all the outside world gets. No details about the cage or the clothes or what you are in this house. Your public face stays clean. Mine stays in control.”

She looked at me until I nodded.

“Privately it’s different. From now on the rules get tighter. You’re Mummy full-time at home. That means a nightgown for sleep, no more ordinary T-shirts. Soft voice in every room of the house, even when we’re alone. You cook. You clean. You run my baths. You massage my feet when I tell you to. You keep the house the way I want it. Outdoor clothes can still pass if someone only glances, but they get softer. More pink. More shape. Not full dresses yet. Not until I say.”

I listened and felt the new boundaries settle into place around the pregnancy like walls being built while I watched.

That night she opened a drawer I had not seen her use and took out a pale pink satin nightgown that had belonged to Judith. She held it up, then tossed it onto the bed.

“Put it on. Cage stays locked. Briefs underneath.”

I changed. The nightgown was cool and smooth and fell to mid-calf. It moved differently from anything I had worn to bed before. When I lay down she hooked one leg over mine, rested her hand on the front of the cage through the thin fabric, and spoke into the dark.

“This is what you sleep in now. Every night. Soft voice from the moment you wake up until you leave the house. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

The days that followed made the expanded rules ordinary. I cooked every meal in the soft blouses and the charcoal or navy skirts, the pink lip tint reapplied each morning, the foundation blended the way she had shown me. I cleaned the kitchen after every meal. I ran the vacuum. I changed the bed. In the evenings she would sit on the sofa with her feet in my lap and I would massage them while the television played something neither of us watched. The nightgown became the last thing I put on before sleep and the first thing I took off in the morning. The soft voice stopped needing effort. It simply became the voice I used inside the house.

Outdoor clothing shifted by degrees. The plain shirts were replaced with softer ones that draped. The skirts stayed, but she added a pale pink blouse that was unmistakably feminine up close and still quiet enough from a distance. The heels we had bought stayed in the wardrobe for home use; outside I wore ordinary shoes over the satin briefs and the cage. The overall effect was more effeminate without being open. Anyone who looked twice would notice something off. Anyone who only glanced would see an older man in slightly unusual clothes walking beside a young pregnant woman.

She timed the first external conversation carefully. A brief call to the university about adjusting her schedule for “personal medical reasons.” A short, controlled message to her father that simply said she was fine, still enrolled, still living with me, and would be in touch when she had news worth sharing. Nothing about the pregnancy. Nothing that invited questions. She made me sit beside her in the nightgown and the soft voice while she spoke, the key visible at her throat, the positive test still lying on the drawers behind us.

After she ended the last call she turned to me, rested her hand on her still-flat stomach, and spoke quietly.

“Outside we look ordinary enough. Inside you’re Mummy and I’m carrying your baby and the house runs the way I say. That’s the new order. You’re going to keep it.”

I nodded, the satin nightgown cool against my skin, the cage a familiar weight, the soft voice already waiting in my throat for the next instruction.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She kissed the corner of my mouth, guided my hand to her stomach, and held it there.

“Good. Now go make tea. And when you come back you’ll massage my feet until I say stop.”

I rose from the bed in the pink nightgown and walked downstairs to the kitchen, the new rules already feeling less like additions and more like the shape the house had been waiting to take.

The first medical appointment was booked for a Tuesday morning at the early pregnancy unit.

Skye chose my clothes the night before. Soft pale-pink blouse. Charcoal skirt that still passed from a distance. Ordinary dark shoes. The satin briefs and the cage underneath, as always. Foundation, the muted pink lip tint, brows softened the way she preferred. No wig. Nothing that would draw open stares. Just enough that anyone who looked carefully would feel something was off, and anyone who only glanced would see an older man in slightly unusual clothes.

In the car she was quiet. When we pulled into the hospital car park she turned to me.

“Wait in the waiting room. I’ll go in alone. I handle the forms, the questions, the scan for now. You stay outside.”

I started to speak. She shook her head once.

“I want you with me. I do. But if someone realises you’re the father, really realises, it could turn into a problem. Age. History. The fact that you were married to Mum. I won’t risk them making trouble for you. I love you. I’m not letting anyone hurt you because of this.”

The words landed cleanly. She meant them. The same ownership that had been in her voice when the test turned positive was still there, but now it included protection.

I nodded, the soft voice already in place.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Inside the unit the waiting room was half-full. Low chairs, pale walls, a television on silent in the corner. Skye gave my name as the accompanying adult at the desk, then told me to sit. She was called through within ten minutes. I remained in the chair with the charcoal skirt neat across my knees, the pink blouse soft against my skin, the cage a steady presence under the satin. Every time the door opened I kept my eyes on the floor. The foundation felt heavier under the fluorescent lights. The lip tint felt more obvious. I spoke to no one. The soft voice had no one to use itself on.

Twenty-five minutes later she came back out. Her expression was calm, but her hand rested lightly on her stomach as she walked toward me. She did not sit. She simply tilted her head toward the exit and I rose and followed.

In the corridor, out of earshot of the desk, she spoke quietly.

“Everything’s fine. Dates match. They want me back in two weeks for the proper scan. I told them the father is involved and supportive. I didn’t give your name beyond the accompanying adult. That’s as far as it goes for now.”

She glanced at the blouse and the skirt, then at my face.

“You did exactly what I told you. You stayed outside. You kept quiet. That’s why you’re safe.”

I met her eyes. The same mix of triumph and care was still there.

“I wanted you in the room,” she said, softer. “I wanted your hand when they spoke about the dates. But I won’t put you in front of people who might decide you’re a problem. Not while I can stop it. I love you too much for that.”

She reached out, adjusted the collar of the pink blouse with the same proprietary care she used at home, and then started walking toward the car park. I followed half a step behind, the skirt moving against the cage, the soft clothes suddenly feeling both like protection and like the clearest proof of what I had become.

In the car she unlocked me without speaking, took what she needed in the small private space behind the tinted windows, and locked the cage again before we left the hospital grounds. Afterward she rested her hand on my thigh and kept it there for the entire drive home.

“Next time might be different,” she said. “When I’m further along and things are more settled. For now you wait outside, and you let me handle things, okay?”

I covered her hand with mine and answered in the voice she had trained into me.

“Yes, Mistress.”

That night the house was quiet in a different way. We had eaten. I had cleaned the kitchen in the soft pink blouse and the charcoal skirt. I had massaged her feet while she scrolled through her phone. The nightgown was already laid out on the bed. When we finally went upstairs she locked the door, sat on the edge of the mattress, and looked at me for a long time before she spoke.

“I’m rewriting what I lost,” she said. “Mum’s gone, I know that. The family I was supposed to have is gone. So I’m building a new one. You’re Mum now, but I need to be the one who decides things. The baby is the reason it all holds together. That’s what this is.”

I stood in front of her in the blouse and skirt, the cage locked underneath, and felt the truth of it settle.

“I don’t want the life I had before you,” I answered. “The empty house. The quiet. The way nothing mattered enough to hurt. I don’t want to go back to that. I want this. I want you.”

She reached out and took my hand, guiding me to sit beside her.

“I want more than a Mummy,” she said. “I want a lover as well. Someone who belongs to me in every way. I’m not stupid. I know how this looks. The age. The fact that you were married to my mother. The cage. The clothes. The way I talk to you. It’s fucked up. I know it is. But it works for me. It works better than anything else ever has.”

I turned her hand over in mine and looked at the key resting against her throat.

“It works for me too.”

“Good,” she said softly. I felt the shift in her voice immediately. There was something else coming, another rule she had already decided.

“Eventually I’ll want you to change your name properly. For now I just want you to use it at home.”

A stone dropped in my chest. I knew exactly what she was about to say. Another clear warning light, another chance to stop the whole thing while I still could. I didn’t take it. Maybe I was as damaged as she was. I didn’t care enough to argue.

“What name?” I asked, though I already knew.

“Judith,” she said, careful, watching my face.

I pulled her in and held her. The word settled into place as if it had been waiting.

“Yes, sweetheart,” I said quietly. “Yes, my beautiful baby.”

“Thank you, Mummy.” Her voice broke on the last word. She pressed her face into my neck and cried, proper quiet tears this time, the kind that had been held back for weeks.

We stayed like that for a long time. No instructions. No ritual. Just the two of us on the edge of the bed while the pregnancy made everything that had come before feel deliberate instead of accidental. The name hung between us, heavy and permanent, and neither of us tried to take it back.

Later, after she had unlocked me, taken what she needed and locked the cage again, I lay beside her in the pink satin nightgown and stared at the ceiling. She fell asleep quickly, one hand on her stomach, the other curled loosely against my chest.

I did not sleep.

I thought about the money, the house, the residual shares, the quiet reputation I still had in certain circles. I thought about how easily I could sign all of it over. There was almost no resistance left in me. I wanted to give her everything: the accounts, the decisions, the rest of my life. I wanted the handover complete and irreversible so that nothing remained of the man who had lived here before she decided what he was for.

The name she had given me sat at the centre of it. Judith. Becoming her mother, not just in role but in name, excited me more than I knew how to admit. The idea of answering to it every day, of letting the last pieces of the old identity fall away until only Mummy Judith remained, sent a deep, complicated pull through the locked cage. I wanted it. I wanted it so much it scared me. Part of me already ached to hear her say the name in the morning, to feel the final door close.

And still a quieter voice kept speaking. It told me this was wrong. That taking the dead woman’s name, her clothes, her place in her daughter’s life, crossed a line that should never have been approached. The voice was not loud anymore. It did not try to stop me. It simply remained, steady and persistent, reminding me that wanting something this damaged did not make it clean.

I did not know how to silence it. I only knew I wanted to be past it. I wanted the hesitation gone so I could step through fully. Yet it stayed there in the dark between one breath and the next, while she slept against me and the cage reminded me with every small movement that most of the surrender had already happened.

I turned my head and kissed her hair. The soft voice was ready even though there was no one to hear it.

“I love you, sweetheart,” I whispered.

She made a small sound in her sleep and shifted closer. I closed my eyes and let the unnamed thing remain where it was, still standing between me and the complete handing-over I already wanted more than I had ever wanted the empty life that came before her.


Chapter Seven

The knock came mid-afternoon while Skye was upstairs resting.

I was in the kitchen in the pale pink blouse and charcoal skirt, soft voice already in place for the day, cage locked under the satin. When I opened the front door her father stood on the step in a dark suit, the same cold expression he had worn at the funeral. He did not wait to be invited in. He stepped past me and closed the door himself.

“I know everything,” he said. No greeting. “I hired a private investigator after the last phone call. I know about the clothes. The makeup. The way you let her keep you. I know she’s pregnant and that you’re the father. I have photographs. Timestamps. Enough to make any court, any business partner, any newspaper interested.”

He set a thin folder on the hallway table and opened it just far enough for me to see the edge of an image: me in the charcoal skirt and soft blouse walking beside Skye outside the shopping centre. Another of us leaving the hospital. The detail was clinical and complete. My face, the skirt, the way I stood half a step behind her. Clear enough for anyone to understand what they were looking at.

“You have two choices,” he continued. “End this. Send her back to me, terminate the pregnancy if it’s not too late, and return to looking like a man who belongs in the circles you used to move in. Or I burn what’s left of your reputation. Civil claim for alienation and exploitation. Calls to every contact you still have in finance. The kind of quiet story that ends board invitations and makes old partners suddenly unavailable. I will make the rest of your life small and expensive.”

I stood there in the pink blouse and the skirt, the cage a sudden heavy reminder between my legs. The old identity and the new dynamic pulled hard in opposite directions. The man who had built the money and the careful public face wanted to protect what remained of that life. The Mummy who cooked and cleaned and waited for permission to come wanted only to keep the house, the rules and the pregnancy exactly as they were. My hands stayed at my sides. The soft voice had no place here.

He watched me, waiting.

“I’ll give you forty-eight hours,” he said. “After that I start making calls. And if you tell her I was here, I escalate immediately. She doesn’t need to know how close this is to falling apart. You handle it, or I will.”

He left the folder on the table, walked out and closed the door quietly behind him. The house felt smaller the moment he was gone. The folder sat on the hallway table like a second clock, already counting down.

I picked up the photographs, took them into the study and locked them in the bottom drawer of the desk. Then I went back to the kitchen and continued preparing the evening meal in the soft voice, the pink blouse and the locked cage. When Skye came downstairs later she found everything as it should be. I did not mention the visit. I did not mention the folder. I did not mention the choice that now sat between the life I had once protected and the one I had already begun to live.

I chose silence.

The silence itself became the first act of protection for the new dynamic, even while the old identity waited in the locked drawer for the moment it might still demand to be saved.

The rebellion came two nights later, small and ugly.

The folder was still locked in the study drawer. The forty-eight hours her father had given me were almost gone. The weight of the choice had sat in my chest all day while I cooked and cleaned and kept the soft voice. By evening something in me simply pushed back.

She told me to kneel and present the cage for inspection the way she often did before bed. I stayed on my feet.

“No.”

The word came out harder than the soft voice allowed. She looked at me for a long moment, expression unreadable.

“Unlock it yourself then,” she said, very quietly. “If that’s what you think you want.”

I took the spare key from the drawer she had once shown me. My hands were shaking. I opened the padlock. The polycarbonate came away. For the first time in weeks I was free of it without her permission. The relief was immediate and hollow. I stood there holding the open cage, waiting for anger, for a raised voice, for any of the sharp commands I had grown used to.

None of it came.

Skye simply nodded once, turned away and began preparing for bed as if I had ceased to be in the room. She did not look at me again. She did not speak. When I tried to follow her into the bedroom she closed the door gently in my face and turned the lock. The quiet on the other side of the door was worse than any punishment she had ever given me.

I slept on the sofa in ordinary clothes I pulled from the back of a cupboard. The next morning the house was silent in a way that felt deliberate. She moved through the rooms without acknowledging me. When I spoke she did not answer. When I cooked she left the plate untouched. The key that usually hung at her throat was gone from sight. The nightgown stayed folded on her side of the bed. The soft rules, the casual touches, the quiet “Mummy” in the kitchen, everything that had structured the days simply stopped.

Denial became total. Not only the cage, which I had already removed, but every form of contact. She withdrew the role itself. I was left with the empty space where the structure had been, and the emptiness was worse than the lock had ever been. Without the rules the house felt larger and colder. The ordinary clothes hung on me like a costume that no longer fitted. The freedom I had grabbed two nights earlier now felt like a mistake I could not undo on my own.

By the second night the ache had turned sharp. I stood outside the closed bedroom door and listened to her moving around inside. The old identity her father had threatened felt distant and useless. The new dynamic was the only thing that had made the house feel inhabited, and she had taken it away with nothing more than silence. I needed the cage back. I needed the voice and the clothes and the word she had given me. Without them I was simply a man standing in a quiet hallway with nothing left to hold onto.

I knocked.

No answer.

I knocked again and spoke in the soft voice I had not used since the refusal.

“Please.”

The door opened. She stood there in one of Judith’s old nightdresses, expression still cold, still precise.

“Please what?”

“Please let me put it back on. Please let me be Mummy again. I was wrong. I’ll stay locked. I’ll do whatever you say. Just don’t leave me outside it.”

She studied me for a long moment. Then she held out her hand. I placed the cage and the padlock in it. She fitted the ring, guided me into the tube and closed the lock with the same calm click as the first time. The key went back onto the chain at her throat. The weight between my legs returned and with it a relief so strong it almost buckled my knees. The structure was back. I was inside it again. And I understood, more clearly than before, that I would not risk being shut out a second time.

“You don’t get to decide when the rules pause,” she said. “You don’t get to take the cage off because something outside this house frightened you. You ask. You wait. You stay my soft Mummy Judith. That is the only way you get to stay inside what we’ve built.”

I nodded, already feeling the familiar weight settle between my legs, already grateful for it.

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

She stepped aside and let me into the bedroom. The nightgown was waiting on my side of the bed again. The silence had done its work. The rebellion was over. The structure was back, tighter than before, and I climbed into it willingly because the alternative had shown itself empty in less than forty-eight hours.

After the rebellion the training tightened.

Skye began the next morning as if the two days of silence had been a simple correction. She sat me at the dressing table in the pink nightgown and the locked cage and started proper makeup lessons. Not the quick daily application. Structured. She made me watch each step in the mirror, then repeat it myself while she corrected the angle of the sponge, the pressure of the lip brush, the way I blended along the jaw. Foundation first. Then the soft pink tint built slowly. Brows shaped and set. A little colour on the cheeks. She refused to finish it for me. I had to do the final pass under her eye until she was satisfied. Every small mistake earned a quiet look that carried the memory of the locked bedroom door.

Voice practice came next. She had me read aloud from a book while she listened for any return of the old register. Every time my voice rose or hardened she tapped the table once and I started the sentence again, softer, quieter, the way she had first taught me in the kitchen weeks earlier. We did it for twenty minutes at a time, morning and evening. The soft voice stopped being something I switched on. It became the only voice that felt allowed inside the house. Using anything else now felt like risking the silence again.

Walking and sitting followed. She made me cross the bedroom in the charcoal skirt and the pink patent heels we had bought that day in the shopping centre. Smaller steps. Softer knees. Hands still. When I sat she corrected the angle of my legs, the way the skirt fell, the position of my shoulders. She did it without raising her voice. The precision itself was the discipline. Each correction carried the memory of the two days she had simply withdrawn the role and left me outside it. I learned quickly. The fear of being shut out again made every adjustment easier to accept.

On the fourth day she brought out the first full outfit she considered complete for home. Soft lavender blouse with a slight sheen. Matching skirt that sat higher on the waist. Pale pink satin briefs and bralette underneath. The pink patent heels. Full makeup. The brown wig she had used after the neighbour incident. When I stood in front of the mirror the figure looking back was no longer partially transformed. It was consistent. Feminine from the neck down and carefully feminine in the face. She walked a slow circle around me, adjusting a fold of the blouse, smoothing the skirt.

“This is the baseline at home now,” she said. “You put it on in the morning. You keep it on until I tell you otherwise. No more mixing ordinary pieces. You’re Mummy in the house. You look like it.”

I nodded, the wig shifting slightly, the cage a constant weight under the satin.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Sex changed in the same period. The casual unlocks stopped. Days would pass with the cage locked and the plug in place while she used me only for her own friction against the polycarbonate. When she did decide I was allowed inside her the framing was explicit. She would unlock me herself, guide me onto my back, and settle her weight with the familiar short rhythm. Before she let me come she made me say the words.

“This is a privilege. You’re being allowed to breed me. Who grants it?”

“You do, Mistress.”

“And what do you say?”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Only then would she allow the finish, staying still and closed around me until she was certain. Afterward the cage went back on immediately. The intensity of those rare unlocks made the denial between them sharper. Each one felt earned and temporary, a gift she could withhold again without explanation. The pregnancy made the purpose clearer. I was not being unlocked for pleasure. I was being unlocked to serve the breeding goal she had set, and only for as long as she required it.

The deeper training and the rarer sex settled into the same rhythm. Makeup, voice, posture, full outfit by day. Locked and denied by night unless she chose otherwise. The rebellion had shown her exactly where to press. She pressed there, calmly and consistently, until the structure felt less like rules I followed and more like the only shape my days were allowed to take.

The residual tension did not go unnoticed.

Even after the cage was back on and the full home outfit had become daily routine, something in the way I moved stayed tight. I cooked and cleaned and practised the soft voice and the smaller steps, but the locked drawer in the study sat at the edge of every quiet moment. Skye watched it for several days without comment. Then she chose her moment.

She found me in the kitchen late one afternoon, still in the lavender blouse and matching skirt, makeup done the way she had taught me, wig in place. She closed the door to the hall, leaned against it, and spoke in the calm voice that left no room to sidestep.

“You’ve been different since the night you took the cage off. Everything was going well. The pregnancy. The rules. The way you were settling. Then you pushed back, and even after you asked to come back you’ve been half somewhere else. Why?”

I kept my hands on the edge of the counter and tried to keep the soft voice steady.

“It’s nothing.”

“Don’t.” She stepped closer. “You’re a bad liar when you’re dressed like this. Tell me what’s actually wrong.”

The silence stretched. The key at her throat caught the light. In the end the weight of keeping it to myself simply gave way.

“Your father came here. While you were upstairs resting. He’s had a private investigator on us. He has photographs. Me in the skirts, us at the hospital, enough detail to make it clear what I am in this house and that the baby is mine. He threatened legal action, financial pressure, reputational damage. He gave me forty-eight hours to end it and send you back. I didn’t tell you because he said if I did he would escalate immediately.”

Skye listened without interrupting. When I finished she was quiet for a moment, then she laughed once, short and without humour.

“Of course he did.” She reached out and adjusted the collar of the lavender blouse with the same proprietary care she always used. “You’re richer than he is. You’re more connected than he is. You’ve built something he never could, and he’s trying to bully you with photographs and threats because that’s all he’s got. Stop letting him.”

She held my gaze, steady and certain.

“You don’t fold when someone like him pushes. You push back harder. Maybe you should stop worrying about what he thinks he can do to you and start looking at what you can do to him. His finances. His company. Whatever he’s been careful to keep quiet. You’re the one with the resources. Use them.”

The suggestion landed cleanly. The fear that had been sitting in that locked drawer suddenly looked smaller once she put it like that. She wasn’t asking me to pick between the old version of myself and the life we had built. She was pointing out that the old version still had real power, and that I was allowed to use it to protect what we had now.

I nodded, the soft voice quiet but steady.

“I’ll handle it.”

“You will,” she said. “And you won’t keep things like this from me again. I’m carrying your baby. You’re Mummy in this house. We don’t protect each other by hiding the threats. We protect each other by removing them.”

She kissed the corner of my mouth, brief and claiming, then stepped back.

“Finish what you’re doing. Keep your voice soft and feminine and maintain proper posture. Tonight you stay locked. No sex. Tomorrow you start dealing with my father the way someone with your money should. And remember, you’re Judith now. Honour her by being tough like her.”

I turned back to the counter. The lavender skirt moved against the cage. The unnamed hesitation that had followed me since the night of the positive test shifted slightly. The path she had just pointed out did not require me to abandon the role. It required me to use what was left of the old life in service of the new one.

The next morning I closed the study door and made the call.

The investigator I used for the rare times business required quiet information answered on the second ring. I had not spoken to him in over a year. His voice was the same: measured, neutral, already reaching for a notepad.

“I need everything you can find on someone,” I said. The soft voice I used in the rest of the house was gone. This was the older register, the one that still belonged to the man who signed the larger cheques. “Full financial picture. Company structure, personal accounts, any debts, any side arrangements, any pressure points. Quietly. Nothing that can be traced back.”

I gave him the name. Skye’s father. The company he still ran. The approximate addresses. The investigator asked only the necessary clarifying questions, then confirmed the retainer and the timeline. When the call ended I sat for a moment in the quiet study, the lavender blouse and skirt still on, the cage locked underneath, and felt the two versions of myself occupy the same room without cancelling each other out.

“Two weeks for a proper picture,” he said. “Faster if you want the obvious surface material first.”

“Surface first. Then the rest. And nothing leaves your office.”

I ended the call, locked the phone and sat for a moment in the chair. The lavender blouse and matching skirt felt unchanged. The cage sat locked underneath the satin. The makeup from the morning lesson was still in place. None of it contradicted the conversation I had just had. The old resources were simply being pointed in a new direction.

When I left the study Skye was in the kitchen. She glanced up from her phone, took in my face and gave a small nod. She did not ask for details. She had already told me what to do. I had done the first step.

I returned to the soft voice without being reminded, checked the oven and continued the day as Mummy. The folder her father had left remained in the locked drawer, but it no longer felt like the only document that mattered. Something else was now being assembled to sit beside it, and for the first time since he had walked into the house the pressure felt like it might move in our favour.


Chapter Eight

The report arrived eleven days later. I met the investigator in a quiet café across the city. I was still wearing ordinary clothes over the cage and satin because the meeting required the older face. He slid a slim folder across the table and kept his voice low.

“Illegal trading. Pattern of front-running client orders through a secondary account registered to a relative. Clear enough for the regulator if it ever reached them. Dates, amounts, the trail. Nothing speculative.”

I opened the folder and read the summary once. The evidence was clean and sufficient. No gaps. No room for easy denial.

“Deliver it,” I said. “In person. Tell him the material stays private only as long as he drops every threat against me and against Skye. No contact. No stories. No pressure. If anything further happens, the folder goes to the authority that will care most.”

The investigator nodded once. He did not ask questions. That afternoon he made the approach. I waited at home in the full home outfit, soft voice in place, cage locked, and let the day continue as Mummy while the last piece of external pressure was finally put in its place.

I heard the result the same evening. A short, tightly controlled call from Skye’s father. The anger was audible even through the forced calm.

“You’ve made your point,” he said. “I’ll stay away. Both of you. But don’t imagine this is finished in any way that matters to me.”

He hung up before I could answer.

I deleted the call log, locked the study drawer that now held both his original folder and the copy of the trading evidence, and went back upstairs. Skye was on the sofa in one of the soft nightdresses. I sat beside her in the full home outfit she required, the wig and makeup still in place from the day, and told her only the outcome.

“He’s backed off. He won’t come near us again.”

She studied my face for a moment, then reached out and rested her hand on the locked cage through the satin.

“Good,” she said. “Then we can stop looking over our shoulders.”

The external pressure had been removed the same way it had arrived: quietly, with documents, and without her needing to see the uglier details. The house felt larger for the absence of it. The rules, the pregnancy, the role she had built around me no longer had an outside voice trying to dismantle them.

I was free to stop dividing myself. The knowledge of that freedom settled in immediately, heavier and more complete than the cage itself. For the first time since the photographs had appeared on the hallway table I did not have to hold two versions of my life in the same body. The old threats were gone. The public face could stay quiet. Everything that remained belonged here, in the soft clothes, the locked cage, the name she had given me, and the future growing inside her. The relief was physical. My shoulders dropped. The constant low calculation of what might still be taken away simply stopped. I was allowed to be only what she had made me, and the permission felt wider than any room in the house.

With her father’s threats removed, the last external reason to keep any part of the old life in reserve simply disappeared. That evening I stood in the bedroom in the full home outfit (lavender blouse, matching skirt, pink satin underneath, wig, makeup, heels) and felt the division I had carried for weeks finally collapse. There was nothing left to protect by holding anything back.

I did not wait for her to speak first.

“I want to stay like this,” I said. The soft voice was steady. “Permanently. Not just at home when it suits. I want you to keep me as your sissy Mummy. I want to be Judith. No more male clothes. None. Not in the drawers, not for appointments, not for anything. I don’t want the option left.”

Skye stared at me. For a moment the careful control she always wore slipped and pure delight showed through, bright and almost disbelieving. Then the practical worry followed hard behind it.

“You’re sure? Because once the ordinary clothes are gone there’s no quick way back if someone decides to make trouble. Your reputation, what’s left of the public one, won’t survive you living like this openly.”

I shook my head.

“I’ve already made the money. It works for me now. It doesn’t need me to stand in rooms wearing a suit and shaking hands. Damn the reputation. I don’t care about it. I care about this. About you. About the baby. About staying soft and locked and yours. That’s the only life I want left.”

She crossed the room in three steps and kissed me, harder than the usual corner-of-the-mouth claim. When she pulled back her eyes were wet and shining.

“You’re serious.”

“Yes.”

The word felt final. The last door I had been keeping open closed behind me, and I did not try to hold it.

She unlocked the cage herself, hands steady, and pushed the satin aside. There was no long ritual this time. She needed me and I needed the surrender made physical. My cock sprang free, already hard and slick at the tip from the days of denial. She shoved me onto the bed, climbed on, and took me in one smooth, wet thrust until she was fully seated. The heat of her closed around me, tight and immediate. She was dripping; I felt it run down onto my balls as she began to move.

Short, deliberate rolls of her hips, the same rhythm that had become ours, but harder now. Each downward stroke produced a soft, wet slap of skin. She kept one hand low on her stomach, protective even while she fucked herself on me, and pinned my wrist to the mattress with the other. The cage lay open beside us. The key dangled from her fingers. Every thrust forced a low sound out of my throat.

“Say it again,” she whispered, voice rough.

“Keep me. Permanent sissy Mummy. Judith. Your mother now. No male clothes. Nothing left of the old way.”

“Yes. You’re my mother. My sissy mother.”

She rode me harder. The wet sounds grew louder, a soft, rhythmic slap of skin on skin each time she dropped her weight. Her cunt clenched and released around the full length of me in tight, deliberate pulses. The early pregnancy made her careful with the angle, keeping the strokes shallow enough to protect what she carried, but she did not hold back on the intensity. Every downward movement forced me deeper. Fresh fluid ran down the shaft and pooled against the open cage still lying beside us on the sheet.

When she came it was with a quiet, broken sound. Her thighs locked tight around my hips, body going rigid, and a sudden rush of her juices spilled over me, warm and slick, soaking the satin still tangled beneath us. The rhythmic squeeze of her orgasm milked the length of my cock in strong, involuntary waves. It pulled me straight over the edge. I came hard, hips jerking up against her, pumping thick, heavy pulses into her while she stayed fully seated and held me deep. Each spurt felt dragged out of me by the way she clenched, as if she were determined to take every drop and keep it there.

She did not lift off until the last aftershock had faded and I was soft and spent inside her. Only then did she ease up, the wet sound of my cock leaving her clear in the quiet room, and reach for the cage again. She smoothed the damp satin over the polycarbonate, rested her forehead against mine, and breathed with me until both our heart rates slowed.

The surrender was no longer a request. It was simply the life we were already living.

“You’re mine,” she said. “Properly. No doors left open.”

I held her and felt the last of the old identity leave the room. There was nothing left to protect but the two of us and the child she carried. The surrender was no longer a request, it was simply the truth we both lived in.

“I have a present, if you’re ready for it?” she asked, reaching into the bedside drawer and pulling out a plain black box.

“What is it?” I asked, already smiling.

She opened it and tipped the contents onto the bed. A black dildo landed with a dull thud, the harness straps tangled beside it.

“I want to peg you.”

I stared at it. Horror and excitement hit at the same time, sharp and immediate. The cage was still locked. The satin nightgown was still on. The name she had given me was still sitting in my chest. After a second I nodded, grinned, and turned over onto all fours without being told.

She moved quickly, stepping into the harness and buckling the straps tight around her hips. The dildo jutted out in front of her, dark and solid. She shuffled closer on her knees, took a handful of my hair, and presented the head to my mouth. Her eyes were dark with a sexual intensity that made my locked cock throb uselessly against the polycarbonate.

I opened and took it in. The taste was clean and slightly rubbery. I kept my eyes on hers while she began to move her hips in short, shallow thrusts, fucking my mouth with the same controlled rhythm she used when she rode me. Her free hand stroked my hair, possessive and calm.

“Yes, Mummy,” she purred. “Yes, Judith. Take your girl’s cock.”

I moaned around the shaft and sucked harder, the soft voice vibrating against the silicone, already surrendered to whatever she decided to do next.

Eventually she reached for the lubricant and pulled the dildo from my mouth. Cool gel met my skin as she worked two fingers into me, spreading it thoroughly, then coated the shaft itself. She positioned herself behind me, one hand on my hip.

“I’ll be careful,” she said softly.

“Thanks.”

The blunt head pressed against me. Pressure built, then the stretch as it began to enter. I yelped at the sharp burn and she stopped at once, holding still, giving me time. The fullness was intense. After a long moment the worst of the pain eased and she pushed forward again, slow and steady, until the harness sat flush against me and the entire length was inside.

She stayed like that, letting me breathe through it, one hand stroking the small of my back.

“That’s it. Good girl. Just take it.”

When I nodded she began to move. Short, careful strokes at first, almost gentle, letting the lubricant do its work. The burn faded into a deep, heavy fullness. Each slow thrust pushed the plug-like pressure against the locked cage from the inside and made my neglected cock twitch uselessly. I started to rock back to meet her without meaning to.

She felt the change. Her grip on my hip tightened. The next thrust came harder. Then harder still. The wet sound of the dildo working in and out of me grew louder. She leaned over my back, took a fistful of the wig and my own hair beneath it, and pulled my head up.

“There she is,” she said, voice low and rough now. “Mummy’s starting to like her girl’s cock, isn’t she?”

“Yes,” I gasped.

She slammed in harder, the harness smacking against me with every stroke. The careful pace was gone. She fucked me in long, punishing thrusts, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in to the hilt. The stretch burned again but the burn had turned into something I needed. Every impact forced a broken sound out of my throat.

“Look at you. Soft little sissy Mummy getting her arse wrecked. Judith’s knickers still on, cage locked, and you’re dripping for it. Say it.”

“I’m your sissy Mummy,” I choked out. “Please… harder.”

She gave it to me. Hair pulled tight, hips snapping forward, the dildo punching deep on every stroke. The wet, filthy sounds filled the room. My arms shook. The locked cage swung and pressed with each impact. I was moaning freely now, pushing back to take every inch, the humiliation and the fullness and the complete loss of control feeding each other until I could barely think.

“Please, Mistress… don’t stop. Use me. Fuck your Mummy’s arse. Please.”

She laughed, short and breathless, and only fucked me harder, one hand still twisted in my hair, the other digging into my hip hard enough to bruise, owning every thrust while I knelt there and begged for more.

She did not ease off.

The next thrust landed harder still, the full length of the dildo burying itself in one vicious stroke. I cried out. She answered with an open-handed spank that cracked across my right cheek, sharp and stinging through the thin satin still bunched around my thighs. Another spank followed on the left, then another, each one timed with a deep, punishing thrust.

“That’s it. Take it. Soft little Mummy getting her arse ruined for her daughter.”

She kept the pace brutal. Hair pulled tight, hips slamming forward, the wet, filthy sound of the dildo punching in and out of me filling the room. Every impact drove the head straight over my prostate. The locked cage jerked and swung with the force. My neglected cock was leaking steadily now, a thin string of fluid hanging from the tip, but the polycarbonate gave it nowhere to go.

Another hard spank. Then another. The skin burned. She leaned over my back, mouth close to my ear, never slowing the savage rhythm.

“Listen to you moan. Locked, plugged with your girl’s cock, getting spanked like the sissy you are. You’re going to come from this, aren’t you? Without even touching that useless little thing.”

“Yes… please… Mistress…”

She fucked me harder. The thrusts turned almost vicious, long and deep, the harness smacking against me with every stroke. My arms shook. My knees slipped on the sheets. The constant battering of my prostate built a pressure that had nothing to do with normal arousal. It was deeper, heavier, inevitable.

“Come on then. Cum for me. Show me what a good Mummy does when her arse is getting wrecked.”

The orgasm hit without warning. My cock jerked hard inside the cage and began to pulse, thick ropes of come forced out through the small opening at the tip, splattering the sheets beneath me in messy spurts. I sobbed through it, body locking up, the dildo still slamming into me while the ruined climax was milked out of me by pure prostate stimulation. She did not stop until the last weak pulse had dribbled out and I was shaking, oversensitive, still impaled and begging in broken soft-voiced gasps.

Only then did she slow, still buried deep, one hand stroking my stinging backside while the other stayed twisted in my hair.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “That’s my Judith. That’s my sissy Mummy.”

She pulled out slowly. The sudden emptiness made me groan. A soft, wet sound followed as the dildo left me. She unbuckled the harness, let it drop onto the bed, and giggled, light and almost shy after everything she had just done.

“Back in a minute,” she said, and padded off toward the bathroom.

I stayed on all fours for a few seconds longer, then sank down onto the sheets. The cage was still locked. My arse throbbed. Come was cooling on the bed beneath me. Every muscle felt loose and used. I had never felt better in my life. The surrender, the pain, the forced orgasm, the name, the complete loss of control, all of it sat in my chest like something I had been waiting for without knowing.

I lifted my head and called after her, soft voice steady.

“Can we do that regularly?”

She reappeared in the doorway, one hand on the frame, hair messy, still naked, eyes bright.

“I love you, Judith. We can do anything you want, just so long as we can be together forever.”

Then she disappeared again and the shower started running.

I rolled onto my side, the locked cage a familiar weight, the pink satin nightgown twisted around me, and let out a long, quiet sigh. Contentment settled through me, deeper and cleaner than anything I had felt since before Judith died. Happiest I had ever been. The house was quiet except for the sound of the water. The future was simple. Soft clothes. Locked. Her. The baby. And whatever she decided we would do next.

I closed my eyes and smiled.

The pregnancy became visible in the tenth week.

One morning she stood in front of the bedroom mirror in only her underwear and turned sideways. The small, firm swell was unmistakable. She rested both hands under it and looked at me over her shoulder. I was already dressed in the full home outfit she now required every day: soft blouse, skirt, satin, makeup, wig, heels, cage locked underneath. The sight of the bump finished something that words had only started.

There was no longer any theoretical space left. The child was real and growing and would arrive into the exact shape of the life we had built. The soft parent-figure and the dominant mother were no longer roles we could set down. They were the only arrangement that made sense of the body in front of me. Looking at that small curve, I felt the last of the old questions fall away. This was the future. Soft clothes. Locked. Her rules. My place inside them.

That evening she locked the bedroom door, sat me on the edge of the bed, and spoke with the same calm precision she used for new rules.

“We need long-term decisions. No assumptions.”

I nodded.

“You will raise the child as the soft, feminine parent-figure,” she said. “Mummy of the house. The one who cooks, comforts, stays gentle, stays locked, stays dressed as you are now. I will remain the dominant partner and the public mother. Decisions, boundaries, the face we show outside, those stay with me. You support. You do not lead. Clear?”

“Clear.”

“You don’t get to change your mind when the baby is here and the soft life feels harder. This is the structure. Permanent.”

“I understand. I want it.”

The words felt steady and true. The visible pregnancy had made them necessary. There was nothing left to negotiate and nothing left to fear. Only the days ahead, the child, and the two of us inside the rules we had chosen to live by for good.

She held my gaze a moment longer, then her voice softened.

“And most of all, we love each other. Not as an arrangement or a solution to loneliness. Properly. No matter what happens with the child, with the outside world, with anything that tries to pull at this. We stay together. Forever. That part is not negotiable either.”

I reached for her hand and placed it over the locked cage through the satin.

“I love you. I’m not going anywhere. Not ever.”

She leaned in and kissed me, slow and certain, then guided my hand to the small swell of her stomach.

“Good. Then everything that matters is settled.”

The visible pregnancy had done what no conversation alone could manage. It locked the dynamic into the future as firmly as the cage locked me into the present. There was nothing left to negotiate and nothing left to fear. Only the days ahead, the child, and the two of us inside the rules we had chosen to live by for good. The last of the old questions had already left the room. What remained was simple, permanent, and ours.

That night the house was quiet and complete.

I had changed into the soft pink satin nightgown she now required for sleep. The cage was locked. The makeup had been cleaned away, but the softer shape of my brows and the faint memory of the lip tint remained. Skye lay back against the pillows, the small swell of her pregnancy clear beneath the thin fabric of her own nightdress. She watched me without speaking as I crossed the room.

I knelt beside the bed.

The nightgown pooled around my knees. I leaned forward and pressed my mouth to the warm curve of her stomach, holding the kiss there for a long moment. The skin was smooth and already firmer than it had been only weeks earlier. When I lifted my head I kept my eyes on hers.

“Mistress.”

She smiled, small and certain, and reached out to stroke my hair the way she had the first night she had claimed the role for me. Her fingers moved slowly, proprietary, affectionate.

“Good girl, Mummy.”

She shifted her hips, drew the hem of her nightdress up, and opened her legs. The invitation was clear. I moved lower without being told, settled between her thighs, and kissed the soft skin just above the neat line of her. Then I licked her, slow and careful at first, tasting the clean warmth of her. She was already wet; a thin sheen coated my tongue on the first pass.

I worked through the folds, parted them gently with my fingers, and found the swollen bud. I circled it with steady pressure while she kept stroking my hair.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Good girl. Just like that, Mummy.”

I slipped one finger inside her. The heat was immediate and tight. I added a second, curling them upward, and felt the soft, ridged texture of her front wall against the pads of my fingers. She was slick enough that they moved easily. Each slow thrust of my hand produced a quiet, wet sound. I kept licking, flat strokes alternating with pointed ones directly over her clit, while my fingers worked in the same unhurried rhythm.

Her breathing changed. Soft moans began to slip out of her, low and open. One hand stayed in my hair; the other rested protectively on the small swell of her stomach.

“Yes… right there. Don’t stop. You’re doing so well.”

I licked deeper, longer strokes now, pressing flat and then pointing to tease, while my fingers kept curling inside her. The wetness increased; it coated my chin and ran down over my knuckles. Her thighs tightened on either side of my head. The moans grew a little louder, still controlled but edged with need.

“Come on, Mummy. Make me come. Good girl…”

She came with a soft, broken sigh, hips lifting just enough to press herself more firmly against my mouth. Her cunt clenched hard around my fingers in strong, rhythmic pulses. I kept licking her through it, slower now, gentler, while the internal squeezes milked my fingers until the last tremor faded and she settled back against the pillows, still stroking my hair.

When the last tremor faded I kissed her stomach once more, then rested my cheek against the warm curve. The locked cage sat heavy between my legs. The nightgown was cool against my skin. Outside the bedroom the rest of the world could continue exactly as it liked. Inside it, the structure was finished. The threats were gone. The ordinary clothes were gone. The old life was gone.

Only this remained: the soft parent-figure on his knees, the dominant mother carrying their child, and the quiet certainty that neither of us would ever choose to leave the shape we had made together.

She kept stroking my hair. I kept my mouth close to her stomach. “Promise me you’ll never leave me.” She asked softly.

I could have made a promise in words. I decided to go one better. “Marry me.”

Her eyes widened and she gasped, lips trembling. She wanted to speak but nothing came out.

To be continued…


Chapter Eight – The Point of No Return

	Investigator hands evidence of illegal trading to Skye’s father and tells him to back off Skye and Michael or else. Skye’s father does so but is angry about it. 

	Now feeling free, Michael experiences a full psychological surrender scene: he asks, without prompting, to be kept as her permanent sissy mommy, asks to give up male clothing completely. Skye is over the moon but worries about him, his reputation, but he says he’s made his money, and now his money works for him. Damn any reputation, he didn’t care. They make love. 

	Skye’s pregnancy becomes visible. The physical reality locks the dynamic in place. 

	New long-term agreements are spoken aloud (almost contractual): he will raise the child as the soft, feminine parent-figure while she remains the dominant partner and public mother. 

	They agree that most of all, they will always love one another. That no matter what, they will be together forever. 

	Closing image of the chapter: Michael in a soft nightgown, cage locked, kneeling to kiss Skye’s growing belly and calling her “Mistress” while she strokes his hair and says “Good girl, Mummy.” 
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