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Chapter One

Viva Las Vegas

Vegas hit Rain in the face like a glitter bomb, with it’s neon lights, sweaty air, perfume-slicked people spilling laughter and sin into every street corner. It was loud, messy, and way too hot. He loved it immediately as it shimmered like a fever dream under the late afternoon sun, all of it’s mirrored windows and neon promises. The heat was brutal, bouncing off the pavement and curling around Rain’s ankles like smoke. He stepped out of the hotel shuttle, adjusting the strap of his overnight bag and squinting up at the glowing casino signs.

Vyvian stood beside him, one heel popped, sunglasses perched low on her nose, hiding just enough of her expression to make her unreadable. Her dark red curls framed her face in soft, glossy waves, and her lips matched the cherry stain of her nails coming all together to create a sharp and elegant. She wore a sheer black top tucked into a high-waisted pencil skirt that hugged her hips like it was made to obey her, the slit teasing glimpses of her toned legs  with every step she took. She looked completely out of place in the chaos of the strip, and yet somehow like she owned it.

Rain trailed after her like a moth to flame, tousled and soft in a pale button-up that was already wrinkling from the heat. Rain, by contrast, was dressed in his usual casual button-up and skinny jeans, rolled at the ankle, still fashionable, if a little flustered. His dark hair was tousled from the wind, and his eyes were wide in child-like excitement, gray, slightly downturned, which gave him a nervous softness, even when he was trying to look composed or waiting to be told where to go.

This trip had been spontaneous, a last-minute Vegas getaway to blow off steam, try their luck on the slots, get a little drunk, and sleep in a hotel room with high-thread-count sheets. As Rain tugged his suitcase up onto the curb outside their hotel, already loosening his shirt collar. “Damn,”  he muttered as the Nevada sun cruelly welled down on him. “Remind me why we didn’t just do a pool day? You know, fly somewhere that doesn’t make me feel like my face is melting off?”

Vyvian was already a step ahead, sunglasses low on her nose, red lips curled into something dangerous. “Because we didn’t come here to relax, baby,”  she purred. “We came to celebrate .”

“Celebrate what ? Not getting eaten up by vultures?” Rain pointed to a random array of birds in the distance. “Wait, Jesus Christ, I think those really are vultures?!?” Rain glanced back and forth, mouth open, blinking at her.

Vyvian just laughed and took her phone out for a selfie,  “say  I’m next ”  Vyvian whispered as she snapped the picture, squeezing Rain tightly in.

“Ha, ha, veryyyy fun.” Rain rolled his eyes, but reminded Vyvian,  “This is supposed to be a spontaneous trip.”

“And what’s there not to celebrate about the beauty of our married life?”  Vyvian said, then walked ahead. Rain and Vyvian had already been married for two years, together six. Not that anyone would guess it looking at them. No rings. No matching outfits. Not much PDA. Just a low-key civil union from two years ago that, according to Vyvian, “never quite counted.”

They checked into a boutique hotel just off the Strip, dropped their bags, and hit the casinos. Vyvian didn’t play. She never did. She liked to watch, leaning on the bar with a glass of something pink in her hand while Rain threw chips on the table and lost money like it was a game he was trying to impress her with.

“You’re terrible at this,”  she teased softly as he walked away from yet another defeated spin.

Rain chuckled. “I told you I’m not here to win. I just like the lights.”

“Mm. Same,”  she said. But her eyes flicked elsewhere.



The two of them strolled through the casino floor, hand in hand, though she always walked half a step ahead, like she was leading him into something he wouldn’t fully understand until it was already happening. Rain was used to that. He trusted her. She could be intense, yes, and teasing in ways that made his cheeks flush, but she never steered him wrong.

And she knew him better than anyone. Even when he didn’t say a word, she knew what he wanted. Sometimes better than he did.

They passed slot machines and tourists and drunken bridesmaids in neon sashes. Rain stopped to watch a group of them shout over a roulette table, but Vyvian tugged him forward by the fingers.

“No detours,”  she said, her voice light but commanding. “Not tonight.”

They turned down a quieter alley that smelled like spice and melted sugar, and slipped into a tucked-away cocktail lounge with a heart-shaped neon sign above the door. “Let’s get you something sweeter than disappointment,”  she said as they walked inside to the dark velvet and glitter bar, it was like a burlesque club collided with a candy shop.

The bar was also all velvet and gold, deep red curtains, ornate carvings, mirrored ceilings reflecting every flash of satin and skin. Rain leaned on the marble counter, cheeks already flushed from the first cocktail Vyvian had slipped into his hand. She stood beside him, tall and calm, her fingers grazing his thigh now and then like it was a game she was playing without telling him the rules.

“Is this… a burlesque place?”  he asked, swaying slightly.

Vyvian’s lips curved into something wicked. “Something like that.”

The curtain parted, and the show began. A chorus line of dancers high-kicked their way onto the stage, petticoats flying, garters shimmering under the spotlight. Rain clapped, grinning, entranced by the rhythm, the sharp stomp of heels. They were dazzling, effortless, and beautiful.

He couldn’t stop staring. The dancers on stage, spinning, kicking, their petticoats flying up in bursts of ruffles and satin, were mesmerizing. Hair curled into perfect vintage styles, heels high and sharp, corsets laced tight enough to cinch their waists into hourglass glassware.

At first, Rain thought they were just beautiful women. But then, he looked closer.

One of them twirled, and he caught the faint outline of something hidden by the tight panties. Another bent forward too far and adjusted her chest, fingers fussing with breast forms. The wig line on one was expertly glued, but Rain noticed the faint edge when she turned under the spotlight.

He blinked. His pulse hitched.  “Wait,”  he murmured, half to himself.  “They’re not…”

Vyvian tilted her head, sipping from her drink. “Not what?”

“They’re not… women.”  His voice dropped. “They’re… in drag?”

Vyvian laughed, rich, low, and amused.  “Oh, darling,” she said, placing her hand over his thigh. “Not drag.  They’re transformed. ”

Rain flushed.  “But they’re—they were—”

Vyvian leaned in close, her nails dragging lightly up his thigh beneath the table. “They’re what you  could be.”

His breath caught. “What?”  he whispered.

She didn’t break eye contact.  “You’d look perfect up there.”

He shook his head, already flustered . “I don’t dance.”

“You don’t have to. I could make  you.”

Vyvian then leaned on the bar and murmured something to the bartender, who smiled knowingly and nodded. Then she turned to Rain and handed him another drink, this one was a tall glass rimmed with pink glitter sugar, filled with a fruity cocktail that swirled like liquid cotton candy. There was a cherry skewered on top, wobbling like a wink.

“For my sweet girl,”  Vyvian whispered, brushing her fingers under his chin.

He blinked. “What did you just call me?”

Vyvian only smiled. He didn’t question it, already a couple drinks in for the night, and just took a sip. The drink was absurdly sweet, like liquid candy and perfume, but there was something else beneath it. Something tingly, warm, almost humming under his skin. He blinked, swayed slightly, then laughed as the room tilted just a little.

“Whoa. That’s got a kick.”

“Mmhmm.”  She took the glass and nudged it higher.  “One more sip, baby.”

Rain obeyed without thinking. A rush of heat bloomed in his chest, and the room tilted just slightly, as though he were already halfway into a dream. Everything softened, his limbs, his thoughts, the way the lights smeared a little at the edges. He felt giggly. He blinked again. His hands felt soft. His thoughts…slower and like they were floating.  Rain flushed, looking down into his drink like it might offer him an escape.

His cheeks burned hotter .  “Why did you bring me here?”

“Because I wanted to see how long it would take before you noticed they weren’t born that way.” Her voice dropped to a whisper.  “Or maybe, how long it would take before you started imagining yourself in one of those skirts. With lashes like that. Your body under all those ruffles while the whole room claps.”

Rain swallowed hard, the pink cocktail suddenly too sweet in his mouth.

Vyvian tapped the glass. “Drink up. You're going to need it.”

He took a slow sip. The lights blurred. And onstage, one of the dancers blew him a kiss and winked. The dancers were still kicking, flashes of petticoats and glittery crotches, all femme illusions made real. They didn’t look embarrassed. They looked alive,   worshiped , and owned.

And all he could do was imagine how the lace would cling to his thighs as the drink soaked into him. How the heels would make him wobble. How the crowd might cheer when he bent over and flashed something caged and helpless beneath a flared pink skirt. Just as Rain started to become consumed in his thoughts, Vyvian leaned over and gave his back a soft, deliberate pat, the way you might calm a skittish animal.

“Loosen up, sweetheart,”  she said, voice like silk over steel. “No one’s judging you but me. ”

Rain swallowed hard.

“I’m not judging you for staring. I brought you here to stare.” She sipped her drink, eyes tracking the stage. “I brought you here to see.  To feel that little ache between your legs when you realize they’re not born girls, but better girls than you’ve ever been.”

He shifted in his seat.

“You’d know you’d look good up there.”

“Again. I—no I wouldn’t.”

“Yes, you would.” Her fingers brushed his wrist, trailing up to his neck.  “With a tighter waist. A puffier skirt. Maybe some bows in that messy hair. You’d blush every time the music started.”

He couldn’t speak. The room spun just slightly. His thighs pressed together beneath the table.

Vyvian tapped his drink again. “Go on. Be a good girl. Finish it.”

“Where are we headed next?”  he asked, squirming under her touch.

Vyvian leaned in close, brushing her lips just barely across his cheek. “You’ll see.”




Chapter Two

Vegas Girl

Rain hadn’t realized they’d left the central Strip until they were standing in front of a building that looked like a wedding chapel that had fucked  a dollhouse too many times to count, and had been overcome by it’s lovers possessive passions and control. It glowed pink and gold under the Vegas dusk, with tall arched doors and a glowing sign overhead that read: “ The Blooming Cage: Where Brides Bloom Behind Bars. ” 
A rotating crystal heart glittered above the entrance. Everything smelled faintly of roses and sweet cream. 


Rain blinked. “This… is a wedding chapel?”

Vyvian’s arm curled tighter around his waist.  “It’s something special.”

Before he could ask what she meant, the doors opened, and two figures in pastel stepped out with wide, welcoming smiles.

“Welcome, my darlings!”  chirped the one in lavender. She wore a corset-trimmed minidress with puffed sleeves, bows running down her thigh-highs, and a collar that read “Bridesmaid #2.” Her hair, platinum and curled, bounced with every word. She curtsied like it was second nature. “I’m Pixie,”  she said, fluttering her long lashes at Rain. “And this is Lottie.”

“Pleasure, bride-to-be,” purred Lottie, dressed in a candy-pink maid dress with a lace apron, a heart-shaped paddle peeking from the sash at her hip. Her brunette curls were tucked beneath a lacy bonnet that matched her gloves. “We’re your bridesmaids for the evening!”

Rain blinked, mouth parting. “Wait—I’m not—”

“Oh, shush,” Pixie cooed, waving her gloved fingers. “You’ll feel it soon enough.”

“Come along now,”  Lottie added, already taking his hand. “You’ve got quite the transformation ahead of you. And we simply adore  a nervous bride.”

Rain looked to Vyvian, who just smiled sweetly and pressed a kiss to his temple. “I’ll see you at the altar, my darling. You're going to be stunning.”

Before he could form a protest, the bridesmaids had gently but firmly tugged him through the chapel’s velvet-lined halls.



The dressing room looked like a boudoir fit for a princess, mirrored walls, chandeliers hanging like sugar sculptures, and racks upon racks of satin, lace, garters, heels, wigs, gloves, veils… it looked more like a fantasy closet than a dressing room.

Rain stood at the center of it all, dazed. Lottie spun him gently toward a pink-cushioned chair. “Sit, sweetling. Let your bridesmaids pamper you.”

“Wait, I don’t think—”  he started, but Pixie was already unbuttoning his shirt.   “Where’ s Vyvian?” Rain then asked with a dry, shaky voice, still struggling to cut through the haze that had thickened since the cocktail.

“She’ll be waiting at the altar,”   said Lottie brightly, cupping his cheek. “You don’t want to keep your husband waiting, do you?”

Rain blinked. “I—I’m her husband.”

Pixie giggled and untied his shoes.  “You were,  sweetheart. Now you’re becoming her bride. ”

Before he could answer, his socks were gone and his feet were being gently rubbed down with warm vanilla-scented oil. Pixie knelt beside her, already unfastening his pants, sliding them off with a hum as she leaned in close to whisper,  “Let us help you shed the last little bits of boy. We do this  all the time,”  she giggled, revealing a small silver cart stocked with oils, brushes, razors, and an array of shimmering cosmetics.

“You’re our fifteenth bride this month!” Pixie added cheerfully. “It’s such a thrill, really. Helping a lovely thing like you blossom.”

“Blossom… into what?”

Pixie leaned down and whispered into his ear, voice velvet-sweet and unmistakably firm: 
 “A sissy bride, darling. Just as you were meant to be.”

Rain tensed. But his body barely cooperated. His thoughts were molasses. His limbs pliable. And the bridesmaids were relentless. His boxers were gone. They laid him back into the cushioned chair like he was a doll, legs parted, hips elevated. A warm towel was pressed to his crotch.

“Let’s smooth her out,”  Pixie said, flipping open a pastel pink razor kit.  “Every good sissy starts with a blank canvas.”

Rain squirmed as the shaving cream foamed over his thighs, then up higher, cool and tingling. Four pairs of gloved hands worked in harmony, shaving, oiling, buffing his skin until it glowed with a glossy pink softness. They hummed as they worked. Little lullabies and bridal march melodies sung in giggles and coos.

“There we are. Look how bare  she is now,” Pixie praised, brushing a feather across the newly-shaved skin. “Isn’t that better, baby?”

“I…”  Rain didn’t have an answer. The feather dragged across his thighs again, and he let out a sound that wasn’t quite a moan, but wasn’t resistance either. The next wave came quickly.

A pastel pink thong was slipped between his legs, lacy and sheer, so delicate it felt like air. Pixie tugged it snug, pulling it up slow and deliberate until it kissed between his cheeks.

“There we go,”  she cooed. “No more boring briefs for this little bride.”

Then came the stockings, white fishnets with frilly bands that clicked into a garter belt. Rain gasped when he saw himself in the mirror, thighs pressed together, panties clinging, lace hugging him like a secret. But he didn’t stop them.

“Bra next,”  Pixie declared, holding up a delicate piece of white satin with padded cups and a bow at the center. “Every blushing bride needs just the right amount of support.”

They slipped the bra over his shoulders and adjusted the straps, the cups cupping his flat chest like an eager promise . “We’ll be stuffing you later, sweetheart,”  Pixie teased, giving the empty cups a squeeze. “But first... a little lock and key. ”

Rain’s breath caught. He didn’t notice the cage at first. Until it was inPixie’s palm, gleaming, silver, curved just enough to mock him.

“You won’t be needing this silly thing for the honeymoon,”  she said sweetly, tapping his semi-hard shaft with one gloved finger.

Rain squirmed. “Wait, I don’t think—”

“Oh, baby,”  Pixie whispered. “You don’t need to think. You just need to be. ”

The cage slid on. The lock clicked shut. Rain whimpered. But his hips tilted upward when Pixie kissed his inner thigh.  “Look at you. Locked. Soft. So close, and yet so helpless.”

He should’ve said something. He should’ve stood up. But instead he moaned, quiet, shameful, aching, and let them slip a white petticoat up his legs, followed by a tiny tulle skirt that flounced with every movement. A crop-top corset came next, tugged tight enough to make him gasp and arch.

“Arms up,”  Pixie sang, sliding matching gloves up his arms until they reached past the elbow. “Now the heels,”  Pixie said, holding up a pair of pristine white stilettos with heart-shaped buckles. Rain’s toes curled as they slipped them on, one by one, and buckled them tight. Then had him stand, wobbly, trembling, and red-faced.

“Ohhh,  look at her try to balance,” Lottie giggled, clapping. “She’s already halfway to her vows!”

They pulled him toward the vanity and sat him back down, this time brushing and curling his hair into soft waves. Glittery blush was dusted over his cheeks. Lip gloss applied with slow, teasing strokes. Mascara flicked out his lashes into something flirtatious and wet, and the whole time, the wand buzzed softly between his legs. Never touching the cage. Just humming against the fabric of his panties.

“Say it,” one whispered into his ear.

“Say what?”

“That you’re the bride. That you want to be hers.”

Rain whined, breath hitched.

“Say it.”

“I’m…”  He gasped. His cheeks burned.  “I’m the bride.”

“Louder.”

“I’m the b-bride.”

“Yes you are,” Pixie purred. “And you’re going to be so beautiful when she locks you down in front of everyone.”

A veil was settled on his head. A pearl necklace around his throat. And just like that, his reflection had changed. Not a man. Not a groom. But a soft, glossy, trembling thing in lace and heels, the bride-to-be was blushing and breaking.




Chapter Three

Married in Las Vegas

Rain sat in the plush vanity chair again, his corset tugged tight, his heels trembling against the tile as the bridesmaids made their final touches. A veil of glitter floated around him, and the air smelled sweet and soft, like powdered sugar and something deeper. Something sticky.

His head swam. His thighs still tingled from the wand earlier. His cock, trapped in its tiny, unyielding cage, twitched helplessly with every shift of his hips.

“You’re responding so well,” Pixie  purred, brushing a satin-gloved hand along his inner thigh. “Sensitive little thing, aren’t you?”

Rain whimpered. “I… I think something’s wrong. I can't think right.”

Lottie leaned in from behind, her hands sliding along his bare shoulders. “No, sweetie. You’re thinking just  the way a bride should. All soft. All empty. All ready.”

He shivered. That word :  “ready”   echoed in his head. Another bridesmaid appeared beside him, placing a gleaming pair of over-ear headphones on his head. They had white, lacy, bridesmaid branded bows at the hinges.

“Just a little something to help you  focus , ”  she said with a wink.  “These will help you walk down that aisle like a good little princess.”

Rain blinked. “Wait—what is—”

Click.

A low, rhythmic pulse filled his ears, like the slow, deep throb of a bassline underwater. Layered over it came the voices: soft, feminine, soothing.

“You weren’t born a wife, but you were always meant to become one.”

“Pretty isn’t a compliment, it’s a command.”

“Good girls don’t ask. They accept, they ache, they open.”

“Every moan is an offering. Every silence is permission.”

“The tighter the cage, the softer the soul.”

“You don’t need thoughts, you need heels, lip gloss, and instructions.”

“Wives don’t lead. Wives don't think. Wives bloom, beg, and bend.”

“Sissies don’t climax, they curtsy.”

“Masculinity was your burden. Femininity is your gift.”

“Plugged is proper. Leaking is loyalty.”

“Your ring isn’t for love. It’s for lockdown.”

“You don’t wear white for innocence. You wear it so she can ruin you in it.”

Rain’s breathing grew shallow. The sound loop wasn’t just in his ears, it pressed through him. It vibrated in his chest, under his ribs, low in his belly. His mouth opened slightly, and Pixie noticed.

“Oh, she’s ready,”  she whispered.

Lottie produced a tiny, heart-shaped applicator wand and opened a shimmering vial of clear gloss. “This’ll help those lips do what they were  meant  to do.”

Rain whimpered, but didn’t move as she brushed the gloss onto his parted lips, slow, slick strokes, coating them in sticky wetness. It tasted like strawberries and latex. Almost immediately, his lips tingled. It wasn’t painful or even numbing but an  alive sensation that made him  sensitive, and feel plump. His tongue twitched against the inside of his mouth.

“Feel that?”  Lottie cooed. “Perfect lips for anyyyy kind of work.”

Pixie giggled, trailing her fingers up the back of his thigh.  “You’ll be thanking  Vyvian properly on both ends of your honeymoon. Mmm, such a lucky girl.”

Rain’s breath caught. “B–both?”

“Oh yes,”  Lottie said from behind.  “Both holes, both lips, both uses. That's what a sissy bride’s for.”

He squirmed, his cheeks burned, but he didn’t speak. His body just…  sank  into the chair. Breathing slowly, glossy, edged, and a little dizzy.

“She says 'kneel,' and your body thanks her.”

“Wives don't get choices, they get collars.”

“You're not a partner. You're a pedestal.”

“Sissies don’t lead, they decorate the aisle.”

“Your purpose is petals, pain, and praise.”

“You’re not being taken, you’re being given.”

The whisper loop purred between his ears. A hand stroked over his locked cage, just once, featherlight, and Rain moaned.

A light chime rang which woke Rain from their daze, unsure of how much time had passed. One of the attendants clapped her hands.

“It’s time!”

Rain blinked. Veil lowered. Gloss glistening. Stockings clinging to thighs that no longer trembled with resistance, but with anticipation as he entered the chapel.

The chapel’s interior shimmered with soft gold light. Rose petals blanketed the aisle, and towering silk drapes fluttered slightly from some unseen fan above. A sweet, hazy scent filled the space, floral, yes, but layered with something more carnal. Something wet and warm and wrong.

Whispers from the crowd carried over:

“That's her, huh?” 
 “He looks even smaller in person…” 
 “Think he'll cry when she plugs him?”

Rain wanted to hide, but there was no escape. At the front barrage of hums and whispers was Vyvian who stood at the end of the aisle. Rain’s breath caught in his throat.

Oh, course, she is not in white she’s daddy . The sissy fog rolling over his thoughts. Vyvian wore pitch-black satin, fitted and sharp like a blade. Her wedding look was sleek and obscene: her corset gleamed under the light, cinching her waist until her hips curved like sin. It hugged every curve like it was afraid to let go. Her breasts were cupped in white lace trim, which gave the illusion of a traditional male suit; what didn’t give the illusion of a traditional male suit was her thighs framed in garters and sheer thigh-highs and her crotch being completely exposed, bare, and glistening.

The black heels were tall enough to make Rain’s knees ache just looking at them. A thin black veil sat on a silver comb in her hair, like a crown. Her lips were deep crimson, her nails an even darker crimson red. And at her side, draped across her shoulders like a stole, was a bridal leash. Silver chain, waiting. She didn’t smile, she smirked . It always curved to the right. At least something has stated the same in all of this , Rain counted on that smirk even though he felt it making his knees buckle as the music started.

Before the vows, there was the flower girl. A hush fell over the chapel as soft lullaby music began to play, something childish and syrupy-sweet. The heavy double doors creaked open again. And Kalixy entered crawling to the tune. Tiny bells jingled from the ribbons tied to her wrists and ankles. A frothy pink dress puffed around her diapered backside, the ruffles trembling with every shy movement forward. Her wore white mittens that made it impossible to grip the floor properly, and each knee shuffle made her whimper as she tossed little confetti from a pouch in her pinafore dress’s large pocket.

“Kal?” Rain said Kalixy’s old name, she twirled around so Rain could see her from the front. A pacifier gag was strapped to his lips, its bulb large and glossy, the mouth guard decorated with rhinestones spelling out "Baby K."  A thick drool string hung from one corner, swaying as he crawled. She confirmed with a small nod her old identity as her old coworker recognized her but as quickly as Kal confirmed she paused because behind her strolled Lily. She held a small buzzer in her hand and pressed it once, click .

“Who told you to stop throwing your little confetti, hm? You worked so hard making that didn’t you, come on now, you can congratulate the bride later.” Lily chided Kalixy for getting of the task. Kalixy yelped around the pacifier, her legs twitching as she crawled faster, trembling, pink-faced, thighs wobbling beneath the bulk of his diaper.

The crowd whispered and giggled at her punishment. Rain froze, heels digging into the floor. By the time Kalixy reached the halfway mark down the aisle, there was a dark stain spreading across the front of her diaper. She’d wet himself. Right there. In front of everyone.

“Such a leaky little girl,”  Lilly purred, walking beside him now, dangling the buzzer casually from one finger. “Just like I trained her.”

Kalixy moaned behind the gag, her eyes wide, unfocused. Tears dripped down her cheeks as the guests laughed and cooed. A few clapped. Some tossed glitter, other confetti shaped like dicks in her path just like confetti she was struggling to throw out.

Rain watched in horror in awe and in arousal. By the time Kalixy reached the altar, he collapsed into a soft heap of ribbons and wet padding. He curled against the side curtain, pacifier bobbing with each whimper, utterly humiliated, utterly babified. Lily took her seat beside the front row, winked at Vyvian, and crossed her legs with satisfaction. Kalixy would remain there, on display, for the entire ceremony, unless she made too much of a fit and had to sit in her daddy's lap, but today wasn’t about her.

Now came the key bearer, and A hush fell as the next figure stepped forward: Brie. Rain blinked. No. No way.

Brie Sanchez, formerly Brian, from his college debate team. The same smug boy who used to correct Rain’s arguments mid-sentence, always one hand in his letterman jacket, the other flipping through notecards. Back then, Brie had swagger. Confidence. Control. Now?

Now she was a glittering disgrace, hips swaying beneath a chain-link tutu that barely covered her plug. Her breasts, soft silicone mounds stitched into a mesh bustier, jiggled with each step. A golden key dangled from her choker, swaying between her collarbones like a prized possession. Her wrists were cuffed in pink leather and chained together at the small of her back, forcing her to present herself with shoulders back, tits out, head bowed. Her cheeks were streaked with makeup tears and highlighter. Her eyes locked on Rain’s, and she smiled.

It was the smile of someone who wanted to be seen. Pixie placed a hand on Rain’s lower back, pushing him slightly forward. “Look familiar?”

Rain swallowed. “Brie?”

“Mmhm,”  Pixie purred. “I heard she begged to carry the key. Said it would be symbolic. A passing of the torch, from one mouthy little man to another. Though in your case… less mouthy, more gagged.”

Brie stopped at the altar, dropped to her knees with a practiced elegance, and bowed her head, holding the key up with her mouth. A string of drool stretched from her lipstick to the polished metal. She wasn’t allowed to touch it. She wasn’t worthy. Rain's cage throbbed.

“Apparently, she used to beat you in arguments?”  Pixie spoke with apprehension. “A little hard to see that now that she just begs to be beaten..”

As Brie knelt at the altar, Vyvian took the key from her lips, wiped it slowly on what little shirt she had to dry it off, and inspected it before she confirmed it and placed it back in Brie’s mouth for safe-keeping. Vyvian whispered something into Brie’s ear, but that none of them could hear, causing her to moan.

Behind Pixie, the plug bearer strutted forward on clear, six-inch heels, the kind that left no doubt about their purpose. Every step was a click, a snap, a performance. The crowd gasped and cooed, some clutching pearls, others palming their cocks beneath lace gloves.

She wore a latex maid dress, tight enough to show the ridges of her ribs when she inhaled, flaring out in a frilly black skirt that barely covered the top curve of her locked cheeks. A small white apron framed her smooth and obedient crotch. She was plugged, gagged, and her leash trailed behind her, clutched by a handler who wore all white and smiled like a proud owner showing off a trophy pet.

In her gloved hands, balanced on a velvet pillow stitched with the words “FOR THE BRIDE’S SINS” , was the plug. Not just any plug. Rain’s plug.

It gleamed in the candlelight, chrome and merciless, shaped like a delicate teardrop and topped with a red heart gem that shimmered like a beacon. The gem caught the light with every step, sending crimson sparkles up the chapel walls like a siren call of surrender. Mistress Vyvian’s eyes met Rain’s as the plug bearer passed. “That one’s for later,” she whispered.  “After the vows. After the kissing. After the blessing. ”

Rain gulped and the plug bearer curtsied at the altar, holding the pillow high. She didn't speak, she couldn’t. Her mouth was filled with a red bit gag that matched the jewel on the plug. But her eyes rolled back slightly as she knelt, as if being on display like this wasn’t shameful at all……it was euphoric.

Mistress Vyvian leaned forward to lift the plug gently from the pillow and held it up for all to see. “This,”  she announced,  “is the new bride’s final flower. A blossom not of petals, but of purpose.”

The crowd murmured in delight. Rain whimpered. And the plug bearer knelt deeper, thighs trembling as she walked away.

And finally, finally, the last of the procession made her entrance. The gag bearer, she didn’t walk, she sauntered in, with the exaggerated grace of a queen who knew she’d be worshiped. Her hips rocked with every step, balancing perfectly in eight-inch platform heels that sparkled with rhinestones. Glossy opera gloves clung to her arms like second skin, the latex creaking slightly with every movement. Her lashes were feathered, her contour sharp, her lips permanently parted in a painted “O.”

Because she had no intention of being subtle, she balanced on her gloved hands a small black velvet box, edged in lace and tied with a silk ribbon. It resembled something you’d present an heirloom ring in, if that heirloom was designed to degrade. Inside, nestled against crimson velvet, lay the gag. It wasn’t dainty. It wasn’t elegant. It was obscene.

Thick, pink, and glistening, the silicone was molded in the shape of exaggerated bimbo lips, plush and permanently parted. A tacky plastic bow crowned the upper lip, and the back strap was already slick with lubricant. There was no subtlety to its design, it was meant to transform mouths into fuckholes, nothing more. The kind of gag that didn’t just muffle speech, it rewrote identity.

Mistress Vyvian let out a low whistle . “Isn’t she perfect?” she said, to no one and everyone.  “A mouth that doesn’t talk back. A shape that begs to be used. Every bride should look this eager to serve.”

The gag bearer reached the altar and, without being asked, dropped into a deep curtsy, holding the box up like an offering. Her tongue peeked out as she winked at Rain, cocking her head like a brat offering a dare.

Rain flushed. He remembered her. Jolie. She used to work at the salon Vyvian took him to before the trip; she was the one who trimmed up his haircut, teased him about “girly thighs,” getting a little more extra done, and whispered about “special clients” who came in for bridal packages. Rain thought she was just being flirty. She was actually being honest. Vyvian reached for the gag but didn’t remove it yet. She traced a finger over the glossy bow and smiled.

“We’ll save this for the kiss,” she purred. “You don’t get to just say ‘I do.’ You’ll moan it, drooling, stuffed, and grateful.”

The audience   cheered as   Rain felt his knees wobble. He wasn’t getting married; he was being claimed, and every step had already been choreographed. And now it was his turn. The bridesmaids positioned him at the start of the aisle, smoothing his skirt, re-fluffing his veil. Pixie reached under and gently adjusted his caged cock, whispering,  “Tuck that properly, sweetie. We don’t want to ruin your silhouette.”

While the headphones were gone now, their whispers still echoed in his head.

"Sissy brides walk. 
Sissy brides kneel. 
Sissy brides submit.

And then they bloom."

Rain took his first step. His heels clicked lightly against the aisle runner. His thighs brushed together. The gloss on his lips tingled, still. The plug wasn’t inside him yet, but he could feel its promise with every heartbeat.

He walked, trembling, down the aisle of spectators, some clapping, others giggling. Some snapping pictures. One whispered:

“Poor little thing doesn’t know what’s about to happen.”

But he did know. And he didn’t stop.  Beneath the veil, Rain whimpered as he reached the end of the aisle and made it to Vyvian.

Vyvian grinned. “Come here, bride.” He obeyed. The guests were silent now hungry and watching.

“Baby,” she said, her voice rich and smooth.  “You look exactly like I imagined. You’re so pretty when you’re all caged up and pathetic looking.”

Rain whimpered some more.  Lottie, now serving as “officiant,” cleared her throat.

“Do you, Mistress Vyvian,” Lottie began , “take this little sissy to be your property, locked in a cage too small to forget what she’s lost, plugged so she remembers who owns her holes, and gagged so her place is heard in moans, not words, to feminize, to correct, to parade, to keep, to tease, torment, and train as you please, not just in lust, but in love, from this night until she is nothing but yours?”

“I do,” she said. Her voice was a warm blade.

“And do you, sweet little Rain, take Mistress Vyvian as your one and only, owner of your body, trainer of your hips, fucker of your holes, and feeder of your need, to serve with mouth and hole and heart, to obey when it’s hard, to brat when it’s safe, to wear what she chooses and blush when she says, to kneel, moan, beg, and sometimes bite, to call her Mistress when you’re desperate, and wife when you’re soft, from this day until you’re not just broken, but remade in her name?”

Rain’s lips trembled. He didn’t want to say it . He wanted to want it. His cage ached.

Rain choked.  “I… I d–do.”

“Then you may receive your key.” Vyvian snapped her fingers.Brie stepped forward, curtseying. Vyvian took the key from her mouth once again and, leaned in.

“Look at me,” she commanded. Rain lifted his head slowly, tears catching the edge of his lashes. “I want you to see who’s doing this.”

She crouched in front of him, lifted the folds of his skirt, and pressed a hand to the cage that hugged his aching, twitching cock. “You walked into Vegas thinking this was a vacation,” she whispered. “But this…” She pressed the key into the lock .“…is your homecoming.”

Click.

The cage sealed tight. A soft, final sound that landed like thunder in Rain’s chest.

“There,” she said, voice low, reverent. She brushed a kiss across the lock.

“Now you’re mine.”

She slid the key onto a necklace around her neck, letting it settle between her cleavage. His freedom lay buried between her breasts, and he was sentenced to feel it squeeze him with every breath she took.  She kissed the key like a trophy before letting it disappear once more.

And when she stood, she placed one heel between his knees and said softly, “Rise for me, wife.”

Lottie clapped then hands,   “Next is the gag”   Lottie said matter of fact,  “come forth bearer.” The crowd stilled again as Jolie, the gag bearer, stepped forward, every bit the picture of perverse poise. She stopped at the altar and turned toward Rain with a subtle curtsy, eyes glittering beneath thick lashes. Rain stared at the box.

Rain’s lips were already parted, still tingling from the plumping gloss. He could feel the weight of every eye on him, could feel the cage pressing snug beneath his skirt, the plug shifting with every breath. Jolie slowly opened the velvet lid.

Inside sat the bimbo lip gag, bulbous and glossy, shaped just wide enough to make Rain’s jaw ache and fitted with a thin pink strap that glittered under the lights. A bow had been fastened at the center of the chin strap, sequined, delicate, mocking. Rain whimpered softly as the air hit it.

“Your present, bride,”  Jolie said sweetly. Rain’s knees parted slightly, shoulders back, jaw slackening on instinct. He leaned forward, lips trembling.

Vyvian stood behind him now, her hand lightly on his nape, guiding.  “Open wider,”  she murmured.

Rain obeyed. The gag was slid between his lips, slick and cold at first, but it fit too well. It filled him. Silenced him. The stretch was just enough to make his eyes flutter closed as he moaned helplessly around it, breath escaping in soft whines through his nose. He shook as Jolie buckled the strap behind his head, pulling it snug with practiced ease. The bow settled beneath his chin, glittering like a seal of obedience. Rain made a muffled noise, high and aching, a broken mix of humiliation and need. The crowd sighed as one.

“He’s perfect,”  someone whispered. Vyvian leaned in from behind, lips brushing his ear.

“You won’t speak again today,”  she said.  “Only gag, moan, and beg with your eyes.”

Rain nodded, tears catching on his lashes, throat tight with submission. And Jolie stepped back, closing the empty box like a finished spell.

“And now…”  Lottie grinned. “The plug.” Rain’s knees buckled slightly. The plug bearer offered the pillow. Vyvian plucked the plug off with a little hum of pleasure.

“Turn around, baby, and spread those cheeks for me,” Vyvian said with a smirk that seemed even larger than before as she smacked Rain’s ass.  “Give me and our guests a nice view. You wouldn't want to be inhospitable to our guests would you, miss hostess?”   Rain did as he was told and bent slightly, with both hands spreading each side of his ass pussy.

“That’s my hostess, with the mostess,” Vicky said. Rain gasped as she felt ke plant a quick kiss on her asshole before he then felt the coolness at his hole as he felt her push. It was not forceful but commanding. The plug popped into place, slow and full. The gem settled perfectly between his cheeks. He moaned as the crowd of wedding attendees clapped. A leash was clipped to the collar Lottie had fastened to his neck minutes before.

“You may now kiss the bride,”  Lottie announced.

But Vyvian didn’t kiss his lips when she leaned in. She turned him around, lifted his skirt, and kissed the plug. Taken off guard Rain gasped but also let out a moan on reflex. Vyvian chuckled as she pulled stepped back from a completely red-faced Rain. Rain knelt, partially falling at Vyvian’s feet, his chest heaving inside the corset, veil drooping slightly over his glossed, gagged face. The polished kissed plug in his ass throbbed with every quick heartbeat, a quiet ache that made his thighs tremble and his lips twitch on the gag.

Vyvian spread her legs slightly, her black heels anchoring her stance. Her crotch, exposed, wet, and gleaming, was bare for him, framed by the deep cut of her sheer tights and the garters hugging her thighs. The scent hit him first, heady, musky, and devastating.

“Come closer, baby,”  she said softly.  “You made a promise, didn’t you?”

He leaned in, and the entire room leaned in with his hunger. Her hand found his hair, dragging his face to her slit . “Show them how grateful you are to be called mine.”

Rain whimpered into the gag, lips parting around the straps as his mouth brushed her folds. His tongue reached instinctively, but the gag muffled him, denying him full contact.He moaned under her.

“Use your tongue more”  she commanded as she slapped his ass.  “Worship me properly.”

He kissed her. Once. Twice. Again. Sloppy, gagged, humiliating kisses as he fought against the gag, leaving a well of drool that left trails of gloss and spit against her wetness. Her juices smeared across his cheek. The room gasped and giggled and cooed. Cameras flashed.

“Such a sweet little tongue,”  she murmured. “Shame you can’t use it that well yet. But don’t worry, we’ll fix that soon.”

Cheers and teasing erupted from the guest as well: “Go deeper!”

“Just shove it in, Whore!”

“Come on, Guys, let her practice! We will have plenty of time to teach her how to do it better later!”

Rain’s nose pressed in harder, mouth working like a desperate pup, face soaked in her scent. Vyvian finally pulled him back by the hair, smiling down at the gag-slicked, ruined little bride below her.

Then she turned, to reveal a strapon. It was veiny and thick, starkly pink, and glinting with lube. Vicky  hooked the strap-on to her garter clasp.It hung long and thick between her thighs, shiny from fresh lube. Rain stared.

“Now kiss it your future.”

He didn’t hesitate this time. His gagged lips, glossy and tingly, pressed against the head. Then the shaft. Then down further. Saliva mixed with lube as he suckled softly on it, gag muffling each wet moan. Rain’s face flushed hot, tears pricking the corners of his eyes as he fully took the entire member in as the guests roared again with cheers, and Rain could only stare up at Vyvian. He was the bride. The one with the plug, the gag, the veil. And she? She was the one wearing the pants now, and keeping his freedom pressed between her tits like a trophy.

“Good girl,”  Vyvian said, tugging the leash to his collar. “That’s my bride.”




Chapter Four

Queen of Las Vegas

The chapel doors closed behind them with a final, echoing click. Vyvian led Rain down a hallway lined in soft red lighting and mirrored walls. Every step in his heels made his thighs shiver, the jeweled plug shifting inside him with a teasing rhythm. The cage pulsed. The gloss on his lips still tingled. He was silent, leashed, and obedient. They reached a velvet-draped door with a silver plaque: The Honeymoon Suite.

Vyvian opened it with one hand, guiding Rain inside with the other like she was showing off a trophy. The suite exuded a decadent warmth, with dark woods, red satin, and gold fixtures. A four-post bed dominated the room, its canopy of sheer black mesh flowing down like a veil. There were no roses, no champagne. Just a mirror above the bed, and a rack of toys along the far wall.

“Take off your veil,” Vyvian said simply.

Rain did. She took it from him and tossed it aside like shed skin.

“Now kneel.”

He lowered himself slowly to the soft carpet, legs parting slightly as he adjusted to the stretch of the plug. The collar still hugged his neck. His cage throbbed.

She walked a slow circle around him, trailing her fingers over the top of his head, then down his bare arms.

“You’ve come so far,”  she said. “And yet…”

She stopped in front of him.

“There’s still something left in you. That flicker. That doubt. You felt it when you kissed my cock. When you bent over in front of a hundred people and still couldn’t quite let go.”

Rain looked up at her, lips glossy and trembling. “I—I want to,” he whispered.

“No, darling,”  she said. “You want to want to but that’s not enough.”

She stepped out of her heels and pulled him gently by the leash toward the bed.

“I’m going to fix you.”

She eased him onto the bed and laid him back, arms limp above his head. The mirror above showed everything, his blushing cheeks, the lace straining against his chest, the garters hugging his thighs. Vyvian straddled his hips and reached for a remote and with one click, the mirror above him lit up with a soft pulse, with no words or images; it was just light with a gentle rhythmic swirling. Rain’s eyes locked onto it instantly. And then the audio began, soft female voices whispering over one another like a lullaby made of commands:

“You were made for heels and lipstick, for the sting of straps and the taste of gloss on your tongue. You were made to wobble when you walk, to blush when you bend over, to crave every pair of eyes that linger on your painted mouth. This is where you belong: dolled up, spread open, and adored.”

Rain moaned as Vyvian slid her hands along his thighs, pressing her palm against the plug and rocking it slowly in place. His hips bucked reflexively.

“There it is,”  she whispered, leaning over him, her strap-on pressing against the caged swell of his cock. “That little gasp. That helpless twitch. That’s your new language.”

She rubbed her cock against his locked shaft, laughing as he sobbed beneath her. “You don’t get to beg anymore, sweetheart. You only get to please.”

She placed a hand under his chin and lifted his face to hers.  “Tell me what you are.”

Rain’s lips parted, “I’m your sissy.”

“Not my sissy. Not someone with a name or a story, Just a sissy. A bitch. A hole. A purpose to be filled. A role to be played. A thing to be used. That’s all you are when you’re on your knees, lipsticked, leaking, and made for nothing more than serving.”  He moaned as she dived in to kiss him, deep and wet, and then pulled back to spit in his mouth.

“Swallow it,”  and He did. “That’s your name now,” she said. “Whatever I fill you with: Tittytart. Puffslut. Gushie. Creamie. Ditzdrip. Cockcurl. HRToy. Lipjunkie. Gigglehole. Sucksy. Hormoneslut. You’re not a person anymore, sweetie. Just a hole with lashes, a dumb little thing too full of pills and plastic to ever say no. Whatever I shove in you, my tongue, my strap, my rules, that’s who you become. That’s your name now. And tomorrow? I might rename you again.”

While Rain’s lips were still wet with Vyvian’s spit. He laid back, dazed beneath the mirrored ceiling as her fingers traced the outline of his lace-trimmed cage.

“Not good enough,”  she whispered.

Rain whimpered. “I’ll do better, Mistress.”

“You’ll prove it.” She stepped back from the bed, tugging gently on the leash.  “Up.”

He crawled after her, the plug inside him shifting with every movement. The garter belts strained, the heels wobbled. But he obeyed. The music started to play, it was a low subtle, bassy. A remix of “ Queen of Las Vegas ,”  slow and sultry. The words pulsed under the beat: " She don’t bluff, she don’t fold, she don’t lose. Lights on her lips, glitter in her bruise…"

“Let’s see if you can move like a proper Vegas girl,” Vyvian said, her eyes gleaming. “Come on, Showgirl. Give me an act or two.”

Rain stood, trembling as Vyvian cracked a riding crop once, just enough to make him freeze.

“First pose: Slot Slut.  Legs spread, hands above your head, hips swinging like you’re begging someone to stick in a coin.”

He flushed. But he obeyed. His arms rose shakily. His plug clenched as he spread his legs, trembling, the cage glinting beneath his skirt. “Wider.”

He swung his hips, slowly, like a dancer on her first night, clumsy, but trying. Vyvian walked a slow circle around him. The crop tapped against her thigh.

“Pathetic. But cute.”

The song continued to thrum in the background,   "She got lace on her secrets, tears in her strut…The Queen of Las Vegas never shuts up."

“Pose two: Bimbo Jackhammer.  Squat. Hands on thighs. Tits forward. Bounce like someone’s pounding you from behind.”

Rain sank into a squat, moaning as the plug shifted deep inside him. His hands trembled on his thighs. His makeup streaked slightly from the heat of his shame. He bounced as Vyvian laughed.

“You look desperate.  Do it slower. Let the mirror see.”

He obeyed, squatting and rising, moaning softly with each bounce, the cage bobbing, the gloss on his lips shimmering beneath the lights.

“Pose three,” she purred.  “ Queen’s Purse.  On all fours. Arch your back. Face down. Ass up. Hold your mouth open like it’s for tips.”

He dropped and the carpet burned his knees through the fishnets. He arched. He spread. His tongue lolled out, cheeks flushed, ass proudly raised, plug gleaming like a crown jewel.

"Kiss the dice, kiss the floor, blow for luck, On her knees, that’s how she fucked her way up."   The song continued to be sung into the night.

“You’re not a man,” Vyvian said softly, circling him like a predator. “You’re not even a woman.”  She knelt behind him, dragging the head of her strap-on down the crease of his exposed ass. “You’re a prize. A mascot. A sissy slut who parades for power and spreads for praise.”

Rain sobbed, but didn’t break position. She clicked the remote once. The beat cut, leaving them both in silence for a moment, and only Rain's labored breathing and quickened heartbeat could be heard. Then, after a couple of minutes, Vyvian spoke again.

“Again,” she said, as she continued her assault on Rain’s frame.

Rain found himself then on all fours. Gloss smeared with an arched back, plug pronounced, and glittering. His tongue ached from hanging out. His pride had long since started to melt. Vyvian stood before him again, pressing the pointed toe of her heel between his lips.

“You really thought this was just a gambling trip, didn’t you?”

Rain moaned around the shoe. The taste of leather and her scent made his eyes flutter.

“A weekend getaway. Some drinks. A few lost dollars.”  Her voice curled with amusement.  “You had no idea I packed your cage instead of condoms.” She moved to the toy rack and selected a c lear lucite paddle etched with red numbers like a  roulette wheel. It sparkled under the light.

“Here’s the truth, Rain.” She tapped the paddle in her palm. “You didn’t have the guts to ask for this. You never do.”   She walked back and crouched beside him.

“So I took your balls,” she whispered against his ear.  “Because you didn’t know what to do with them.”

She cupped his caged bulge and tapped it with the paddle. Tap. Tap. Tap.

“They were never yours to begin with. Just two little tokens rattling in the slots. Now they’re mine, I mean they look better on my anyway don’t you agree? But what about you? Don’t worry. You’re my jackpot.” Rain whimpered, shaking.

“Face up,”  Vyvian commanded.

He flipped over onto his back. Vyvian straddled his thighs and grabbed another toy, another ball gag shaped like a red die, the pips painted with glitter.

“Open.”

Rain parted his lips. The die gag slid in with a soft pop, pressing against his tongue, filling his mouth with its weight. She strapped it tight, the cube resting like a brand of humiliation on his flushed, trembling face. She leaned down, nose brushing his.

“‘Lucky seven,’” she whispered.  “That’s what I rolled when I landed you.”

Crack.

A paddle suddenly came down across his inner thigh. He moaned into the gag as Vyvien laughed.

Crack. 
  Crack.

Two more. Red welts bloomed like roses.

“You know what I see when I look at you now?”  she asked, brushing her gloved fingers along the top of his corset. “I see a gamble that lost everything. You came here with a shred of masculinity, and now you can’t even beg with your words.” He moaned again, hips shifting helplessly.

“I see a sissy who thought he was just tagging along… but walked right into a wedding. And now he’s walking out as my wife, my whore, my bet that always pays in submission.” She lifted a slender silver vibrator shaped like a Vegas chip, flicked it on, and pressed it against his cage. Rain screamed into the gag while she smiled even more.

“You didn’t ask to be ruined. But then again…”  She leaned in close, her breath hot on his cheek.  “You never ask for anything. That’s why I take.”

He couldn’t breathe, not from the gag or the paddle, but from the ache. The caged throb between his thighs had turned into a violent pulse, need sharper than pain. Every time Vyvian had pressed the vibrating poker chip to his locked cock, he’d bucked like a beast in heat, drooling around the gag, legs trembling. And now, he could only watch. Vyvian climbed onto the strap-on one he’d kissed, worshipped, and moaned for, and sank down onto it with a smooth, practiced glide.

She didn’t look at him but looked in the mirror above. The reflection showed everything, her riding, chest rising, the glint of the collar around Rain’s neck, his eyes wide and begging from behind the die gag.

“See this?”  she panted softly, grinding down with a twist of her hips.  “This is what power looks like.”  She thrust faster, sweat beading along her chest, her fingers twisted in his lace.   “This is what a real woman does. She rides what’s hers. She finishes. She takes.” He cried into the gag, body trembling, cage twitching violently with every bounce of her hips.

“You? You’re just a fucking prop.”  She moaned, throwing her head back. Rain sobbed, arching his back, aching for anything. “You worshipped this cock like a good little wife. But only one  of us gets to come.”

And then, she did. Vyvian came hard, grinding down with a gasp that cracked into a moan, her thighs clenching around his face as she pressed down, smearing herself across his lips, chin, cheeks. Her juice coated his face like a brand. She didn’t move, and didn’t let him up. Just sat there, breathing deep, her hand reaching for the remote.

She clicked the vibe on again and pressed it hard against his cage. He screamed into the gag, body convulsing, feeling desperate, bucking his hips, and she leaned forward, nose to his.

“No.” She said definitely, and he froze in place. She grinded slower, gentler now, just enough to keep the pressure teasing his locked cage while she caught her breath.

“You know what I love most about you? ” she whispered, curling her fingers in his ruined curls. “You’re so desperate to be something. And now… you are.” She leaned down and rubbed her wetness across his lips with two fingers.

“This is all you’re made for. This face. This mouth. This ache. You’re my pretty little itch-scratcher. My whimpering ragdoll. My pet . ” Rain   cried softly as she pulled the gag loose and let it fall beside them.

He gasped for air.  “I—please…”

“Please what?” she asked, pinching his nipple through the lace.

“Please let me—please, Mistress…”

“Oh no.” Her smile turned cruel.  “You don’t cum. Not tonight.” She pressed the vibrator harder again to the base of his cage.  “You just ache. You feel every pulse and remember: it’s not yours. It’s mine.” Rain squirmed. Hips bucked. But nothing came. Just trembling, panting, and another wave of fresh shame.

“You thought we were coming here to gamble,” she whispered against his ear. “You sat in that taxi thinking you were the one in control. That I was just your hot wife.” She pulled his head back by the hair and looked at him . “But I’m not your wife. You’re mine.”  Her fingers tightened . “And Vegas didn’t change you. I did.”




Chapter Five

Your Love is Like Las Vegas

Rain lay there trembling, plug still snug, cage aching, skin flushed with shame and something like clarity. The vibrator had stopped. The gag was gone. But the silence that followed was louder than anything else.

Vyvian’s thighs, damp and sticky, framed his face. She sat astride him with a calm kind of power. Not cruel or mocking, she was just watching. She brushed her fingers along his jaw, smearing a bit of her own release across his cheek with quiet reverence.

“You needed this,” she said.  “We both did.”  Rain blinked up at her, the tears drying at the edges of his lashes.

“I didn’t know how to ask,” he whispered, voice hoarse.

“I know,”  she replied softly.  “So I stopped asking. I started taking. Because you were never going to give it on your own.”

She leaned down and kissed his forehead. “This isn’t revenge. This is correction.”

He nodded. Something broke open inside him. Not pain. Not arousal. Just truth. “I’m sorry,”  he said, voice small.  “I—I thought I was being strong. I thought not needing anything made me… good.”

“It made you distant,”  she said. “It made us roommates.”

Her hand ran through his hair, slow and steady.  “I married you because I loved you. But I brought you here to save you.”

She shifted beside him, guiding his head to her thigh again. Her scent lingered on her skin, warm and intimate. He inhaled, then kissed her there, delicate, grateful, grounded.

“Lick me clean,”  she murmured.  “Not for show. Just for us,” and   He obeyed. Not because he had to. Because it was right. His tongue was slow, reverent, drinking in what she gave him, sealing the last threads of the ceremony with devotion. When she was satisfied, she tilted his chin up.

“You’re beautiful when you’re honest,”  she said. She rose from the bed and unfastened the corset gently, piece by piece, until Rain could breathe again. She peeled away the lace, unhooked the garters, wiped the gloss from his lips with a tender thumb. Then she reached for the bedside drawer and pulled out a collar. It wasn’t black or red. It was white velvet, with a silver heart in the center.

“Bridal edition,”  she whispered.

Rain smiled through his exhaustion.  “You had that ready?”

“I’ve had it ready for years.” She clipped it on, kissed his throat where it lay, then pulled back the sheets. “Come to bed, baby.”

He slid in next to her, curling instinctively into her chest. Her arms wrapped around him, grounding him. Holding him. Like home. They lay in silence. No rings. No vows. Just breath. Pulse. Skin.

After a long while, Rain whispered,  “Do you think this means we’re doing it right? Now? I mean, are we finally loving each other the right way? Is this what being a real couple is supposed to feel like?"

Vyvian kissed his forehead again .“I think this is the first time we are.”



While the room was thick with heat and sleep. Rain stirred, with heavy limbs, still nestled in Vyvian’s arms. His cheek rested against her bare chest, lips parted against her skin. He didn’t want to move. But something beneath his lace was stirring, hot and needy and a little wicked.

And of course, she felt it.

Vyvian’s hand slid down his back, tracing the velvet collar she’d buckled there earlier. Her fingers dipped lower, brushing the plug seated snug between his cheeks.

He twitched and made a soft, smug noise.  “Told you I could hold it in.”

“Still full, little bride?” she asked, amused.

Rain rolled his hips lazily against her thigh. “Mmhm. But I could take something bigger.  Just saying.”

Vyvian smirked, reaching up to pinch his nipple through the lace.  “Careful.”

“Or what?”  he grinned, looking up at her with big, fake-innocent eyes. “You’ll fuck me properly?”

She stared at him for a moment, then flipped him onto his back with a sudden, practiced roll of her hips, pinning him down.  “Don’t threaten me with a good time,”  she said.

Rain giggled, breath catching as her breasts brushed over the lace on his chest.

“You’re getting bold,”  she murmured.

“I’m your wife now,”  he said, tilting his chin playfully. “Isn’t it my job to be difficult?”

She traced a finger down his belly, past the trembling cage, down to where the plug sat like a promise. “You’ve worn the ring. You’ve kissed the cock. You’ve taken the plug…”  Her fingers slid open the drawer.  “But this is the part where I make sure you never forget who owns you.”

Rain watched her pull out the strap-on—sleek, shining, thick enough to earn his gasp. He blinked, then smiled through it. “You’re gonna let me ride that, right?”

She fastened it on slowly, deliberately.  “Not a chance.”

His pout was immediate.  “You’re no fun.”

“Open your mouth.”

He rolled his eyes dramatically.  “You just want me quiet.”

“I want you full.”  She slid the tip between his lips.

Rain groaned, tongue swirling around the head with practiced eagerness.  “See?”  he said when she pulled back.  “I am good.”

“You’re impossible,”  she muttered, already guiding him down onto the bed.

“Impossible and adorable,”  he teased, flipping over. “Now hurry up and destroy me, please. ”

The plug slid out with a slick pop. He moaned like it was a game, until he felt the blunt press of the strap-on teasing his stretched hole. Then the giggles stopped, and the gasps began. Vyvian entered him slow, deep, steady, no hurry, no warning. Just absolute presence. He arched his back immediately.

“Fuuuuck, that’s not fair,”  he whined, burying his face in the pillow.

“You asked for it.”

“Yeah, but like, hotter than expected, Mistress.”

She fucked him in rhythm, hips grinding slow and deep, her grip on his waist firm enough to remind him who this moment belonged to.

“You feel that?”

“Yes, Mistress,”  he moaned, writhing beneath her.

“That’s me. In you. On you. Through you. That’s what marriage means now.”

He sobbed, but the sound was laced with pleasure. “God, I love being yours,”  he gasped.

She leaned forward, teeth grazing his shoulder. “And I love when you stop pretending to be tough.”

He tried to retort, but came before he could speak. Vyvian didn’t scold him. She kissed the back of his neck, and stayed inside him wrapped around her wife. Rain lay draped across the bed, his limbs deliciously sore from release. The room was quiet now, only the sound of breath and the hush of satin shifting beneath flushed skin. Vyvian stood beside the bed, one hand ghosting over the edge of the drawer.

“I can feel you staring,”  Rain murmured, voice low and sugary. “You’re not gonna pull that thing out again, are you?”

She smirked, sliding the drawer open.Rain’s teasing grin faltered when he saw what gleamed inside, not the strap-on, but a long, slim metal rod, polished and gleaming against a bed of velvet.

“…That’s not your cock,”  he said, sitting up on his elbows.

“No,”  she purred.  “This one’s for yours.”

He glanced down at his locked cage and let out a nervous little laugh.  “I’m fragile. I just got married.”

“You also came without permission,” she said, her voice dipping into something stern. She reached down and unhooked the necklace from around her neck, his key, still warm from where it had nestled between her breasts.

Rain swallowed.  “No fun little honeymoon grace period?”

“Grace?”  she echoed, arching a brow.  “You’re confusing this for a democracy.”

He let out a breathy whimper as she straddled him, key in hand, her fingers curling around his caged cock with proprietary ease.

“Hold still.”

Rain trembled as she unlocked the cage, the metal parting with a faint click. He shivered when his cock was freed, soft, leaking, and exposed.

“Look at that,” Vyvian murmured, lifting it delicately with her gloved fingers.  “So eager. So disobedient. So mine.”

He moaned, half arousal, half humiliation.   “Wait… you’re not really gonna—”

“Oh, I’m going to,” she interrupted, lifting the sounding rod from its case. It gleamed like something ceremonial. Ritualistic.

“Vyvian…”

She paused, eyes narrowing.

“…Mistress Vyvian,”  he corrected immediately.

She smiled and lubed the rod.  “Good girl. Now breathe.”  She knelt between his thighs and wrapped her fingers around his base, holding him steady. “This is a lesson,” she said, her voice calm, almost tender. “Obedience isn’t about pain. It’s about surrender. You give yourself to me completely. Even the parts of you you thought no one would ever touch.”

He whimpered as the cool tip kissed his slit. “You’re gonna ruin me,”  he whispered.

“I already have,”  she said, and slid the rod inside.

Rain gasped, arching off the bed. The sensation was strange, overwhelming, too much, and yet he couldn’t look away, or stop moaning.

“You’re making me so weak,”  he choked.

“No,”  she said, twisting the rod gently.  “I’m making you honest.” Rain trembled beneath her, his back arched, thighs shaking as the first inch slid in.

“Th-thank you,” he gasped, his voice cracking with effort.

Vyvian tilted her head.  “For what, my little problem?”

He whimpered.  “F-for the first inch, Mistress.”

She smiled, cold and sweet.  “Good girl,”  as another inch made it’s way in.

His toes curled,  “Thank you, Mistress,”  he whispered, tighter now, a little breathless.

She dragged her nails along his inner thigh. “Louder.”

He moaned, humiliated, aroused, and undone. “Thank you, Mistress!”

“What are you thankful for?”

“I’m thankful for you,”  he gasped.  “you saved me.”

She smirked and rested her head on his.  “I’m not saving you. I’m remaking you. You chose at the end of the day to choose this life, to save yourself. I’m just living this life alongside you and I am so proud of the gorgeous girl you are becoming.” Another inch, deeper now. He squirmed, helpless and desperate to be still. His eyes fluttered, lips parted.

“Thank you,”  he moaned again. “Thank you for breaking me open. For… for making me yours.”

“Not mine,” she corrected. “You are only  yours when I say you are. Until then, you’re a toy I’m teaching to tremble.”  She reached down and cupped his balls with her free hand, fingers cool against his flushed skin.

“Still full,”  she murmured.  “Still leaking. You didn’t even ask to be cleaned up last time. Did you forget to take care of yourself?”

Rain whined. “I—Mistress, I—I didn’t mean to—”

She slid the rod in just a fraction more and he jerked, gasping.  “Little bride,”  she cooed, “did you forget to go potty after you came like a dumb little pet?”

His cheeks burned, and his body shook, until the tension gave way with a wave of Heat,  wetness and total shame.He broke.  “M-Mistress—I’m—I’m so sorry—I couldn’t hold it—”

She watched the mess spread beneath him, soaking the sheets. Her expression didn't shift, not cruel or kind, it was just firm.  “I didn’t give you permission to leak from any hole.”

Rain’s head dropped to the mattress, red-faced and panting . “I’m sorry—I’m sorry—thank you—thank you—”

“You’ll clean this up,”  she said, removing the rod with practiced grace, the shine of it slick and humiliating.

“Thank you for the last inch,” he whispered, voice ragged and teary-eyed.

She leaned in, brushing a kiss over his temple.  “I’ll give you something to really cry about next time,”  she murmured.  “But for now? You’ll stay here and marinate in your mess.” She stood, and he lay there panting, twitching, totally wrecked, wet, and hers.

As Rain tried to catch  his breath in little shivers. The heat of humiliation hadn’t faded, but it was softened now, wrapped in exhaustion, in the ache of overstimulation, in the ache of being loved so completely he didn’t have to pretend to be okay anymore.

He barely noticed Vyvian leave the bed. But he heard the soft rustle of a towel, the quiet snap of a wipe container, and the gentle click  of the bedside lamp dimming low.

She came back like gravity, kneeling beside him, wiping slowly, starting with his thighs.

“Still breathing?” she murmured.

“Barely,”  he whispered, his voice raw and sleepy. “You’re evil.”

She smiled, brushing the inside of his leg with warm, damp cloth.  “Evil?”

“A cruel, gorgeous monster. And I love you.”

“I know,”  she said, wiping carefully over the mess on his belly.  “And I love you too, my dirty little wife.”

He blushed. “You’re not mad I ruined your sheets?”

She leaned forward and kissed his cheek.  “We can get new ones from the lobby, they have hundreds of them, and I think they’re prettier like this.”

He hummed as she cleaned between his legs, her touch gentle now. Reverent, almost. She took care not to press too hard, even as her words stayed wicked. “You’ll be sore tomorrow,”  she said. “Which is fine. You won’t need to walk much.”

“Why not?”  he murmured, eyes fluttering closed.

“Because I’ll be leading you by a leash most of the day,”  she said sweetly, wiping the last of him with a warm towel. “And I’d prefer not to hear whining.” He made a soft sound, somewhere between a moan and a mewl.

“There we go,”  she teased.  “There’s the noise I like.” She tossed the towel aside, pulled the soft blanket up over him, and slipped beneath it. He nestled into her instinctively, burying his face against her bare chest, his body humming with soreness and safety.

“You planning our honeymoon schedule now?” he mumbled.  “Can we… maybe… nap somewhere in that schedule?”

Her hand threaded into his hair, stroking gently. “Of course. You were a very good girl tonight.”

“Even when I peed everywhere?”

“Especially then.” He groaned as she kissed the top of his head . “Sleep, baby. Tomorrow’s for sluts in the sun.”  He was already asleep before she finished the sentence.




Chapter Six

Waking Up in Vegas

The morning light poured in through gauzy curtains, casting soft gold across the velvet headboard and the satin sheets tangled between Rain’s legs. He stirred slowly, not quite ready to return to reality, but not wanting to miss a second of it either. The cage between his thighs pulsed faintly, snug and present. His body still ached in the best ways: thighs tender, lips tingling, hole stretched and sensitive. Beneath the thin pink lace of his bra, his nipples throbbed softly, ringed in fading teeth marks and love.

He smiled into the pillow. This was what it meant to be married, actually married. As his eyes fluttered open, he saw Vyvian standing at the window in a short, satin robe the color of spilled wine. She was brushing her hair out in long, slow strokes, her curves framed by the soft light, backlit like a goddess in repose.

And she was humming . “...that’s what you get for waking up in Vegas...”

Rain giggled under his breath. She turned toward him without surprise, as if she’d known the exact moment his lashes parted.

“Well good morning, wife.”

He stretched delicately, the garter straps tugging at his thighs.  “Mmm. Good morning, Queen of Las Vegas . ”

Vyvian gave him a smirk.  “Don’t get cute. You’ve got a full schedule.”

Rain blinked. “I do?”

She crossed the room in slow, deliberate steps and plucked a neatly folded printout from the dresser. It had pink lipstick marks where it had been sealed shut. Rain took it with both hands, unfolding it cautiously.

At the top, it read:  “Honeymoon Day 2: Her Wife’s Day of Submission.”   Below it was a list. A bulleted, timestamped, and ruthlessly color-coded itinerary.

Rain blinked at the paper, then back up at her . “You made me an itinerary?”

Vyvian leaned over the bed, planting one knee beside his hip as she tugged the sheets away. “Of course. Brides shouldn’t have to make decisions on their honeymoon.”

He looked down at the list again, heart thumping.

●  10:00 AM – Brunch at the Blooming Café

●  1:30 AM – Styling Studio Appointment

●  5:00 PM – Tattoo & Piercing

●  9:00 PM – Can-Can Bar 

At the bottom was a handwritten note: 
“No safewords. Only service. ”

Rain flushed as Vyvian’s fingers toyed with the lace strap of his thong. “You’re serious.”

“I married you,”  she said, brushing her lips over his temple. “This is me taking you seriously.”

Rain made a soft, bratty little noise, somewhere between a protest and a moan.  “Can’t we stay in bed? You promised me a nap, I don’t see it here, and you haven’t even ruined me today.”

Vyvian smiled down at him like he was the sweetest problem she’d ever created. “We’ll get to that. But first, brunch. You’re going to look so pretty when they serve you last.”

He rolled his eyes playfully, but obediently sat up as she reached for the satin box on the nightstand. Inside: today’s outfit.

Stockings the color of rosewater. A blush mesh top with rhinestone heart cutouts where his nipples would be. A lacy garter belt. And a pair of pale pink heels he hadn’t worn since his bridal fitting.

She held up a tiny pair of glitter-trimmed panties. “Arms up.”

He obeyed. She dressed him piece by piece, slowly, like it was part ritual and part tease. Every strap she buckled, every clip she fastened, came with a little smirk, a little tug, a little reminder:

“You’re mine.” 
“You’re my walking decoration.” 
“You don’t exist today, just your service does.”

When he was finally dressed and his leash clipped on, Vyvian stepped back to admire her work. Rain stood by the mirror, cheeks flushed, legs trembling in those ridiculous heels, and lips freshly glossed.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” she murmured.

He grinned. “All for you, Queen.”

She kissed him full on the lips, tasting the sweetness of his surrender.



The Blooming Café looked like a Pinterest board had been dropped in a glitter bomb. The awning was bubblegum pink with sparkly script that read: "Bottomless Mimosas, Bottomed Brides." A bell above the door jingled as Vyvian led Rain in by the leash, her heels clicking with authority while his trembled to keep up.

Inside, the smell of syrup and strawberries clung to velvet cushions. Every table had a sugar bowl shaped like a corset. Every waitress wore five-inch heels, pink aprons, and dazzling smiles that said they knew exactly what you were, and they loved it.

“Welcome back, Miss Vyvian!”  chirped a tall girl with platinum curls and pouty lips. Her nametag read Tiffany, Head Hostess, and her waist looked like it could snap in half. She eyed Rain with a sultry tilt of her head.  “And this must be the wife I’ve heard so much about…”

Rain’s cheeks flushed. He tried to speak, but the gloss on his lips stuck for a second, too thick and too sweet. Vyvian gave a light tug on his leash.

“She’s shy,”  Vyvian said. “Still learning how to say ‘thank you’ when someone compliments her hair.”

Tiffany grinned wide.  “We’ll fix that.”

She led them to a table in the center of the room, not discreet, not in the back, but right under the chandelier, where every customer could get a good look, and they did. Rain’s chair was a little lower than Vyvian’s. His menu had no prices, only smiley faces and winks next to each dish. Vyvian’s had prices. And a little “Mistress Discount” at the bottom.  The waitress came over a moment later, this one with thigh-high stockings and a glittery nose ring. She placed two napkins on their laps, tucking Rain’s in for him.

“And what can I get started for the gorgeous couple?” she asked.

“Two mimosas,”  Vyvian said. “But she’ll be drinking from a sippy straw.”  Rain blushed so hard he thought his ears might melt.

The waitress winked . “We’ll bring her the pink cup.”

As she walked away, Vyvian traced a finger up Rain’s bare thigh under the table.  “You’re being very good,” she murmured.

“I’m trying,” Rain whispered.

She smiled. “Then say it loud.”

Rain swallowed hard. Looked up. A few eyes were already on them, admiring, amused, aroused. “I’m trying,”  he said again, louder, voice sweet and girlish.

Vyvian kissed his cheek.  “That’s my girl.”

The mimosas arrived first, Vyvian’s in a tall flute with a sugared rim, Rain’s in a pink toddler-style cup with glittery handles and a long silicone straw shaped like a heart. The waitress set it down with a wink . “This one doesn’t spill, just like a good girl.” Rain blushed furiously.

“Say thank you,” Vyvian cooed.

“…Thank you,” Rain mumbled, barely audible.

Vyvian tilted her head.  “Try again.”

Rain glanced up at the waitress, who waited patiently, a gentle hand on her hip. “Thank you for my sippy cup,”  Rain said, louder this time. “It’s… really cute.”

“That’s better,” Vyvian praised, stroking his inner thigh.

Their food came soon after: a fluffy stack of rainbow pancakes for Vyvian, and for Rain, one single, heart-shaped pancake on a tiny saucer, topped with a swirl of cream and a cherry.

He blinked. “Is this… all mine?”

“You’re watching your figure,”  Vyvian said lightly. “Besides, I figured you’d be full from last night.”

Rain’s face turned crimson. A few nearby diners giggled behind their menus.

The waitress leaned in again.  “If she finishes her plate like a good girl, can she get a treat?”

“Oh, she’ll get something,”  Vyvian purred. “Depends on how well she begs.”

Rain, trembling, lifted his tiny pancake with two fingers, his nails freshly painted and glimmering in the chandelier light. He took the daintiest bite he could manage, trying not to get cream on his lips. It didn’t work.

Vyvian leaned over with a napkin and dabbed it away. “Messy little thing. You can’t even eat without being embarrassing.”

“Maybe you shouldn’t have made me wear lip gloss,” Rain hissed, just loud enough for her to hear.

Vyvian laughed .  “Maybe I should’ve made you wear a bib.”

That earned another round of snickers from the table beside them, where two women in corset tops were openly watching Rain with giddy curiosity. One raised her glass toward him.

“To the blushing bride,” she said. Rain nodded, eyes low, lips sticky.

Vyvian raised her own glass.  “To the wife I always wanted, bratty, bendable, and fully mine.”

They clinked.



The sign above the next stop sparkled in cursive gold:  "GlamourTrap Studio – She/Her Looks for They/Them Bitches."

Rain didn’t know where to look first: the rotating wigs in the window, the blown-up posters of glossy-lipped sissies in impossibly cinched corsets, or the spinning pole in the center of the lobby with a mannequin bent in full split beneath a sign that read: “Ask About Our Tuck & Tease Package.”

“Appointment for Rain,”  Vyvian said, guiding him forward with a tug on the leash.

A glam tech with a rhinestone headset and a leopard-print bustier grinned from behind the desk.  “Oh yesss. The bride.”  She looked him up and down.  “Let’s get you prepped, sugar.”

Rain was led to a padded pink recliner surrounded by vanity lights and perfume haze. His heels were removed, robe draped over his lap. Another tech fluffed a powder puff near his cheek.

A tall woman in a flowing silk kimono arrived next, labeled “Head Dollmaker” on her tag, and began placing individual lash extensions with skilled, practiced fingers.

“So,”  she said with a sultry smile,  “first-time full feminization?”

Rain blinked.  “I—um—kinda?” Trying to figure out if the events that transpired yesterday counted, unable to do so from the whiplash of events, and it, frankly, being above his mental bandwidth.

“She’s been resisting,”  Vyvian said from her seat nearby, crossing her legs.  “But she’s coming around. She’s such a tease when she wants to be.”

Rain squirmed as one of the other techs tilted the chair back and started applying under-eye pads.

“Let’s soften that bratty tone, then,”   the lash artist said. “We’ll do lashes, some cheek shimmer, and, oh, we’ve got a special treat today. The ‘Dollify & Hum’ treatment.”

Rain raised an eyebrow. “What’s—”

The headrest clicked back further, and a vintage-style hair heating dome was lowered over his head.

“It’s an immersive self-esteem booster,”  the stylist said sweetly. “Let the girl inside shine through.”

Vyvian smirked. “Start it.”

A low hum filled the space as the machine warmed. Gentle binaural tones began to whisper just beneath the static, accompanied by soft voices: “You’re soft… you’re sweet… you serve…”

Rain blinked slowly. His fingers twitched.

The stylist added gloss to his lips while he sat there, his gaze growing a little hazier.

“Pretty is as pretty obeys…” 
  “Every command makes you more beautiful…” 
  “Your thoughts are wrinkled little things—we smooth them out…”

Rain’s breathing slowed. His thighs pressed together under the robe. Vyvian stood and ran a hand along his jawline. “How are you feeling, bride?”

“Floaty,”  he murmured. “Tingly.”

“Good. Stay there for a bit.”  She leaned in and kissed him softly, gloss to gloss.

After a couple of hours had passed, the humming from the heating dome slowed, then clicked off with a soft chime. One of the stylists gently lifted it. “Alright, dollface. Time for your first look.”

Rain blinked, eyes fluttery and glossy from the conditioning, lips parted in a dazed pout, unaware any time had passed at all as they spun the chair. The mirror lit up as Rain gasped.

Gone was the stammering man in travel sweats who boarded a plane with Vyvian. In his place sat a glossy-lipped, lash-heavy vision in full bimbo glam. His lashes were long enough to flutter like butterfly wings. His cheeks shimmered with highlighter, his lips a wet, plumping gloss in pink frosting. Rhinestones framed the outer corners of his eyes in tiny heart shapes, and the contour made his cheekbones look almost cruel.

His brows had been shaped high and arched. His foundation was flawless, his skin dewy. A faint glitter mist clung to his collarbone. And his hair, oh, the hair. They’d curled it into thick, bouncy waves and teased it into a voluminous style straight out of a burlesque show. A delicate fascinator veil with a single silk rose had been clipped above one ear.

It was the outfit that finally broke him. A sheer pink mini-dress with a halter top and plunging neckline clung to every curve, cinched tight at the waist by a corset belt in glittery rose gold. Beneath it, white lace panties peeked out just enough to be sinful. Matching gloves slid to the elbows, and his new heels, platform stilettos in candy pink, made him feel like he was walking on a dream… or maybe a stage.

“I…”  he whispered, touching his lips.  “I look…”

“Like what you were always meant to be,”  Vyvian said softly, appearing behind him in the mirror. “You’re Perfect. You’re Fuckable. You’re Owned.”

“I’m… kinda hot.”  He said, ruffling his hair in the mirror, unable to take his eyes off himself, the way he couldn’t take his eyes off the dancers in the bar.

The head stylist cackled. “She finally sees it!”

Vyvian leaned in, resting her hands on Rain’s shoulders.  “You’re not just hot, baby. You’re humiliatingly, dangerously irresistible.”

Rain’s thighs rubbed together beneath the dress. “I look like someone who gets… used.”

“And adored,”  Vyvian added.  “Don’t forget that.”

Rain stared at his reflection a moment longer. Then he reached up and adjusted the rose in his hair just slightly.

“I’m ready,” he said, with a bratty little pout.

Vyvian smirked. “Oh, you think you’re ready.”  She slipped the leash back into her hand . “Next stop: the piercing studio.”



The studio sat behind a velvet curtain in the back of GlamourTrap. A glowing neon sign above the archway read:  “Skin Deep Services – No Refunds, No Regrets.”

Rain hesitated at the threshold, his heels wobbling slightly on the slick floor. Inside, the space pulsed with soft pink light. Glass counters sparkled with jewelry, nipple bars, nose studs, heart-shaped padlocks, and framed prints on the walls showcased inked individuals in very kinky poses: gagged, ringed, restrained… radiant. Rain blew his new hair constantly getting in his face now, something he wasn’t used to, and rolled his eye looking at these portraits. Well, I can tell why Vyvian chose this studio out of the dozens of others on the strip , he thought.

A woman with icy white hair and full black sleeves looked up from her bench and smiled. “You must be Rain.”

Rain cleared his throat, trying not to trip on his own reflection in the glass tiles.  “That’s me.”

“She’s the bride,” Vyvian added smoothly, fingers still curled possessively in the leash. “And she needs to be properly… claimed.”

The artist nodded.  “Then let’s get her in the chair.”

Rain was guided to a velvet-lined tattoo table. As he reclined, a second technician, this one wearing leather garters over fishnets and a glitter-stained apron, began laying out instruments on a silver tray.

“Do you have the design ready?” the artist asked.

Vyvian pulled a folded slip of paper from her corset belt.  “It’s simple. But intimate.”

She handed it over to the artist, who opened it, then smiled slowly. A delicate design: A heart. Inside it, a keyhole. And underneath, in looping script: "Vyvian’s Property."

“Where?” the artist asked.

“Right above the sissy’s clit,”  Vyvian said, eyes glinting. Rain whimpered, instinctively pressing his thighs together, but his cage was still locked, his modesty exposed beneath the sheer hem of the dress.

“Don’t worry, sweetheart,”  the artist cooed, unscrewing a small jar of numbing cream. “We’ll take just enough edge off. Not enough to forget, just enough to keep you still while we make you pretty.”

Rain flinched as the first touch of the cream hit his chest, cool and thick, smeared in soft, practiced circles over his nipples until they peaked helplessly. His breath hitched. Then came more, gliding lower, teasing just above the line of his locked cage. The sensation was maddening: numb but not gone, dulled but aching. Not a touch to relieve, only to remind.

“Ohh…” he whimpered, hips twitching against the padded table. His locked clitty pulsed, straining pointlessly against the unforgiving metal, humiliated by how hard it tried in spite of everything.

“W-what is that?” he stammered.

“Numbing cream,” Vyvian replied, calm and amused behind him.  “For your little sissy clit, too. Can’t have our bride crying too loud before the wedding night.”

Rain squirmed, the phrase ‘sissy clit’  echoing in his ears and lodging itself somewhere deeper, lower. He tried to look away, but the mirror above the station refused to let him. It made him watch. He saw himself: the heavy lashes, the pink smudged lips, the dress hiked and tangled around his thighs. His chest bare and helpless. His face already flushed with submission. He didn’t look like someone about to become a bride. He looked like he already was one.

“I’m… really doing this,”  he breathed, his voice thin and unreal.

“You already did,”  Vyvian purred, now by his side. “Now be a good girl and take your marks.”

The tattoo gun buzzed to life. Rain’s fingers clenched the padded edge of the table. His back arched as the needle bit into his skin, just above the cage. The pain wasn’t sharp, but present, etched deep like truth into flesh. His thighs trembled. His lips parted.

“Mmmfuck,”  he whimpered, drooling on the leather padding.  “It—hurts—ahhh…”

“Good,” Vyvian said, not looking up. “It’s supposed to. So you remember who owns your body.”

His mind spun. Not just from the pain, but from the way his nipples throbbed under the cream, buzzing with the strange paradox of numbness and hypersensitivity. He could feel their eyes on him. The artists. Vyvian. Everyone. Watching him break open under a buzzing needle and a little pink leash he couldn’t escape, and then, the piercings. Each stab of the needle felt deeper than the last. Rain cried out, a wet little mewl as metal pushed through tender flesh, and the cold sting of chain links followed. A soft click , a tug, and he was connected, nipple to nipple, pain to pleasure, breath to shame.

Vyvian leaned over him, kissed his sweat-damp brow with a strange tenderness.  “How do you feel?”

Rain licked his lips, shivering, his eyes glassy with the beginning of tears, “marked,” he whispered.



The bar pulsed with velvet lights and bass so low it practically kissed the spine.  Moulin Ruin , the marquee read. Rain didn’t catch the name when they entered the night before; he was already intoxicated, purposefully. The stage was already alive, legs kicking in synchrony, lace skirts flaring, stockings flashing between heels and garters. But what stood out to Rain most wasn’t the precision or sparkle.

It was always the girls. With less booze in his system, he could more easily see the slightly exaggerated sway, the tautness of effort behind each coquettish smile. They were… like him, or to be more exact, he was now like them.

Only they bolder with their high kicks. Only braver people are parading around on stage. Only louder, showcasing their desire to those around them, and they were winning in a battle of desires that laid dormant within Rain.

Rain stared, breath shallow, thighs still slightly sore beneath his mini dress. The chain on his pierced nipples was hidden under sheer pink mesh, but he could feel it tug every time he inhaled. His new tattoo throbbed faintly with each heartbeat. Beside him, Vyvian sipped from a flute of champagne and watched him watch them. She didn’t speak, just let him once again take it in.

The dancer in the center winked at him mid-kick. Rain's thighs squeezed together under the table. He shifted. Uncomfortable in his body, not out of shame, but from how much he wanted to move. To be up there. To be kicking, and grinding, and letting the whole damn bar see what Vyvian had made him into.

“Do you think…”  he started, voice small like the first patter of a rainstorm on warm pavement, soft but certain, the kind that tells you something bigger is coming. Then Rain cleared his throat.  “Do you think we’re finally being who we’re meant to be?”

Vyvian smiled slowly and knowingly, in the face of a gentle downpour she knew was about to intensify,  “You mean finally being honest? Then yes, we’re at the part. I think this is the part where you admit you were never just along for the ride.” She didn’t look at him right away”, and she let the words settle like perfume in the air. “You weren’t just watching them tonight. You’ve been watching for years.” Her voice was soft, but it cut clean.  “Every time your eyes lingered a little too long on a girl’s skirt swinging as she walked. Every time we passed someone confident in her skin and you got quiet. You thought I didn’t notice? That I didn’t see you aching to glow like that, move like that, be that?”

She turned to him now, her gaze firm but kind, like a hand at the small of the back guiding him forward, “You were never just tagging along. You were waiting for someone to give you permission. To tell you it’s okay. That you could stop pretending.”  Vyvian’s fingers brushed his chin, lifting it gently. “So I’m telling you now what I should have told you years ago, and I’m sorry for not being a wiser woman to do so. It’s okay. I see you. I choose you, so be  you , whatever that looks like, but the only person who can make  that choice is you.”

She leaned in close, her breath warm on his cheek. “But you don’t get to hide anymore, Rain. That girl on stage? She’s not your fantasy. She’s your future; you can’t run from her forever. We both know that.”

Rain came like the summer storm he was named for, sudden, soft, and breaking open all at once. No thunder, just the steady downpour of a heart that had held back for too long. And when the tears followed, tangled with shudders and mascara and breathless little whimpers, Vyvian was already there, arms wrapped around him like shelter, like roof, like home.

She didn’t rush him. She just held him until the sobs softened to silence, until the glitter on his cheeks faded into a quiet glow, until he could breathe again without unraveling.

Then she draped an arm across his shoulder, her voice a low hum beside his ear.   “Do you want to go up there?”

Rain bit his lip. His lashes were still damp.  “I don’t know.”

Vyvian nodded, pulling him closer.  “That’s okay. You don’t have to.”

She kissed the side of his temple.  “Knowing you have the choice is the point. Not whether you use it tonight.”  She leaned in close.  “You’ve got lipstick on your teeth, babygirl.”

Through his tears, he still managed to smile widely. “Good.”

They stayed there a while, watching, and drinking. Vyvian’s hand slowly sliding down his thigh beneath the table. The dancers spun into a glittered finale, kicking in unison to “Waking Up in Vegas”  final chorus. The crowd cheered.

And Rain? He didn’t get up. Not yet, but he was leaning forward. The kind of lean that comes just before a girl stands.

Afterword

First of all, if you’ve made it this far, thank you, like seriously, from the bottom of Rain’s cage and Vicki’s glossy black heart, thank you. This book has been my favorite to write so far… though, to be fair, I say that every time. It’s the curse (or blessing?) of writing stories that get deeper, filthier, and more sparkly with each one. Every chapter in Viva Las Sissy  is titled after a song, not that you’ll find any lyrics inside (copyright lawyers, please look away). But if you ever felt the rhythm while reading… well, that’s the magic of Vegas, baby.

And speaking of Vegas, yes: I really did write chunks of this book furiously hunched over my laptop at the Las Vegas airport. If you happened to see me, I hope you made a wish, because I promise you just banked yourself a little extra luck the next time you hit the slots, or maybe you’re wishing for luck in… other places. I won’t judge.

If you liked Viva Las Sissy , check out my other stories , you’ll find bratty mouths, blushing bottoms, and more depraved journeys of surrender waiting for you. Keep your eyes peeled, because more is always coming. Until then: kiss the key, bend the knee, and remember... what happens in Vegas ends up in chastity.

Xoxo,

Alexandria Jackson
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