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Chapter 1: The Return to Windermere

	 

	"Sign it, Tupac. Or get out of my sight forever." Persephone Hayes watched her ex - husband from her velvet armchair, her legs crossed with a lethal elegance. Her designer heels were inches from his face, the sharp points of the stilettos reflecting the dim light of the study.

Tupac Wilson looked up at her, his eyes red - rimmed and desperate. He had been a man of status once, or at least he had tried to be. Three years of failure in the wake of their divorce had stripped him of his delusions. He had lost the business, the prestige, and the traditional masculine identity he had clung to so tightly. Now, he was back at the gates of Windermere, begging for the woman who had discarded him for his incompetence.

"I cannot live without you, Persephone," Tupac whispered, his forehead pressing against the rug at the base of her throne - like chair.

Persephone looked down at him, her expression a mask of beautiful, cold indifference. "You lived without me for three years, Tupac. You tried to be a man out there in the world, and you failed. You are a failure as a provider, a failure as a patriarch, and a failure as a traditional husband. If you want to be in my life, you will be none of those things. This contract is the only way back."

She pushed the heavy parchment toward him on the marble coffee table. It was a legal document, but it was also a death warrant for the man he used to be. The terms were absolute. He would surrender his name, his wardrobe, his pride, and his autonomy. In return, he would be kept, cared for, and owned as her domestic sissy.

"Sign it," she commanded, her voice like velvet - wrapped steel. "Or leave Windermere and never return."

Tupac did not hesitate. He grabbed the pen, his fingers trembling, and scrawled his name at the bottom of the page. The moment the ink dried, the power in the room shifted. He was no longer Tupac Wilson, the man who had let her down. He was now her creature.

"Good," Persephone said, a slow, predatory smile spreading across her lips. "Now, strip. Your old life ends this second."

Within the hour, the transition had begun. Persephone stood in her dressing room, watching as Tupac struggled to pull the delicate, silk stockings over his muscular calves. He was now dressed in a French maid’s apron, the lace - trimmed hem barely covering his hips. The white silk of his stockings contrasted sharply with his skin, and the small, pink bows at the garters were a mark of his new status. He looked absurd, yet he looked more right than he ever had in a suit.

"Come here," she said.

Tupac crawled across the floor, the sound of his knees on the marble echoing through the silent room. He stopped at her feet, his eyes downcast, his breath hitching in his chest.

"My feet are tired from standing over you, my sweet sissy," Persephone murmured. She leaned back, extending one foot. "You know your duty."

Tupac reached out, his hands reverent as he took her heel in his palms. He began to massage her arch, his movements practiced and desperate to please. He leaned down, pressing his lips to the top of her foot, worshipping her toes with a devotion he had never shown during their marriage. This was the romance he had craved - the absolute surrender of himself to her will. The humiliation was not a burden; it was a relief.

"You are much better at this than you ever were at business," Persephone taunted softly, her toes curling against his lips.

A knock at the door signaled the arrival of her associates. Regina Shakur and Finn Harrington entered the room, both dressed in sharp, expensive suits. They didn’t even blink at the sight of Tupac on the floor in his lace and silk. They were part of her inner circle; they knew exactly what Persephone required of her property.

"He looks well - adjusted, Persephone," Regina said, her voice dripping with amusement as she looked down at the sissy husband. "Much more useful this way than he was three years ago."

"He is learning," Persephone replied, tapping Tupac’s cheek with the toe of her shoe. "Aren’t you, my little pet?"

"Yes, Mistress," Tupac whispered, his face flushing a deep red as he continued to adore her feet in front of the guests. "I am your obedient servant."

Finn Harrington laughed, pouring himself a drink from the sideboard. "I must say, the domesticity suits him. It’s a pity more men don’t realize their true potential is found on their knees."

The evening progressed into a private masquerade ball, a grand affair that filled the halls of Windermere with the elite of their circle. Persephone moved through the crowd with the grace of a queen, her mask a shimmering gold. She spoke with Wyatt Valerius and Malika Hill about her latest acquisitions, her hand resting casually on the table where the heavy linens draped to the floor.

Beneath that table, hidden from the eyes of the guests but fully aware of their presence, Tupac was exactly where he belonged. He was restricted to his knees, his sissy attire rustling as he shifted in the cramped space. His entire world was reduced to the sight of Persephone’s designer heels.

He spent the night attending to her feet, his hands never ceasing their worship. Every time she shifted her weight, every time she pressed her heel into his thigh to remind him of his place, a wave of romantic ecstasy washed over him. He was her property, her secret, her humiliated joy. He felt the vibration of her laughter through the floor, a sound that validated his entire existence.

Persephone looked down for a brief moment, catching his eye through the gap in the tablecloth. She saw the absolute adoration in his gaze, the way he lived for her approval and her dominance. Their love had been a broken, mismatched thing when they were equals. Now, in the structured perfection of her superiority, it was a masterpiece.

"Windermere has never felt more like a home," Persephone whispered to herself, as she felt Tupac’s lips press against her ankle in the darkness beneath the table. The role reversal was complete, and she would never let him go. He was finally the husband she deserved - a sissy who knew that his only purpose was to serve.

	 


Chapter 2: Begging at the Gates

	 

	The heavy iron gates of the Windermere estate groaned as they were forced open, not by a guest, but by a legal process server flanked by two private security guards. Persephone Hayes stood on the marble veranda, her hand resting firmly on the back of Tupac Wilson’s neck. Tupac was currently on his knees, his focus entirely on the delicate task of polishing the toes of her designer heels with a silk cloth. His lace - trimmed apron fluttered in the light breeze, and the silk stockings he wore hugged his muscular calves, a constant reminder of his new, delicate identity.

"Persephone Hayes?" the lead man called out, holding up a thick stack of papers. "We have a court order for the immediate repossession of all assets formerly belonging to Tupac Wilson, including any personhood rights transferred in your private divorce settlement. Regina Shakur has filed a claim stating the transfer of his domestic status was a fraudulent conveyance to avoid creditors."

Tupac froze, his breath hitching in his chest. He looked up at Persephone, his eyes wide with a primal terror. The man he used to be was a ghost, a failure who had lost everything in the traditional world of business and masculine expectations. The sissy he had become under Persephone’s roof was the only version of himself he loved, because it was the only version she accepted.

"Nasir!" Persephone barked, and Nasir Nguyen appeared from the shadows of the foyer, his hand resting on his holster. "See these men to the edge of the property. My lawyers will deal with Regina Shakur’s desperate attempts to meddle in my domestic affairs. No one removes property from Windermere without my express command."

As Nasir moved to intercept the men, the reality of the threat hung in the air like a shroud. Persephone looked down at Tupac, her expression hardening into a mask of cold, beautiful authority. She removed her foot from his reach and stepped back, leaving him reaching for the air where her heel had just been.

"It seems your past is trying to crawl back into our lives, Tupac," she said, her voice like ice. "Regina thinks you are still a man with assets to be seized. She thinks you are a person with rights that can be litigated."

"I have nothing!" Tupac cried out, his voice high and desperate. He scrambled forward on his hands and knees, the gravel of the veranda biting into his palms, though he welcomed the pain if it meant her attention. He pressed his face against her shins, the rough lace of his sissy apron scratching against his own sensitive skin. "I am your servant. I am your property. Please, Persephone, do not let them take me back to that world. I cannot be a man again. I only want to be your sissy. I only want to serve you."

"Then you must be more than a servant," Persephone whispered, her voice a low, dangerous purr that sent a shiver of romantic ecstasy down his spine. "You must be a monument to my superiority. If Regina wants to audit your life, I will show her exactly what you have become. I will show her that you are no longer a man, but a cherished, humiliated piece of my estate."

She reached down, grabbing a handful of his hair to tilt his head back so he was forced to look into her demanding eyes. "Tonight, I am inviting Regina Shakur and Finn Harrington over for an emergency summit. You will serve us dinner on your hands and knees. You will wear the sheer silk stockings and the shortest lace uniform in the wardrobe. You will worship my feet in front of them while they discuss your value, and you will beg for the privilege of staying here in your shame. Do you understand, Tupac?"

"Yes, Mistress," Tupac whispered, his eyes shining with tears of devotion. "I will beg. I will show them how much I love being your sissy. I will show them I am fit for nothing else but your floor."

The evening arrived with a heavy tension. Persephone sat at the head of the long mahogany table, flanked by Regina Shakur and Finn Harrington. Regina looked at the scene with a predatory smirk, her eyes tracking Tupac as he crawled into the room, a silver tray balanced precariously on his back. He was dressed in a shimmering black silk sissy outfit, the lace ruffles at his hips accentuating his submissive posture.

"He looks well - trained, Persephone," Finn Harrington remarked, leaning back and sipping his wine. "But Regina is right. His debts are massive. The bank sees him as a high - value asset that should be liquidated, not kept as a domestic pet."

Persephone didn't answer immediately. Instead, she snapped her fingers. Tupac immediately moved to her side, lowering himself until his chest was flat against the floor. He began to unlace her shoes with trembling, practiced fingers.

"Tupac," Persephone said, her voice echoing in the silent room. "Tell Regina why she shouldn't take you back to the city. Tell her what you are."

Tupac didn't look up. He took Persephone’s foot into his hands, his thumbs beginning a deep, rhythmic massage of her arch. He leaned down, pressing a fervent kiss to her big toe before speaking. "I am a failure as a man, Miss Shakur," he said, his voice thick with a mix of humiliation and pride. "I am Persephone’s sissy. I have no rights, no assets, and no desire for a life outside of her service. I am her footstool. I am her creature. Please... I beg you... do not take me away from my Mistress. I belong beneath her feet."

Regina leaned forward, her eyes narrowing. "You would choose this? This humiliation? You were a CEO, Tupac."

"I was a ghost then," Tupac replied, his hands never ceasing their worship of Persephone’s feet. "I only feel alive when she looks down at me. I only feel worth when I am obeying her. My love for her is my only currency."

Persephone smiled, a sharp, victorious expression. She looked at Regina and Finn. "As you can see, the asset has no value to anyone but me. He is functionally useless to the world of men. He is a domestic sissy, through and through. If you take him, you take a man who will weep for his stockings and beg to be humiliated. Is that what the bank wants?"

Finn laughed, shaking his head. "He’s broken, Regina. Entirely. There is no recovery from this level of devotion."

Regina sighed, leaning back. "It seems he has found his true calling. But the paperwork will be expensive, Persephone."

"I will pay any price to keep my property," Persephone said, her gaze returning to Tupac. She pressed her heel into the center of his palm, a gesture of absolute ownership. "Now, Tupac, show our guests how grateful you are for my protection. Show them how a sissy thanks his Mistress."

Tupac let out a soft, broken sob of relief. He began to crawl around the table, moving from Persephone to Regina, then to Finn, kissing the tips of their shoes in a display of total domestic obedience. But when he returned to Persephone, his movements were different - slower, more intimate. He sank back to his knees at her feet, his head bowed, the lace of his apron dusting the floor.

"Thank you, Mistress," he whimpered. "Thank you for keeping me."

"Go to the bedroom, Tupac," Persephone commanded. "Wait for me on the rug. You will remain in your stockings and your lace until I decide you have been punished enough for the trouble your past has caused me tonight."

"Yes, Mistress," he whispered, his face alight with the romantic joy of his continued servitude. He backed out of the room on his knees, never once turning his back to her, a perfect, humiliated sissy who had finally found his place at the gates of his own heaven. In the quiet halls of Windermere, the power exchange was no longer just a contract; it was the very air they breathed.

	 


Chapter 3: The Terms of the Contract

	 

	I am nothing more than a ghost of the man I used to be, Tupac thought, his knees aching against the plush rug of Persephone Hayes’s master suite. The world outside these gates no longer knows my name, and within them, my name is only whatever she chooses to call me. There is a terror in this total erasure, a cold realization that if I were to vanish tonight, the only evidence of my existence would be the signature on that contract and the scent of her perfume on my skin. The old life, with its demands of masculinity and the crushing weight of being a provider, is gone. I am terrified of the unknown, of what it means to truly be a possession, but the impossibility of turning back is a relief that brings tears to my eyes. I have signed away my soul, and for the first time in three years, I can finally breathe.

Tupac looked down at his own thighs, encased in sheer white silk stockings held up by delicate lace garters. The contrast against his skin was a constant reminder of his new reality. He was no longer the husband who had failed to meet Persephone’s expectations; he was the domestic sissy who existed solely for her gratification. The contract lay on the mahogany vanity, its pages detailing the absolute surrender of his autonomy. According to the terms Persephone had dictated, Tupac was to have no property, no private thoughts, and no function other than the worship of his Mistress.

The door opened, and the clicking of high heels echoed against the marble floor before muffled by the rug. Persephone Hayes entered the room, her presence commanding and cold. She looked down at him, her eyes tracing the line of his lace - trimmed apron.

"Have you read the final clause, Tupac?" she asked, her voice like velvet wrapped around a blade.

"Yes, Mistress," he whispered, bowing his head until his forehead touched the floor. "I understand that my body is your property. I understand that my only purpose is to serve you and your guests."

"Good," Persephone said, taking a seat in her velvet armchair. She extended one leg, her designer heel dangling from the tip of her toes. "Then let us begin the evening’s primary duty. My arches are tight, and I find myself in need of your particular brand of devotion."

Tupac moved forward on his knees, his heart hammering against his ribs. This was the romance he had craved, the intimacy of being lower than the dust on her soles. He reached out with trembling hands, gently sliding the expensive shoe from her foot. He cradled her heel in his palm as if it were a sacred relic. His thumbs began to work into the soft skin of her arch, his movements practiced and desperate to please.

"Regina Shakur and Finn Harrington were quite impressed with your display earlier," Persephone remarked, leaning back and closing her eyes as he massaged her feet. "Regina mentioned that she has never seen a man so naturally suited for the role of a maid. She thinks the lace becomes you. Do you agree, Tupac?"

"If it pleases you, Mistress, then it is the only thing I wish to wear," he replied, his voice thick with emotion. He leaned down, pressing a lingering, worshipful kiss to the center of her sole. The scent of her expensive lotion filled his senses, a drug that made the humiliation feel like a crown.

"You are learning," she murmured. "But tonight is merely a rehearsal. The masquerade ball is approaching, and I expect you to be at your most obedient. Wyatt Valerius and Malika Hill will be in attendance. They are people of high standing, and they expect to see the full extent of your domestic sissyhood."

The night of the masquerade arrived with a sense of mounting dread and ecstatic anticipation for Tupac. The sprawling estate of Windermere was filled with the sounds of soft violins and the chatter of the elite. Persephone moved through the crowd like a queen, her mask a masterpiece of gold and feathers. Beneath the long, heavy table in the grand dining hall, Tupac remained on his knees. 

The space was cramped, the air heavy with the scent of floor wax and the various perfumes of the guests above. He could see the legs of the chairs and the various shoes of the attendees - the polished oxfords of Wyatt Valerius and the sharp, red heels of Malika Hill. But his focus was entirely on the feet of Persephone Hayes. 

He stayed tucked away, a hidden secret of her household, his hands busy with the constant maintenance of her footwear. He polished the leather of her heels with the hem of his silk skirt, his fingers tracing the shape of her ankles through the darkness. Above him, the conversation flowed, but he was silenced by the strict rules of his sissyhood. He was a creature of the floor, a silent observer of the power Persephone wielded over everyone in the room.

When Persephone shifted her weight, she pressed the heel of her shoe into the meat of his thigh, a sharp reminder of her presence. Tupac let out a silent gasp, his eyes fluttering shut. The pain was a romantic tether, a sign that even in a room full of the most powerful people in the world, her primary focus was the submissive man beneath her feet.

"Are you enjoying yourself, Wyatt?" Persephone’s voice drifted down to him, clear and dominant. 

"The atmosphere is exquisite, Persephone," Wyatt Valerius replied. "But I must admit, I find the rumors of your domestic arrangements even more intriguing than the decor. Is it true what Finn Harrington said? That you’ve found a way to make the past stay exactly where it belongs?"

Persephone laughed, a sound of pure triumph. "I believe in absolute order, Wyatt. When a man proves he cannot lead, it is only merciful to give him a position where he no longer has to try. My home is a place of perfect hierarchy."

Beneath the table, Tupac wept silent tears of joy. The anxiety of the unknown had been replaced by the certainty of his servitude. He reached out, his lips finding the cold leather of Persephone’s heel. He kissed it with a fervor that transcended simple obedience. He was her property, her sissy, her cherished and humiliated creature. In the quiet halls of Windermere, the role reversal was his salvation. He had traded his life for the privilege of being the footstool for the only woman he had ever loved, and as he felt the weight of her foot press down on his chest, he knew he would never want to be free again.

	 


Chapter 4: Stripping Away the Suit

	 

	The scent of Windermere was not of nature, but of a curated, suffocating luxury. It was the smell of expensive beeswax polish on mahogany, the heavy fragrance of lilies that seemed to bloom only to serve the aesthetic of the grand foyer, and the metallic, cold tang of absolute order. The estate did not just house Persephone Hayes; it projected her. Every soaring arch and every inch of white marble was designed to make a man feel small, and for Tupac Wilson, the scale of the architecture was a physical weight pressing him into the floor where he belonged.

Persephone stood at the top of the grand staircase, her silhouette framed by the golden light of a massive crystal chandelier. She looked down at the man who had once been her husband, a man who had failed to be the provider she required. Now, he was something better. He was a project. He was property.

"The suit is the first thing to go, Tupac," Persephone said, her voice echoing through the vast hall like a gavel. "It represents the lie you lived for three years. The lie that you were a leader. The lie that you were my equal."

Tupac looked up from his position on the cold stone, his eyes wide with a mixture of terror and intoxicating relief. He had spent years failing to meet the standards of the world. Here, the standards were simple: obey Persephone. He reached for the buttons of his charcoal blazer, his fingers trembling. "Yes, Persephone. I understand."

"You will address me as Mistress Hayes when we are in the presence of others, and simply as Mistress when we are alone," she corrected, her heels clicking rhythmically as she descended the stairs. Each step sounded like a heartbeat. "Regina Shakur is arriving shortly for dinner. She expects to see my new acquisition in his proper attire."

By the time she reached the bottom step, Tupac had stripped away the jacket and the tie. He felt exposed, the air of the house chilling his skin, but the heat in Persephone’s gaze kept him anchored. She snapped her fingers, and a small, silk - wrapped bundle was tossed at his feet. 

"Put them on," she commanded. "The stockings, the garter, and the lace. From this moment on, you are my domestic sissy. You will not wear trousers in this house again unless I deem it a necessary part of a costume."

Tupac’s heart hammered against his ribs as he unwrapped the bundle. The fabric was delicate - white lace and sheer black silk that felt scandalous against his calloused palms. He worked the stockings up his legs, the sensation of the fine knit against his skin making him shiver with a shameful, romantic thrill. He was being unmade, stripped of the expectations of masculinity and rebuilt into a creature of pure service.

Persephone watched him with a clinical, predatory satisfaction. She reached out, her gloved hand gripping his chin to force him to look at her. "You look much more honest like this, Tupac. Broken. Beautiful. Mine."

The evening progressed into a blur of exquisite humiliation. When Regina Shakur and Finn Harrington arrived, they found Persephone lounging in the drawing room, a glass of dark red wine in her hand. Tupac was already in position, kneeling at the base of her chaise lounge. He wore a French maid’s apron over his silk undergarments, his muscular legs encased in the sheer stockings he had been forced to don. 

"He’s much more decorative than the last time I saw him," Regina remarked, her eyes trailing over Tupac’s bowed head. She took a seat opposite Persephone, her expression one of amused approval. "I remember him trying to talk business at the country club. This suit fits him much better."

Finn Harrington chuckled, leaning back and crossing his legs. "It’s a mercy, really. Some men are simply not built for the burden of choice. You’ve done him a favor, Persephone."

"He is learning the joy of being a footstool," Persephone said, her voice dropping to a low, sultry tone. She shifted her weight, extending her leg toward Tupac. "Isn't that right, my sweet thing?"

Tupac didn’t hesitate. He reached out, his hands trembling as he took hold of her designer heel. He began to work the shoe off her foot with practiced, desperate reverence. "Yes, Mistress. It is my only desire to serve you."

As the shoe came away, revealing Persephone’s high, elegant arch and perfectly manicured toes, Tupac felt a surge of devotion that bordered on religious. He lowered his face to her foot, his lips grazing the soft skin of her instep. The scent of her expensive lotion and the faint, musky heat of her skin filled his senses. He began to massage her foot, his thumbs pressing into the muscle with a rhythmic intensity. 

"Harder, Tupac," Persephone commanded, sipping her wine as she conversed with Finn and Regina about a new acquisition in the city. "And don't forget the toes. Use your tongue. I want them clean before I walk to the dining room."

Tupac obeyed, his tongue swirling around each of her toes, his humiliation absolute and his heart full of a dark, twisted romance. To be used so thoroughly by the woman he loved was better than any freedom he had ever known. He was a sissy, a servant, a foot - worshiper, and in the grand, oppressive halls of Windermere, he had finally found his home.

The night culminated in the private masquerade ball Persephone hosted in the grand ballroom. The room was filled with the elite - Wyatt Valerius in a gold mask, Malika Hill draped in emerald silk. They danced and laughed, the air thick with the smell of champagne and power. 

Tupac, however, was not a guest. He was furniture. 

He was kept under the long, heavy - clothed head table where Persephone sat with her most esteemed associates. He was on all fours, his lace apron rustling against the floor. His primary task was to ensure Persephone’s feet never felt the cold of the marble. He was her living footstool, her feet resting firmly on his back as she held court.

"The dynamic is perfect," Wyatt Valerius said, his voice muffled by his mask as he leaned toward Persephone. "I’ve never seen a man so content in his own debasement."

Persephone looked down, lifting the edge of the tablecloth with the toe of her shoe to reveal Tupac’s face. He looked up at her with puppy - like adoration, his eyes wet with tears of gratitude. 

"It isn't debasement when it is their true nature, Wyatt," Persephone said, her voice ringing with the triumph of a queen. "It is simply alignment. Tupac has finally found the one thing he is truly good at - being mine."

She pressed her heel into the center of his chest, pinning him to the floor beneath the table. Tupac let out a soft, choked moan of pleasure, his hands gripping her ankles as he looked up at the woman who had stripped away his suit and given him a soul. In the darkness under the table, surrounded by the feet of the powerful, he was the happiest man in Windermere. He was the sissy husband, the cherished property, and he would never ask for the suit back again.

	 


Chapter 5: First Fitting in Lace

	 

	Persephone Hayes did not look up from her mahogany desk as the heavy doors to her private study creaked open. The sound of leather soles on marble was hesitant, lacking the arrogant rhythm of the man she had once called her husband. This was not the Tupac Wilson who had failed to provide the life she deserved; this was a broken creature seeking a master.

"Kneel, Tupac," Persephone commanded, her voice like velvet - wrapped steel.

The man didn't hesitate. He collapsed to his knees a few feet from her, his head bowed so low his forehead nearly touched the cold floor. He was still wearing the tattered remnants of a designer suit, a pathetic ghost of his former masculine identity.

"I am here, Persephone," he whispered, his voice thick with a desperate, romantic longing. "I have nowhere else to go. Please."

Persephone rose from her chair, her silk gown flowing around her like a dark river. She didn't come to him alone. From the shadows of the library's alcoves, Regina Shakur and Finn Harrington stepped forward. Regina held a silver tray, while Finn looked on with a smirk of detached amusement. They were there to witness the official death of Tupac’s manhood and the birth of something far more useful.

"You aren't here as a guest, Tupac," Persephone said, walking toward him with slow, predatory grace. "You are here as an applicant for a very specific position. Regina, show him the contract."

Regina moved forward, her heels clicking sharply. She held a single piece of parchment before Tupac’s eyes. It detailed the terms of his sissyhood - the total surrender of his legal name, his wardrobe, and his autonomy. 

"I'll sign it," Tupac gasped, looking up at Persephone with wide, wet eyes. "I’ll sign anything just to be near you again. I love you, Persephone."

"Love is a word for equals, Tupac," she replied, reaching out to catch his chin in her gloved hand. She squeezed until he winced, forcing him to look at the powerful woman who held his soul. "What you feel for me is a biological necessity to serve. You are a failure as a man, but you might make a passable sissy."

She signaled to Finn, who opened an ivory box on the side table. Inside lay the first of his new garments - a set of sheer, lace - trimmed stockings and a matching silk apron. 

"The first fitting begins now," Persephone declared. "Strip. Every stitch of that wretched suit must be gone before you touch my floor again."

Under the watchful, mocking eyes of Regina Shakur and Finn Harrington, Tupac began to undress. His hands trembled as he fumbled with his buttons, his face burning with a deep, erotic shame. He shed his shirt and trousers, standing exposed and shivering in the center of the room. He felt the weight of his old life falling away, replaced by the magnetic pull of Persephone’s absolute authority.

"The stockings, Finn," Persephone said.

Finn tossed the delicate silk garments at Tupac’s feet. "Put them on, sissy. Let’s see if those legs are worth the lace."

Tupac sat back on his heels, his fingers clumsy as he rolled the translucent silk up his thighs. The sensation was alien and intoxicating. He felt the eyes of the women on him, judging him, stripping away the last of his masculine pride. He was being molded into something beautiful and subservient, a domestic pet for the woman he adored.

Once the stockings were in place, Persephone stepped closer. She took a seat in a low velvet armchair and extended her leg, her bare foot resting on a silk ottoman. 

"You have ignored your primary duty for three years, Tupac," she purred. "My arches are tight. My toes require your devotion. If you want to stay in Windermere, if you want the privilege of wearing my lace, you will show me how well you can worship."

Tupac crawled forward on his hands and knees, the lace of his stockings whispering against the rug. He didn't see the humiliation as a burden; he saw it as the ultimate romantic gesture. He reached out, his fingers trembling as he took her foot into his hands. 

"Yes, Mistress," he murmured, his voice cracking with emotion. 

He leaned down, pressing his lips to the center of her arch with a reverent, hungry intensity. He began to massage her feet with a skill born of desperation, his thumbs working deep into her muscles. He looked up at her, his eyes shining with a soul - deep gratitude. 

"Do you like that, Regina?" Persephone asked, never taking her eyes off Tupac. "To see a man finally find his true calling?"

"It’s a masterpiece of alignment, Persephone," Regina replied, sipping her wine as she watched Tupac’s frantic devotion. "He looks much better in silk than he ever did in wool."

Persephone leaned back, a Queen on her throne, as Tupac continued to worship at her feet. The role reversal was complete. In the silent, opulent halls of Windermere, the man who had failed her was being remade into the sissy who would live only for her pleasure. 

"You belong to me now, Tupac," she whispered, her voice a promise of beautiful, unending submission. "Every inch of your skin, every breath you take, and every lace ribbon you wear. You are my property."

"I am yours," Tupac choked out, his head bowed over her feet in a gesture of absolute, romantic surrender. "I am whatever you want me to be."
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