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To the brave ones who refuse to keep fragmenting themselves
for the comfort of half-hearted love.
And to those patient, full hearts who wait,
ready to craft the pieces back into something whole.


Dear Reader,

When I started writing Accidentally Feminized By My Transgender Ex, I thought I was crafting a simple story of revenge and humiliation. But as Will and Kelly’s story unfolded, I found myself drawn back to my roots. What emerged is something more intimate: an exes-to-lovers romance with a transformative twist, and I hope you find it just as compelling and exciting as I do.

This story is a work of fantasy intended for a mature audience. While the journey begins with a loss of control in a moment of grief, it is ultimately a story about finding one's true self and rebuilding a relationship on a foundation of radical honesty and acceptance. It features a confident and loving transgender heroine at its center.

For your consideration, this book contains the following:

	Reluctant Feminization & Sissification

	Transgender Transformation (TG)

	Power Exchange (Female Dominant/Male Submissive)

	Erotic Humiliation & Praise

	Physical Emasculation & Small Penis Humiliation (SPH)

	Light Public Shame

	Chastity & Orgasm Control

	Gender Identity Exploration

	Explicit Sexual Scenes & Language




And most importantly...

A beautiful and affirming Happily Ever After (HEA).

Please enjoy.

With love,

Dolly Darling
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Chapter 1


“The problem, Will, is you’re too afraid to even look at the person you could be. You can’t love all of me because you can’t even love all of yourself.”

Kelly’s words hang in the air between us, colder and sharper than the January draft seeping in under the door. She stands there, jacket on, her face a mask of weary disappointment. The fight, a simmering pot of resentment that’s been bubbling for months, has finally boiled over — scalding everything. I’m slumped on the sofa, a fortress of pillows at my back, but her voice cuts right through.

I try to form a defense, some pathetic rebuttal, but the words turn to ash in my mouth. I do love you. The thought is a desperate scream in my head, but it doesn’t come out. It can’t.

Because she’s right.

I see the way she looks at herself now, the fierce pride in her sapphire hair, the way she moves with a confidence that feels like an accusation. I see all of her, and some deep, cowardly part of me shrivels.

“I… it’s not that,” I manage, the words weak and useless.

She lets out a short, humorless laugh. “Isn’t it? I’m not some project you can pause, Will. I’m a woman. This is who I am. And you’re still hiding behind ‘I don’t know’ and ‘it’s confusing.’” Her voice cracks on the last word, the only hint of the hurt beneath the steel. “I’m done waiting for you to catch up.”

Her hand is on the doorknob. The finality of the motion sends a spike of pure panic through my chest.

“Kelly, wait—”

“No.” The word is a blade. “It’s over. For good.”

Then she’s gone.

The slam of the door is a gunshot in the oppressive quiet, sucking all the air out of the room. The cheap latch rattles in its frame, a final, metallic sob.

The silence that follows is a physical weight. It presses down on me, fills my ears, chokes me. I stare at the door, half-expecting it to fly open again, for her to rush back in — angry or crying or something, anything but this… nothing. But it stays shut. She's gone. She's really gone. And it's my fault. I'm a coward.

Minutes crawl by. The apartment, our apartment, feels vast and alien. The smell of cardboard from half-packed boxes mingles with the faint, lingering scent of her perfume, a ghost in the air. Our shared life is in disarray, a battlefield of memories. A stack of her books sits by the door, waiting to be moved. The throw blanket we bought on our first anniversary is crumpled on the floor where it fell.

Finally, my body unfreezes. I rise from the sofa, my joints stiff, and wander into the bedroom. The bed is unmade, the sheets a tangled mess from this morning when things were still, impossibly, okay. And there, on the floor by the nightstand, is a small canvas tote bag. Hers. She must have forgotten it in her rush.

It’s just a bag, plain and unassuming, but my eyes lock onto it like a lifeline. It feels like the last piece of her left in the world, the only warm thing in this sudden, cold reality. I walk over to it, my movements slow, leaden, as if wading through deep water.

My hand trembles as I reach down and pick it up. The worn canvas is soft under my fingers. I pull it to my chest, hugging it tight, burying my face in the fabric. It smells faintly of her — that clean, subtle scent of jasmine and something uniquely Kelly. A strangled sob escapes my throat, raw and ugly.

I sink to the floor, my back against the side of the bed, and hold the bag in my lap. I need more. I need something to hold onto, something to get me through the night. If I can just smell her, just for a little while, maybe I can get through this. It’s not weird. It’s just… missing her.

With fumbling fingers, I open the bag and gently empty its contents onto the worn wooden floor. A small ecosystem of her life spreads out before me: a tube of scented body cream, the one with the gardenia fragrance I always loved burying my face in; a few small, foil-wrapped sachets with Japanese characters on them, the "electrolyte" powders she swore by; a little glass bottle of pillow mist, lavender and chamomile. And folded neatly at the bottom, three pairs of her panties. Silky, shimmering things. One black, one pale pink, one a deep, lustrous crimson.

The sight of them is a punch to the gut. Intimate. Forbidden. Hers.

My grief crests, a tidal wave of pure, agonizing loss. I feel myself starting to shatter, coming apart at the seams. I need to do something, anything to stop the freefall. An idea, desperate and shameful, forms in the wreckage of my mind. I just need to feel her close. One last time.

My movements are robotic as I strip off my clothes and step into the shower. The hot water feels like punishment, scalding my skin, but I barely register it. I wash without thinking, my mind a blank slate of pain. When I’m done, I wrap a towel around my waist and walk back into the bedroom, dripping onto the floorboards. The little pile of her things is still there, a shrine to my failure.

I pick up the tube of body cream. The plastic is cool in my hand. Unscrewing the cap, I squeeze a generous dollop into my palm. The scent explodes into the air — rich, floral, intoxicatingly her. I close my eyes and just breathe it in for a moment. Then, slowly, reverently, I begin to smooth the cream over my body. My arms, my chest, my stomach, my legs. The lotion is cool and thick, a ghostly caress against my skin. It feels like I’m trying to wear her, to wrap myself in the memory of her touch.

Next, I grab one of the sachets. I can’t read the writing, but I know she would mix them with water after a workout or a long day. A calming ritual. I pad into the kitchen, fill a glass with water, and tear the packet open. A fine, white powder dissolves instantly, turning the water slightly cloudy. I drink it down in three long gulps. It tastes faintly of citrus and salt. Maybe it will calm the frantic hummingbird pulse in my chest. Maybe it will just make me sick. I don’t care.

Back in the bedroom, I take the pillow mist and spray it generously over my pillow, her pillow, our pillow. The calming scent of lavender and chamomile fills the air, mingling with the gardenia on my skin. It’s a strange, overwhelming perfume of loss.

I pull back the covers and lie down, the freshly scented pillowcase cool against my cheek. But the ache in my chest is still there, a hollow, gaping wound. My eyes fall on the panties still lying on the floor. The crimson satin ones seem to glow in the dim light from the lamp.

My hand moves before I can think to stop it, reaching down, my fingers brushing against the impossibly smooth fabric.

God, this fabric… it feels like her fingers. So soft.

I pick them up. They’re weightless in my hand. I bring them to my face, pressing the soft material against my nose and mouth, inhaling deeply. Her scent is there, faint but undeniable, mixed with the clean smell of laundry detergent. It’s the most intimate thing I can imagine, and a fresh wave of shame and longing washes over me.

Still, I can’t let go. I touch the cool, slick satin to my cheek, the sensation a shocking whisper against my skin. It’s so much softer than anything I own. I trail it down my neck, over my collarbone, across the lotion-slicked skin of my chest. A shiver runs through me, part grief, part something else. Something I don’t want to name.

My hand moves lower, still holding the delicate fabric, until it rests against the heat growing between my legs. The satin glides against my hardening cock, a cool, smooth shock that sends a jolt straight to my spine.

My breath hitches. This is wrong. This is pathetic. But god, it feels… comforting.

Why does it feel so good?

The sensation is a confusing tangle of comfort and arousal, a shameful relief in the darkness of my empty bedroom. I’m exhausted, emotionally flayed. I just need to sleep. I just need this night to be over.

So I pull the panties back up to my face, clutching the soft fabric like a child’s security blanket. My eyes drift closed, the world narrowing to the scent of gardenia and lavender, the memory of Kelly, and the cool, damning whisper of satin against my skin. I fall into a sleep that doesn’t feel like rest, her scent on my skin already beginning its quiet, traitorous work.
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The grief isn't getting easier. I wake up each morning and for a blissful second, I forget. Then the weight of the silence crashes down all over again. There's an ache that clings to my back, heavier than the scratchy, coffee-stained blanket draped around my shoulders. The apartment is a tomb — room-temperature takeout in Styrofoam graves, three mugs on the windowsill lined up like fallen soldiers, a tang of old coffee and something sweeter — her lotion, maybe, just out of reach.

I sit at the makeshift desk in the living room, fingers numbly tapping out another line of the endless report my manager keeps pinging me about. Numbers blur. My eyes sting. The glow of the screen could be anywhere, any time; there’s nothing in this room or on this planet but the quiet and my own sticky skin. I rub a phantom itch at my wrist. My shirt, just out of the dryer this morning, trails across my arms like water. It doesn't feel like my shirt anymore. It doesn’t quite feel like my skin.

So, I roll my wrist, drag the fabric across it again, slow, then faster. There's something off. It's not raw or irritated, not really; softer, but too smooth — almost greasy — and underneath it all is a rawness that isn’t physical.

Focus, I hiss at myself. There are tasks. Emails. Payroll codes. I try to type another stilted sentence, but instead I’m twisting again, flexing my palm, pressing my forearm against my chest through the thin cotton like it’ll explain what’s wrong.

It’s just the lotion. I’ve been slathering it on since yesterday, since I found that forgotten tube in the bottom of Kelly’s tote. Gardenia, heavy and fake — but now it’s all I have that cuts through the memory of her, like I can plug the holes before I finally sink. I catch myself, mid-stroke, fingers slick and restless. I close my eyes. Breathe in. All I get is old sweat and recirculated air.

It’s another morning I don’t remember crawling out of bed. I haven’t showered. Haven’t eaten, either, except for three slices of cold bread at 2 a.m. I stare down at my hands, at the pale, unremarkable knuckles, now faintly sheened. They don’t look any different, but God, they feel — unsettling. Smooth. Not mine.

The apartment is dead hush. No music, no Kelly video-calling her queer little army to laugh about some Twitter drama. I punch out another word, then erase it. My chest aches with a stupid, animal longing just to hear her footstep, the slosh of her water bottle as she flops next to me — loud and alive and impossibly, irritatingly real.

The doorbell buzzes — a bolt straight to my spine.

For a second, I forget to breathe.

I don’t realize I’m on my feet until my chair scrapes the floor, wobbles behind me. My pulse is drumming everywhere at once: ribs, throat, wrists. Her? No. It’s— But hope, stupid and hungry, flares anyway as I stagger to the door.

Keys jangle in the lock.

My voice crawls up my throat, something desperate and defective behind my lips — please, God, let it be her, just let me see her—

I yank the door open.

It’s her.

Kelly stands in faded black jeans and that oversized wool coat, the color all wrong for her, hair in its neat, perfect blue bob — the color impossibly vivid in the gray light from the hallway. She isn’t looking at me; her gaze is somewhere to my left. Her mouth's a hard line, but her hands — those hands — are holding out something with careful, almost surgical precision.

My water bottle. The battered, double-insulated one I've had since college. The one she always teased me for carrying everywhere, like a weird emotional support thermos.

For a second, neither of us talks. I can smell her, even now: like gardenias and clean sweat and whatever spicy metallic edge lives just under her cologne. My throat tightens until it hurts.

She holds my gaze for half a beat, then fixes her eyes on a crack in the doorframe. “I, uh, found this in my stuff. Must’ve packed it by accident.” Her voice is lower than I remember, quiet and — you’d almost miss it, but there’s something in the way she says accident that feels like she’s daring me to comment.

I reach out. My hand shakes, but I try to cover it by moving quickly. I grab the bottle and curl my fingers around it, thumb flicking over the dent on the side from when she knocked it off the balcony last summer. I almost smile at the memory, but it wobbles and dies somewhere behind my teeth.

“Thanks.” My voice sounds rough, the word snagging in my throat. I can't look away from her hands — her painted nails, rings familiar and foreign. For a heartbeat, I’m sure I look wrecked.

Her eyes sweep up my face. A tiny split-second of real concern flickers across her features, so quick I almost miss it.

“Are you alright, Will? You look... puffy.”

It’s a dagger — not for the words, but the care. I feel the blood rush to my ears, face going hot and clumsy. I force my lips up in something like a smile. My skin feels even weirder now, like the smile’s stretching everything the wrong way.

“Oh. Uh, yeah. Fine. Just… not sleeping much,” I mumble, ducking my head. “Work’s been—” The lie tastes like battery acid. I can’t meet her eyes. The world warps around that silent, sacred vacuum: the thing she must surely see but won’t name.

She watches me for a second longer, like she wants to say something else — some parting shot, or maybe something kind. But she doesn’t.

She just nods, clipped and cool. “Okay. Well. Take care.”

There’s a finality to it, a closing, and I feel the floor tilt a little beneath me. She turns. Her perfume lingers — ghostly, stubborn.

Don’t go. Just five more seconds, please—

The door clicks shut behind her, a dull metallic sound that slams the oxygen out of the apartment. I’m left clutching the water bottle like a relic, my hand trembling.

Silence pours back in, an avalanche. The vacuum she leaves behind is crushing. The apartment feels smaller — heavier and more haunted, the echo of her voice and scent moving through the dust.

I try to sit back down at my laptop, but the words don’t matter. The spreadsheet means nothing. My focus is obliterated by that split-second of pity in her voice, the scent — oh God, the scent — still hovering at the periphery. My heart knocks like a trapped moth against my ribs.

The bedroom is a siren song. The thin, guilty voice tells me to sit, to work, be normal, but my body’s already moving. I drift down the hallway, the water bottle still clutched to my chest, like if I let it go I’ll come apart.

The pile of Kelly’s things — her lotion, the little glass bottle of pillow mist, the foiled packets and those panties — lies in the shadow by the bed. It’s not just a pile, not anymore. It’s a shrine, a private altar. I drop to my knees, breath shallow, fingers fumbling.

I unscrew the cap of the lotion and squeeze out a thin trail along my arm, then thighs, then chest, rubbing circles until the scent rises in clouds, sticky and raw. I smear it everywhere, compulsively, until my skin catches the light and the smell is all I can taste. Then, I reach for the crimson panties, the ones that look too bright, too alive against all this gray.

I pick them up, trembling. They’re impossibly soft — satin and cool, smooth as water. My fingers tangle in the elastic as I bring them to my face. I spray a heavy dose of her pillow mist — my hands are shaking, but still careful, reverent — and press the fabric over my nose and mouth.

Her ghost floods my senses. All I can do is breathe and ache. The softness is shocking, almost obscene against my own skin. My chest tightens, something electric and alien detonating deep inside me — desire and shame tangled up with a pure, ugly hunger for comfort. My cock stirs with the faintest friction, but this isn’t about getting off, not yet. It’s about need.

This ache... it’s not just grief anymore. It feels... physical. Deep inside me.

I press the satin harder. I inhale, again and again, letting it fill me, letting the silk stick to the film of lotion across my cheek. Every breath is a wound and a balm, and my body thrums with a hollow ache I can’t satisfy. Her scent, my skin, the soft, slutty slide of fabric — I’d dissolve here if I could.

I don’t know how long I kneel there, eyes leaking, breath coming rough and slow. I’m not crying, not really. I’m just leaking — out of places I didn’t know could break open.

Finally, I stand in the quiet of the bedroom, clutching the silky fabric to my face, letting the scent and the strange, hollow ache consume me completely.
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Chapter 2


I wake up feeling hungover, but I haven’t had a drop of alcohol. My mouth is sour, thick with the taste of bad dreams, and my skull throbs with a slow, steady ache behind my eyes. I try to blink the fog away, but it clings.

It’s been a week — seven days since Kelly’s shoes walked out of my life, seven days of restless sleep and skin that never quite feels like it belongs to me anymore.

I sit up and immediately regret it. My skin buzzes — no, hums — with a crawling sensitivity, everything heightened in a way that’s wrong. My shirt from yesterday is tangled at my feet, twisted like a snake. Every inch of me aches, but not in any way I recognize. I’m not sick. Not feverish. Not starving or hungover or anything I can name. I feel… off. Like my bones have gone soft, like my own body’s a house where every stick of furniture has been nudged just a little to the left.

Morning light knifes through the blinds, harsh and interrogating. The room isn’t comforting. It’s an exhibit: every dirty plate and empty takeout box lit up in too much clarity, my grief made visible in the mess. The open window lets in a cool draft, and it finds me, slicing across my skin as I swing my feet to the floor. I barely notice how easily I tear up at the sunlight, how quickly I blink it away, how fast the numbness can turn slippery and fragile.

I shuffle to the kitchen, hands pressed against the grain of the counter — steady, steady — moving through corners as if I might bump into something sharp and invisible. Grief drips from my shoulders, but beneath that is something more: a frazzle of nerves, lips tingling for no reason, the faintest pulse echoing in my chest, under the skin.

I jab the coffeepot button, shoving the carafe into its place. My hands shake a little, but they always do after a nightmare.

“Just stress,” I say aloud, hoping the words sound more solid than they feel. “People go through breakups all the time.”

That’s when the breeze kicks up again, swirling under my bare t-shirt, the hem flapping cold against my stomach. It skips right over my chest and — fuck, my nipples.

A clench, painful and sharp, flashes through me, making me gasp.

My nipples go rock hard under the thin cotton, so sensitive the seam of fabric feels like sandpaper. It’s not just a shiver. It aches. The sensation shoots down, hard, fast, and stupid, straight into my crotch, and suddenly I’m leaking. I can feel it. A dark, damp spot grows in my boxers — pre-cum pooling for no goddamn reason. I want to swear, to rip the shirt off my chest, to rub the feeling out, but I’m rooted in place.

“What is wrong with me?” The panic is a buzzing deep in my bones. “Stressed, that’s it. Pent up. That’s all.” The rationalization comes easy, automatic, worn smooth by a thousand small humiliations.

Of course, Kelly’s stuff is still here — her lotion on the nightstand, the pillow mist, a couple of those weird sachets that taste like lemon and salt. I’ve been using them. Every morning. Every night. The routine helps, makes me pretend I have control, that I’m doing something for myself. Sometimes it’s the only thing that cuts through the grinding sense of loss.

My eyes start prickling. For no reason, I want to cry.

Then, just as quick, it all clicks off — nothing but numb. I want to laugh, but my face feels too stiff. I get the mug down, spoon in hand, and realize I’m holding my breath without knowing why.

In the bathroom, I close the door and brace both hands on the sink. The mirror must hate me for what I’ve done to it — the streaks, the toothpaste splatters where I haven’t cleaned. My lips catch my eye first. There’s a tingling, swelling sensation. I purse them without thinking, and they press together with a plumpness that’s alien, almost… plush. Like I’ve been stung or like there’s too much blood there. I drag a finger over my lower lip. It’s soft. Obscene.

Did I get hit in my sleep?

But there’s no bruise. Just swelling. A tingling that won’t stop.

I lean closer and squint at my cheeks. No new acne. No redness. But my mouth looks… wrong. Like it doesn’t belong on my face.

I reach for my razor, half-dazed, wanting to feel normal. That’s the ritual — grind out the haze with something sharp and domestic. Except when I drag my palm across my jaw, there’s… nothing. Just smooth skin, like I already shaved. My mind races, scrabbling for the last moment: Did I shave last night? No. I can’t remember. It’s all a blur, these days. Maybe I did and forgot. Happens, right?

“You’re just distracted, man,” I whisper to my reflection. The words sound thin. Nobody is convinced.

Then I lift my shirt, look at my chest. There — centered above my pounding heart — two small, puffy mounds. Barely anything, just a swelling, but so obvious to me I can’t pretend otherwise. The skin around my nipples is red, pebbled, and when I prod it, it sends another line of electric pain spearing through my body. Tender. Embarrassing.

Grief can cause physical symptoms, I tell myself. That’s what Dr. Parker said after Dad died. Phantom pain. Weird aches. Hormones out of whack. But this? It’s a different kind of ache, sharp and hot, more humiliating than painful.

I jab at the swelling again, the way you poke a bruise just to check it’s real. A hiss escapes between my lips. Every touch is a signal: wrong, wrong, wrong.

The steam from the shower fills the room, wrapping me up. I stare into the foggy mirror, wiping at it with my towel. The sight that swims into focus is… me, but not. My posture, somehow, is slack, hips canted ever so slightly to one side. The shape of my waist narrows more than I remember. A subtle curve has crept in beneath my ribs. And my reflection — the mouth, the softness of the jawline, the minute fullness under my eyes, as if I’ve just had a gentle cry.

Worst of all is my expression. I’m pouting — full on, unconscious, lips shaped into a childlike question of disappointment. I try to flatten my features. Suck it up, look normal, look strong. But the frown feels foreign. The pout keeps reappearing, stubborn as muscle memory. I don’t remember making that face. I don’t know how to not make it now.

The spiral starts. Am I… gaining weight? My chest looks… puffy. I need to stop ordering takeout. I pinch at my hips, squeezing the flesh between my fingertips. It’s soft, but there’s no real fat. Just a new tenderness, like my body swapped out my skin for something silkier overnight. I pat my stomach, test my thighs. Still there, still mine, but… not the same.

My mind sprints. I could just be falling apart. I must be falling apart. It’s all in my head. This is what heartbreak does. Nothing to see here, just grief. Stress. Bad sleep, pity-eating, not going out enough, not drinking enough water. My body is acting out, begging for attention.

“This is all in my head. I’m just lonely and my body is acting out. It’ll pass.”

Say it enough, and maybe it’ll feel like truth.

I shake myself, hard, like a wet dog. All of it — this weirdness, the swelling, the tears, even the mess in the kitchen — it’s just debris from a relationship that combusted and left too much ash behind. If I don’t push past it, I’ll drown. Or disappear.

Kelly’s lotion is still there, perched on the nightstand like a dare. The label is peeling, the top sticky from overuse. I unscrew it, squeeze out a healthy dollop onto my palm. The scent — her scent — wraps me up. Gardenia, clean cotton, a note of something warm and musky. It anesthetizes the panic. I smear it over my forearms, up along my neck, over my chest, even the tender spots. The cooling cream sizzles across hypersensitive skin, and I bite down a moan — half relief, half embarrassment. I massage the plushness of my lips for a moment, chasing the tingles away.

Then I fumble with a sachet — the silver-and-pink ones with kanji I still can’t read. The powder inside puffs up as I empty it into water, frothing into a suspiciously cheerful yellow. I swallow all of it. Sharp tang of lemon and sweet chemical aftertaste. Calming, I tell myself, though my stomach roils. I need it. Or at least, I need what it represents: normalcy, habit, a routine that once belonged to us.

I get dressed with care, dragging on clean boxers and then jeans that feel loose one moment, tight the next. I tug a fresh shirt over my chest, wincing as the fabric scrapes over my nipples, which refuse to calm down. My movements are methodical, every gesture familiar, but the sensations underneath are strange, foreign. The routine is my last defense. If I keep at it — if I go through every step — I’ll make it through another day.

Coffee, keys, wallet. One last swipe of lotion across the insides of my wrists, the scent rising with the beat of my pulse. I glance at myself in the mirror, pouting again, and force a flat smile.

I step out the door, my skin smooth and scented with her, my thoughts unwittingly drifting back to Kelly.
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My head feels like it’s stuffed with cotton. I can’t focus on the numbers on the screen; they just swim in front of my eyes. It has to be the stress. It has to be.

Blinking doesn’t help. I rub my forehead, each press of my fingers sending a dull throbbing through the fog. Cell after cell of the spreadsheet kaleidoscopes in a sickly, shifting dance, none of it making any sense. I glance at the time — another hour lost. Have I done anything except stare, half-present, at this same column of red figures? I have to get it together. My job won’t forgive another slip.

But the effort pulls at something strange down in my bones — a flu-like ache, heavy and slow, draining the strength from my wrists. My limbs feel twice their size, as if my arms are full of sand. Beneath it all, a tight knot coils low in my gut; an ugly little ball of nausea that’s been building all day, heavier every hour. My tongue is thick with a sour, metallic tang.

I close my eyes for a moment and lean back, feeling the cheap mesh of my desk chair bite into my back. The lights overhead are too bright, humming persistently, little needles under my scalp. Every sound is distant: keyboards, conversations, laughter at the printer. It all flattens into white noise, as if I’m underwater or behind glass.

I reach for the water bottle sitting by my mouse. The one Kelly brought back, the metal scuffed and familiar under my hand. I twist the cap, pressing it close enough to taste the chill on the edge. Maybe hydration will cut through this haze.

I drink, gulping until my throat pinches. The water is cold, but it doesn’t help. If anything, it seems to make the nausea worse, pushing the tightness up higher, right under my ribs. I fight it down, eyes watering. I think of all the explanations in the world — poor sleep, too much coffee, maybe some bug traveling through the office air.

It’s the breakup, mostly. People underestimate how massive a body blow heartbreak is. Your whole system rebels. It helps to believe that.

I scroll through the spreadsheet once more, squinting. The numbers scatter — dizzy, pointless. My mouse slips from my fingers, clattering to the desk. My skin prickles with anger at how useless I feel, how much I hate being this weak. I’m not sick. I’m just… off-kilter, off-balance, all out of rhythm.

A slam of a microwave door from the kitchenette cracks through the fog. I barely register it — until the scent follows: pungent, oily, unmistakable.

Fish. Curry.

A wall of it floods the aisle, twice as strong as it has any right to be — so thick it’s almost visible, curling in the air, finding every opening, every crack in my defenses. A coworker walks past, Tupperware in hand, his self-satisfaction loud and oblivious.

The smell invades my nose, my mouth, burrows into every empty space inside me. It doesn’t just sit in the air; it crawls into me, latches on, blooming and multiplying until there’s nothing left but fish and spice and decay.

My chest tightens. My mouth floods with saliva. My stomach churns; the nausea is suddenly alive, gnawing, insistent.

I try to breathe through my mouth, but the taste lands on my tongue like a stinking rag, bitter and hot. The sound of my coworker’s voice is warbling in my ear, words lost beneath the rushing in my head. Behind my eyes, everything throbs red and wet.

I gag.

Out loud, sharp and staccato. Several heads turn, but I can’t care. Oh god, it’s so strong, it’s everywhere, it’s in me now. It coats the inside of my throat.

I slap a trembling palm over my mouth and bolt upright, chair skidding away behind me. The world has narrowed to one instinct: run, get out, escape. My legs almost crumple beneath me, knees watery. I lurch down the aisle, past startled faces and murmurs, shoving past the edge of a cubicle. A voice — someone’s hand brushing my shoulder, trying to steady me? I don’t even register it, except as another hostile touch.

The fluorescent hallway whips by. I barrel through the door of the men’s restroom with barely any control, hand still clamped over my mouth. The space is freezing, tiled, the harsh antiseptic scent jostling for space with whatever’s still clinging to me.

I slam open the nearest stall, drop to my knees with a bone-jarring thud. Hands on cold porcelain. My entire body locks into violent spasms; I retch, nothing coming up but bitter air and humiliation. My throat burns, my stomach in knots. Sweat breaks out down my back and across my forehead. Each dry heave sends a spike of pain up into my skull, as if my body is despising itself.

Everything about this experience is wrong. My body is running itself without my permission. It’s not one of my hangovers, not the slow grind of a stomach bug. This is sharper, meaner — a horror movie with me as the first corpse.

The wave passes, leaving me hunched and shuddering, spitting into the bowl. My lips tingle; my cheeks are hot and sticky. Shame pours down over me. I’m a grown man. I’m crouched on a public bathroom floor at work, reeking of my own weakness.

This is so embarrassing. Huddled on a bathroom floor at work. What is happening to me?

I push up, legs shaking. My hands leave clammy prints when I grab the stall door, drag myself to the sinks. The light above is set to a flicker, stuttering with every movement. For a moment, I almost can’t look — but I have to.

I slap the faucet; cold water rushes over my fingers, numbing. I bend, scoop handfuls up, splash my face again and again. Goosebumps rise up my arms and down my neck. I look up, and it’s there. The evidence.

My reflection: gray, washed out. My cheeks are puffy, my lips swollen and red. The eyes staring back at me are rimmed with purple, like I haven’t slept in days. They’re big — a little too big for my face, some mocking Disney cartoon of exhaustion. The skin under my eyes is soft and shadowed, almost bruised. My mouth hangs open.

I barely recognize myself. I look sick. Poisoned.

I clutch the edge of the sink, the cold biting into my palms. My mind lurches, gears clanking and spinning, assembling new, unwelcome explanations.

Wait. The bottle.

She brought me the water bottle. She looked at me — examined me — and ever since, I’ve felt a thousand times worse. Not just the usual aches and sadness. This. The dizziness, the headaches, the sickness, the way every inch of my skin feels like it doesn’t belong to me anymore.

I’m not just sick. I’m under attack.

A cold dread blooms in my gut, a toxic flower. My vision narrows, every sound sharpening. It’s not a bug. It’s not stress. She did this. She’s poisoning me. I have to get to her.

The logic spikes through me, each detail a confirmation: the lotion, the sachets, the bottle, the slow slide from bad to worse. I see it all at once, blinding and unmistakable. Kelly’s face wavers in my mind — her smirk, her measured calm, the way she pronounced “accident” when she handed me back the bottle. I wasn’t the one closing the door. She was. She always had the last word.

I grab a paper towel, press it to my clammy forehead. My hands shake, but I won’t let them betray me. I stare at the mirror again; all I see is panic, and something else clawing up through my mind, hot and bitter: rage.

I can’t stay here. Not another second.

I shove back from the sink, snag my backpack and jacket from my cubicle — ignoring the muted questions from a coworker down the row. I don’t look back. Every motion is fueled by a cold, furious certainty, the clarity of emergency. My breath scrapes through my lips in raw, rasping gasps. My steps echo, quick and unsteady, eyes forward, teeth bared against the white walls and the pulsing, fluorescent cold.

The world narrows to a single, terrifying thought as I walk out of the building. She did this to me, and I’m going to make her admit it.
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Chapter 3


I stand outside Kelly’s new door, my heart hammering against my ribs. I am convinced — no, I know — she did something to me. Sweat beads under my collar, stickying my shirt to the damp hollows of my skin. The world beyond the cracked white hallway feels muffled, but inside me, everything is all sharp edges and sirens.

My hands haven’t stopped shaking since I left my apartment.

I bang on the door, not waiting for an answer. “Kelly! Open the door!” My voice bounces off painted concrete, ragged. The sound stuns even me, desperate and loud.

The seconds stretch, cold and accusatory. A fluorescent light above flickers, casting sickly shadows. I try to breathe, but the air catches in my throat; all I can taste is panic, metallic and relentless. Already, my mind’s splitting — images of her, the feel of her products on my skin, the unnatural tightness in my chest, my lips too full, my body a trembling question mark.

I’ve circled this accusation a hundred times in my head, rehearsing but never really believing I’d have the guts to say it out loud.

The deadbolt clicks and the door swings open. She fills the entry — sharp bob gleaming blue, a loose shirt over her tattooed arm, those eyes slicing through whatever composure I try to muster. She looks annoyed first, mouth tight.

But then, her expression flickers. She sees something in my wildness — my mess of hair, the sweat, the red in my eyes. Her gaze goes flat with surprise.

I don’t wait for a greeting. I shove past her into the apartment, nearly stumbling over my own feet.

“What did you do to me?” I blurt, words splintering, too big for my mouth. The entry’s all glaring white, not a single photo, not a touch of color — not lived in. My presence feels profane.

Kelly steps to the side, closes the door, and studies me, slow. “Will…?”

I cut her off. The dam breaks.

“Don’t — don’t act like you don’t know. The stuff you left — the lotion, the sachets, all of it. What was in them? My skin—” I grab at my arm, fingernails pressed into flesh, “—it’s crazy sensitive, everything hurts.”

“My chest—” I pound my fist once into the puffy ache, “—it’s killing me.”

“And I can’t—” my voice cracks horribly, “—I can’t even look at myself without seeing something wrong. My moods are everywhere, I can’t stop crying or suddenly I don’t feel anything at all! What did you do? You poisoned me!”

My rant echoes, too big for the space. The pristine walls reflect my panic back at me; I hear how hysterical I sound, but the words are out and can’t be gathered.

Kelly waits for my outburst to die down, then says smoothly, “I didn’t poison you, Will—”

But I bulldoze right over her, mouth barreling ahead. “No, you don’t get it, I can’t even put this into words, everything just — it’s all wrong and I can’t explain why, it’s like my whole brain’s melting—”

She takes a step forward, like she might soothe me, then suddenly halts, nose wrinkling. She sniffs the air, eyebrows lifting.

“Wait a second — are you wearing my lotion?”

I freeze in place, bewildered. “What? No. I mean — yeah, well, you left it, and I figured you wouldn’t—” My words fall apart in my rush to lie, heat prickling up my neck.

For a moment, Kelly just watches me. Her lips twist up — not in cruelty, but something like disbelief. The silence buzzes, thick and weighty.

Then she throws her head back and laughs.

It isn’t a little laugh, not the tight-lipped scoff I remember. It’s a full-throated, reckless sound, pure and ringing, pouring out and filling every cold, empty space in her apartment. Her shoulders shake. It’s almost musical but utterly devastating — like she’s peeled me open, seen my ugly, paranoid secrets, and found them hilarious.

Her laughter crashes over me like a wave, washing away my fury and leaving me sputtering on the shore. My face burns. The righteous anger in my chest shrivels up, replaced by a miserable heat, my words dropping away, exposed for how small and confused they really are.

She wipes a tear from one eye, still smirking. “Oh, honey,” Kelly says, her voice gentle but utterly condescending, “you are so much more dramatic than I remembered.”

I can’t tell what hurts more: her amusement, or the fact that part of me craves her to take this seriously — craves her protection, even now.

Her laughter fades, dies in her chest. She regards me now with that old, calculating stillness. Something edges away in her gaze — a soft shadow, replaced with chilled precision. The mood shifts. Suddenly, I’m not an accuser.

I’m a case study.

“That ‘stuff’,” she begins, her voice clarified, stripped of warmth, “wasn’t poison. It was my custom-compounded HRT — hormone replacement therapy.”

The words hang in the air, clinical and sharp. HRT. Hormones? My stomach plummets, the floor dropping out beneath my feet.

She steps past me, all business. “The lotion on your nightstand? Topical estrogen. That’s why your skin feels ‘crazy sensitive.’ The sachets — those are powdered phytoestrogen and blocker supplements. The hair serum? Finasteride and a little minoxidil. For scalp health — and facial hair suppression.”

Every item becomes a nail, hammered home.

“You’ve been giving yourself my full hormone regimen. Every day. For three weeks straight.”

I just stare, wide-eyed, reeling. HRT. Hormones.

No. No, no, no, this can’t be happening, not to me.

She continues, voice flat. “It’s not a joke, Will. You used enough to build up real blood concentrations — and that’s not something you can undo overnight.”

I stammer, my tongue numb. “Fine, so I’ll just… I’ll just stop. Right now. I’ll throw it all out — whatever, it’ll wear off—” There’s hope there, frantic, flailing.

She cuts me off with a snort. “You can try,” she says, cool as steel, “but it’s too late. The hormones are in your system. It’ll take at least a month — maybe longer, depending on how your body processes — to even start fading.” She crosses the room and flicks the light on, bathing everything in harsh yellow. “Realistically, you’re going to feel changes for twice that. Maybe more. Depends on your genetics. How much did you use? I’m guessing… a lot.”

Her voice, the words ‘month’ and ‘fading,’ suck all the air from my lungs. A month? I have to live like this for a month — my body — what else is going to happen to my body? Breasts? Hips? More softness?

Panic rattles every bone, makes my knees knock. The truth settles in my gut like a lead weight, heavy and irreversible. Like a verdict was handed down and my only part was to watch.

Kelly’s eyes narrow — there’s a flicker of something more complicated there, not quite gloating, but not pity either. Her arms fold.

“This isn’t my fault, Will,” she says, tone suddenly hard, every word like a slap. “You’re the one who used my prescription medication. Without asking. Didn’t even Google it, I bet?”

Her logic is unassailable. My mouth opens and shuts. I am horrified, speechless. Every humiliation, every odd twinge or puffy swelling or night of weeping — my own fault, self-inflicted, all because I thought I needed her smell, her skin, her comfort. The full weight of my foolishness crashes down on me, crushing and absolute.

Kelly steps closer, her voice softening. “Look. I can’t reverse it. There’s nothing I can do to undo the changes now. But I can help you… manage the side effects. Make them less disruptive. If—” she leans in, her gaze pinning me, “—you agree to do exactly what I say. No questions. No backtalk. My way, or you’re on your own.”

For a beat, all I hear is my own ragged breathing, echoing in that empty, neat apartment. I am alone, adrift, caught between terror and a miserable, gutted need for help. I have no choice. God, I have no choice at all.

I’m completely trapped.

She’s offering a lifeline, flickering and barbed, but I can’t even look her in the eye. My anger’s gone. Only dread remains, cold and creeping.

I stare at her, my mouth chalk dry, every muscle locked as my panic turns to cold dread. In the end, after everything, I just nod.

Once. Slow.

I give a single, defeated nod.
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Kelly’s sharp eyes drift down to my chest, where my nipples, swollen and impossibly sensitive, are outlined against my thin shirt. The humiliating contour is impossible to ignore — pink, prominent, like a secret broadcast to the entire room.

She doesn’t smile. She just looks, and then, brisk as a surgeon, she says, “Okay. First things first. We need to get you some proper support.”

I flinch, instinctively crossing my arms tight over my chest, as if that could erase what’s changed. The ache is raw today: every movement there, every accidental brush of fabric, makes me wince. My face ignites under her gaze, with a feeling so total it’s like my skin is turning inside out. Dread, shame, a shivering undertow of vulnerability — I can’t tell where one ends and the next begins.

Her expression never flickers. “Drop your arms. I need to look.”

The command lands — a little too soft, like she’s not even angry, just fundamentally uninterested in my protests. When I hesitate, jaw locking, she shrugs. “Suit yourself. You can cross your arms all day. It won’t help the pain.”

I force myself to lower them, my heartbeat roaring against my ribs. She cocks her head, scrutinizing, all clinical detachment. The ache seems to throb louder, as if exposure itself has made it worse.

“You’ve clearly started growing breast tissue. I can see the formation here —” She gestures, feather-light, one finger a hairsbreadth above my puffy, sore chest. “It’s normal in early hormone exposure. That’s why you’re so tender. T-shirts will only make it worse. You need support. Something soft, no underwire. Trust me, a bra or bralette will help with both the pain and the sensitivity.”

A bra.

A fucking bra.

I can’t breathe. My brain scrambles for a retort, for some way to make this stop. “I — there must be —” I stammer, sounding defensive and ridiculous even to myself. “It’s not that bad.”

She gives me a look. “You’ve barely touched your sides since you walked in. You’re hunching. Probably didn’t even know it. I bet sleeping on your stomach’s been a nightmare.” She waves a hand before I can answer. “I’m not asking. This is medical, Will. You won’t last another day without proper support.”

Her tone leaves no room for argument. Her logic is a velvet glove over an iron fist.

I feel a flash of defiance, wild and helpless, and just as quickly it dies under the weight of the ache spreading through me.

She turns her back to me, heading for the dresser by the window. The apartment is all Billy bookcases, cool light, nothing on display but her blue hair glowing in the sunlight and the hint of a tattoo curling up her arm as she opens a drawer. “Luckily for you,” she says, completely matter-of-fact, “I think I have something that’ll fit your… new size.”

Mortification burns through me. I want to demand she stop, to say no, but she’s already moving, already pulling out little scraps of fabric that look too delicate, too feminine, too much like a punchline.

She pivots, holding them up. The bralette is pale pink, soft lace, with dainty little scallops along the edges, sheer but inviting — nothing at all like the coarse, padded things my ex used to laugh about in the laundry. And beneath it, draped loosely over her wrist, a pair of matching satin boyshorts: small, shimmery, the waistband taut, the body cut in a way that radiates gentle indulgence and exposure.

My throat sours. “A bra is one thing, but I am not wearing… those.” The word lands with a tremor. Not panties. Not the line — anything but that.

Kelly’s eyebrow arches with slow, unimpressed precision.

The silence tightens.

She holds my gaze, then lets her eyes flick deliberately down to my crotch and legs, lingering pointedly before she looks back up. “Your skin is getting softer,” she says, the words as calm as a weather report. “And your… equipment? It’s going to be incredibly sensitive, especially as the hormones build. Your old cotton boxers are going to chafe. All that friction is probably already a nightmare, right?”

I keep my jaw locked tight. I don’t want to admit the truth, but I shift, unconsciously, feeling again the scratch, the damp, the inflamed nerves.

She doesn’t wait for a reply. Instead, she holds up the boyshorts so I can see the gleam of the satin — pink, almost liquid in the light. “This is satin. It’s smoother. It’ll be more comfortable. No wonder you’re leaking constantly: all that irritation, especially if you’re still wearing men’s underwear. Frankly, I’d be shocked if you weren’t getting some pretty nasty rashes the way you’re going.”

I flush deeper, guilt and embarrassment thrumming under my skin. I can still feel the wet patch from earlier, the way it clung and pressed, shameful and hot between my thighs. I want to tell her she’s exaggerating, but every rational part of me knows she’s right.

Damn it. She’s right and I hate it.

She steps forward, closer than I’m ready for, and tosses the panties at me. They land in my lap — feather light, almost accusing, the bralette sliding after like a silk snake. I can’t help but flinch.

“Try them,” she says, her voice level. “Or don’t. It’s your discomfort. You can stay miserable, or you can put them on and feel better in five minutes. Your choice.”

The threat is no threat at all — just fact. My body’s needs, my skin’s new treachery, her patient logic: together they corner me in slow, inevitable steps. I clutch the soft bundle in my hands, feeling the cool, almost living texture of satin and the delicate plush of lace. My cheeks are burning so hot I feel feverish.

“A bra. A fucking bra. I can’t believe this is happening.”

But the pain in my chest throbs with every tiny shift, a dull knife under my skin. And the thought of the rough cotton boxers for another day makes a wave of misery crest through me. I can’t argue with physics, with skin, with the traitorous thrum of relief that already starts as my fingertips graze the fabric.

Without another word, I mutter nothing and pad to her bathroom, the pitiful pink proofs of my predicament clutched to my stomach. The door shuts behind me. I stare at my face in her frosted mirror — red-cheeked, hair falling forward, eyes big and glistening, my mouth unconsciously pouting, betraying me one softness at a time.

I peel off my shirt first, and the moment the hem scrapes over my nipples, a jolt of pain snaps through me, almost making me gasp aloud. I stand there, topless, my chest a little swollen, kind of androgynous. The uncertainty of it — the contradiction of it — is worse than any humiliation.

I hold up the bralette. The lace is soft but slightly scratchy; not unpleasant, just insistent — a shimmering net that is both armor and surrender. I step into the band, draw it over my head with uncertain hands, and tug it down until it cups the sore new contours of my chest.

The relief is instant, a gentle gliding pressure instead of raw sensitivity, each new movement softened and contained. I exhale, slow. It shouldn’t feel good, but it does. It shouldn’t feel like coming home.

Then I push my boxers down and, forcing myself not to think, draw the boyshorts up over my legs. The satin glides frictionless up my thighs, against my crotch, whisper-slick, cool as cream, scandalously smooth in all the places that ache. My hips, my groin — everything sighs as the fabric settles, nothing pinching, nothing chafing, nothing abrasive. It’s a betrayal, because it feels so right.

A mirror glance: my body isn’t mine and isn’t hers — a strange, soft thing cocooned in pink and pale shimmer.

“This feels… nice. It shouldn’t feel nice. Why does it feel so good?” I bite my tongue, determined not to enjoy a second more than is necessary.

“This is just temporary,” I whisper, half to the mirror, half to the girl taunting me from inside it. “It’s just to manage the side effects. It doesn’t mean anything.”

But even as I say it, my breathing hitches, a pulse of longing, relief, and shame fluttering in my chest.

I stand for a long moment, gathering myself, heart thudding, the absent ache in my chest replaced by a held comfort, a gentle support.

When I finally emerge, my cheeks burn hotter than ever. I keep my eyes down, fists clenched by my sides, every inch of me humming with exposure. Even the air against my thighs, the bralette’s snug flicker, is somehow intimate — sinfully, undeniably better.

Kelly’s face is impassive as she gestures for me to stand in the center of the living room. My legs shake as I obey, bracing for ridicule, for the sharp edge of her tongue. Instead, she circles me slowly — a predator or a painter, marking her work. Her gaze is clinical at first, then softens just slightly as she dries a little satisfaction from my transformation.

She pauses behind me, one hand resting — not quite gentle — on my shoulder, the command in it unmistakable. My heart beats out a wild and humiliating tattoo.

“See?” Her voice is softer now, a smoky little hum of victory. “Much better.”

She lets the words linger in the air, sealing my fate.

And at that moment, as she completes her slow circuit, I feel it — the comfort and the trap, indistinguishable now: her control and my relief, tangled so tightly together I can’t tell where one starts and the other ends.

In the hush of her satisfied smile, I realize — I have no idea what rule comes next.
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Chapter 4


Dressed only in the pink lace bralette and satin boyshorts, I force myself to take a long, hard look in the mirror. No more rationalizing. I need to see the truth.

There’s still steam lingering on the small pane of glass, fog blooming at the edges, but my face glows clear, thrown into harsh relief by the morning sun knifing through the window. The light catches every flaw, every place I want to hide. My hands are locked white-knuckle around the edge of the sink; I feel the cool porcelain cut into my palms, grounding me in a body I’m not sure is mine anymore.

Okay. Here it is. This is all real.

Just face it.

My jaw first. I run my fingers over skin that used to bristle with stubble by breakfast. Now it’s just… smooth. Too smooth, like plastic or someone else’s face. I try pressing harder, waiting for that little rasp, but there’s nothing. I haven’t needed to shave in three days — not even a shadow, just bare, traitorous softness. There’s still a razor beside the sink. Unused. Useless. The can of shaving cream balances next to it like a joke at my expense.

I swallow and shift my weight closer. Hair next. I tangle cautious fingers through it, tugging. It’s longer, there’s no doubt. What was once an unremarkable, crumpled mop now falls in deliberate, silken waves around my ears, down onto my neck. Each strand slips between my fingers. It shines. There’s actual shine — like the shampoo ads, like something healthy and cared-for. As I watch, I realize it frames my face differently, hiding the angles I used to take comfort in. There’s an urge in me to tuck it behind my ear, and it makes me recoil. Stop that. Not one more inch of concession.

Then, I scan downward. What used to be rough, kid-scuffed hands — calluses on the palms and thumbs from gym days — are almost gone. The skin is thinner, luminous like candle wax. Even the knuckles seem slimmer, nails pale and precise, like they’ve never bitten through cardboard or jammed against a drawer. I flex my fingers, looking for any sign of old violence. Nothing remains. Just soft, yielding skin. My body is a map being redrawn without my consent: roads smoothed away, new territory labeled in a handwriting I don’t recognize.

None of this is good, but it’s not the worst. I can’t fixate, not when I know what comes next.

I let go of the sink, bracing my arms back, and stare straight at my chest. There’s no trick of the light anymore. It isn’t puffiness. No swelling that’ll slacken tomorrow and leave me alone. They’re… there. Small, soft, but undeniably breasts, rising from the delicate lace, pressing forward in a shy, deliberate curve. Each nipple is visible through the bralette — rounded, full, barely restrained, a twin ache humming under the fabric. My skin there is pale and tender, peppered with fade-marks that weren’t there before.

A single involuntary pulse of sensation shoots through me, sharp as static. The weight of these new things shifting with every breath. So fucking foreign. The word breasts knocks hollow in my skull — admitting it feels like letting in poison. I want to say it’s a hormone bloat, some mistake, but my own eyes strip that hope away.

My breath grows shallow. I turn to the side, sucking in my stomach, stretching tall like I can erase what’s wrong. But the reflection gives nothing back. A real curve runs from my ribs, tucks in at my — waist (God, I have a waist) — and flows out, subtly, at my hips.

Feminine.

There’s nothing to call this but feminine. My old love handles, the boxy boy-hips, have melted, replaced with a gentle, swooping line. No effort hides it. I twist, watching the dip and swell — unmistakable, inescapable.

A sick wave of nausea rides straight up my spine. Everything inside me claws for an exit — hot bile flaring, vision buzzing. It’s like a fever, a bad flu. But mixed into the horror is a flicker, an infinitesimal something: a sense that the waist, the shine, the lines aren’t ugly. Not beautiful, not yet. But eerily… interesting. The shadow of appreciation gnaws at my gut, too slippery to get hold of, too dangerous to accept. I clench my eyes shut against it, then open them wide, trying to force it back.

My gaze drops. The final line of defense.

Below the silk band of the bralette, past the bare slope of my belly, the pink satin of the boyshorts clings to a bulge that barely deserves the name. My cock — my last, most certain proof of manhood — lies there, small, shrunken, a sad, flattened bump. It looks… pathetic. That word scorches every nerve, fills my mouth with ash. Just a little nub, pressed flat, barely filling out the soft triangle of fabric.

My throat closes. Sweat beads on my forehead. I can’t — I refuse — This is a black hole opening, threatening to suck me in. Maybe it’s cold in here. Maybe I’m tired or stressed or scared. My fingers are shaking as I drag the waistband down, baring myself. My dick sits there, soft and unimpressive, even smaller than yesterday. It’s dwarfed by my own trembling hand. I remember what it looked like just weeks ago: not a monster, but solid, familiar, present.

I try to will it to life, summoning old fantasies — Kelly’s hands, her mouth, the scent of her hair after a shower.

Nothing.

I grip myself, squeeze, stroke, trying to drag out that familiar ache. My skin prickles. It’s not even discomfort; it’s absence. I might as well be prodding a bag of warm dough.

Come on. Come on. Please.

I stroke, desperate, heart racing. But there’s no heat pooling in my pelvis, no pulse, no familiar prickle of skin tightening. All I get is a distant, disconnected tickle, some limp echo of pleasure that never arrives. There’s a moan somewhere — faint, broken — and it’s mine. My breathing fails. I can’t even get hard. My cock sits there, shriveled and useless, like a mistake sewn onto the wrong body.

Apprehension tips into panic. My fingernails dig red crescents into my palms as I jerk my hand away. I want to punch the wall, smash the mirror, do anything to wipe this moment from the world.

It’s smaller.

That’s the truth, the black pit at the center of my body. My cock has shrunk. Significantly. Every word is a needle, threading through my core.

The horror is too much. My mind slams a door on it. I grab the thought by the scruff and hurl it into a dark, locked room, double-bolt the mental lock, scream denial from the other side. There is no shrinkage. There is nothing wrong. This is temporary. If I don’t look at it, don’t think at it, don’t name it, it can’t be real.

I clutch the edge of the sink, knuckles bloodless. I can’t breathe. It’s not happening. Not to me. Just wait it out, wait it out.

I need a new target. A distraction. Anything except this slow, inescapable disintegration.

Hair. That’s real. That’s fixable. My hair is a disaster. I glare at it in the mirror and see the wave and shine — feminine, yes, but wild too. It’s frizzy at the ends, splitting, refusing to hold a shape. Something rational: the 3-in-1 shampoo I’ve always used is making it worse — not enough moisture, no control. If I can fix my hair, maybe I can fix something inside everything else.

So the rush to dress is a desperate, mechanical routine — boyshorts up, hoodie dragged over arms, baggy jeans yanked high enough to swallow hips and waist whole. Nothing fits right, everything hangs off me wrong, but it covers the soft pink, covers her work. Maybe nobody will notice. Maybe I won’t notice.

Keys. Wallet. Phone.

Just shampoo, that’s all. A simple task. I can do that. No more mirrors, no more inventory, no more staring at the soft, unfamiliar body. I’m not a stranger. I am not a stranger.

I practically run from the bathroom, from the little white room and the mirror and the steaming air, stumbling over my own feet in my haste. Each footstep slaps echoing on the tile, like applause for the farce I’ve become. I snatch my wallet and keys, fleeing the apartment and the face that still startles me in the glass.
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I stand defeated in front of a wall of colorful bottles, completely overwhelmed. I pull out my phone, my thumb hovering over Kelly’s name.

It’s like standing on the lip of a canyon, noise and color echoing up at me, daring me to jump. Fluorescent lights drill into my scalp, reflecting off rows and rows of shampoo and conditioner, bottles in every possible hue. Some are neon, shouting “Moisture!” and “Silk!” at my battered senses; others are pastel and silent, their promises written in cursive that makes my eyes blur. The hum of voices, carts squeaking past, the distant rattle of a cash register — somewhere ordinary, no threat. But I am adrift, bones hollow, skin itching under this too-big hoodie.

I’d milked the last drops from the bottles Kelly left behind, chasing the ghost of her shampoo like it could keep her close, but the final squeeze came up empty this morning. And I had to face the truth: the scent was gone, and I was on my own.

I clutch the bottle like a life raft, plastic slick against my sweating palm, still sticky from the last desperate squeeze. I pull my phone out again, hand trembling — just enough that I have to use both thumbs to keep from dropping it. No missed messages. No secret miracle from Kelly. Still, I start to type anyway.

This is insane. My hair is a disaster. What am I supposed to buy?

Each word takes effort, like I’m prying open my own jaw. Baggy jeans dig into my new hips, the satin of the boyshorts a secret, slick coolness beneath the denim. Every movement feels wrong, exposed.

I almost hit send.

“It's a bit of a minefield, isn’t it?”

A warm voice — female, friendly, so close I tense as if pinched. The background static spikes into clarity. I look up, spooked, and blinking into the bright, rippling world above the shelf, I see her: a woman in her forties, chestnut hair with flashes of silver at the temples, her smile turned soft and maternal. Her eyes are green, crow’s-feet at their corners, foundation just a beat heavy.

Instantly, I shrink inside my too-soft skin.

“Oh, I — yeah.” My voice sounds wrong, airless. “I was just going to grab this…” I gesture vaguely with the bottle in my hand. It’s an ugly, blocky thing. Men’s three-in-one, the kind I’ve always used, but the "advanced care" version. That should be okay, right? That old comfort — soap, detergent, aftershave in one black plastic club.

She tsks gently. Before I can move, her hand breezes out and stops mine — not grabbing, just casually redirecting. Her fingers are warm, soft; a wedding ring glints. Her grip says trust me, dear, you’re not in trouble. I feel my heart shoot skyward.

“Oh, honey, no,” she says, drawing out the “no” like it’s a shared joke. “Not that one. It’s way too harsh! That’ll strip all your natural oils right out.”

She lets go and turns, her arm bare in her summer cardigan, reaching past my shoulder for a sleeker bottle — pearlized pink, capped in gold. She hands it to me, so close our fingers brush.

“Try this one. It’s so much better for women’s hair.”

The words land like a slap that doesn’t hurt, but ignites everything inside me. Women’s hair. My brain stutters. The fluorescent flicker around us slows and thickens, people dissolve into sound and haze, leaving only this: the bottle in my hand, her smiling expectance, the phrase echoing and echoing in the marrow of my bones.

She didn’t even hesitate. She didn’t question.

She just saw me — me, in my hoodie and jeans, my hair too long, my features too soft now — and registered me as female.

The bottom drops out of my world and every sense slams into high gear — ears hot, vision sharpened to cruel focus. Shock, white-hot, rocket-flares up my spine and ignites something guilty and ravenous. The pressure in my crotch builds at light speed, pain and arousal so potent it borders on agony. My cock — what’s left of it — surges, stiffening with horrifying urgency. It presses against the smooth, betraying satin and the rough denim that covers it, straining for space it no longer can fill. My boyshorts cling to every twitch, every desperate stretch, and it’s all I can do to resist touching myself.

I clench hard, breath trapped, heart doing double-time.

Women’s hair. She said women’s hair. She thinks I’m a woman.

The heat in my face erupts, blooming from my neck up, an eruption I can’t hide. My cheeks burn, my ears throb. Sweat pricks my scalp. I want to sink into the tiles, vanish between shampoo bottles, dissolve into liquid soap.

Oh god, I’m hard — why am I hard? This is wrong, this is so, so wrong.

I whimper inside, the words ricocheting like trapped moths while my traitor pulse keeps time with the cage.

But the arousal pounds in my veins, a traitor so powerful I can’t look away. My erection is an animal trapped behind bars, battering linen, pinned and aching. Each pulse is a signal flare: she saw me. A stranger looked at me and didn’t see a man — she saw a woman.

Shame and electric terror coil together in my gut, twisting tight.

But… she just saw me. And she thought… pretty? Did she think I was pretty?

Her smile turns understanding. “The trick is to use a conditioner that matches it. Those drugstore brands are fine if you use them together, but you want the shampoo as gentle as possible. Especially with how thick your hair is.” She flicks a glance at my head, approving, as if I am something lovely. As if there’s nothing strange about this: me, flushed and terrified, clutching the bottle for “women’s hair.”

She leans in, plucks the matching conditioner from the shelf, and presses the bottle into my shaking hand. I bobble both containers, nearly spilling them, heat flooding my cheeks like a struck match.

My breath trembles, inch by inch. If I speak, my voice might crack — so I just nod, lips pressed together, panic rising. I force my voice out, but it’s soft, unsteady, an octave above what it should be.

“Thank you.”

I sound like I’m twelve, or about to burst into tears. Heat stings behind my eyes. If she notices, she’s too polite to say.

I clamp the bottles against my chest with my palm, tight enough to make my knuckles ache. “Thank you,” I say again, and then — before she can answer, before anyone else notices the flush or the bulge at the seam of my jeans, before some other stranger glances my way and the illusion is shattered — I flee.

Moving is a stutter. My erection rubs cruelly against the satin, each stride a flash of agony and secret pleasure. The jeans, suddenly too tight, crush everything. The bralette on my chest digs in, dragging over oversensitive skin. I dodge a startled mother and swerve a cart overflowing with apples and oat milk, avoiding eye contact at all costs. The register beeps in the distance.

Self-checkout. No conversations. I mash the bottle's barcodes to the glass, one, two, barely aware of the tinny “please wait for assistance” echoing. Every moment is a new test. Do they see me sweating? Do they catch the flush, the unnatural hip curve, the bulge that is and isn’t masculine?

No one calls out. No one laughs.

I jam my credit card in, grab the bag, and make for the exit, stumbling into the glaring sun.

My vision swims. Air rushes, sharp and cold, into my chest. I unlock my car with a trembling hand, collapse into the driver’s seat, and slam the door. It’s only when I look down at the cold, absurdly pretty bottles in the bag — “Perfect Moisture for Women’s Hair!” — that I let myself exhale.

My whole body sags, forehead tipping forward until it rests hard on the steering wheel. I squeeze my eyes shut, sensation still pulsing in my groin. My breath stutters, ragged, both hands shaking.

Did anyone really notice?

God, I felt like I was glowing.

Why does just buying shampoo feel like a dare?

Why does my chest ache, tight with shame and…

What if I can’t keep doing this? What if — no.

It’s over. I’m out. No one stopped me. No one knew.

Get out of here. Just get out. I have to tell Kelly what happened.

I give my head a quick shake, forcing my thoughts to settle, and drop the bag with its two bottles onto the passenger seat beside me.

I rake both hands through my hair, fingers catching in the matted mess — hair that, surreally, belongs to me but now feels foreign, fraught. Women's hair, I think, the words threading through my skull, absurd and intimate all at once. Something about the way it slips between my fingers, softer than I ever notice, unsettles me.

My breath shudders out. I let myself collapse forward at last, forehead knocking to rest against the resistant cool of the steering wheel, as if hiding my face could quiet the frantic ache inside. For a moment, I just sit there, suspended — desperately wishing I belonged, desperately afraid to admit how much I want to.
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Chapter 5


The door bursts open as Kelly arrives, catching me mid-step, caught in a frantic loop between the living room’s warped carpet and the stained arm of the couch. I grip the bottles in either fist, glancing between them as if caught between good and evil, tight enough that the plastic creaks with every turn of my wrist.

She closes the door behind her with the calm finality of a doctor about to deliver a diagnosis, and her voice slices directly through the haze in my mind.

“Okay.” Her tone is warm, patient, deliberate — a sharp contrast to my chaos. “Tell me everything.”

I freeze, the sudden stillness almost painful. I want to run. I want to vanish. But with her in my apartment — all familiar lines drawn, her scent subtly twisting the stale takeout air — there’s nowhere left to hide. I clutch the bottles to my chest and start talking, the words tumbling out before I have a chance to filter or rearrange them, before my dignity can rebuild even a flimsy defense.

“It happened in the store. I—” My voice cracks, volume climbing with every syllable. “It was just… so bright in there, all these people, and I was in the hair aisle and I couldn’t — there were all these bottles and colors and I was freaking out. And I just—” I swallow, sweat stinging my brow. “I pulled out my phone, I was going to text you for help, because I had no idea what to buy, and then—”

Her expression doesn’t change.

I keep going, trapped by the impatient stripes of sunlight cutting across the clutter — pizza boxes stacked by the TV, damp laundry slumped in a chair, the room’s every flaw exposed beneath the late afternoon glare. My pulse races along with my story.

“There was this woman — a stranger — not even someone I knew, and she just…” I clutch the bottle tighter, watching my knuckles blanch white against the plastic's strain. “She… just — looked at me, like, really looked, and just assumed — without even thinking, she called my hair women’s hair. She handed me some stuff, told me it was for women’s hair. She didn’t even question it, not for one second. And then I—” I can’t even say the rest without my face burning. I pace closer to Kelly, desperate for space and dreading her judgment all at once.

“My body — I got hard, okay?”

The shame is electric, pure and clean as a nerve ending.

“In the middle of the store. I couldn’t do anything. Couldn’t stop it, couldn’t hide it. One second I’m just… nothing, and then she says that and it just happens, and I could feel it pressing against everything, and it wouldn’t go away. I was stuck. I was so—” I shake my head, voice fractured. “It was like everything just… flipped. I couldn’t think straight, I just needed to leave. My face was red, everyone was looking, even though I know they weren’t, but it felt that way. All because she saw me and thought I was a girl. And my body just — reacted.”

It twists in my stomach as I say it — the memory returns, brutal and hot, clamping down on my throat and squeezing. My words spill out like a dam breaking, flooding the room with my shame, leaving me exposed and small in the ugly light.

Kelly, meanwhile, listens with infuriating patience. Her head tilts, sapphire hair swinging, and her lips curl into this slow, knowing smirk that could peel skin. She isn’t shocked. She isn’t even trying to hide her anticipation. There’s comfort in her eyes, but it’s the kind of comfort you give a pet after a rough day: indulgent, not equal. The silence between us grows heavy, suffocating — a false calm draped over my humiliation.

When my words finally tangle and run out, she steps into the silence. Her posture is perfect, hands calm, as if she’s heard these confessions a hundred times before.

“I see.” Her tone is neutral, almost business-like, but there’s pleasure hidden in the low lilt. She glances at my clenched fist, the desperate way I clutch the shampoo bottle — like a child with a security blanket. “A public control issue. That is a problem.”

My jaw works soundlessly, trying to agree, to protest, to do anything except stand there and let the shame swirl through me. I can’t meet her eyes. My skin feels too tight, my body foreign and raw.

She sits down on the edge of my coffee table, crossing her legs like she’s settling in for a friendly consultation. Her voice is matter-of-fact, the practical tone she uses when explaining a new concept she has completely mastered.

“A solution,” she says, “is long overdue. Clearly, you can’t afford any more… incidents.” Her meaning isn’t cruel, but the edge in her words is clear. “And this—” she taps the bottle with one neat finger, “—is a symptom, not the disease. You need something to help you until your body catches up to your new reality. Think of it as… training wheels for your transition.”

She says it with a little smile, a glint in her eye, like she can see straight through my thoughts — see how the memory of the store still gnaws at me, shame and helplessness imprinted on my bones. I want to argue. I want to reject her idea before she even says it, but I stand transfixed, desperate for a solution, anything that means this mortification will never repeat.

Her purse rests at her side, glinting silver where the light strikes it.

Without breaking eye contact, she unzips it with graceful fingers and withdraws two small, clear plastic boxes. They look clinical and cold, nestled among receipts and a lipstick tube. She sets them on the coffee table, side by side. One slightly larger, the other almost dainty in its smallness.

She’s in no hurry. Her every movement is measured, each finger extended as she lines the boxes up with silent, surgical precision. I stare, hypnotized by the gleam of plastic and the soft hiss of her breath.

“I thought this might come up, so I brought some options,” she says, no inflection of embarrassment, relishing her role as the seasoned expert.

She snaps one box open with a practiced flick of her thumb and holds it up to the light. Inside, a tiny, clear cage glimmers — so small I could hide it in my palm, so cold and final I feel the verdict settle over my shoulders.

“These are from past relationships,” she explains, as if discussing a collection of old shoes. “Not that everyone needs one, but you’d be surprised how many good boys benefit from… a little structural encouragement.”

“Kelly…” My voice dies before it finishes forming her name. I can’t look away from the cage, its blunt, functional design — no artifice, no romance, just the quiet authority of control.

Now, she holds up the smaller box, turning it so the sunlight slices through the transparent shell. She scans me, head to toe, her gaze as sharp and appraising as ever — clinical, detached, laced with a condescending affection as if I’m a dress form or an experiment. I sense her taking inventory, seeing through two layers of fabric and the last rags of my pride.

“I think I know which size you’ll need,” she announces, her voice dipped in honey and knives. The sweetness is cutting, infuriating, and I can hear what she means beneath the words: I see you. I know exactly what you’ve become.

My cheeks burn so hot it hurts. There’s no way not to hear the implication: public humiliation exposed in the hard fact of chrome and plastic, as if every secret about my body is hanging out in the open air for her to catalog and sneer over.

She’s not even surprised. She knew this would happen. She’s been ten steps ahead of me this whole time.

My gaze falls to the smaller box, and reality is a heavy stone in my gut. She’s picked the tiny one for me. My mind flashes to the boyshorts pressed flat across my lap, the feeling of emptiness in my palm that morning, the way I couldn’t get hard, couldn’t feel even a spark of what used to be there. I know, with sick certainty, that even this smallest cage will be too large — an empty shell clamped uselessly around the little that remains.

She knows it’s shrunk. She knows just by looking at me. God, this is mortifying.

I want to protest. I want to punch through her confidence and seize a sliver of my old self, but my tongue is thick and dry, and nothing comes out except a breath that shakes in my chest.

“A cage?” My voice is paper-thin. “Like… like for an animal? Is that what you think I am now?”

She narrows her gaze, smile never fading. “No, honey. Not for an animal. For someone who needs help. You want to avoid what happened at the store, don’t you?” She tips her head, blue hair swaying. “You asked for my help, and I’m here. This is what you need. Just until you get used to things.”

Dread floods my stomach, mixing with the ghost-memory of that store aisle — trapped between rows of pink bottles, my body in open revolt, humiliation leaking from every pore.

But the thought of what happened at the store… I can’t let that happen again. I’d die of shame.

The cage glints between us, a final pronouncement. I feel her power settling into the room, the lines of who owns what changing in real time. There’s a comfort in it, dangerous and shattering — a solution to the shame, an abdication of what little control I have left. My body wants it almost as much as it dreads it.

My protest dies, limp and unsaid. The silence is my answer, a consent as loud as any plea. My shoulders curl in on themselves, and I nod, the barest tremor of movement.

She reads it instantly — the flicker of surrender, the ugly, broken need buried beneath the pain.

The room’s afternoon light stripes across the cage box, painting sharp lines on the clutter and squalor of my life. It sits between us like a verdict waiting to be read, a little transparent monument to my defeat.

Kelly leans forward, her face close, voice as gentle as velvet and sharp as a threat.

“Well? Shall we see if I’m right?”

And just like that, my world hangs poised on the edge, waiting for the fall.
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“In here,” Kelly says, gesturing to the bedroom. “And take those off. I’ll need to get a proper look to make sure it fits correctly. Not like I haven’t seen your cock before.”

The words thunk through the air, heavy with a casual indifference that makes my skin crawl. She peels past me, setting the two small boxes on my desk, and flicks the light on. Shadows leap across my bedroom — the piles of unlaundered t-shirts, the bed still twisted and unmade from another night of anxious tossing, sheets tangled as if trying to hide a body. All of it feels suddenly raw, exposed, tainted by her presence.

My hands tremble. Sweat collects under my arms, along my spine. I don’t move, not at first. The command should be laughable; ten minutes ago, it would have been. But now, with her standing there, back straight, gaze fixed on me like a teacher about to hand out a failing grade, I’m helpless to do anything but obey.

So I reach up, knuckles grazing my jaw, and fumble with the hoodie’s drawstrings. They knot beneath my fingers, and it takes too long to tug them loose. I keep my eyes down, willing myself invisible, wishing she’d just leave, that I could just dissolve. The soft cotton scrapes my shoulders as I pull it over my head, leaving goosebumps in its wake. I’m already shivering, but not from cold. Next, the jeans — button slips, zipper snags, and finally I shimmy them down, the denim catching awkwardly on my hips.

And there I stand: pink lace bralette and satin boyshorts. The absurdity is total. I almost laugh, except it’s not funny at all. The bralette tugs tight across my chest, a reminder of what’s changed, what’s been forced into bloom. The boyshorts ride up painfully, outlining the humiliating bulge — or what should be a bulge, but isn’t, not really.

I freeze. Maybe she’ll let me keep these last scraps of modesty.

But Kelly’s gaze turns sharp, impatient, her eyebrow lifted in a silent dare.

“Panties too, Will. I can’t measure what I can’t see.”

Shame sweeps over me so fast it’s dizzying — cheeks prickling, ears hot. My hands work on autopilot, thumbs hooking beneath the soft waistband. I can’t look at her. With a tiny gasp, humiliation fighting for space with dread, I shimmy the panties down, letting them fall in a silky heap over my feet.

The air against my bare skin needles me raw. I cover myself, hands darting instinctively but uselessly for cover. She just tsks, a sound that’s somehow more cutting than a scream.

“Hands at your sides. Let me see.”

Her tone is gentle, but it’s the gentleness of someone coaxing a wild thing further into a snare.

I swallow. The lump in my throat threatens to choke me. Part of me wants to bolt — the door’s right there, Kelly between me and any possible escape. But I’m rooted, sick with compliance, shame burning off the last of my resistance. I let my arms drop, let the cool air touch me everywhere, let my body go slack and exposed in the lamplight.

The silence in the room stretches, blooms into something unbearable. Her eyes linger on my groin, open, appraising, clinical. I try to shrink away, but there’s no shrinking from her gaze. For a split second, my mind draws back and I see myself as she must see me: a specimen, soft where I shouldn’t be, cock small and shriveled, skin glowing and hairless and wrong. The moment is endless. I imagine every second is archived in her memory, proof of what I’ve become.

Then it happens — a small, almost pitying chuckle breaks the hush. It’s not even cruel, just a soft sound, like she genuinely can’t help but be shocked by what she sees.

“Oh, honey.” The words are soft, but they land heavy and sharp, the blade hidden deep in the velvet. “You really have shrunk, haven’t you?”

My shame is so absolute it’s physical, a gravity field pulling my ribs together. Breath comes tight and shallow. I wish I could crawl inside my skin and never come out. I stare at the floorboards, away from her, away from my own reflection in the mirror across the room.

Don’t look at me. Please don’t look at me. I feel like a bug under a microscope.

She moves then, and in that unhurried, efficient way of hers, kneels before me. The bralette rides high on my chest, the cool air prickling at my new breasts. Kelly’s attention narrows to a single focal point: my groin, the pathetic remains of my manhood. She leans in close, almost professional, hands cool and steady as she measures me with her gaze.

She takes a breath, the sound surgical. “A full two inches, I’d say. Good thing I brought the small one.”

A sob nearly escapes me, but there’s no sound — just the rush of blood in my ears. Everything has been reduced to numbers and measurements and the clinical assessment of what’s left. She doesn’t reach for me sexually; there is no hunger in her movements, just business. She opens the small clear case, removing the pieces of the cage, her hands calm as a physician assembling equipment for a simple outpatient procedure.

Her touch is practical, each contact a cold brush that makes my skin flinch. She gathers my shrunken cock and balls, careful as if prepping a wound, and fits the base ring behind them. It’s not arousal — there’s warmth and softness where there shouldn’t be; my cock is barely there, so anesthetized by humiliation and hormones that it just folds obediently inside the hard, transparent plastic.

Kelly grips the cage, her nails neat and clinical, guiding me through the opening. Even half-hard, it would’ve cramped, but now there’s a visible gap between the tube and what’s left of me. The emptiness is unmistakable — my cock is dwarfed by the device, a leftover, unwanted puzzle piece unfit for the hole meant for it.

It’s too big. Even this tiny thing is too big for me. I’m not a man anymore. I’m nothing.

Kelly doesn’t look at my face. She focuses on the work, every movement detached, impersonal — so much more painful than if she’d been seductive or cruel. This is just a task, a measurement, a sorting of flesh and plastic and fate.

She locks the halves together, checks her positioning, then, with a deliberate, echoing snap, inserts the little plastic lock. The sound is sharp, surgical.

A click.

And that’s it. My body is a specimen under glass, exposed and measured. The click of the lock is the sound of my manhood being archived away.

Kelly stands, dusting imaginary lint from her knees, admiring her work with a smile that twists between pride and pity. “There,” she says, satisfaction humming in her voice. “Now you won’t have to worry about embarrassing yourself in public anymore.” She drops the tiny key into her palm, slips it into her pocket as if it’s nothing at all.

The rigid shell bites when I shift, a chill collar cinched at my root, the hollow shell nudging the gap my cock should occupy. Each inhale, each tiny motion, sparks fresh chafing, a bloodless ache — an ever-present memo that I’m sealed, stored, the final scrap of masculinity filed away where my fingers will never find it.

She has the key. She has all the control now. It’s over.

Kelly’s eyes linger on me — naked, caged, diminished — and for a moment I think I see something more complicated than victory in her gaze. Maybe it’s nostalgia, or a flicker of real concern. But it recedes as fast as it arrives, replaced by her familiar mask of amused dominance.

I stand frozen in the middle of my room, the unfamiliar weight of the cage between my legs a constant, humiliating reminder of what I have lost.

My hands hover at my sides, useless. I hear the plastic shell creak as I shift my feet. Pressure throbs in my gut — a low, sick ache, equal parts humiliation and confusion.

The silence between us gets sharp, and I blurt, barely above a whisper, “Why is this happening to me, Kel? Why did I…?”

I trail off, cheeks burning, but I have to know. “In the store, when that woman called me — why did I get hard like that? I… I couldn’t even get hard this morning. Not by myself. Nothing works.”

My voice cracks, the confession raw and sticky in the air. Shame cracks open something I’d tried to bolt down. My eyes flick to hers, desperate for any answer that makes sense.

Kelly’s face softens infinitesimally, but the effect is chilly, not comforting. She sits on the bed, crossing her legs, her gaze pinning me in place. “You really want to understand?” She studies me, searching for bluff, testing if I just want a lie. When I nod, mute, she leans in.

“That’s what estrogen does, Will. It doesn’t just change your body: your skin, your fat, your hair. It rewires everything. Even the way you want.”

My fists clench, white-knuckled. “I haven’t had a real hard-on in days, Kelly. It’s like my body doesn’t even care. But then… that woman said ‘women’s hair’ and suddenly I’m…” Words fail. I gesture helplessly at the cage.

Her lips curve, almost sympathetic. “Your brain doesn’t respond to the same things anymore. Testosterone is what gave you those automatic, dumb, easy boy-boners. Touch, friction, seeing yourself in the mirror, just — bam, you’re hard.” Her eyes flick down to the cage, appraising. “Estrogen rewrites the script. Now it’s not just friction or fantasy — it’s emotion, attention. The right person, the right stimulus… External validation. Being seen, wanted, called pretty. It hits you straight in the nervous system.”

I flinch, remembering every impossible, embarrassing pulse of heat from the store. “So I can’t even make myself hard now? Not even if—?”

She chuckles, dry. “Not unless the world gives you permission, sweetheart. Get used to that. You don’t get to choose what turns you on anymore.”

She stands, brushes imaginary dust from her palms. “You’re not wired like a man now. You’re becoming something better. For both of us.”

I swallow, the words echoing: for both of us. A warm, terrifying ache blooms behind my ribs — half déjà vu, half brand-new hunger — because “us” used to mean dinner plans and bickering over Netflix, and now it tastes like her collar around my throat and the promise that my next breath belongs to her.
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Chapter 6


I wake up with a choked gasp, body locked in a sick arch against damp sheets, throat raw from some wordless noise I can’t even remember making.

Darkness still lurks at the windows, bruised-blue and uncertain, but something cruel and tormenting has worked itself into my nerves again — so effective it almost feels malicious. I’m hard. Not really hard, just that shameless, desperate strain: what’s left of me throbbing, angry, useless against the hard plastic of the cage.

I can’t think. Pleasure and pain are tangled tight, spiraling up and up, leaving me sticky, breathless, and already leaking. The cage turns every pulse of arousal into a sharp, electric ache. My cock tries to move, tries to swell, and slams into its limits with each heartbeat; the plastic bites down, turning want into punishment.

This is how every morning begins now. The last three days have been the same: waking before dawn, tongue bitter, sheets twisted around my hips, and an endless, humming pressure between my legs.

I reach down before I know it — instinct, always hopeful, always betrayed. My fingertips skim the seam of my panties, slick with the syrupy, humiliating drip that never ends, and find only the hard, unforgiving shape of the cage. I can’t even grasp myself. I can only press, can only feel the echo of sensation magnified by restraint.

I try anyway.

There’s no logic to it — just rutting, helpless friction, hips rolling minutely, searching for relief. Each movement is a jolt; the plastic bites and my body twitches, clenching down, shoving need into pain until I want to scream. My fingertips ache to slip beneath the waistband, craving softness, wetness, anything — but the cage is solid, cold, unyielding, a vice on my desire. My cock tries to swell again, impossibly, pointlessly, and the ache pulses up my spine, filling my mouth with the taste of frustration.

This loop devours me. I grind against the mattress, seeking some angle that might quiet the pain, but it only gets worse. The pressure builds — sharp, white-hot, every nerve screaming for a release it can never have. Sweat beads along my collarbone; the pillow smells like chemical flowers and loss. I try to pull away, but my hips keep rocking, frantic, haunted by memory and hunger and the impossible need to come.

I whimper — low, animal, ragged. This is torture. I’m going to go insane.

I just need relief. I’d do anything for it.

Fingers trembling, I push the blanket away and claw for my phone. Light flares in the dark — alien, cold, slicing straight through the haze in my skull. I don’t even check the time. My lungs seize, heart in my throat, the familiar contact burning on the screen.

Kelly.

My thumb hovers. The ache between my legs throws everything else into static.

I hit “Call.”

It rings once, twice, my breath caught behind my teeth. Then: her voice, low and soft, striping my senses with fresh, helpless hope.

“Morning, Will.”

She doesn’t sound sleepy. She sounds in control. Always.

I’m already on the edge. “You have to take it off.” My voice is desperate — still thick from sleep, but more from need, from shame. “Kelly, please, it hurts. I can’t — I can’t take this. Not anymore.”

A pause. I hear the whisper of bedsheets, her steady breath. It’s all I can do not to beg. Tears prick my eyes, humiliation flushing my cheeks. I imagine her picturing me right now: curled on my bed, shaking, cock caged and angry, voice breaking for her approval. For mercy.

Finally, she speaks. “I’ll be right over. Don’t do anything stupid.”

The line clicks; she’s already moving. She knows me. She knows I won’t last another hour.

I drop the phone on the bed and press the heels of my hands into my eyes. The ache is everywhere now — soaked into my bones, vibrating in my teeth. I crawl out from the sweat-damp sheets, every movement sandpaper on my skin. My panties cling, translucent with slick. The shape of the cage is obvious, obscene — bulging in a place that once meant pride but now means nothing but defeat.

The apartment is gray and silent. I pace the living room, back and forth, underwear riding low, the plastic lock cool against my skin. Every step is a reminder: a rattle, a throb, a burning friction. Waiting becomes its own torture. I can’t sit, can’t stand still; I’m caged and pacing, an animal with nowhere to run.

She’s coming. She’ll help me. She has to.

Minutes lose meaning; my thoughts spiral. The only constant is the pulse between my legs, the pressure blooming with each breath, the knowledge that someone else holds the key. I want her to see me. I want her to save me. I want her to look at me and tell me I’m not broken, that I’m still worthy of softness and touch and the relief that’s been stolen from me.

When she knocks, it’s sharp, authoritative — a predator announcing itself at the trembling edge of the woods.

The door swings open.

Kelly steps inside, radiating calm power, her jaw-length sapphire bob perfect, her jaw set in that wry half-smile. She’s impossibly put together — fresh, cool, her scent already carving up the space between us. Her eyes immediately drop to the strained bulge in my panties, the terrified, trembling shape of me. She closes the door with a soft click, folding the world down to the two of us, this room, this ache.

I stutter forward. “It — it won’t stop, Kel.” My voice is shaking, pitchy with humiliation and hope. “Every morning, I wake up like this. It just… hurts. I leak all the time. I can’t — I’m supposed to be getting smaller, but it’s like my body’s fighting back. I can’t—” My words knot up, emotion burning away the rest. “Please. I can’t take it. Just for a little while — take it off. Please. Please.”

She stands perfectly still, letting my plea hang in the air. For a moment she looks almost concerned, eyebrows drawn together, like she might actually pity me.

But then her head tilts, the slow, feline arc of a predator sizing up wounded prey.

Something shifts behind her eyes — a flicker of hunger, dark and fascinated, electric in the air. Her lips part, just enough to let a coy smirk settle in.

She sees me. She sees the animal in the cage, pacing itself to exhaustion. And it excites her.

A chill runs up my spine. The way she’s looking at me… it’s not with pity. It’s something else. Something darker.

She steps forward — measured, inevitable. “Poor baby,” she murmurs, voice impossibly gentle. “That sounds miserable. But taking it off isn’t the answer. You’re not ready for that.”

I reel, choking on the refusal. “Then what do I do? Just — just hurt?”

She touches my shoulder, a feather-light reassurance that makes my heart stutter. “I can help manage the pressure,” she purrs. “That I can do. Come here.”

She guides me to the sofa, her hand firm, insistent. I let her lead — the part of me that still wants to struggle is small, drowned by hope and need. I sink onto the couch, hands twisted in my lap, panties pulled tight over the obscene shape of the cage.

She sits beside me, one thigh pressed to mine, casually dominant. Her fingers ghost over the outside of my panties, following the hard outline. They move with impossible delicacy — just tracing, not enough, never enough.

“Let me see what the problem is,” Kelly whispers, leaning close enough that her breath flutters against my ear. Her fingers draw slow, maddening circles over the bulge, fabric stretching, heat flaring everywhere she touches. The contact is feather-light, so precise, as if she’s testing the truth of my need — not for my sake, but for her own satisfaction.

My skin ignites. Muscles twitch, the ache sharpening, lancing up my belly, shuddering straight into the locked-away core of me. The cage is a vise on my desire, turning pleasure into punishment — a chemical, senseless loop of want and surrender. Each pass of her hand sends static through my chest, pulls a choked cry from my throat.

Her other hand steadies my hip, holding me perfectly still as she draws ever-smaller spirals atop the throbbing shape. Her eyes never leave my face — hungry, delighted by every shiver and moan.

“Look at you,” she croons, breath hot against my neck. “So sensitive. All that need, nowhere left to go.”

Tears prick my eyes. “Please, Kelly. Please, I need — anything. Anything you want, just — please.”

But her touch remains, languid, circular, maddeningly gentle. She presses just enough to make the ache flare white-hot, then pulls away, teasing. My body jerks, craving more, then less, then nothing.

Her expert touch promises release, but I know — God, I know — she has no intention of granting it.

A sob wracks my chest, despair tangled with that insane, poisonous hope only she can conjure. My hips buck helplessly, caged and aching. Her hand encircles the prison between my legs — one perfect, dominating loop — and I whimper, lost, as she begins her merciless, perfect torment.

I whimper as Kelly’s hand circles the cage, her expert touch promising a release I know she has no intention of granting.
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"You're so sensitive, aren't you?" Kelly whispers, breath ghosting over my neck as her palm cups the bulge in my panties — the cruel plastic outline of my cage. Her fingers press, dance, pull back, and I can't stop the way my hips buck helplessly into her hand. "So needy."

The sofa sinks beneath us, every movement grinding me deeper into its battered cushions. Light leaks in through the grimy window, falling in slants across the room — a patchwork of shadows that grow, that mark time — and in this fading hush, the world narrows down to the heat between my thighs, the friction of cotton and plastic, and the cool assurance in Kelly's touch.

My pulse hammers. Every nerve is strung tight, stretched thin by days locked up and edged and denied and leaking through my own shame. There's nothing else, not even my name, only this mounting ache. My thighs tremble — she hasn't even done anything yet, and I'm already ruined.

Kelly's thumb traces lazy circles over the cage. Her other hand strokes my hip, grounding, as she murmurs, "You're just desperate for it now. Hm? After all that whining on the phone, I had to see for myself." Her nails skim over the seam of my panties, catching the wetness that's soaked through, the sticky evidence of my body’s betrayal.

Heat flushes my face; I close my eyes, breath coming hard.

"Please," I whisper, not even sure what I'm asking for anymore.

But she ignores me, her focus cruel and total. Her fingers glide up, pressing down — expert, infuriating. I feel every millimeter: pressure against the base, a teasing rub where the slit of the cage lets a droplet of pre-cum leak out and slick her thumb. She works the toy as if it’s my cock, as if it still matters what size or shape or hardness I once had. And somehow, it does matter, because after only a few strokes I’m a bucking, gasping mess.

"So eager," she teases, her voice purring with icy poise. "But this makes you better, doesn’t it?" Her thumb slows, every swirl a measured taunt, her touch featherlight now, barely a suggestion. I whimper, the sound humiliatingly helpless, hips rolling up — desperate for friction, for anything. The pleasure blooms, then withers on her whim — a wave she pulls back just as it begins to crest, leaving me stranded, exposed, nerves jangling and raw with need. A cold shiver runs through me, sharp, electric; the echo of her touch radiates like aftershocks through my skin, every nerve ending begging for mercy, for more.

So close. God, so close. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop this time. If she just pressed a little harder, I’d—

A horrifying rush of heat flushes through me, and I bite back a moan, just barely. My body betrays me, again and again, treacherous, eager to submit — a fact that shames me almost as much as how good… it’s starting to feel good, surrendering like this. I want to resist the thought, but it pushes at the back of my mind, sprouting roots, feeding off the ache she stirs in me.

So of course Kelly's hand hovers, her practiced cruelty infinite. She lets her fingers ghost over the strap of my panties, her other hand anchoring firm on my hip, each stroke deliberate but never giving me what I really need. My breath grows ragged, every muscle tight and trembling with anticipation — then emptiness. Not enough. Never enough. She waits, watching me squirm, dissecting the smallest shivers, the need painted across my face.

She leans closer, tone perfectly controlled, a surgeon dissecting my resolve. "Is this what you needed? All those pathetic texts and those whining little voicemails, just begging for my attention. I thought you’d never admit it — how much you crave the way I keep you right here, teetering on the edge. Don’t you?" A smirk plays on her lips, cold and stunning. "Or are you enjoying being such a desperate little thing now?"

I want to protest — I do. But all that escapes is a strangled, needy noise, hips lifting, thighs trembling as I fight the urge to sob, my whole body hypersensitive to every brush of her knuckles, every exhale. My skin is feverish, slick with sweat and anticipation. A trembling shame pulses beneath it all, but there’s no hiding the truth: this submission, this helplessness, it’s somehow becoming sweet. The realization terrifies me, and yet I lean into it, hungry, panicked.

Of course she stops. She always stops.

Her palm lingers just above me, heat radiating from her skin, but the contact is infuriatingly absent — my cock caged, straining, pressed hard against unyielding plastic; the ache between my legs so acute it borders on pain. My hips rock, searching for friction I know she won’t allow. My thighs quake as I try, futilely, to hold myself still.

Kelly's nails graze lightly up my inner thigh, soft as a secret; the sensation is fire over sensitized skin. She pushes my legs wider with effortless authority, exposing me, and I can’t breathe, can’t think. Her fingers dance — teasing, tormenting — alternating between ghosting touches that make my legs clench and sudden, focused pressure that makes the cage hum with trapped energy. Every pass is a fresh agony. The plastic feels tight, slick and unforgiving, rubbing hot against the most sensitive part of me, and the ache spirals: pleasure peaking, ebbing, colliding with humiliation until I’m a mess of shivers, noises, surrender.

The muscles in my back arch, my hands fisting helplessly in the sheets. Every inch of me aches for her, every cell attuned to the slightest movement of her hand. My mind empties, replaced by instinct and fire, and beneath it all — shameful, inescapable — a flicker of thrilled relief. It’s easier to be nothing: just want and ache, no decisions, no shame.

Then Kelly leans forward, her breath hot against my ear. "Why should you get to cum?" Her words coil, low and venomous, deep into the hollow of my gut. "You couldn’t even handle being a man, Will. Couldn’t ever be there when I really needed you — could you?" Her grip tightens, a warning, a claim. "Maybe you were always meant for this instead," she continues, voice cold, triumphant. "You were a terrible boyfriend, but look at you — already so much better as my whining little girlfriend. Maybe this is where you belong. Maybe you were always just waiting to be owned."

Her humiliation slices through me, sharp as broken glass. I flinch, gutted, the pain setting off memories: fights and slammed doors, Kelly’s voice breaking as she accused me of letting her down, never being enough, never showing up when it mattered. I remember hiding, running, the guilt black and consuming. I remember how I failed her, how the man I tried to be was just a mask that kept slipping, dropping pieces behind me like crumbs. I ache, not just in my body but in my soul — every failure, every regret surfacing, red and raw.

Kelly examines me, her gaze soft, yet exultant. Her thumb trails my aching cock, not quite a caress; more the appraisal of someone pleased with her handiwork. “You know, I really can’t keep calling you ‘Will.’ Not when you look like this — not when you feel like this. Wouldn’t want to attract the wrong kind of attention, especially out in public. I think… Lila fits you. Yes. Pretty little Lila.”

The name drapes itself over me, heavy as burial cloth, gentle as a prayer. I can’t respond; sobs wrack my frame, leaving me trembling and hollowed out. Even as what remains of Will fades into the distance, some broken, needy part of me yearns to hear her say it again.

Her hands slow, the torment pausing, drawing out the ache, letting my ragged breaths echo in the charged silence. "Look at you now," she purrs, voice dripping with derision and yet, impossibly, underscored by something tender, as if she’s proud of this ruin. "Such a silly little girl. Can’t even keep her clitty under control at the grocery store. You want everyone to see how helpless you are, don’t you? You need this cage. You begged for it. Because deep down, you know you can’t be trusted. Isn't that right, Lila?"

Her words crash into me like a wave breaking inside my chest — terrible and beautiful. Shame detonates, a flash of lightning in my marrow. My body pitches toward her, a sob shattering loose as if my ribcage is breaking open. My cock throbs — unbearably hard, pressed viciously against the cage, leaking in helpless pulses. The pleasure is knifed through with humiliation, with something you could almost call ecstasy. I don’t know where I end and she begins, where shame gives way to bliss.

Each time she draws me to that awful, perfect brink, hope flares — violent, star-bright, impossible. And every time she leaves me empty, I die a little more, sinking deeper, wanting her, needing this. I can’t stop myself; I don’t even want to.

Her fingers tighten, pressing hard through silk, teasing the very tip, and I think I might finally fall apart. My whole body locks, air stuttering in my lungs. A tear spills, hot, shocking down my cheek as I gasp.

"Please," I beg, every word shredding its way out of me, leaving me raw. "Please, I — I can’t take it, just let me — please, I’ll do whatever you want, just let me cum, please, I need it, I need—"

She hushes me, leans in until her lips brush my ear, the heat of her body smothering me. "Maybe," she says — almost singing — "Maybe if you’re a really good girl… If you beg, nicely… I might think about letting you cum."

Something snaps. My mind spirals like a drain, words pouring out in a whirlpool of despair and hunger. "I’ll be good," I pant, writhing against her hand, no pride left, just the frantic need. "Please, I promise, I’ll be a good girl. I’ll do anything you want, Mistress — please—"

She pauses, letting those words hang between us, electric. My throat burns. It slipped out — Mistress — but it feels right, feels like truth, as if my mouth knew before my mind did.

She tilts her head, lips quirked, watching me come apart. "Anything?" It's a whisper, a dare. She strokes me through the cage, a slow, measured torment.

Yes, oh God, yes. I can’t stop now — each word is an offering, a piece of myself given up for hope of release. "I'll do anything, Mistress, please, I'll be the best girl for you, I'll let you dress me, control me, anything…"

Her hand slows, the friction almost unbearable. I sob, gasping for air. Tears spill freely; the humiliation is complete, the pleasure too raw. All I want is her approval, her key, her release.

She nudges me, eyes glinting. "Say it," she prompts in that too-soft velvet tone. "Tell me what you’ll let me do, what you really want."

I don’t hesitate — I can’t. Shame and longing and surrender braid together, choking sense. "I'll let you keep me caged…" It falls from my lips like a prayer, desperate and hungry and real.

She nods, satisfied. "Louder."

I sob, louder, collapsing into it completely. "I'll let you keep me caged, Mistress, just please let me cummm!" My words break apart, wailing and wet, each syllable another lock clicking shut on my old self.

Kelly’s hand stills. She pulls away entirely.

The sudden loss is devastation — every nerve screaming, emptiness ringing in my chest.

She stands, takes a slow step back, her smirk deepening. "Good girl," she says, voice thick with pride and something hard-edged. "You finally sound honest."

A crumpled, ruined sound shudders out of me. All of me aches: my caged clitty, my heart, that spot in my mind where self-respect used to live. I’m trembling, sweat-soaked, collapsed at her feet on the sofa. Hot tears and slick wetness stick my thighs together; the plastic cage aches, my whole body jangling with broken need.

But above all, there’s the words I just flung at her echoing in the silence — words I can never swallow back.

I'll let you keep me caged, Mistress.

I gave it all — every scrap of freedom, defiance, shame — traded for an orgasm that never arrived.

I’m left collapsed on the sofa, a sobbing, aching mess, as the full weight of the words I just said crashes down on me.

I just traded my freedom for an orgasm I didn’t even get.
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Chapter 7


Kelly arrives with two suitcases.

“Well,” she says, setting them down with an air of finality. “If I’m going to make sure you’re being a good girl, I suppose I’ll need to move back in for a while. Just until the hormones wear off, of course.”

The words land in the middle of my grey, dingy living room like a judge’s gavel. I clutch my coffee cup with both hands, barely aware of the bitter heat on my tongue, the humiliating weight of the cage between my legs — even after a night’s sleep, the throb is a constant, pulsing reminder of everything I surrendered. My cheeks are raw, the skin around my eyes stings; remnants from last night’s collapse. I probably still look puffy, pathetic, barely human.

Sunlight splashes in from the east windows, washing Kelly’s blue hair in winter-white light, catching the silver ring in her nose as she surveys the apartment. Her gaze lingers on me for a half-second, flickers with the subtle satisfaction of a queen retaking her territory. There’s no comfort left here for me — only the memory of a home that was once ours, now repurposed to facilitate my obedience.

I stare at the suitcases. She really means it.

And I don’t even protest. I just watch her unzip the first bag, my movements slow, leaden, as if gravity has thickened just for me.

She starts unpacking: folded stacks of her favorite t-shirts, an entire drawer’s worth of feminine underwear slipping from the soft folds of her other bag — lace and pastel and unforgivingly small. She lays out bottles and tubes and a box of pills on the dresser. I stand up, my coffee cup clattering slightly. I want to be useful; I want to anticipate her needs before she speaks, like the pet she’s already convinced I am. I’m achingly aware of how meek I’ve become, how little I can do to resist.

The rules settle over me like a new skin, tight but strangely fitting.

“Mistress,” she corrects, after a few false starts where I call her “Kelly.”

Her voice is cool, effortless. “From now on. That’s not a suggestion, Lila.”

My heart stutters at the sound of that name. The rules don’t come as threats but as simple, unbendable laws: address her as Mistress. Follow every instruction — no hesitation, no argument. If I’m good, if I obey, perform, smile when told — she’ll consider letting me cum. It’s a carrot dangled just close enough to torture, just out of reach. Relief has become her currency, and I cling to the hope that if I am perfect enough, I might finally be permitted release.

“Just until the hormones wear off,” she says again, stowing a pair of soft slippers at the foot of her bed — which is now, again, our bed. A lie, and we both know it. I’m not even sure who she’s lying to.

She moves through the place. Soon, the walk-in master reeked of her perfume; the living room lounge blanket was swapped for one in pale pink. Even the bathroom now bristles with the silver and glass evidence of her. I help unpack, my hands careful, my silence thick.

And then, as if she’s already lived here for years, she gathers her purse, snatches her phone, and leaves a short, crisp list on the countertop in her beautiful, looping script.

Chores.

I’m to clean, to make the place pretty, to “be a good girl while I’m gone.” She’s already halfway out the door, coat slung over one shoulder, when she glances back, eyes appraising.

“Don’t forget to dust the baseboards,” she says, almost bored. “And remember to call if you get stuck. I’ll expect progress when I get home, darling.”

The door closes behind her. I’m left standing in a swirl of her scent and her presence and a dizzying ache, surrounded by tasks that promise nowhere to hide.

I begin with the list because it’s something I can control. The kitchen first — wiping down the counters, lining up the coffee mugs by size. The motions are comforting, repetitive. Whenever my mind strays, I return to a single thought: I have to do this. I have to be perfect. It’s the only way she’ll let me cum.

Vacuuming feeds into laundry; I fold everything with sharp edges, military precision. The muted click of the cage as I bend or kneel reminds me: I’m not just doing this for her. I’m not sure I know how to do anything for myself anymore. That realization should hurt; instead, it grounds me in purpose.

After two hours, the apartment gleams. I run a finger along the baseboard — no dust. Even the bathroom mirror shines. But it still doesn’t feel finished. Cleaning isn’t enough. It isn’t proof. I need to show her. I need to be more than obedient — I need to be transformed. I need to be Lila, not just Will in a dress, not just her broken toy, but someone worthy of being called good.

The urge gnaws at me. It doesn’t come from her, not this time.

I drift into my room, the one that used to be mine but is now a pastel menagerie: stacks of folded camisoles, panties in every shade of pink, dresses swishing on hangers. The sight used to fill me with dread and embarrassment; now, my fingers itch to touch silk, to feel lace against my skin.

This is for her. All of this. It’s just to prove I can be good. If I look pretty, if I do this well, maybe she’ll finally praise me. Maybe I’ll finally deserve to be seen.

I pick through the closet, the anticipation a strange drug. Kelly’s touch is everywhere in these clothes — her taste, her eye for what flatters and what exposes. I find a slip of a dress: creamy silk, simple, elegant, with a faint wisp of lavender at the hem. My hands shake as I lay it out, alongside a matching bra and panties, delicate stockings, and low kitten heels that make my stomach tighten with nervous excitement.

I pause in front of the mirror. The last time I did this, it was out of humiliation — a dare, a punishment, a step toward my own undoing. Today, it feels different. This isn’t commanded. This is… voluntary.

I want her to see me like this.

My hands work carefully — sliding panties up bare legs, cool silk tugging over my hips. I run my fingers along the waistband, relishing the satiny shiver. The bra is snug, cups pressing against the softened slope of my chest, reminding me of how much my body has already changed. Stretchy stockings slither over calves dusted with new fine hairs. The heels wobble beneath me, unfamiliar and thrilling all at once.

Next comes the makeup: Kelly’s little black bag, full of glossy tubes and mysterious compacts. I dig out my phone, search through online tutorials. Eyeshadow, blush, lipstick. My hand isn’t steady at first. I mess it up, wipe it away, start over. It becomes meditative somehow — stroking a gentle highlighter over my cheekbones, filling in the shape of my lips, careful, slow. Each mistake is part of the ritual; each success — a blended crease, a flicked liner — is another step closer to what I want her to see.

Now, hair. It’s longer already — months of hormones, layers grown out, enough to curl beneath my jaw. I brush, part, pin. Youtube tells me to twist and shape; I try. It isn’t perfect, but it softens my face, frames the raw blue of my eyes. It looks… natural, almost feminine.

Something shifts deep in my chest — a blooming pride that feels dangerous and new.

I pull on the dress, the zipper humming up my spine, silk falling perfectly, hugging every new curve. The heels click softly against the hardwood as I walk back and forth, practicing, trying not to trip. The sound is delicate, a music of surrender. I glance up.

The mirror doesn’t show Will. Not even a costume of failure.

The mirror shows Lila — blushing lips, full lashes, pale shoulders shining in afternoon light, the subtle feminine lines where muscle used to be. My waist is smaller, my hips beginning to round, my skin soft and luminous in a way I hadn’t noticed. My heart pounds.

Wow. Is that… me? I look… pretty. Genuinely pretty.

Not a joke, not a punishment — a person, shimmering in all the places I once tried to erase. The joy in it eclipses shame, if only for a minute. For the first time, I’m proud of the reflection. I want to show her — need to.

I spin once, giggling — a sound that feels right in my throat, soft and bright. This is me. Lila. Not hiding, not shrinking. Not waiting for permission.

I move through the rest of the chores in a trance, savoring every movement. Wiping countertops, I glimpse flashes of my reflection in glass — a flutter of silk, a curve of wrist, a face that is no one else’s but mine. My cage is still locked, of course; every step is a throb of reminder, every motion a friction of wanting. But now it feels like part of the ritual — proof of belonging.

As the sun sinks, I set the dining table, my hand trembling with anticipation. Every plate in place, every napkin folded. I check my makeup again in the reflection of the oven door.

And then I freeze.

Kelly’s words echo: Just until the hormones wear off.

A sudden, stabbing panic. If this stops — if she just takes it all back, if the pills and creams fade and she unlocks my cage and tells me to be Will again — could I? Would I want to?

Wait. If this stops… do I have to go back to being… him?

I don’t think I want to.

The thought prickles cold. What am I becoming? What if she leaves, or the hormones wear off, or she tells me — no, orders me — to undo this? I blink, trying to breathe through the fear, holding on to the fragile thrill blooming in my chest, even as doubt curls around it.

A key rattles. The door opens.

Kelly steps into golden half-light and stands dead in her tracks. Her eyes widen, her mouth slightly open. She looks at me — not through me, not at Will, not at some broken thing — but at Lila. I see her see me. The hush is so complete I can hear my own nervous breath.

Her look of appreciation is devastating.

Wordless, potent, it fills me up from the inside out until there’s only pride where I was hollow. My heart soars.

Kelly closes the door behind her, a slow, dangerous smile spreading across her face.

“Well, look at you,” she says, her voice a low purr. “Someone has been a very good girl indeed.”
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We sit in a charged silence for a few minutes, her appraising gaze making my skin tingle.

"This is delicious," Kelly finally says. "You've learned a few things."

The overhead light blurs the air to gold, painting thin warmth over the mismatched bowls I found in the back of the cabinet. I spent hours making this stupid meal — sautéed mushrooms, lemony chicken, a pot of rice I fluffed just the way I remember from watching her — but every swallow tastes like nerves. Not even hunger, just anxiety. I sneak glances up; Kelly’s presence is as steadying as it is terrifying.

The soft clink of forks against porcelain fills the space between us. I'm perched on the edge of my chair, hyperaware of every movement: the silk of my dress pooling around my thighs, the gentle weight of earrings brushing my neck, the way my lips feel fuller with the gloss I carefully applied. I watch Kelly take another bite, her eyes never leaving my face. Each glance feels like a caress and an evaluation all at once.

Something in my chest unfurls, small and shaky. Relief. Maybe even pride.

I say, “I just… I wanted you to feel at home, Mistress.” My own voice sounds new — soft, careful, higher. The syllables of her honorific taste both humiliating and right.

Kelly sets down her fork and leans back in her chair, those sharp eyes tracking every nervous flutter of my hands. The candlelight I lit catches the blue in her hair, makes her look ethereal and dangerous. She's wearing a simple black sweater that hugs her curves, and I can't stop stealing glances at the elegant line of her throat, the way her lips curve when she's thinking.

"You did," she says, and the praise makes my stomach flip. "More than I expected, honestly. You've been busy today."

My cheeks flush hot. The compliment emboldens me, makes me sit up straighter, tuck a strand of hair behind my ear in a gesture that feels natural now. We begin to talk — hesitantly at first, about the apartment, the food, how I spent my day. Her voice is softer than usual, less commanding, and I find myself relaxing into the conversation despite the electric tension humming beneath my skin.

But then something shifts in her expression. Kelly tilts her head, studying me with that familiar predatory focus, and I know the gentle moment is about to shatter.

"You know what I never understood, Will?" she asks, and the use of my old name is a deliberate jab, sharp and unexpected.

It’s less a question than a prodding wound. My spine straightens instinctively, the warm glow of the evening dimming.

"You were always so… hesitant." She draws the word out, rolling it between us. “So afraid. Tiptoeing around everything messy or real.”

She lifts her fork, then pauses, voice lower. She studies me, as if weighing something. “I wanted you to want all of me. But you wouldn’t. Not properly.”

My fork hovers halfway to my mouth. The food suddenly tastes like ash. I know where this is going, can feel the old wounds beginning to tear open, but I can't look away from her face.

"What do you mean?" I ask, though I already know the answer.

Kelly's smile is cold, clinical. "You were afraid of me. Of my body. Even in bed you’d hold back — like pleasure was a verdict instead of a gift. You wouldn’t ever really see me. Or touch me." She takes a sip of wine, letting the words settle between us like stones. "Afraid of what I needed from you."

I flinch. The room seems to shrink, walls closing in with every syllable. Heat crawls up my neck. She’s not yelling. She doesn’t need to. The scalpel cut of truth is more precise than a scream.

"I—" My voice comes out rough, trembling, barely a protest.

Kelly doesn’t even pause. She keeps going as if I hadn’t spoken at all.

"Do you remember how you used to flinch when I tried to guide your head down? How you'd make excuses, change the subject, find any reason not to touch me the way I wanted to be touched?"

Her words rip through me — reopening old scars, the irony a salt rub that stings and awakens. Shame burns in me, hotter than the taste of lemon on my tongue. I stare at my plate, at the perfect bite I sculpted, unable to lift the fork again.

"Kelly, I…" I start, but the words die in my throat.

"You were so worried about your precious masculinity," Kelly continues, her voice cutting through my defenses with surgical precision. "So terrified that pleasuring a woman like me would somehow make you less of a man. The irony is delicious, isn't it?"

She gestures at me with her wine glass, taking in the dress, the makeup, the careful femininity I've wrapped around myself like armor. "Now you're the one on your knees, begging me to make you feel good." Her gaze is pointed, wry. “Full circle.”

She’s right. I was awful to her. I was so scared, and I made her pay for it. The old guilt swells — thick, salty, suffocating. Images flicker behind my eyelids: Kelly arching toward me, wanting, open. Me, recoiling, making excuses, sticking to the shallow end. Pretending I could love her fully while keeping my hands clean. I was a selfish, fearful lover.

The shame hits me in waves, hot and suffocating. I took her body, her pleasure, her needs and twisted them into something that threatened my fragile sense of self. I made her feel unwanted, undesirable, because I was too much of a coward to face what loving her really meant. And now here I am: caged, desperate, awash in humiliations that somehow taste like home. Discipline has become mercy. I ache for praise, for any scrap of approval. My need to please her — to atone — thunders against the barricade of pride I worked a lifetime to build.

It’s not just the past shame, the memory of what I failed to give. It’s the present ache, too: tight and insistent between my legs, caged and leaking, hungry for any sign that I can finally, finally be good enough. My pulse thuds. The need to make it right, to show her I’m not that person anymore, climbs to a pitch inside me. I want to prove her wrong. I want to prove I’ve changed — or that I can change.

"I'm sorry," I whisper, my eyes burning with unshed tears. "I'm so sorry, Kelly. I was—"

"Mistress," she corrects sharply.

"Mistress," I repeat, the word cracking. "I was terrible to you. I was selfish and scared and I hurt you because I couldn't handle—" My voice breaks. "Because I couldn't handle how much I wanted to surrender to you."

Kelly leans forward, her expression softening just enough to be dangerous. "And now?"

The question hangs in the air between us, loaded with possibility and threat. I look at her — really look at her — and see not just the woman who's systematically dismantling my life, but the person I failed so completely. The lover I was too afraid to satisfy, the girlfriend I was too much of a coward to truly please.

I need to make it right. I need to show her I'm not that person anymore.

Before I can stop myself, before my rational mind can intervene, the words spill out of my mouth.

"I'll do it," I say, my voice barely a whisper.

Kelly raises an eyebrow, her expression unreadable. "Do what, silly girl?"

Did I just say that out loud? Oh my god.

My mouth just… it just moved. I want to take it back, but the words are out, louder than shame, propelled by some startled courage. The pet name should sting, but instead it sends a shiver of heat down my spine.

I meet her eyes, my heart hammering against my ribs.

"I'll…" I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry. "I'll pleasure you. The way I should have before. To prove I'm being good for you now, Mistress."

The offer hangs in the air between us, shocking us both. I can see the surprise flicker across Kelly's face before she schools her expression back to neutrality. My mind is racing, panic and excitement warring in my chest. The air freezes, as if the whole room leaned in to listen. Her name on my lips — Mistress — hangs like incense. My admission is a dare, a secret made real.

Part of me wants to fold up and vanish. My insides feel scraped raw, exposed.

But there’s another pulse deeper down. Not fear. Not really. Terror and excitement blend; curiosity ignites. I want to know what it feels like to be on the other side. To make her body tremble, to see her undone by my hands, my honesty. Maybe even my need. I’ve spent so long caged — in guilt, in clothing, in this plastic prison — maybe this is the only way out.

Kelly’s face is unreadable, her eyes sharp but soft, assessing, as if she’s turning the new shape of my confession over in her head. The silence bends, stretches. She sets her fork and knife down, aligning them in perfect parallel on her plate, and leans back in her chair. She studies me, eyes dark, mouth unreadable.

I can feel my heart pounding against the tight silk across my chest. This is the point of no return.

She draws out the pause, letting suspense thrum in the space between us. I fidget with my napkin, body thrumming with tension, chest full of hope and dread.

Her voice is careful, controlled, as always. “Finish your dinner,” she says, fingers steepled beneath her chin. “Then we’ll see if you can keep your promise.”

Even after she looks away, I sit immobilized, staring at the neat lines of food and the glint of candlelight, my mind spinning, pulse spiking with the weight and thrill of what I’ve just offered — and everything I hope she’ll let me become.
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Chapter 8


Kelly leads me into the bedroom by the hand.

The air is thick with a nervous, electric tension. Her fingers, warm and firm, wrap around mine — not yanking, not routing me by force, but guiding me, as if I am something precious.

The door clicks softly behind us, carving out a private, golden world. Shadows soften all edges. There are fresh sheets tight on the bed, a skein of lamplight laid gentle over the spread, and the faint smell of her perfume — amber, something darker underneath — that is so wholly Kelly that my heart trips.

She pauses just inside, our hands still tangled. My pulse is wild in my neck.

"Are you sure about this, Lila?" Kelly’s voice is lower, softer than I’ve ever heard it. Wary, almost. "There's no going back from this."

I could break here. All I have to do is drop my hand. Back away. Laugh it off, make a joke, run and hide in some old, sticky, useless shape. But I don’t want to. Not now. Not ever.

I nod once. Not frantic, not afraid.

Certain.

“Yes, Mistress. I want this. I want… you.” The words throb between us, honest as a wound.

Something crests in her gaze — relief, pride, and something rawer, sweeter, too. She lifts my knuckles to her lips, brushes them with a whisper of a kiss; her mouth is warm, breath tickling. My skin goes hot and prickling.

She leads me to the bed, not pushing but beckoning, her body moving slow. She sits, then tugs gently so I tumble beside her, silk dress rustling, breath coming in shallow bursts. The mattress dips under my weight, a familiar place rendered strange by the shape I now wear.

"Lie back, Lila."

She arranges the pillows, props me against them like I’m some living doll meant for display. No longer is this the position of passive avoidance — I am not bracing myself for her disappointment or my own shortcomings. I’m surrendering, wide-eyed and willing, letting her hands situate me, my legs bent, dress crumpling over knees.

Kelly hovers over me, her knees astride my thighs. She watches me, measuring every micro-flinch. Then her hands drift up my calves, smooth over my stockings, finding bare skin above the hem — her touch light, almost reverent. My toes curl. My breath shudders out, trembling.

"You’re beautiful," she murmurs, and there’s no tease in her voice, no taunting edge. Only hunger and awe: the way someone drinks in the dawn after a season of darkness.

She starts to undress me — no rush, no clinical efficiency, no tug-of-war for dominance. Her fingers slip the straps of my dress from my shoulders, draw down the zipper with exquisite patience, the sound loud in the hush. She pulls the silk away, baring the lacy shell of my bra, my body caught between modesty and want.

There's a shudder — a fear I might ruin this with awkwardness, but she just smiles, slow and dangerous and gentle.

"Let me," Kelly breathes, unhooking the clasp. The bra peels away, exposing the small, budding swells of my breasts: real, soft, formed by months of her design. Her palms cup them, thumbs circling the new, sensitive peaks. My vision blurs with how right it feels.

Her lips find the hollow above my heart, then trace downward, tongue painting worship. She pauses at the waistband of my panties — her lips curl, breath hot against the cotton.

“May I?” Her voice has steel, but also an odd note of seeking — seeking me, seeking my gift.

God — I want this. Need it.

"Yes, Mistress," I whisper, trembling. “Please.”

She slides my panties down, baring the locked cage and everything it holds. The plastic bites cold against my exposed heat, a sharp, jarring contrast to the gentle reverence of her worshipping touch. Kelly’s gaze lingers here, but there’s no mocking, no whispered humiliation — just approval, and hunger, and the knowledge that I am hers; that every inch has been claimed.

Her mouth, still warm from my skin, presses right beside the cage — kissing the sensitive flesh, her tongue darting, soft and slow and slick. My body arches helplessly, hunger burning in every limb. She traces my hips, finds the outermost lines of my waist, then back up over new subtle curves, my thighs now growing soft, hips a gentle swell.

“Do you have any idea,” she says, voice barely more than breath, “how long I’ve wanted to see you like this?”

Her hands and lips become benedictions, rewriting everything I once feared. She licks, nibbles, kisses each new territory — cupping where muscle has softened, trailing fingers over the point where my hipbones used to jut, pausing on the faint rounds of my chest.

It’s overwhelming. It’s too much and I never want it to end. She’s not just touching me, she is seeing me — her girl, her creation, somebody worthy of worship and want. Every place her lips touch blooms with heat, pride, and a savage relief so sharp it feels like heartbreak.

This is it. The real point of no return. And I’m not afraid. For the first time, I’m not afraid.

I sink further into the cushions, legs falling open beneath her. She kneels between them, one hand squeezing the inside of my thigh, the other drifting up to thread through my hair. All the pieces of me — fear, old shame, the last stubborn shreds of masculinity — melt in the gold lamplight.

And then she’s stripping herself too, fluid and sure. Her dress falls away; she stands white-skinned and beautiful, confidence rippling out of her in waves. I see her — strong, beautiful, formidable. Her cock already rising, thick and proud, evidence of her own want, her own glory.

She crawls up the bed, poised and predatory. I should be nervous, but what rises in me is not fear but longing. I need her, all of her, in every way I used to dread. Now, the sight is a promise; the anticipation, not a threat, but a gift.

"You’re shaking," she whispers, sounding almost gentle, cradling my face in both hands, brushing stray hair from my eyes.

“Because I’m —” I swallow, throat thick with feeling, “— because I’ve never felt like this before.” The words tumble out. “Because this is what was missing. This feels… right. Yes. This. Please don’t stop.”

She kisses me, slow but deep, tongue exploring, stoking, filling my mouth. I gasp, melt. Her hand strokes my shoulder, then drifts ever downward — across the new willow-curves of my sides, cupping the inside of my new thighs, fingertips brushing the edge where my body still betrays its old form. She presses her forehead to mine.

Her hips nudge between my legs, her cock pressing hard and hot against the cold plastic of the cage. The contrast makes me moan aloud — metal biting, flesh yearning. I buck up, wordless, wanting her to take me, claim me, fill me up in all the places the world said I must remain empty.

"This isn't a violation, Lila," she whispers, voice honey-dark. "It's a coming home."

She spreads my legs wider by the knees, lines herself up. She holds at my entrance — slick with lube, a finger slicked and teasing first, a careful stretch. There’s pain, sharp but fleeting, and then pressure, more pressure, her cock swept against my ring, not inside — yet.

“Look at me,” Kelly commands.

I raise my eyes. She is above me, haloed by lamplight, her expression pure awe.

“This is your last chance. You want me to take you?”

The ache is everywhere, alive, and hungry. My pride, my shame, my will — everything unspools, dissolves into a single word. Her name, her title, my truest plea.

My voice doesn’t shake now. “Please, Mistress.”

She presses in — slow, so agonizingly slow, each millimeter of her advance sending electric currents through my body. The initial breach is sharp, a white-hot lance of pain that makes my breath hitch and my thighs tremble. But beneath that pain, something deeper unfurls — a molten ache, a hunger so profound it eclipses the sting, transforming it into something sacred. The fullness builds in waves, each one crashing harder than the last, until I'm drowning in the sensation of her stretching me, reshaping me from the inside out.

My fingers twist into the sheets, knuckles white, as a broken whimper escapes my lips. Kelly's thumb brushes my cheekbone, her touch feather-light yet searing, tracing the tear that spills over. The reverence in her gaze is almost unbearable — like I'm something precious, something worth worshiping. She pauses halfway, her own breath ragged, her cock twitching inside me as if resisting the urge to plunge deeper.

"Relax," she murmurs, her voice thick with restraint. The command is gentle, but beneath it thrums an undercurrent of raw need. "Let me in. All the way."

I exhale shakily, forcing my muscles to unclench, and the moment I do, her body responds. A pulse of heat radiates from where we're joined, her cock sinking deeper in one slow, inexorable glide. The stretch is almost too much — my body protests, then yields, then craves more.

When she finally bottoms out, pressing flush against me, the world narrows to this: the golden glow of lamplight casting shadows across her face, the way her fingers dig possessively into my hips, the cold bite of the cage against my flushed, aching flesh.

Humiliation and pride twist together inside me, a tangled knot of emotion, until both dissolve into pure, desperate need. The pain fades, replaced by something staggering — the overwhelming rightness of being filled, of being taken. My back arches instinctively, my body rising to meet hers in silent supplication. I'm not just allowing this — I'm begging for it, wordless and wild, every shuddering breath a plea for more.

Her touch is a benediction on my new form, rewriting my skin with reverence.

She's touching me like I'm… beautiful. She sees me as a woman.

Pressure meets pleasure, bright and raw. I wrap my arms around her shoulders, nails digging in, and meet her halfway, my hips rolling up to receive her, every muscle raw with need. I want more. I want all of her. Her hands slide under me, lifting, holding, flexing so I cannot escape her grip.

Kelly freezes, holding me — giving me the choice. And I give it.

"Please," I whisper again, my voice trembling with desperate need. "I need you. I need all of you."

Her eyes, dark and searching, hold mine for a heartbeat. In them, I see not uncertainty or hesitation, but the reflection of a trust so deep, so radiant, it steals my breath away. After a moment's pause, she begins to move.

The first stroke is slow, maddeningly careful — a gradual, exquisite slide that fills and stretches me, easing into the new shape of my body. Pain sparks, but quickly drowns beneath the rising tide of raw pleasure. Each measured thrust seems to confirm something profound — that I belong here, like this, with her.

Our bodies find their rhythm, a dance of slick skin and shuddering breaths. Every brush of her lips against my flushed, burning skin feels like another small miracle, another consecration. I am open to her, desperate and wet, each smooth, deep slide inside me a kind of homecoming. It is the culmination of every sharp-edged moment of humiliation, the inevitable conclusion to every secret tremor of forbidden longing. The last remnants of that old, brittle shell shatter, falling away.

Yes. This. Please. More. I need all of you. I need this.

With every tilt of her hips, every ripple of muscle in her thighs, I gasp and arch, my body begging in small, incoherent sounds. The world is nothing but gold and heat, the sharp bite of my cage a sudden, welcome contrast. It makes each wave of pleasure feel sharper, more acute, more intimately sweet — the tender way she holds me, and the hard, undeniable reality of my submission to her.

This is real surrender — the choice to be undone, to be remade and remoulded into something new and strangely beautiful. For her sake, for my own, for the sake of the two halves of ourselves that we become between one breath and the next. Her body presses deep into mine; mine opens and flowers, silent and shameless beneath her.

We are one. Completely and irreversibly entwined, in a moment that is both an ending and a beginning.
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The rhythm Kelly sets is deep, powerful, and loving. Each thrust is both a claiming and a confirmation.

I am pinned open beneath her, legs hooked over her hips, breath stuttering out in ragged little gasps that hitch higher with every relentless roll of her hips. The sheets have come loose, tangling at my back like discarded wings, but I can't care — every cell is tuned to where her cock fills me, stretching me obscenely wide, that slick heat blooming outward in concentric waves of pleasure-pain that make my toes curl. Each movement drives me down, deeper into the soft mattress and lower still: back past resistance, through all the old barricades Will built with trembling hands and whispered denials.

"Oh — oh God — " The words tear from my throat as my nails bite into her biceps, seeking purchase against the tidal wave of sensation. My whole body shivers with it; the sharp spark of initial penetration melts into liquid need, my inner muscles fluttering around her in helpless welcome.

"M-Mistress, please — "

Kelly's hands anchor me with possessive certainty, one knotted in my hair to tilt my face up to hers, the other pressed to the new, delicate curve of my waist. She holds me as if I could float away — no, as if she's determined to brand this truth into my flesh. The lamplight paints us in gold and shadow, slipping across sweat-slicked skin, highlighting the flex of her powerful thighs and the trembling softness of mine. A tear escapes my lashes, tracing a hot path down my cheek.

"Look at you," she murmurs, her voice thick with awe. "My perfect girl. Taking me so well."

Her next thrust punches a sob from my chest, my back arching as she strokes over that secret place inside that makes white light explode behind my eyelids.

"Y-yes! There, there, please — " I babble, voice breaking as she sets a rhythm that leaves no room for thought, only feeling. The stretch is exquisite, the fullness unbearable and yet all I crave. Every inch of skin is alight, hypersensitive; the brush of her stomach against my caged clit sends electric jolts up my spine.

She moves in slow, devastating waves, each withdrawal an agony of loss, each return a homecoming that shakes me to my core. "F-feels like — like you're remaking me from the inside," I whimper, thighs trembling around her hips. The words spill out unfiltered, my thoughts given voice in breathless confession. "Never knew — never let myself know it could feel like this — "

The room smells of sex and salt and the faint vanilla of her perfume, the air thick with our mingled panting. I can feel the dampness spreading beneath me, my own slickness mixing with the lube, every desperate clench of my body trying to pull her deeper. The cage is a sweet torment, a constant reminder of my surrender, its pressure against the sheets making me whine with frustrated need.

Kelly's grip tightens in my hair, her other hand sliding down to cup my ass, tilting me up to meet her next thrust. "You were always meant for this," she growls, her voice fraying at the edges. "Feel how perfectly we fit? Like you were sculpted for my cock."

The claim sends a fresh wave of heat through me, my walls fluttering around her in helpless agreement.

"Yes! Oh God, yes, yours, only yours — " My voice cracks on a sob as she picks up the pace, the slap of skin on skin echoing in the charged air. The headboard knocks against the wall in time with my pounding heart, each impact driving me closer to the edge.

I'm unraveling, coming apart under her hands, every nerve ending singing her praises. The pleasure is almost too much — a supernova building in my core, threatening to consume what little remains of the man I pretended to be. "Mistress, I can't — I'm gonna — please let me — "

I choke on a gasp, my whole body aching for release, but Kelly just leans closer, her voice a velvet command: "Not yet, sweetheart. You want to keep being good for me, don’t you?"

I manage a nod, or something close to it — a broken, hungry gesture — then another wave rips through me as she draws back, almost out, only to drive home with a force that makes the headboard thwack against the wall, makes my pulse pound in my temples.

Every muscle in my body coils tight, strung to the breaking point. My caged cock is throbbing, straining with a kind of desperate, aching heartbeat I’ve never felt before. Every wave of pleasure teases me right to the edge, but I grip the sheets and bite back my cries — determined, desperate to show Kelly I can be her good girl, that I can hold on for her.

This is my truth. I was always meant to be this.

With each thrust, each filling, each helpless noise I make, I feel layers of Will peeling away. The man who flinched, who ran, who looked at Kelly’s body and lied — to her, to himself — cannot survive this. My jaw sags, lips parted; all the walls I fought to keep between me and this shatter in sync with the rhythm she forces into me. There’s fear, yes, a jagged edge, cold in the periphery. But it is demolished by longing, by the certainty that this is not shame but salvation.

I’m not losing myself.

I’m finally, finally finding myself.

My eyes squeeze shut and the world collapses to sensation: the searing stretch, the slick push-pull inside me, the slap of her hips against flesh grown softer, the hot, relentless grind of her cock against my sweetest ache. My thighs tremble, calves clamped tight around her. I’m babbling, or think I might be — please, yes, Kelly, don’t stop, more, fill me, make me yours.

There is a point, grinding slow and deep, when all the air is pushed out of me — a place where her cock seems to slot perfectly into my center, wrecking me, healing me, naming me in every possible way. Any thought of modesty is gone; need has drowned it. I want her to see me — a ruined, keening, perfect mess — want her to know I am hers, not out of duty but out of the most liberated surrender.

She drives harder, hips crashing to the backs of my thighs, her breath coming sharp — her own composure splitting, her control cracking in the heat of our joined bodies. The room is a confessional. Every collision writes our story, our rebirth, across my skin. I cling to her, sobbing her name now. The bedside lamp flickers wildly with our motion, shadow sliding across her cheeks, her mouth, her fiercely focused eyes — eyes that see through every mask.

And somewhere in a blinding flash, a lightning strike in the storm of pleasure, clarity breaks in me. Everything below my chest seems to seize, tighten, then expand. Inside that moment, time stops: there is no Will, no fear, no old shame — only Lila, only truth. My mind’s voice is small but undeniable:

Thank you. Oh god, thank you for this. Thank you for not giving up on me.

"I'm so close — please," I sob, voice cracking, every nerve strung tight with desperate need. It’s unbearable. All I can do is cling to her, whimpering, hot tears sliding down my face. I can barely see, slick with sweat and salt, as the ache sharpens inside me. Kelly leans in, thumb gentle as she wipes away the tears streaking my cheeks. "I know, sweetheart," she murmurs, her hand cupping my jaw with exquisite tenderness. "You can take it. Just a little bit longer for me, okay? Be good."

Every muscle shakes with the effort, but beneath the tide of pleasure — shot through with longing so deep it nearly breaks me — is something else: surrender. It isn’t climax; it’s liberation. Every inch of me is electrified, held in trembling suspension simply for her, because I need to show her I can. My mouth falls open, gasping ragged breaths as something raw and true bursts free — joy, relief, and a sweet ache like I’ve wrapped my soul around Kelly, everything in me filled and rooting deep in her approval. Tears keep streaming, hot and pure. The sob that wracks my chest is an offering: messy, wordless thanks, acceptance, and the final letting-go of the person I was.

I am not Will anymore.

I am Lila.

I am wanted.

I am loved.

I am your good girl. I am.

Kelly feels it — I see her face break open, loss and triumph mingled, a rapture that has nothing to do with power and everything to do with coming home. She surges forward, locking her mouth to mine, swallowing my cries. Her thrusts lose tempo, become erratic, desperate, her own pleasure spiraling as she senses my breaking.

The moment she comes — a deep, unguarded groan wrenched from her chest, hips driving hard and flush against my ass — her cock throbs inside me, and a rush of luscious, liquid warmth fills my center. I clamp down reflexively, my whole body shuddering, trembling as muscle and mind both strain and stretch to make room for her, everywhere, in ways I never thought possible. She claims every trembling inch; I thrill and quake to accept her, to let her finish, to be filled so honestly that there’s no boundary left between where she ends and I begin.

I feel her break, truly break, in a way I’d only guessed she could. For once, Kelly’s the one to collapse, surrendering all that fierce control as she melts atop me, shaky and spent, her sweat-slick skin molding to mine. Her weight anchors me to this too-real moment, every delicious ache and bruise a permanent mark. Our chests press tight — her slippery, feverish, and heaving with little shaking breaths — my heart slamming against her ribs, her heart banging back as if we’re two lost halves discovering an impossible harmony. The heat where our bodies meet feels sacred, sweat pooling and dripping down my sides, mingling with tears and other secret, saltwater things. We throb and hum, caught on the knife-edge of something ending and something unknown just beginning.

I can’t stop crying. Tears keep coming — where do they come from, this bottomless well, this release? — hot trickles running down my temples, sliding into my ears, mixing with the tang of sweat, the sharp metallic taste of Kelly’s perfume and heat clinging to my hair. It isn’t grief. It isn’t even relief. It’s hope, desperate and terrified, bright as a fresh wound — and joy so sharp it aches. I feel as if I’ve been split open, laid bare for the world and peeled wide for light, for her, for everything I’m letting in at last. Every secret, shameful want, every masked shard, exposed and seen and somehow blessed.

There’s no silence inside me now. Only this: I am new. Reborn. And nothing about me is hidden anymore.

Kelly props herself onto her elbows, bracketing my face. Her brow glistens, blue hair stuck to her cheek, lipstick smudged. She looks at me — really looks — and her gravity changes. She is not Mistress just now. She is just Kelly, and just as ruined, just as made.

With infinite tenderness, she wipes a tear from my cheek with her thumb. The trembling power in that touch undoes me all over again.

She leans in, breath warm, and whispers, her voice thick and broken and sovereign, “You really are so desperate to be my good girl, aren’t you?”

The words aren’t a question, not really — not an accusation, not a weapon. They are recognition. They are the end of an old script and the first sentence of something new.

All I can do is nod, tears luminous and unashamed, a smile — fragile, dazzling — burning my lips. The truth is clean and unbearable and beautiful to say, even without words.

“Yes,” I whisper, voice trembling and bright. “I am. I’m your good girl. I am.”

We breathe together. We cling. Our bodies cool, but the air between us hums with a different, holy heat — what’s left when all artifice and armor are gone.

We lie together in the afterglow, two people — no, not just people, but something newly made and startlingly whole. The old relationship, with all its cowardice and wounds, is gone, dead and buried beneath us. What rises in its place isn’t fully formed yet, but I can feel it: honest, raw, radiant.

A beginning.

Something in me wants to mourn the boy who couldn’t speak the truth, but mostly, I am simply grateful to finally exist beside her, seen and seeing, ready — almost trembling — to find out what we’ll become.
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Chapter 9


I type at my laptop, the soft lace of my babydoll nightie — my “work uniform” — a pleasant friction against the leather of my office chair. I feel productive, content, and beautifully submissive.

It isn’t just the garment. It’s the way the hem teases my thighs when I shift my weight; the way the neckline slips lower each time I reach for my tea; the way the breeze from the window plays cool against skin meant to be soft, on display, owned. It’s the scent of my strawberry lotion lingering in the air, the faint glimmer of lip gloss on my mouth when I catch my reflection in the monitor. The office isn’t just an office anymore — not since Kelly’s “touches.” My vanity sits in one corner, hairbrush and foundation arranged with meticulous, loving order. The old gray curtains are gone, replaced by sheer blush-pink panels that diffuse the midday sun into a subtle, revealing glow.

Emails blur on the screen. My fingers move without focus, creating neat rows of data in the spreadsheet, but my mind spins elsewhere:

Am I sitting straight enough?

Will she notice the fresh coat of polish on my toes?

Do I look as pretty as she wants me to?

This is my real job now. Keeping her happy. Everything else is secondary.

A calendar notification pops up. I blink, chasing off the woozy satisfaction that comes from imagining praise. I’d meant to send a report fifteen minutes ago, but it hardly seems urgent. There’s a deeper work humming beneath the surface, a task more important than numbers or deadlines: the seamless performance of my own femininity, lived according to Kelly’s design. Every hour, every movement is shaped by her rules — dress code, posture, the lunch I made this morning from her list of approved “pretty girl” meals. I bite my lip and press my knees together, loving the ache of obedience.

Before, I filled my days with anxious little calculations: whether anyone noticed my awkwardness, if my productivity was enough to shield me from suspicion, if I was a man worth loving. Now those thoughts belong to someone long gone. Will’s priorities gurgle up sometimes, a wraith, but they feel weightless, insubstantial. My devotion is a warm glow that fills every gap.

The day is still, the house silent but for the click-clack of my keys and the faint hum of urban traffic outside. Even the background noise feels gentler, as though filtered through a silk curtain.

Then: a creak down the hall, the soft but certain tread of slippered feet.

My pulse flutters. Mistress.

I glance up as Kelly enters, the doorframe making her appear even more poised, deliberate. She holds a mug of tea in one tattooed hand, steam twisting up around her knuckles. Her presence changes the room instantly — what was a bland midday now thickens with possibility. Her eyes sweep over me, cool and brilliant, cataloguing every detail.

My back straightens all by itself.

“How’s my good girl doing?” She leans casually in the doorway, but the words carry weight, a built-in expectation. Her gaze lingers in a way that makes my skin flush — every little imperfection, every careful effort, under her private microscope.

I stop typing immediately, laptop forgotten, hands falling to my lap. That’s the rule: all work halts the moment she enters. I lift my chin, shoulders back, fear and pride mixing in the heat in my belly. “I’m being very good, Mistress.”

It’s automatic, and yet each word is saturated in want. The compliment, the claim — I’m desperate for her to validate both.

She takes a slow, contemplative sip of her tea, eyes never leaving mine. There’s a small, pleased smile at the corner of her mouth, the kind she wears when I’ve slipped into character perfectly, when there’s not a hint of old resistance left. Still, she’s in no rush. Inspection is part of the ritual; her gaze sweeps down my neckline, traces the pattern of my babydoll’s lace, over my crossed knees, the freshly shaved smoothness of my skin, and finally lands on the prettily manicured hands folded in my lap. I feel the scrutiny like a physical caress — a property surveyor ensuring her work is up to code.

“Prove it.”

Calm, dead-center command. The air between us turns heavy, expectant.

My heart leaps. No doubt, no shyness. Only urgency to obey. I slide off the chair, the lace catching softly at my hips, letting the nightie settle above my knees. My bare feet meet the cool wood floor — another rule, no slippers unless instructed — and I kneel gracefully, practiced and proud, directly in front of her. The office chair spins a little behind me as my weight leaves it. My knees press down on the hard surface, grounding me in obedience; the faint chill against my skin sharpens my senses.

This, somehow, always feels like coming home.

I rest my hands on Kelly’s thighs, careful and soft, palms discovering the gentle nap of her lounge pants. I look up into her face with all the love and hope in me, and there’s no doubt in this posture, no shame — only pride. I know I look adoring. I want her to see it, to drink it in.

“I’ve done all my chores,” I recite, my voice warm with sincerity. “Dishes, laundry, the little dusting in the hallway. I practiced my posture the whole morning.” I arch my back a fraction, chest pushed forward, chin turned up for inspection. “And I’ve been thinking all day about how lucky I am to serve you. About how much I love making you happy.”

What would have once sounded false or rehearsed now comes out smooth and rich, half mantra and half prayer. I really have been thinking about it, turning over each task as a kind of calling, measuring my worth not in spreadsheets but in sighs of approval.

She watches, savoring the moment. Her free hand reaches down and slides through my hair, slow and possessive. The strands tangle softly, her fingers rough at the roots but gentle toward my scalp. The hand-in-hair grip melts something in me, every nerve singing in anticipation. Her approval is sustenance, as necessary as her rules and routines.

“That’s very sweet,” she purrs, her thumb stroking behind my ear in idle affection. “But words are easy.”

Her voice dips, growing even softer, like cool syrup against hot skin.

I shiver but hold still, letting the tease wind tighter.

She leans back a little, knees parting with casual authority — a silent command. Her mug, still steaming, is set aside with a faint clink on the desk beside us. She fixes her gaze on mine, her magnetic calm daring me to hesitate, to falter, but I never would.

“Show me how devoted you really are.”

My world tightens down to sensation. The floor is hard under my knees, but I hardly notice; pain is a small price for the glory of this, for the heat and comfort and meaning thrumming in the nearness of her. My hands flex on her thighs, each nerve ending eager — worshipful. I meet her eyes. She is so beautiful when she’s in charge, when the lines between tenderness and ownership blur.

How could I ever have been afraid of this? I love kneeling for her. It feels like the most natural position in the world.

Her smile grows, slow and sharp — both verdict and invitation. The touch of her hand at the back of my neck claims me, steadies me. My words bubble in my chest, unsaid:

Yes. Anything. I’ll show her. I’ll prove it.

My breath hitches as I lean forward, every muscle strung tight with anticipation. My lips part, nerves singing with eagerness — ready to worship, ready to obey whatever unspoken command she might give.

The moment brims with potential, a silent cliff-edge.

I lean forward, my lips parting in eager anticipation, ready to obey the unspoken command.
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I obey instantly, my movements fluid and practiced, undoing Kelly’s pants and freeing her cock with reverent hands.

My world has narrowed to this single, sacred act: the low rasp of her zipper, the heat radiating from her skin, the faint, musky-sweet scent of her arousal wrapping around me like a silken ribbon. My fingertips tremble as I work the button loose — not from nerves, but from the electric charge of purpose humming through every vein. I want this. Not because I’m told. Because every inch of my skin, every slow heartbeat, aches to please her.

Kelly’s cock — beautiful, heavy, flushed — jumps slightly as it is released from her underwear. I can’t help but stare for a moment, awe blooming in my chest. In the filtered midday sunlight, the column of flesh seems almost luminous. She holds herself in casual authority, hips relaxed, thighs spread, her gaze a slow burn tracing every microexpression I give her.

Past fears slip away as I settle between her thighs, sinking to the floor on my knees. Nothing awkward, nothing anxious — just submission and joy, a muscle memory formed from months of devotion. I don’t even feel the hard office floor pressing into my knees. This is not suffering. This is service.

My hands move — gentle, cautious, almost ceremonial. I fold my fingers around her shaft, skin soft and reverent, thumb stroking the thick vein that runs along the underside. She’s so warm. So alive. So powerful. Her own breath catches above me, a soft, involuntary sigh that sends my heart galloping.

My lips part. My tongue flicks out — just the tip, barely a taste, my own small act of worship.

The flavor is salt and clean skin and something darker, unique. I wrap my lips around her head, sensation flooding my mind: the first heat, the bitter tang of pre-cum, the velvet drag of skin. I suck gently, hollowing my cheeks, drawing her in further.

This feels so right. Worshipping her like this. This is my purpose.

I lean forward, sliding my lips down her shaft, my hands holding steady at the base. Each inch is its own affirmation, a slow slide into a role I was made for. I savor the texture, the weight, the tension in her hips as my tongue swirls around her. My jaw aches already, but I welcome the discomfort. Pain means nothing against the heat, the want, the knowledge that she is surrendering herself to me in this. That she trusts my mouth, my new self, with her pleasure.

I set a slow rhythm — down, up, a twist of my tongue, each motion practiced but invested with all the tender awe I can muster. Beneath my hands, Kelly’s thighs tense and relax. She’s letting herself lean back, letting me lift some of her ever-present control.

Then her fingers slip into my hair, tangling in loose waves. The grip is exacting, firm but not cruel, a reminder: I am being guided, claimed, kept on task. I let my tongue work beneath the ridge of her crown, drawing shuddering breaths from her. I moan softly around her, letting her feel my eagerness vibrate through her flesh.

Kelly leans her head back, and a soft, shuddering sigh escapes her parted lips. There’s a vulnerable grace in the way she exposes herself, her throat pale and smooth, eyes fluttering shut as she surrenders to the mounting sensation. The subtle quiver in her breathing betrays her need; every exhale is edged, laced with anticipation, the kind that presses between us and thickens the very air. The power dynamic settles over us like a velvet shroud — not oppressive, but comforting, rich with the unspoken trust that pulses in the space we share. She is in command — each curve of her body telegraphs it, the tension in her thighs, the flex of muscle beneath my palms — but my submission isn’t empty. It’s bright and eager, a liturgy spoken with tongue and lips, a communion of want and willingness.

I glance up — my gaze finds her face haloed by shifting light, the glow scattering across her high cheekbones, rendering her both regal and wild. The sinuous shadows emphasize the fierce geometry of her jaw, the sharp rise and fall of her chest. She is breathtaking, beautiful in her need. For a moment I simply take her in, awestruck, the hunger for her approval spiraling in my chest, sweet and biting and desperate. I want her gaze on me. I want her pride to crown me, make me whole.

So I pull back from her, my lips dragging along her length, tongue tracing a glossy, meandering trail from base to tip. The taste explodes on my tongue: salt-sweat, skin, heat — an intimate cocktail unique to her. My saliva webs between us as I pause, the head of her cock hovering just under my mouth, streaked with spit and need. My chest swells with breath, full of shaky reverence, and I let myself speak.

“So much bigger and better than my little clitty, Mistress,” I breathe, my voice faltering with awe, impossibly soft, so adoring I almost blush. The words drip off my tongue, raw, fervent, each syllable a benediction. “This is what a real cock looks like. I’m so lucky to be allowed to touch it.”

For a heartbeat, the words just float there, honest and joyful and a little trembling. They thread through the electric silence, a ribbon tying my old shame to my new certainty. Once, saying this would have filled me with iron-hot embarrassment, a lump lodged tight in my throat, but now — now it’s a badge of honor, stitched proudly to my heart. I want her to know it, need her to feel the aching devotion wrapped around every sound.

I flick my tongue over her head again, circle it slowly, greedily, tasting the sweet-sharp tang of her, and I’m rewarded with a quiet hiss, a sharp intake of breath. It’s everything. My own caged cock throbs traitorously, a useless ache twisted tighter behind cold metal bars — stretched, longing, denied. The ache isn’t punishment; it’s permission, a sweet burn that sharpens my focus until every atom of my being belongs to her pleasure.

This is about her. I am made for this. There is nothing else — nothing I want more.

“It’s true, Mistress,” I murmur, lifting my gaze to her, eyes wet and shining. With trembling, hungry reverence I draw her length back into my mouth, lips slipping over heated skin, tongue coaxing, worshipful. “Everything I’m saying is true. I’m just a sissy girl, and you are my goddess.”

Her hand knots tighter in my hair, not cruel, but absolute — a possessive, wordless instruction that roots me to her. The control is overwhelming, exquisitely comforting, a safeguard wrapped in dominance. The pressure sends a thrum through my scalp, a serrated heat that melts down my spine.

“That’s it, good girl,” she rewards me, her voice thick with need, smoke-laden, breaking just slightly around the edges. “Take it all.”

The sound of her praise lingers a moment, soaking into my skin, filling the world — my whole world — until I am nothing but pulse and promise and open, eager mouth.

A jolt of pride explodes in my chest. The praise — good girl — rings through me like bells. I press in harder, my mouth slackening, my throat flexing. I want to give her everything, want to feel her use me, fill me, make me hers again and again.

I bob along her shaft, finding a rhythm that matches her shallow thrusts, guided by the pressure of her hand in my hair. Each time she pushes deeper, my nose bumps her scent, musky and heady, as intimate as a thumbprint. Saliva leaks from the corners of my mouth, drooling down her shaft to my knuckles and dripping onto my exposed chest.

Her breathing becomes ragged, pace stuttering. I know she's close; her thighs tremble, her abs clench, her chest heaves as though every breath is a gamble. I increase my speed, hollowing my cheeks, letting spit pool — messy, hungry, eager, perfect.

Wow. The taste… it’s… amazing. It's like swallowing pure power. Pure her.

She groans — a noise halfway between predator and prey — and suddenly her grip tightens, holding me flush to her.

"Take it. All of it. Good girl," she snarls, her voice breaking over the command.

Heat surges. Her cock swells thick and urgent in my mouth, the veins pressing against my lips as I hollow my cheeks. Then the first pulse — hot, salty, bitter-sweet — splashes against my tongue, richer than I imagined, thick as cream. It's unmistakable, overwhelming, the way it coats my throat with her essence. The wave is more than I expected; it hits the back of my throat, searing a path of ownership down to my core, impossibly intimate. I choke a little, then swallow hard, my throat working to prove I can take it, that I deserve this gift.

She pulses again, filling my mouth with fresh, slick heat, and I swallow eagerly, the taste immediately addictive — a guilty, honeyed burn that makes my toes curl. My own body buzzes; my caged cock twitches pathetically against its confines, but I don’t care. This is more than enough — better than anything I’ve ever known.

Without a hint of disgust, I let her empty herself into me, swallowing every drop like communion wine, milking her with my lips and tongue as if coaxing her pleasure straight from her soul. She moans, collapsing back into the chair, thighs trembling with aftershocks, her fingers still tangled possessively in my hair.

The taste clings to my tongue — salt, musk, something clean and sharp and distinctly her, branding me from the inside. My chest heaves with effort, but I feel electric, alight with purpose, wholly possessed.

It’s a sacrament, I think, dazed. Her cum is a sacrament. This is my place, serving her my everything. I want more. I will be so good for her so I can have this again. Always.

The texture is thick, almost creamy, coating my throat and lips in proof of my devotion. The flavor blossoms: sharp, bitter, but undercut by a sweetness that leaves me dizzy with euphoria. I want to live in this sensation forever, want to beg to be used like this every day, want to be rewarded again and again until I forget language and am left only with hunger and devotion.

Kelly gentles her hold in my hair, stroking the back of my head as my breath slows. I rest my cheek on her thigh, heart galloping, eyes fluttering with bliss.

I look up, dazed and blissful, cum-slick lips parted in mute gratitude. She threads her fingers through my hair, tugs until I meet her gaze. Her expression is soft, nearly undone — her power still absolute, but tinged now with post-orgasmic affection.

“Such a good, greedy girl,” she purrs, her thumb tracing the curve of my cheek. The words sizzle. I preen under the attention, swallowing again for good measure, the aftertaste branding itself into me.

"You've earned a treat tonight."

The promise hangs in the air, sweet and heavy. My chest hums with pride and need. I would do anything — anything — for another taste, for another chance to serve. The addiction blooms, brilliant and unstoppable, lighting up my world.

I won’t stop. I can’t.

This is what love is, now: kneeling at her feet, eager and grateful, desperate for her approval, hungry for more.
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Chapter 10


Curled up against Kelly's side, wearing a soft pajama set, I feel a sense of peace I have never known. The power dynamics of the day have melted into a gentle, domestic intimacy. Her arm cradles me, strong and dulcet, fingertips idly tracing circles along my hip through soft cotton. The low flicker of the TV casts lazy colors that wash over the blankets, the hint of a soundtrack drifting by, totally eclipsed by the hush that fills the living room: thick, warm, almost holy for how right it feels.

Her scent — fresh soap, a ghost of cologne, mint from her tea — lulls me. My head nestles in the crook of her shoulder, and I sink deeper, letting the heat of the day’s service settle in my bones like heavy velvet. It’s all slow here: Kelly’s breathing, the weight of her hand, the way I fit beside her. My own pulse quiets, the sharp edge of my old, frantic anxieties dulled in the glow of her steady, quiet presence.

The movie drones on, dialogue half-heard and half-missed, but it doesn’t matter. The real story is the comfort between us — the way my fingertips drift along the ink that winds up her forearm, the silky feel of my own pajama top under my palm, her thigh pressed against mine so firmly I couldn’t imagine getting up or wanting to. Time blurs. I could stay like this forever. Just this. This is all I’ve ever wanted.

I breathe it in. The day flashes behind my eyelids — kneeling, pleasing, the words good girl ringing sweet and devastating in my chest. The structure, the rules, the small rituals she makes for me: each one a box checked and a piece of armor shed. The strange, exquisite joy of perfect obedience, the pride that comes not just from serving, but from being seen and desired as I am. As Lila. Not Will. Lila. I say the name to myself, a secret star shining out from behind my ribs.

It feels as if I’ve finally stumbled on the answer to a question I’d never really let myself ask. The restlessness, the self-sabotage, the gnawing discomfort of being Will, slogging through gray days — a man no less lonely for being in a woman’s arms, always watching himself from a distance. That is gone, or nearly, dissolved these last few weeks, replaced by soul-settling rightness. Tonight, tucked against her side, wrapped in soft fabrics and softer light, the feeling blooms to something so huge and tender I’m scared to look at it too hard. My breath grows slower, almost matching hers. I imagine the minutes sliding on, easy and identical — bedtime a gentle ritual, sleep a cocoon spun around us, tomorrow’s orders and chores laid out like pearls on a string. I could stay like this indefinitely.

Lila could.

But then the tiniest thought breaks past my defenses. It’s not a noise or an intruder, just a fragment of memory catching on an old scar.

“Just until the hormones wear off.”

The phrase floats up, cold and sharp. My body twitches, almost imperceptibly, but Kelly’s arm only holds me closer, her thumb brushing lazily beneath the hem of my shirt.

What if this perfect peace is only temporary?

What if under all this joy there’s a timer running out — a cream applied, a pill swallowed, a transformation that can be revoked, undone, erased? When it stops... does this stop too?

I try to breathe through it, but the fear expands — quiet at first, then wild, biting, a shard of ice melting the warmth of our peace. If I ever had to go back — if Will had to come crashing in, all hunched and anxious and permanently ill at ease — could I survive it? Could I bear to feel this whole only to have it ripped out of me again?

My fingers falter, tracing the same patch of Kelly’s skin again and again. The movie becomes a blur of sound and light; I can’t focus. My chest fills with worry, the kind that makes me want to hide in myself the way I always did, back before surrender taught me that safety doesn’t have to mean disappearing.

It’s not real, is it? It’s all because of the cream. The pills.

When it stops… does this stop too?

I have to ask. I’m terrified of the answer, but I have to know.

I force myself to move — just a fraction, just far enough so she can see my face, not buried, not hidden. My hand comes to rest on her chest, the steady beat of her heart a drum against my palm. I tip my head back until I can see her, her eyes cut by shadow and TV static.

“Kelly?” My voice is so small, lost and barely there, a thread more than a sound.

I see her gaze sharpen — not hard, just wholly attentive, every part of her switched to me.

She waits. That patience, both frightening and loving, gives me the courage to go on.

“What happens...” My breath hits a snag. The words are slippery, cowardly, so I force them up, even rawer: “What happens when the hormones wear off?”

The question lands with a silent shatter. The comfort in the room does not so much break as turn brittle, a hush swelling between us that is different from the one before. This is not safety but exposure — my need and my terror offered up without disguise.

For a heartbeat she’s still, unreadable. The TV flickers blue across her jaw.

Her face softens, but I catch it: a flicker of genuine hurt moving behind her eyes, swift as a muscle spasm and just as involuntary. I feel it like a punch. Oh god, did I hurt her? Does she think I want to leave?

A thick ache starts in my throat. I wish I could take it back — no, not take it back, just explain how desperate I am to stay here, how the question comes from wanting so much for this never to end. But my mouth cannot form the words before Kelly’s hand slides up, impossibly gentle. She tucks a stray lock of hair behind my ear, her thumb lingering at my cheekbone, hesitant as if I might flinch away. The motion is protective, but something about the tremor in her fingers betrays her own uncertainty. The Domme from the day — so sure, so absolute — is, for this soft moment, just a woman who could bleed.

She meets my gaze, not looking through me, not around me, but into me, searching for the thing I don’t know how to say.

When she does answer, her voice is quiet and serious, stripped of all playfulness, all command: just Kelly, raw and vulnerable.

“Do you... still want them to wear off, Lila?”

Her words settle heavy on my chest. Not an answer, but a returned question — a mirror placed in front of me, demanding I see myself, clearly, fearlessly, as I am now. No more hiding.

I stare at her, truly stare. I think about my own hands — how feminine they look in the silvery TV glow, how wrong they would feel balled into fists the way they used to be. I think about my life before: Will’s anxieties, his failures at being enough, the constant whisper in his ear that he was an imposter in his own flesh. I remember how Kelly had looked at me once, desperate for me to see her and love her wholly, how I had failed. I think about how now, finally, I have met her halfway — not just as a partner but as a truth, a possibility made flesh.

The silence is thick with all we haven’t said. Her question hangs there, a mirror forcing me to see my own desires clearly, drawing everything I have been running from into the light.

I could try to dodge it — laugh, change the subject, pretend it’s only the hormones talking. But I know what I really want. Even if it terrifies me. Especially because it does.

My heart beats so loudly I’m sure she feels it under her hand. The movie fades completely, its sound just a distant sea. Here and now, it’s only us — two women on a secondhand sofa, hearts exposed, the future waiting to be claimed or lost.

I stare into Kelly’s eyes, the simple question demanding the most important and honest answer of my life.
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I take a shaky breath, my heart pounding.

This is it. The final truth.

Kelly’s gaze holds me steady, unwavering, even as the world outside our sofa-cocoon seems to vanish. The television hums, its flicker casting pale gold and blue across our bodies, the tufts of tangled blanket glowing around us. The coziness that filled the room only moments ago now feels like the hush before a storm — safe, but trembling with the weight of what’s about to happen.

Her arm around my waist is an anchor; her hand on my thigh, warm and present, makes it impossible to float away from this moment.

I almost can’t trust my voice to hold. My hands tremble in my lap, my knees tucked up and my toes digging into the cushion. There’s no safety in avoidance anymore. The question in her eyes is so clear: Can you leave this behind? Could you even go back?

The word slips from me before I can overthink it — a quiet, trembling “No.” Just air, fragile and unsteady, but honest.

My mouth opens again, instinct tugging at me to fill the silence. “It… it depends.” The words thrum out of me, the momentum building. “Can we… can we still be like this? If they don’t wear off?” Each syllable is a stone cracked from inside me, exposing all the bright, desperate need I’ve kept locked away for so long.

I’ve never felt more exposed. This isn’t just admitting I want to keep this body; it’s asking, outright, for forever. Not temporary comfort, or a conditional surrender to pleasure, but something deep and unchangeable. I want Kelly. I want to belong, not as a temporary fantasy, but as what I really am.

Her response doesn’t come as a word. First, it’s just her face — her lips parted, her whole body going slack with relief. She lets out a laugh, ragged and stifled, hiding her mouth behind one hand. But it’s the smile that truly lands: slow, luminous, and so beautiful I want to lay my whole self at her feet. Kelly’s blue hair shimmers in the flicker of the TV, her septum ring glinting as the smile stretches wide, uncaring if it’s pretty, just proud and undone.

“Oh, Lila.” Her voice thickens, trembling with a longing so dense it presses into my skin — a dam, at last, buckling and releasing all the ache it has been holding. “This is all I ever wanted. I used to fantasize about this — about you being soft and open with me. Letting yourself be seen.” The admission is a caress, almost unbearably gentle, trailing along the raw places inside me like cool fingers. It is a salve laid over years of silence, hopeful and aching at once. “But Will was too scared. He couldn’t even see the first step, let alone take it.” There’s no judgment in her voice, only a low, tender sorrow that laces her words, sorrow spun with compassion, then set down softly between us, weighty but never crushing.

A pulse of guilt blooms in my chest, tight and lingering, tethered to old memories: nights spent staring at the ceiling, paralyzed by fear, dying in inch-by-inch denial. I shrink a little, my shoulders curling in.

“I was terrified,” I say, barely more than a breath. The sound of my own honesty feels like a shudder in the dark. “And I was miserable. I thought… I thought there was something wrong with me, not wanting to go back to how I was.” Each word struggles free, trembling, vulnerable. The sensation is like keys pressed gently, one after another, finding the secret latches of the cage that’s kept my longing locked away for so long.

I stare at my hands, at the delicate lines, the veins shadowed in the flicker of light — hands that tremble now as if holding something precious and fragile. And then, unbidden, the feelings crash over me anew: a mess of astonishment, relief, and the quiet hope that maybe this really is my life now, and not just a wish pressed between pages of longing.

“I’ve never been happier than I am right now, with you, like this.”

The words tip out, shaky and unguarded, the final lock snapping open. The last syllables tumble into a sob — high, rough, but not bitter with shame or regret. No, it’s something else: a relief so deep it startles me, bottomless and sweet as water after thirst. The truth is a balm, even as it vibrates through me with raw power.

My hand comes up automatically, rubbing furiously at my wet cheek, trying to stem the flow before it can drown me. My skin is hot beneath my fingers, slicked with tears — but I’m not hiding. I’m not shrinking. I let the tears fall because for the first time, the world is wide enough to hold the truth of me, and Kelly is right here to witness it all.

The air between us changes, as if something bigger than just the two of us is moving in the space — our old selves, our shared ghosts, finally set free.

Kelly shifts, her whole posture softening. She cups my face in her hands, cradling me like I am delicate and unbreakable at once. Her thumbs brush at my tears — not to erase them, but to witness them, to honor them. Her grip is warm, her palms surprising in their steadiness. For the first time, the lines between Domme and sub, sculptor and subject, dissolve until it is just the two of us: woman to woman, equal, raw.

She leans in, angling her gaze so I can’t look away.

“You’re not Will anymore,” she says, her voice gentle but iron in its certainty. Her eyes shine, sharp and wet, brimming with the love she always wanted to give me. “You are Lila. And Lila is the bravest, most beautiful woman I’ve ever known.”

She says it like a vow. The words hit me deeper than any command, any praise. They wash away the last shadows of Will, leaving only Lila in the light. My tears fall hot and unashamed, streaking down my cheeks, and I let myself cry, finally, not out of pain or defeat but because I’m seen and loved for exactly who I am. I gasp, almost laughing at how simple and impossible happiness feels. Her hands support my jaw; her thumb circles lightly under my ear as if grounding me here, in this impossible, perfect present.

She takes a breath, the very inhale shuddering, as if she’s gathering the remains of her strength and daring, just for me. Her hands don’t leave me. Her thumb still traces my cheek, her other hand cupping the back of my head, sapphire nails glinting. Her lips part, and I’ve never seen her look more vulnerable, more unguarded, as if she’s about to put her heart in my hands and trust I won’t crush it.

“Lila,” she says, her voice trembling, the syllables heavy with everything she’s ever withheld. “Will you be my pretty girlfriend? Officially?”

The question lands in my lap — an offering of control, a vow that what we have is not conditional, not a fluke, not a kink or a mistake. It’s a letting go of power: choose me, if you want me now.

It feels impossible. The enormity of it roots me to the spot, my heart pounding so violently against my ribs that it almost hurts, as if my body is trying to make room for something so unfamiliar: hope. She’s asking me. She wants Lila — not the shell, not the fantasy, but the messy, trembling, real girl she sees right now. She’s choosing me for who I am at this exact, vulnerable moment, and I am helpless beneath the weight of that unfiltered acceptance.

I sob, and there’s no use pretending, no use trying to force it into quiet or dignity — I split wide open, ugly and loud and raw. There’s relief in letting go, so I lunge forward, letting every ounce of longing crash through my body as I throw my arms around her, burying myself in the place where she is solid warmth and certainty. My lips crash into hers — clumsy, desperate, perfect — and the tears smear messily between us. I have never kissed her like this before, never allowed myself to want it so nakedly. This isn’t a claiming; there’s no struggle for dominance or surrender, nothing but love: wild, delirious, newly born. It pours from me, a thing that refuses to be neat or small.

The blanket pooled under us catches our twisting bodies, catching the shiver of night air that seeps through the window. My whole self seems to break apart and reassemble in her embrace — our bodies molding together, her mouth opening to mine, soft and salt-bright, familiar and astonishing all at once. She tastes like home, like the secret I kept hidden in the dark for so long that I thought I would forget it. I’m breathless with wonder — I feel her hands cup my cheeks, fingers slipping up and threading into my hair as if she’s afraid to ever let me slip away. Her nails graze my scalp, a sharp lightning of sensation, and our breath tangles together in a trembling song — laughter shaking through us, tears soaking us both. For an endless moment, I forget who began crying, whose tears are whose.

It’s not just a kiss — it’s an answer, a seal on a covenant spoken in the language of bodies and breath, a new life written in heat and tears.

I said it. And the world didn’t end. I want this. I choose this.

She wanted me like this all along. She didn’t want to change me; she wanted to free me. I was the only one holding the door shut.

Somehow, my voice finds its way out, tangled with laughter and the broken sound of joy so sharp it aches. I blurt it out against her lips, frantic and reverent and greedy for more.

“Yes. Yes, please, yes.”

It comes tumbling again and again, each ‘yes’ more urgent, as if I can speak it into every year I was silent: yes, yes, yes. A thousand times, yes. My chest feels too small for all the feeling inside it. I’m hers, now. I’m her girlfriend. After all this waiting and doubting and shame, I’m finally her girlfriend.

We hold each other until our lips part at last, breathless and fevered, breaking the charged line of energy between us but leaving the bond untouched. I keep my forehead pressed to hers, breathing her in. Our noses brush, both of us shuddering with the aftershocks, giggles slipping out between damp, sticky cheeks. Her mouth curves up in a lopsided, reckless smile, her cheeks splotched and wet, but her eyes are blue fire beneath hair flung wild and glorious. I can’t stop staring at her, even as tears keep slipping free.

“Okay, girlfriend,” Kelly whispers, her voice breaking on the word, splintering with a happiness that feels almost fragile, too much for one body to carry. “I think a celebration is in order.”

I laugh then, a sound buoyant and unfamiliar, my whole body vibrating with it. It’s full-bodied and alive, not a scrap of the old, invisible Will left in it. I tilt into her again and she catches me, her lips meeting mine in a kiss that is impossibly gentle: tender, slow, full of promise. She never lets her hands leave my jaw, as if that simple contact is the spell holding us both here, together, real.

And in her eyes, I see a promise of what our celebration will entail — something that makes my newly awakened body tremble with equal parts anticipation and surrender.

Whatever comes next, I am finally, completely hers.
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Chapter 11


“Okay, girlfriend,” Kelly whispers, leading me by the hand into our bedroom, door closing behind us with a hush that feels both sacred and final. Time tightens around us, the ordinary world receding as soft lamplight spills honey over the walls and the undisturbed bed. Her palm, strong and warm, encircles mine, thumb drawing little, grounding circles along my knuckles.

The world is distilled to breath, lamplight, anticipation — the innocence of the word “celebration” twining through the air, making my heart flutter wild and delighted in my chest.

She leads me deeper into golden shadow, slow and deliberate, so every step is a ceremony, each shift a new promise between us. My body’s still trembling from everything we confessed in the living room, hope and relief aglow beneath my skin like the afterimage of longing finally sated.

I am her girlfriend. Not a fantasy, not a prelude, not just increasingly familiar acts of surrender, but something claimed and made real with both our voices.

She doesn’t command me to the bed. Instead, Kelly draws me close, sliding into my space without fanfare, her lips finding mine in a deep, hungry kiss. The difference is unmistakable — even as I tip back under her mouth’s heat, I feel the full weight of her want and not just my own need to please. Our mouths melt together, tongues dancing, her fingers splayed possessive and sure along my jaw, but it’s not power alone she offers: it’s love, hungry and unmasked. Her body presses to mine — the subtle, muscled tension of her arms, the plane of her chest brushing mine. My hands fly to her waist without hesitation, fingers exploring, drawing her in as much as she draws me.

Our kiss is a bridge from old power to new partnership: equal, electric, completely devouring.

When she breaks away, her face is close, hair blue as stained glass in the lamplight, breath mingling against my cheek. “You’re so beautiful, Lila,” she whispers, voice velvet-wrapped steel. “And you’re mine.”

A quiver rushes down my spine. I never thought love could feel like this — not transactional or earned, but given and seized, radiating out beneath my skin until I ache with it.

She slips her palm to the small of my back, guiding me gently toward the bed. Each step is a slow unraveling, me drunk on the simple gravity of being wanted, wanted as I am, right now. The room holds us close, lamplight rendering the world soft at the edges: piles of pillows, sheets still rumpled from mornings spent tangled together, the familiar incense curl of our combined scents — skin, shampoo, the faintest memory of arousal.

At the edge of the bed, Kelly pauses, letting her hands settle atop my shoulders with reverent weight. There’s no hint of command, just the certainty that I will go anywhere she wants to take me. She cups my chin, staring into me as if to memorize every fragile, happy shadow mapped across my cheeks.

Our lips meet again, slower, more searching — her tongue sliding against mine, coaxing rather than conquering. I kiss back, emboldened, pressing closer, my hands greedily exploring the shapes of her body through her clothes. I feel the lines of her — smooth waist, curve of her ass, the firmness of her back under my palms — as my own confidence surges. Our bodies, two women wound in passion, push and pull equally, every friction an invitation to take more, to expose more.

She guides us down with practiced ease, a gentle press to my hips until I’m perched on the mattress, legs parted as she stands above me, eyes hooded, lips wet and parted in anticipation.

Then comes a slow, delicious undressing: her hands gathering my shirt at the hem, lifting it, making me reach up so it slips from my arms, silky and cool. The soft pajamas I’ve worn since the living room slide from my shoulders and puddle at my waist, Kelly’s gaze drinking in every inch of skin revealed. Her fingers linger on my curves — waist and hip, new swells still foreign but cherished — tracing a line along the path the hormones have mapped across my body, the shape of the girl she coaxed out of hiding and helped make real.

She kneels at the foot of the bed to slide my pants and panties down, inch by inch, her lips skimming reverently over my knees. I prop myself on my elbows, chest rising fast, thighs quaking with eagerness. The contrast of air and flesh is electric: cool on the sweat-glossed skin she uncovers, her warm breath close enough to make me shudder. As each layer peels away, there is nowhere left to hide — every secret thought, every insecurity, laid bare for her to worship.

She takes her time, always meeting my eyes; she won’t let me look away.

“You are so beautiful, Lila,” she murmurs as she presses a slow, adoring kiss to the curve of my hip. Her mouth finds the hollow beside my pelvis, following it with a trail of kisses that makes me arch, every nerve ending warning me that I am exposed, loved, and about to come undone.

Her hands move upward, tracing the outside of my thighs, brushing over my caged clit. The unyielding hardness feels different tonight — not a shackle, but a ritual ornament, a symbol of what I have claimed as mine: my submission, my power, my devotion writ large and permanent. Kelly’s gaze lingers there, her thumb stroking the top of the cage almost lovingly before drifting higher, up my belly, up to my chest.

When her mouth finds my breast, my breath falters. Her tongue circles my nipple — new, exquisitely sensitive, every touch of her lips a fire racing back and forth between pleasure and need. She sucks and nips, rolling the bud between her lips, one hand kneading gently at the other breast, fingertips pinching and teasing until I gasp, arching up into her. My body is afire, already trembling, a live wire from hip to throat. I whimper as her mouth alternates, lavishing attention on my breasts as if she could remake me with pleasure alone.

Her eyes flick up, predatory and gentle. Every time I shudder beneath her, every whine or moan I bite back, she seems to drink in with pride — her project complete, her prize radiant with adoration.

Those first soft moans in her throat when I touch her back only make me bolder. For the first time, I want to give as much as I get. My hands trail up her ribs, tugging her shirt; she lets me pull it over her head, tossing it away so I can find the warmth of her skin beneath. She is strong, impossibly beautiful — tattoos painting her arm in dark winding blooms, the slope of her chest inviting my hands and lips to roam.

When I reach for her, pressing kisses along her shoulder, she gasps softly, her body arching into my touch, hands tangling in my hair. That sound — her pleasure, her need — is a new kind of worship, validation in every moan. I explore her with my tongue and lips, teasing her nipple until her breath comes harsh, almost desperate. She smiles — open, vulnerable — and leans in to kiss me, her tongue tangled with mine.

It is not the clumsy, practiced performance of a nervous sub, but the eager claiming of an equal finally free to love her back.

She murmurs, “That’s it, pretty girl,” voice thick with need and approval, every word pressing desire deeper into me. Her hands skim my body as if reacquainting themselves with something precious and newly discovered. Even as she presses me gently back onto the mattress, Kelly is everywhere — lips and hands, the velvet scrape of her nails, her scent filling my nose. I want her to mark me, to make me hers in every way, my mind ablaze with gratitude. This validation floods me, erasing every doubt left over from the years I thought I’d never be whole.

She kneels at the edge of the bed, lowering her lips to the tender line of my belly and then to the soft patch above my groin, nose nuzzling, breath humming. For a moment, she strokes the cage with the backs of her fingers — delicate, almost reverential. The sensation is a jolt, a wicked reminder. Every contrast — her soft skin, her hungry mouth, the hard unyielding plastic — knocks me even farther from whatever anchor I might have had. My hips roll, searching for pleasure that sharpens as it’s denied. Kelly’s name falls from my lips, syllables split between worship and plea.

“Look at me,” she commands softly, the only word with a hint of the Domme I first met.

I obey, heart swelling. The love in her face is massive, impossible. I burn in it.

Her mouth, hands, and eyes move down my thighs, worship in every touch; her kisses collect like beads of flame. When she wraps her lips around my inner thigh, her teeth catch skin, the sting blooming into longing. I writhe, legs spreading wider, hips rising into her touch, hands twisting the sheets.

My body — these new hips, the curve of my waist, the aching points of my nipples — belongs to her and to me at once. I am beautiful because she believes it, and tonight, I finally believe it too.

She teases and worships every inch, only moving faster as I grow wild — her fingers questing, her tongue sending shocks through me. My breath tears from my chest in bits, desperate, almost crying. My thighs quake, the world telescoping to just where her mouth meets my heat.

Then, Kelly freezes.

Her hand sinks down, cupping the cage — warm, heavy, the pressure exquisite. She leans up, mouth against my ear, her breasts crushed to my newly re-imagined chest; her breath is hot, words hotter.

“Tonight is about you,” she whispers, slow and certain. Her other hand strokes my hair away from my cheek as if I might miss her meaning. She waits, holding my gaze, not a flicker of cruelty in the tension. “I can take this off if you want. Just say the word.”

It’s not a challenge, not a test I can fail. The love in her voice is devastating. For a moment, it feels like every wire in my body short-circuits — this final freedom in her offer.

A month ago, I would have wept for this, begged, maybe, to be let out, to have a man’s release and all the old privileges I couldn’t stand to lose.

But now…

The thought of Kelly removing the cage — of setting me “free” — lands cold and strange, like someone offering me a costume I’d rather burn.

Take it off? But… it’s part of me now. It’s the symbol of my devotion. It’s who I am.

Everything in my body floods with certainty; I feel it thrumming from the roots of my hair to the arches of my toes.

“No.”

The word is a gasp and a prayer, a thread of voice yanked taut and sharp with wanting. I shake my head, sweaty hair clinging to my cheek, and meet her gaze, eyes hot with tears and pride. “Don’t. I want to be your good girl.”

My voice is ragged, sure. I have never wanted anything more.

Her answering moan is guttural, a sound from somewhere deeper than her throat, a sound that vibrates in my bones. Her eyes, dark and luminous, narrow with unbearable love and lust. She grins — a wolf’s smile, hungry and adoring — and lowers her mouth to my hip, biting just shy of too hard.

“Oh, you really are mine, aren’t you?” she groans, voice shaking. “My perfect girl…” She kisses me again — hard, claiming, worshipful. I can feel her hunger pulsing through her lips, her tongue, every desperate sound escaping her throat.

The way she looked at me when I said no… that look is all I’ll ever need.

In her eyes, I see joy, fierce and absolute; something new cracks open in my chest — a foundation, a truth, a future. She offered me freedom, and I chose her, chose this. My submission is no longer something extracted by force or shame; it is a gift, willfully given, a jewel set in a crown I want to wear for her, for us, forever.

This is what love feels like. Not just submission, but true, mutual love. The kind that transforms you — not into someone else, but finally into yourself.

“Then let’s make my good girl feel amazing,” Kelly whispers, her lips curving into a predatory smile as she moves down my body, ready to deliver on her promise.
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With my choice confirmed, Kelly’s focus becomes absolute. Her mission: to give her girlfriend the orgasm I’ve been denied for over a month.

The bedroom is thick with the sense of ceremony, the air humming with old incense, new sweat, the lamplight a golden river over rumpled sheets. The cage between my legs has become the axis of my existence; every beat of desire channeled, denied, intensified until my whole self is tension and hope. I’m trembling already. My body is a map of need: the ache in my nipples made harder by days of teasing, the slick between my thighs proof that I am not Will — never again — but Lila, beloved, seen, wrecked with longing.

Kelly looms over me, blue hair wild, eyes clear and shining with predatory love. I lie back, legs parted, knees flung wide on the ruined sheets, naked but for the cage and the trust that binds me to her. My hands clutch at the sheets above my head, desperate for something to anchor me against what’s coming. She kneels between my thighs — goddess and tormentor and healer in one — and when her hands descend, I tremble like a violin string about to snap.

Her eyes flick to mine. I see the satisfied glint — the smirk that’s all ownership, all pride, but beneath it, a gentleness that makes my chest tight with gratitude. She breathes out slowly, the air feathering across the trapped head of my clit, and suddenly my hips lurch, my back bowing off the bed.

Just that. Just the promise undoes me.

Her tongue is wet heat, tracing the outline of the cage, slow and wicked as she teases along every slit and seam. She knows exactly where I’m most sensitive, where the swollen tip presses hungry and purple against the plastic. Her breath fogs the cage; her spit seeps into the gaps. My whimpers turn into sobs almost immediately, humiliation and joy indistinguishable in the haze of sensation. She closes her teeth over the edge, nibbles at the ring encasing me until the ache is delicious, unbearable.

Then — oh God — her mouth slips lower and her hands rise, finding my breasts, pinching both nipples at once. My back arches. The motion drives my clit deeper into her mouth, the cage biting cool and hard while her tongue works from beneath. She rolls my nipples between thumb and forefinger, pinching and twisting so that pain and pleasure blend, a dizzy, messy, electric current through my nerves.

“Kelly — please — oh fuck —” The words tumble out, half-formed, mangled by sobs. My mind is a scatter of hot, bright fragments: her tongue — oh god — through the slits, teasing, building, too much! The sharp roll of her fingertips matches the flick and press of her tongue. She sets a pitiless rhythm, alternating between torturing my cage and my chest, overwhelming every last defense.

This is too much! I can’t take it! Please! More!

My hips buck, up and up, but she presses her forearm over my pelvis, pinning me just enough that all I can do is writhe, thrusting helplessly into nothing, my breath broken in ragged, pleading gasps. The cage feels swollen, every nerve magnified, pain skimming the edge of ecstasy. My nipples are throbbing, high notes in a song of ache. I am breaking down entirely, tears running sideways into my hair.

She pulls back suddenly, leaving me gasping, clit bobbing between slits of plastic, saliva cooling against pinched, desperate skin. I want to scream — don’t stop, never stop, finish me, ruin me — but all I manage is a strangled, wordless sound.

Kelly grins down at me, triumphant and loving, her eyes dark with possession. The curve of her lips isn’t just a smile — it’s a claim. “Poor thing,” she coos, her voice thick with pride, each syllable dripping like honey laced with venom. My stomach flutters, caught between terror and worship. “You’ve been so good.” Her fingers trail along my jaw, sticky with lube, marking me. “I’m going to make it worth every second.”

From the nightstand, she produces the toy: a small, mean-looking vibrator, sleek black plastic glinting under the dim light. My breath hitches just looking at it. She clicks it on — a buzz so loud and eager I can feel it vibrating in my teeth even before it touches me, the sound humming through my skull like a swarm of bees trapped under my skin. My thighs twitch in anticipation, already tensing, already betraying me.

She dips her fingers in lube, the cool slickness making me gasp before she even touches me. The first drag of her fingertips over the base of the cage sends a jolt up my spine, my hips jerking like a puppet string pulled taut. She slicks the crease where my thighs meet my body, fingers pressing just hard enough to make me whimper, the sound high and broken.

Then — oh god — she presses the toy to the lowest slotted gap between my legs.

The hum drowns my thoughts. It isn’t just vibration — it’s invasion. The buzz travels through metal and flesh and bone, straight from the base of my clit to my spine, rattling me apart like an earthquake. I gasp, my whole pelvis trembling, muscles seizing in helpless spasms. My legs thrash, desperate to close, to open, to get away, to get closer — anything to escape the relentless, perfect torture of it.

The pleasure is a shockwave — immediate, unstoppable. It rattles my bones, shakes my teeth in my jaw, and turns my vision white at the edges. My hips buck without control, grinding up against the ruthless, humming plastic, each second a new, fractal burst of need. The vibrations don’t just tease — they consume, flooding every nerve with a relentless, electric current. Kelly holds me down, the pressure of her arm across my thighs a dare: surrender or be buried alive.

It hurts. It is agony. It is everything I ever wanted.

The vibrations flood me, buzzing through the cage, ricocheting over every inch of trapped, leaking, desperate flesh until there is no difference between pleasure and pain, no difference between old shame and new pride, just the pulsing, shuddering truth that I am a girl begging for release. My breath comes in ragged sobs, my fingers clawing at the sheets, my entire body arching like a bowstring pulled to snapping.

Kelly watches my face, her eyes devouring the messy spectacle of me coming apart. Her gaze is molten, possessive, drinking in every twitch, every tear, every choked-off cry. With her free hand, she tweaks my nipple again, pinching until my vision blurs, the sharp sting radiating through my chest like a brand. Then she releases it into the cool air, leaving the skin throbbing, hypersensitive. She never lets up on the vibrator, grinding it into the plastic, adjusting angle and pressure until I’m shrieking that it’s too much, too much, but please don’t ever stop, please never ever stop.

She leans low, her voice molten right in my ear, breath hot and damp against my skin. “Stay with me, baby.” The words curl around me like smoke, thick and intoxicating. “You’re going to come for me now.”

The command is a promise and a threat, a prayer and an order. It crashes through me like thunder, shaking me down to my core, and I know — I’m already lost.

My whole existence narrows: the thrum against my cage, Kelly’s weight holding me open, the burn in my nipples radiating through my chest. Then, as if reading my mind, her other hand — a traitor, a saint — slides between my legs to find the soft ridge of skin beneath the cage, that trembling triangle of flesh where all my sensitivity lies forgotten and raw.

She slicks her fingers, then presses two pads in firm, deliberate circles against my perineum, pressing up, up, up, bearing down with a rhythm that pulls noises from my throat I have never made before. The pressure is mean and perfect, shooting vibrations straight up into my pelvis, through my gut, strangling my lungs, unseating my soul. She keeps the toy steady, pressed cruel and loving against my caged clit, while her fingers work and work and work.

I am pure nerve. My body seizes, shakes, hair sweat-stuck to my cheeks, tears streaming down to mingle with the drool on my pillow. I twist, I lurch, I plead, babble, beg, but Kelly does not let up — the relentless hum of the toy, her fingers drumming a savage tattoo against my sex.

"Please — oh god — Kelly, I can't —" The words shatter in my throat as her fingers press harder, circling that swollen, trembling spot with merciless precision. The vibrations ratchet higher, buzzing through my caged flesh until I'm thrashing, my back arching off the bed.

"Shhh, baby," Kelly murmurs, her breath hot against my ear. "Just let go. You're my good girl, aren't you?" Her free hand grips my hip, holding me steady as I writhe. "Come for me. Now."

The command snaps something inside me. My teeth clack, my voice cracks, her name rips out of me like a ribbon on fire — Kelly — spilling over and over, a broken record that begs the needle to keep gouging.

This is what it feels like to be truly free. Locked in a cage and completely, utterly free.

The world cracks open.

Light pours in.

The orgasm detonates in my pelvis — a bomb going off, yes, but also an earthquake ripping faultlines below the surface of me, a dam collapsing with impossible force, the flood breaking through every desperate, trembling barrier in my body.

The sensation is white-hot, searing, uncontainable.

I am split open by waves that batter me from the inside out. My throat rips itself raw on a scream I can neither recognize nor control, guttural and strangled, a sound torn from somewhere far deeper than my voicebox — somewhere animal and ancient within me.

My entire frame jolts tight around that riot of feeling. My hands claw at the sheets, knuckles locking rigid, nails biting into pillowcase cotton, hauling in useless fistfuls. My neck arches back, vertebrae popping as if some too-small shell tries to crack open to make room for everything that is pouring through me.

I’m flaming at the center — bones liquefied, muscles burning, nerves firing so fast it almost feels like pain. My jaw snaps shut and then wrenches open again around another cry, part abandoned plea, part desperate prayer of gratitude.

My legs fly wide, shivering, only to snap inward, my thighs squeezing Kelly’s head in a frantic vise as if by clinging to her I can anchor myself against the flood. Every flex of her tongue and the relentless grind of the cage’s vibrations ricochet straight up my spine, arching me in jerky, wild heaves. My hips jackknife, bucking and thrashing, as if my whole body is trying to wring that climax deeper and deeper, greedy for every last pulse.

The orgasm doesn’t end — it breaks into ragged, rolling surges, shocks of blinding pleasure that make my vision spark and black out in fits. My eyes roll back until the world is nothing but pulsing bursts behind my eyelids. My heart claws at my chest, pulsing so hard I think it might punch straight through my ribs and into Kelly’s waiting hands.

I’m coming. Oh god, I’m coming. After all this time — months, years, lifetimes twisted up inside myself — I’m finally, finally coming for her, for me, for the girl I swore could never truly exist. I’m unraveling, the fabric of me torn apart by the force of her wanting, her command, her love.

The cage turns this release inward, forcing every tremor and surrender deep inside. There’s no spectacular eruption — just a pitiful, hot gush, fluid squeezed out by spasms too powerful to stop. It seeps, sticky and wet, trapped in hard plastic, oozing helplessly to coat Kelly’s fingers and my trembling thighs. Humiliating and perfect — a baptism and a brand — a mark of ownership and deliverance. I sob, my face crumpling with relief, wrecked and remade in her hands: owned, burned out, paradoxically whole.

The climax keeps coming, a body-wrecking storm flaying me to my nerve endings, until at last it subsides, scattering me in its wake. I collapse, limp and heavy, onto sweat-damp sheets. My lungs seize, each breath a shudder between laughing and sobbing. My skin throbs, overstimulated, every inch on fire, tears streaking hot across my cheeks and pillow.

My hands, forgotten, slip down from the pillows, my arms flopping limp and uncoordinated at my sides. I am nothing but quiver and static, my whole body prickling, buzzing, alive in ways I have never known. It feels as if I am lit from inside with some impossible, secret fire: each small shudder is a grateful echo, each tiny muscle twitch another piece of myself freed and remade.

I am wrecked, and I am alive — God, I am alive.

I am just sobs and shaking and grateful, grateful to be here, to have been broken open and put back together under Kelly’s hands.

Kelly climbs up the bed, her movements gentle now, face flushed and eyes shining with victory and devotion. She gathers me up, strong arms wrapping my body in a cocoon of warmth, pulling me to her chest. Her mouth finds my forehead in a lingering kiss, then my eyelids, salty with happy tears. I burrow in, curling into her as if I could fold myself under her collarbones, become heart to heart.

She whispers, “That’s it. My girl. My perfect girl. You’re home, baby.”

And I am. Whole. I feel… whole. I’m home.

She strokes my hair, her touch gentle as lambswool, her heart thudding under my ear as we settle into each other. My body is still shuddering in little afterquakes, the wetness trapped useless and lovely in its cage. I cry and shake and laugh all at once, my breath a wild animal finally coaxed into peace.

This release is my rebirth, cage and all.

Kelly never lets go. She hums something — soft and wordless — into my hair. The thickness of her arms, the steady tempo of her breath, the heat of her skin and the echoing crash of my own ruined orgasm, all combine into a balm deeper and sweeter than words. My eyelids go heavy.

I have never, ever felt something so complete. My body, locked and spent and shivering, aches with proof: she loves me, I am Lila, I am hers.

Wrapped in Kelly’s arms, feeling the gentle aftershocks of my orgasm, I drift into the most peaceful sleep of my life.

The transformation is complete.
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Chapter 12


“You know,” Kelly says, coming up behind me and wrapping her arms around my waist, “if we're going to make more room for your new clothes, we should probably get rid of the old ones.”

She nods her chin toward our bedroom closet, her breath warm and solid on the back of my neck. Her arms are a gentle cage, a wordless reminder that I’m safe.

Sunlight pours broad and golden through the open window, gliding over my bare arms and catching in the loose hair tumbling down my back. I’m in soft shorts and a cropped tee — casual, light, my body moving with an easy grace I never used to know. Her hands settle just below my ribs, thumbs circling, calm and grounding. The world feels very far away, as if it’s shrunk down to this apartment, this moment, this ritual.

There is nothing urgent in her tone, just gentle mischief and — beneath it — permission. The familiar ache of nerves that used to ping in my chest at her suggestions has faded. Here, there is only relief. Only affirmation.

I nod toward the closet. “Yeah. There’s… a lot in there. I guess I’ve been avoiding it.” I bite my lip, the edges of a smile hinting, because already the idea sits lighter in me than dread. It feels almost… necessary. A clearing, not a loss.

“These clothes,” I think, as she releases me and goes to fetch the trash bags, “they feel like a costume from a play I was in a long time ago. They’re not me.”

Kelly returns, jangling two big black bags, her arm muscles flexing, her blue hair a burst of color in the sun. She holds up the bags like a magician presenting her tools.

“Ready?” she asks, voice gentle but never tentative, eyes holding mine as if to say: If you can’t, we’ll do it later; but you can.

I take one, my hands less shaky than I feared, and let out a shaky half-laugh. “Let’s do it.”

The closet opens with a sigh of hinges, sunlight falling in so bright it makes the row of men’s clothes look even more out of place: khaki pants, faded jeans, button-down shirts, t-shirts in weary shades of gray and navy. On their hangers, they hang limp, dead weight. Old Will’s uniform. Each piece suddenly looks alien, the shape and cut designed to draw me back to a smaller, more anxious existence — baggy, formless, as if built for hiding.

I reach in and pluck a pair of jeans free, cold, stiff denim brushing my knuckles. The fabric is rougher than I remember; the sag of it awkward in my grip. I fold it, almost grateful I don’t remember the exact feel at my hips anymore, and drop it into the bag. The swish of nylon is loud in the sunny quiet. Kelly is beside me, pulling shirts one after another, her face a careful mask of encouragement, eyes flicking to me with every handful, checking for the smallest quiver of regret.

We settle into a slow rhythm: me on the left, her on the right, moving hangers and garments into the bags. The work is deliberate, each item a tiny exorcism. She keeps stealing glances, and when our hips bump, she smiles — reassuring, no-pressure. It’s almost a celebration, the act itself an affirmation. Each piece we pitch is space reclaimed, a small victory for both of us.

I glance down and see my hands are steady.

No tremor, no shame.

About halfway through, my fingers brush the thick navy cloth of an old hoodie. I freeze. The weight of it is startling: a surge of memory, sharp and cold. It’s the hoodie I wore on my worst nights, when I’d drag myself home from the gym, tired and empty, wishing I felt anything at all. The drawstring is still knotted from a half-broken attempt to fix it last winter. Old sweat, angry deodorant, a faint trace of cologne still clings to the cuffs.

For a split second, the air in the room seems to shift. I see myself — shoulders hunched, cheeks sunken, head ducked low — not in the mirror, but as a ghost, standing right behind my own shoulder, hidden in shadow, fists jammed deep into the pouch, as if by cloaking my chest I could make my restlessness invisible.

It’s not regret that tugs at my chest. Not even nostalgia. Instead, it’s like standing at a graveside for someone I once pitied. That man in the hoodie… he was so sad. So lost. I don’t miss him.

But for just that moment, I let myself mourn a little. The sadness is a faint, cool wind, brushing hair off my cheek. I squeeze the soft fleece in my hands, thumb tracing the wrinkled embroidery where a logo’s worn thin. It feels like the last skin I have to shed.

Kelly is beside me, silent. I hear her set a folded flannel on the growing pile, then her touch — light, patient — finds my shoulder, anchoring me. She doesn’t urge, doesn’t speak. She waits, pinkie gently looping a strand of my hair, letting the silence hold space for whatever needs to pass. Her thumb rests on my collarbone, slow and warm. With her hand on my shoulder, I can let the ghost pass.

I look at the hoodie, then at Kelly: her face full of patience and pride, the sun picking up the gold flecks in her brown eyes. I feel the last of the hesitation dissolve, replaced by an unfamiliar but welcome strength.

“Goodbye, Will,” I think, “and thank you for getting me here. But this is my life now.”

I give her a small, decisive smile — a real one, different than anything I’d worn as him — and shove the hoodie deep into the bag, a firm, final motion. Shoving it in feels like exhaling a breath held too long; I actually hear myself sigh when I let it go.

The ghost is gone.

Suddenly the room feels lighter, the air brighter. My hands move faster now, fingers nimble, yanking down shirts, bundled grabs of socks and boxers, all those relics dropping with final thuds into the bags. Every toss is a celebration, a private exorcism. Kelly keeps pace, quickening with my energy, occasionally sharing a grin — a shared thrill in making this clean, beautiful space.

Within minutes, the rod on my side is empty, only empty hangers left rattling, stripped of their burden. The bag in front of me is bulging with cargo, the zipper teeth barely meeting. My side of the closet — Will’s kingdom — is just a blank white wall now, sunlight splashed bright across promise.

I step back, panting a little with the effort, happy sweat shining on my forearms.

Kelly gathers the corners of the bag, ties a knot, and gives it a theatrical flourish. “Well,” she says, slinging an arm around my shoulders, her other hand still warm on my back, “Looks like we have to go shopping.”

The closet is no longer haunted. It doesn’t mourn; it waits, empty and eager, a canvas for something new and endless. The air hums with possibility — a blank space ready for dresses, for softness, for colors I never let myself wear before. The void is not absence, but invitation.

These clothes… they feel like costumes from an old role, costumes that always pinched, never let me breathe. They aren’t me. I feel giddy, free, unburdened in a way I never imagined possible. The old clothes are ghosts in the closet, and with her hand on my shoulder, I lay them to rest. The empty space yawns like a promise, ready for the colors of my new life.

Beside me, Kelly’s smile turns tender, pride and love mingling in the affectionate squeeze of her arm. The sun burnishes everything, even the dust motes dancing in the shaft of light across our feet. I let my head settle against her shoulder, fitting perfectly, my body easing into that small, precious touch.

Shopping. Yes.

I can’t wait.

I lean my head on Kelly’s shoulder, looking at the empty closet, feeling lighter than I ever have before.
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I stand in front of the bathroom mirror, humming softly as I go through my morning skincare routine. I pick up the familiar bottle of scented body cream. The sound of my voice — bright, low, not quite a girl’s lilt but softer than any hum I ever dared before — fills the room with a kind of lazy sunlight that matches the warmth crawling through the window.

I squeeze a little of the cream onto my palm and hold it for a second: pale pink, glistening under the light, its smell curling up to greet me — sweet almond and cherry, same as always.

There was a time when this scent snuck up from the sheets or Kelly’s shirts and left me gutted, staring at the ceiling counting cracks, aching for something I hadn’t been brave enough to claim.

Now, it’s my smell. My skin drinks it in.

I smooth the cream up my forearm, closing my eyes as it slides over every new, softer curve. The lotion glides on like a lover’s touch, my skin responding with the ease of home. I work it in with slow, circling motions, coaxing my arms to gleam, then my shoulders, then my thighs where hidden stretch marks have grown softer with every morning.

I watch myself in the mirror, the simple certainty in the motion — a normal girl in her morning, making herself comfortable in the home that is her body.

On the bathroom counter, next to the scattered bobby pins and the flowered toothbrush that used to belong to Kelly but is now just “ours,” is a small orange bottle: my prescription estradiol. The label’s slightly worn from the oils on my fingertips, the edges fuzzy. I turn the bottle over, relishing the weight and the memory it holds: not the start of disaster, not a secret, not some punishment or trick.

My pill. My cream. My girlfriend. My life.

It's all mine.

Just a regular pill now, slipped from the bottle to the tip of my finger. I pop it onto my tongue and chase it with the last of my glass of water. The act is ritual, not complication — a fact nestled right into the easy rhythm of my morning.

This is my daily vow to this self, swallowed with the peace of truth.

I cap the bottle and set it neatly back in line, pride blooming in my chest. I watch the mirror for a moment: girl with glass in hand, soft skin glowing with lotion, hair wild around her face, blue and brown eyes under a sleepy frown slowly blooming into a smile. The change is intentional, cherished, loved. The transformation is no longer something that happened to me. It’s something I wake up for, reach out to touch, keep choosing in little ways every single day.

A faint creak on the old floorboards behind me.

I see Kelly in the doorway, leaning one broad shoulder against the frame. She’s wearing nothing but her boxers and a too-loose tank, blue hair scattered wild, lips curved in that tiny, private smirk she saves for us alone. Her gaze — steady, appreciative, endless — travels up the length of my body, taking in every inch of soft skin I just spent ten minutes loving.

She just stands there for a while, not saying anything. Just watching, her arms folded, face open in a way I never learned from anyone but her. It isn’t dominance, not anymore — just the sort of look you give something precious when you want to remember it, right down to the last detail.

I meet her eyes in the reflection, a bashful pride stirring in me. There’s no more need to flinch or look away. I let her see everything, shoulders straightening naturally under her gaze.

She doesn’t speak, just smiles wider as she pushes off the doorframe and steps in behind me. Her arms, still warm from bed, slide low around my waist and cinch me back against her chest. She rests her chin on my shoulder, her cheek pressed close, and we both turn to look at our reflections in the glass.

Two women. No more uncertainty, no more testing for echoes of what once was. I see only us — her arms, my waist, our eyes shining the same way in the morning light.

“You’re beautiful,” Kelly whispers, voice syrup-smooth and as certain as daybreak. Her breath tickles under my ear, a soft ache that makes me lean into her touch, dizzy with how safe I feel in this little patch of sun.

I smile at our reflections, my hands resting atop hers, trapping her in place just as much as she’s holding me there. I could say yes, say thank you, but the word on my tongue is something different — something more me than beautiful has ever been.

“Happy,” I correct gently, tilting my head until our cheeks bump together, both of us grinning at the mirror. “I’m happy.”

There’s no apology in my voice. Just truth, unadorned and finally mine.

A soft kiss brushes my neck, tender and playful. “That too,” Kelly whispers, letting the silence fill everything the words could never reach. We rock together, gentle as a slow tide, our eyes locked in the glass. There are no grand declarations, no urges or threats or promises — just two people who know where they belong. It feels like morning air after a rainstorm: all the tension cleared out, the world scrubbed clean, only us and this simple certainty left behind.

I watch her hands slide a little higher, curving around my ribs, careful not to break the spell. Her fingers play lightly along my skin, unconsciously tickling the spot where my side dimpled from her last squeeze the night before. Our rhythm slows, every breath in harmony; her heartbeat thrumming against my back, the steady hush of her lungs quieting the last echoes of old anxiety.

A warmth spreads from my stomach, building outward, sealing in every soft place I used to try and hide. This is what permanence feels like — a truth that lives in actions, not just words. The pill I swallowed, the cream I smoothed, the arms I lean into.

All chosen. All cherished.

Kelly’s lips find my jaw, featherlight. The press of her body against mine is a gentle weight, a living gravity. So I turn in her arms, slow and sure, twisting until my stomach presses flush to hers, arms wrapping up around her shoulders. Our bodies just fit together now: the soft of my front drawn into her confident frame, the line of my thighs meshing with hers, breasts brushing as we finally come heart-to-heart.

She smiles, and I reach for her face — fingertips sliding through the blue hair that she lets me cut on lazy Sundays. Her breath catches, just barely, as she leans into my touch. No power here, no struggle for control, just the lovely balance of equals. I don’t need her permission anymore, but the look in her eyes tells me she’s still glad to give it.

Our kiss doesn’t rush. It’s the soft, patient tangle of lips and tongue that belongs to people who trust the day will give them as many more as they need. Her mouth tastes like toothpaste and coffee and the particular sweetness of her sleepy skin. I open to her, letting the pressure deepen, feeling every new edge of my body slot perfectly into hers. There’s heat there — our morning always has a little — comfort and spark wrapped up in the press of her mouth on mine.

Our noses brush, laughter rumbling low in her throat as she finally breaks away, forehead pressed to mine. “I love you,” she whispers, words for me alone.

My heart swells, not frantic, just right.

Happy. I’m finally, truly happy.

We stand like this for a moment, wrapped together, the room softly spinning, everything outside the little square of bathroom glass suspended and irrelevant.

When we pull apart, I settle into her, my arms still looped around her waist. In the mirror, our reflections are a living proof: hair rumpled, skin glowing, eyes soft and certain, tangled together in the clear morning light. The old pain is gone; the magic of her touch, the charm of my own skin, the sturdy permanence of us — these are all that fill our eyes.

The mirror hums with our shared warmth. Indeed, the soft thrum of our heartbeats syncing through the places our bodies touch — her steady pulse against my palm, my own fluttering against her collarbone, both of us breathing the same quiet rhythm of belonging.
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About the Author

So, what happens when you discover your ex-US Army boyfriend is as obedient in the bedroom as he was in the barracks, with a hidden taste for silk lingerie and feminization fantasies? You start writing.

Dolly Darling is the mischievous secret pen name of a bestselling contemporary romance author. While she's most used to crafting tales of dominant alphas and submissive heroines, her real-life adventures with her bisexual switch boyfriend and their shared motto of, "I wouldn't do anything to you, that I wouldn't let you do to me," led her to discover the tantalizing thrill of watching those same alpha men melt into a pretty little puddle of compliance. Turns out that true power sometimes falls to whoever is holding the lipstick.

When she's not writing delicious domination fantasies, on both sides of the submission fence, she's finding an abundance of ways to test just how far her real-life Army Doll boyfriend's patience will stretch. (Spoiler: it stretches a lot, especially in heels.)

Thank You for Reading!

Did seeing Will unknowingly unlock his true self tickle something for you?

If so, please consider taking a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Your feedback is incredibly valuable and helps other readers discover this story.

To be the first to know when a new deliciously degrading story is released, be sure to follow Dolly Darling on Amazon.

Thank you for your support!
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