
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Proposition

Marcus Chen had always considered himself traditionally, almost aggressively masculine. At thirty-two, he embodied every archetype of rugged American manhood that beer commercials and action movies had spent decades cementing into the cultural consciousness. Six-foot-two with shoulders earned through eight years of construction work—the kind of breadth that made doorways feel narrow and dress shirts strain across the back. His chest was dusted with dark hair that tapered down his stomach in a trail Sophia loved to trace with her tongue. Perpetually stubbled jaw that he maintained with the same casual neglect most men reserved for their lawns, because shaving every day seemed like capitulating to corporate bullshit. Hands so calloused from labor that he could grip rough timber without flinching, thick fingers that Sophia claimed could make her come just from the texture alone when he fingered her.

His cock was nothing special—about seven inches, decently thick, uncut because his parents had skipped circumcision. But Sophia seemed to worship it anyway, had told him once while drunk that she loved how it felt filling her pussy, how she could feel every ridge and vein when he fucked her slow and deep.

His wardrobe consisted almost entirely of flannel shirts in various states of wear, work jeans stained with paint and drywall compound, steel-toed boots that had seen three job sites and counting, and exactly two "nice" button-downs reserved for the rare occasions Sophia dragged him to upscale restaurants. His truck was a '96 Ford F-150 held together by duct tape, stubbornness, and an inexplicable loyalty to American-made vehicles. His apartment—now their shared apartment—featured a weight bench in the corner where he half-heartedly maintained his physique, sports memorabilia scattered across shelves, and a refrigerator stocked primarily with beer, leftover pizza, and the occasional vegetable Sophia snuck in when she did the grocery shopping.

In short, Marcus was precisely the kind of man who should have laughed in disbelief at what his girlfriend of eight months was proposing on this ordinary Tuesday evening in their shared living room.

"I want to feminize you."

Sophia's words didn't just hang in the air—they detonated like a flashbang grenade, disorienting and all-consuming. She sat cross-legged on their leather couch, the one piece of furniture Marcus had contributed to their domestic arrangement, her wine glass balanced on one knee with the kind of casual elegance he'd never quite mastered. She wore a simple black dress that hugged curves he'd traced with his tongue, his fingers, his cock countless times over their eight months together—the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips, the soft inside of her thighs where she was most sensitive.

Her auburn hair was pulled into a loose bun that showcased the elegant column of her neck, the delicate hollow of her throat where her pulse fluttered like a trapped bird. He'd bitten that throat just last night, sucked a bruise into the pale skin there while she rode his cock and called him her "good boy," and the mark was still visible, a dark purple badge of ownership.

At thirty, Sophia Castellano was everything Marcus wasn't—refined where he was rough, articulate where he grunted, composed where he sprawled. She worked as a senior marketing executive for a tech startup, wore tailored suits that probably cost more than his monthly truck payment, and possessed the kind of controlled poise that made boardrooms fall silent when she entered.

She was beautiful in a way that seemed almost deliberate, as though every feature had been carefully selected and arranged for maximum impact: high cheekbones that caught light like architecture, dark eyes that could strip a man bare with a single glance, lips that promised both pleasure and pain in equal measure. Her body was curves and softness—full breasts that overflowed his palms, a stomach that was soft rather than flat because she'd told him once that she refused to diet like her life depended on it, an ass he loved to grip while fucking her from behind, thighs thick enough to squeeze his head when he went down on her.

They were an unlikely pair, the construction worker and the executive, but something had clicked between them when they'd met at a mutual friend's barbecue eight months ago. Marcus had been manning the grill, beer in hand, when Sophia had approached and casually mentioned that he was cooking the steaks wrong. Instead of bristling, he'd found himself charmed by her confidence, her directness, the way she met his eyes without flinching or performing the demure dance so many women seemed to think men required.

Their first date had been drinks at a dive bar Marcus frequented. Their second had been dinner at a restaurant where the menu didn't list prices, Sophia's choice. By the third date, they'd ended up in Marcus's bed, and he'd discovered something about himself that had been lurking beneath the surface of his masculine bravado for years.

He fucking loved it when she took control.

That first time, she'd pushed him onto his back and straddled his hips, grinding against his cock through their clothes while he stared up at her with something like religious awe. When he'd tried to flip them over, take the dominant position he'd always assumed in previous relationships, she'd pinned his wrists above his head with surprising strength and whispered, "No. You stay right there and let me use you."

The words had gone straight to his cock. He'd gotten so hard so fast that he'd been dizzy with it, his hips bucking up involuntarily as she kept grinding, kept taking her pleasure from his body while he lay pinned and helpless beneath her.

She'd kept his wrists pinned while she stripped them both, while she sank down onto his cock with a low moan that made his eyes roll back. She'd fucked him like that—his hands restrained, his body at her mercy—and when she'd leaned down to whisper "come for me, baby, fill me up like a good boy," he'd obeyed with a violence that surprised them both.

Since then, their sex life had evolved into something Marcus had never experienced before. Sophia took what she wanted, and Marcus discovered he loved giving it to her. She'd graduated from pinning his wrists to actual restraints—silk ties at first, then proper cuffs she'd ordered online. She'd started giving commands during sex that made his cock leak: "Don't move." "Eyes on me." "Beg for it." "Ask permission before you come."

And Marcus, to his own amazement and secret shame, had obeyed every single one.

"I'm sorry, what?" Marcus set down his beer—a craft IPA Sophia had introduced him to, because apparently Budweiser was "objectively terrible"—certain he'd misheard. The television murmured in the background, some cooking show Sophia had put on that Marcus wasn't really watching. His mind was still half-focused on this morning's quick fuck before work, the way Sophia had bent over the bathroom counter and told him to "make it fast" while he'd pounded into her slick pussy, his fingers digging into her hips hard enough to bruise.

"Feminize you," Sophia repeated, her voice steady and sure, each syllable enunciated with the precision she brought to boardroom presentations. "Transform you. Gradually, completely. I want to dress you, shape you, train you to embrace a softer, more submissive version of yourself." She took a sip of wine—a Pinot Noir she'd selected from the wine shop with the kind of careful deliberation Marcus reserved for power tools—never breaking eye contact. "I want to make you into my pretty little thing. My doll to dress up and play with and fuck however I want."

Heat flooded Marcus's face, spreading down his neck in a flush he could feel prickling across his skin. His cock stirred in his jeans despite—or perhaps because of—the mortification coursing through him like an electric current. The sensation was immediate and undeniable: arousal mixed with embarrassment, desire tangled with disbelief, his dick hardening against his zipper with each beat of his heart.

"That's... Soph, I don't know what to say." His voice came out rougher than intended, scratchy with confusion and want. He could feel his pulse starting to race, his palms getting sweaty.

"Say you'll think about it." She uncrossed her legs with deliberate slowness—Marcus caught a flash of her inner thighs, smooth and pale—and leaned forward. The dress gaped, revealing the black lace of her bra, the creamy swell of her breasts, the hint of her nipples through the delicate fabric. "I know it's unconventional. I know it challenges everything you think you are. But Marcus, I've seen the way you respond when I take control. When I pin your wrists above your head and you go absolutely liquid beneath me, your cock so hard it's practically purple. When I tell you to hold still while I ride you and you obey like you were built for it, your whole body trembling with the effort not to thrust up into me."

She set her wine glass down and shifted closer, close enough that he could smell her perfume—something expensive and floral that always made him think of sex.

"You melt for it. You transform. Your pupils dilate, your breathing changes, you get this look on your face like you've been waiting your whole life for permission to surrender. And when I call you my good boy?" Her hand landed on his thigh, fingers splaying possessively over the denim. "Your cock literally twitches. I can feel it inside me when we're fucking. The words make you harder."

She wasn't wrong. In bed, Sophia had gradually taken the reins over their eight months together, testing boundaries with the careful precision of a scientist conducting experiments. Each time she pushed further—her hand around his throat, her nails raking down his back hard enough to leave marks, her teeth sinking into his shoulder while she whispered filthy things against his skin—Marcus had responded with an enthusiasm that surprised them both.

When she'd first slapped his ass during sex three months in, the sharp crack of palm against flesh echoing in his bedroom, he'd nearly come on the spot. The sensation had been so unexpected, so perfectly humiliating and arousing, that his cock had jerked inside her pussy and he'd gasped out something unintelligible that might have been her name or might have been a prayer. His hole had clenched reflexively, some deep part of him responding to the impact.

"You liked that, didn't you?" Sophia had purred, slapping his ass again, harder. "My big strong man likes getting his ass spanked like a naughty boy."

He'd come thirty seconds later, emptying himself inside her with a hoarse cry.

When she'd wrapped her hand around his throat a month after that and whispered "my good boy" against his ear while grinding down on his cock, her pussy clenching around him in rhythmic pulses, he'd experienced an orgasm so intense it bordered on religious experience. His vision had whited out, his entire body convulsing beneath her as he spilled inside her with a hoarse cry that probably concerned the neighbors. He'd felt his cock pulsing, felt her walls milking him, felt like every nerve ending in his body was firing at once.

After that, Sophia had started issuing commands during sex. "Don't move." "Eyes on me." "Beg for it." "Ask permission to come." And Marcus, to his own amazement and secret shame, had obeyed every single one. There was something intoxicating about surrendering control to her, about letting her orchestrate their pleasure while he simply existed as an instrument for her to play.

"This is different," he protested weakly, even as his cock continued to harden in his jeans, creating an obvious bulge that Sophia's eyes flicked toward with knowing amusement. He could feel it straining against his zipper, the denim suddenly too tight, too restrictive. "That's just... bedroom stuff. What happens between the sheets."

"Is it?" Sophia set down her wine glass on the coffee table with a decisive clink and moved with feline grace to kneel between his legs. The position was so familiar—how many times had she knelt like this to suck his cock?—but somehow more charged now, weighted with implication. Her hands slid up his denim-clad thighs with torturous slowness, the heat of her palms penetrating through the fabric, branding him. "Or is it who you actually want to be? Who you're afraid to become because society has spent your entire life telling you that big, strong men don't submit. Don't soften. Don't surrender. That masculinity is rigid and unyielding, that any deviation makes you less than, makes you weak, makes you a faggot."

The slur hung in the air between them. Marcus flinched slightly at the word, at the venom generations of men had poured into those two syllables.

"But you know what?" Sophia's fingers found his zipper, drawing it down with agonizing deliberation. Each click of the metal teeth seemed impossibly loud in the quiet apartment. "Fuck them. Fuck every single person who tried to teach you that there's only one way to be a man. You know what I see when I look at you?"

She freed his cock—already half-hard and thickening rapidly under her attention. The cooler air of the apartment kissed his heated flesh, making him shudder. His dick lay heavy in her palm, foreskin still covering the head, a bead of precum already forming at the tip.

"I see someone brave enough to admit what he wants. Someone secure enough in himself to surrender control. Someone who trusts me enough to be vulnerable." Her hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking with practiced ease, her grip firm but not quite tight enough to satisfy. "And I find that incredibly fucking hot."

She pulled his foreskin back, exposing his glans, and used her thumb to spread the precum around his tip in slick circles. Marcus's hips twitched involuntarily, his cock jumping in her hand.

"I'm not talking about humiliation, Marcus. Well, not just humiliation." Her smile was wicked, all sharp edges and promise. "I'm talking about transformation. Liberation. Breaking you down and building you back up into something more honest, more authentic. Something that exists beyond the narrow confines of what you think a man should be."

She pumped his cock slowly, base to tip, her hand twisting slightly on the upstroke in a way that made his toes curl in his boots.

"I want to unlock parts of you that you've kept hidden, maybe even from yourself. Dress you in silk and lace and watch your face when you see yourself transformed in the mirror. Teach you to move differently, to speak differently, to inhabit your body in entirely new ways. Paint your nails pretty colors—maybe start with a subtle nude, work our way up to reds and pinks. Shape your eyebrows into elegant arches. Maybe even let your hair grow out long enough that I can run my fingers through it, braid it, pull it while I fuck you."

Her thumb circled his tip again, gathering more precum—he was leaking steadily now, his body betraying how much her words affected him.

"I want to take you shopping for lingerie. Not cheap costume stuff, but real, beautiful pieces. Lace panties that cup your cock just right. Bras that we'll pad to give you curves. Garter belts and stockings—thigh-highs that make your legs look endless. Maybe a corset to cinch your waist, train your body into a more feminine shape over time."

Marcus's breathing had gone ragged. His cock was fully hard now, straining toward her, dark and flushed and leaking.

"And when you're all soft and pretty and perfect," she continued, her voice dropping to a husky murmur that went straight to his dick, "when you're wearing the lingerie I bought for you and your skin is smooth because I've taught you how to shave properly and your lips are glossy with the lipstick I selected and you've forgotten what it felt like to perform masculinity like a job..."

She leaned in, her breath ghosting over his cock, making it twitch desperately.

"That's when I want to bend you over and fuck you until you forget you were ever anything else. Until the only identity that matters is mine. My pet. My plaything. My beautiful girl taking my cock like she was made for it."

"Oh fuck," Marcus groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily into her grip, seeking more friction, more pressure, more something. His mind reeled with the images she was painting—himself in women's clothing, makeup, transformed beyond recognition, bent over while Sophia fucked him.

"That's what I thought." Sophia's smile widened, feral and delighted, as she leaned in close enough that her breath ghosted over his cock. Her tongue darted out, licking a stripe up his shaft from base to tip, tasting his precum. "Mmm. Your body doesn't lie, baby. You're already so hard for me, and I've barely touched you. Just the idea of this has you leaking all over my hand. I bet your ass is clenching right now, isn't it? Imagining what it'll feel like when I finally fuck you?"

She was right. His hole was fluttering, clenching around nothing in anticipation of penetration it had never experienced.

"So here's my proposition," Sophia said, her free hand sliding up to cup his balls through his jeans, finding them and rolling them gently in her palm through the denim. "One month. Thirty days. Give me complete control over your body, your appearance, your pleasure. You do what I say, wear what I give you, follow my instructions exactly. Let me mold you into the person I know you can be, the person you're afraid to become. If at the end you hate it, if you genuinely want to go back, we return to normal. I'll pack away all the pretty things I've already bought for you—yes, baby, I've been planning this for weeks—and we'll pretend this never happened."

She paused, her eyes boring into his with an intensity that made his breath catch.

"But if you love it... if you love being my soft, feminine plaything... then you become mine completely. My beautiful girl to dress up and show off and fuck whenever and however I want. No more pretending to be something you're not. No more performing masculinity like it's a role you're playing. Just honest, authentic submission to me and my desires."

The word "girl" sent electricity racing down Marcus's spine, crackling through his nervous system like lightning through copper wire. His cock twitched violently in her hand, leaking a fresh surge of precum that dripped onto her fingers.

"I can see exactly how much this excites you," Sophia purred, her grip tightening fractionally around his balls, just enough pressure to make him gasp, to toe the line between pleasure and pain. "Your cock is practically vibrating in my hand right now. So desperate. So needy. And Marcus?"

She leaned in closer, her lips brushing the shell of his ear, her breath hot against his skin.

"I should mention that part of this transformation includes training your ass. We'll start with plugs—small ones at first, maybe just a finger's width, just to get you used to the sensation of being filled, of having something inside you stretching you open. I'll make you wear them around the house, maybe even to work eventually, so you're constantly aware of your hole, constantly reminded that it belongs to me now."

Her teeth caught his earlobe, biting gently before she continued.

"Then my fingers, working you open gradually until you can take two, then three. I'll finger-fuck you until you're begging for my cock, until you're pushing back against my hand like a bitch in heat. I'll find your prostate and milk it until you're coming without even touching your dick, until you understand that your cock is just for decoration now and your real pleasure comes from your ass."

Marcus whimpered—actually whimpered, a sound he'd never made before in his life. His hole clenched again, more insistently, his body already craving what she was describing.

"Then dildos in increasing sizes, teaching your body to accommodate, to crave penetration. I'll make you ride them while I watch, make you fuck yourself on them until you're crying and begging and completely broken open. And eventually..."

She pulled back to meet his eyes, her pupils blown wide with desire, dark pools he could drown in.

"Eventually, my strap-on. I've already ordered it—ten inches, thick enough that you'll really feel it, realistic enough that you can pretend it's a real cock splitting you open. I'm going to fuck you, Marcus. I'm going to make you take every inch like the good girl you're going to become. I'm going to watch your face when I push inside you for the first time, watch you struggle to accommodate me, watch the exact moment when pain transforms into pleasure and you realize that this is what you were made for. Being filled. Being claimed. Being fucked like the pretty little cocksleeve you are."

Her hand was pumping his cock now in earnest, base to tip, her grip tighter, her movements faster. Marcus's mind reeled, spinning like a compass that had lost magnetic north. Everything she was describing should have terrified him, should have sent him running for the door with his masculinity intact. Men didn't do this. Men didn't wear women's clothing or get fucked or submit so completely to their partners. Men were supposed to be dominant, aggressive, penetrative rather than receptive.

But instead of fear, all he felt was need. Desperate, aching need that pulsed through him with every beat of his heart. His cock was granite-hard in her grip, his hole clenching rhythmically around nothing in anticipation, his entire body singing with desire for something he'd never even considered wanting until this moment.

"Think about it," Sophia whispered, and then she swallowed him whole.

Her mouth was hot and wet and absolutely perfect as she took him deep in one smooth motion, her lips stretching around his girth, her throat opening to accommodate him until her nose pressed flush against his pelvis. Marcus gasped, his hands flying to her hair—that elegant bun coming completely loose now, auburn strands spilling through his fingers.

She pulled back slowly, her tongue dragging along the underside of his shaft, tracing the prominent vein there that always made him shudder. When she reached his tip, she swirled her tongue around his glans, dipping into his slit to taste his precum before taking him deep again.

Sophia worked him with expert precision, years of practice evident in every movement. She knew exactly how he liked it: the pressure, the rhythm, the way she hollowed her cheeks on the upstroke and relaxed her throat on the downstroke. She alternated between deep-throating him until she gagged slightly—the sound wet and obscene—and pulling back to focus on his tip, sucking hard while her hand pumped his shaft.

One hand massaged his balls through his jeans, rolling them gently while occasionally tugging just hard enough to send sparks of pleasure-pain racing up his spine. The other had somehow worked its way into his pants, fingernails scraping lightly against the sensitive skin of his inner thigh, making him shiver.

Marcus's fingers tangled in her hair, not to guide her—he'd learned months ago that Sophia hated having her head controlled during blowjobs—but to anchor himself as sensation overwhelmed him. His hips twitched with the effort of holding still, of not fucking up into her throat the way his body demanded.

"Fuck, Soph," he groaned, his voice wrecked. "Your mouth feels so fucking good."

She hummed in acknowledgment, the vibrations traveling through his cock like an electric current, and he nearly lost it right there. His balls drew tight against his body, his cock swelling even harder in preparation for release.

But then Sophia did something she'd never done before. While deep-throating him, while his dick was buried in her throat and his vision was starting to white out with approaching orgasm, her hand slipped further into his jeans. Her fingers found the cleft of his ass through the denim, pressing against his hole through the fabric with deliberate, unmistakable intent.

The pressure was light, barely there, but the implication was everything. Marcus's entire body jolted like he'd been electrocuted, his hole clenching hard against her touch, his cock jumping in her mouth.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, I'm gonna—" he gasped, his thighs trembling.

Sophia pulled off immediately, denying him release with ruthless efficiency. His cock slipped from her lips with an obscene wet sound, a strand of saliva connecting her mouth to his tip before breaking. He jerked desperately in the cool air, right on the edge, his orgasm receding with agonizing slowness.

"Not yet, baby," she said, her voice rough from deep-throating him. "Not until you give me an answer."

"Fuck, that's not fair," Marcus groaned, his voice raw with need. His cock throbbed, so close to orgasm that it bordered on painful, precum flowing freely now to drip onto his jeans.

"Life's not fair." Sophia stood with fluid grace, smoothing her dress down her thighs, looking entirely composed despite the fact that she'd just had his cock in her throat, despite her lips being swollen and slick with saliva and his precum. "And neither is your Mistress. So, Marcus—one month. Full transformation. Complete submission. Do we have a deal?"

She extended her hand as though they were conducting a business transaction rather than negotiating the complete reshaping of his identity and sexuality. Her nails were painted a deep burgundy that matched her wine, perfectly manicured, utterly feminine.

Marcus stared at that elegant hand, his cock still throbbing with denied need, his mind spinning with images of himself transformed: in panties, in dresses, makeup on his face, bent over while Sophia fucked him with her strap-on, her fingers in his ass, becoming someone entirely new while somehow becoming more himself than he'd ever been.

The word "yes" formed in his throat before his brain had fully processed the decision. Some deep part of him—the part that melted when she called him her good boy, the part that craved her dominance, the part that had clenched when she touched his hole—had already made the choice.

"Yes," he heard himself say, his voice barely above a whisper. He reached out and shook her hand, his large callous palm engulfing her smaller, softer one.

Sophia's smile could have lit the entire city of San Francisco, radiant and triumphant and slightly predatory. "Good boy. Now, let's establish some ground rules for this month..."

She pulled him to his feet—his cock still hard and exposed, jutting obscenely from his open jeans—and led him to the bedroom.


Chapter 2: First Steps

Marcus woke to sunlight streaming through their bedroom window and Sophia already gone. The sheets on her side were cool, meaning she'd been up for hours—probably hitting the gym before work like she did most mornings, maintaining the toned body that drove him insane. He rolled over, his morning wood pressing uncomfortably against the mattress, and found a note on her pillow written in Sophia's precise handwriting.

My sweet pet,

Welcome to Day 1 of your transformation. Today we start small, but every journey begins with a single step—or in this case, a single garment.

I've laid out your outfit for the day in the bathroom. You'll find everything you need. Put it ALL on before you look in the mirror. Then send me a photo. No exceptions.

Rules for this month:
1. You will wear whatever I provide, whenever I provide it. No exceptions, no complaints.
2. You will follow my grooming instructions exactly as given.
3. You will address me as Mistress when we're alone together.
4. You will sleep in whatever I dress you in, even if it's uncomfortable.
5. No touching yourself without explicit permission. Your orgasms belong to me now.
6. Safe word is "crimson" if anything becomes too much. Use it and everything stops immediately.

Be my good girl, and there will be rewards. Disappoint me, and there will be consequences.

I love you. Now obey me.

- Your Mistress

Marcus's stomach fluttered as he read the note twice, then a third time. His cock, already hard from morning arousal, stiffened further at the words "good girl." He glanced down at himself—still completely naked from last night, when Sophia had stripped him bare, tied his wrists to the headboard with silk scarves, and edged him for what felt like hours before finally letting him come so hard he'd seen stars.

She hadn't let him return the favor. Had simply kissed him deeply, tasting himself on her tongue, and whispered, "Good boys don't get to touch Mistress until they've earned it. Sweet dreams, baby."

Then she'd curled up beside him, leaving him tied up for another twenty minutes before releasing him, his wrists marked with red lines from the restraints.

Now, alone in their bedroom with morning light painting everything gold, Marcus felt the weight of his decision settling over him. This was real. This was happening. In thirty days, he might be unrecognizable—to himself, to Sophia, maybe to the world.

His hand drifted down to his cock almost unconsciously, wrapping around the shaft with familiar ease. He was so hard it bordered on painful, his foreskin pulled back to expose his glans, a bead of precum already forming at his tip.

Then he remembered: No touching yourself without permission.

"Fuck," he muttered, forcing his hand away. His cock bobbed in protest, untouched and desperate.

He padded to the bathroom on shaky legs, his erection leading the way like a divining rod. The morning air was cool against his naked skin, making his nipples tighten, raising goosebumps along his arms.

On the bathroom counter sat a small pile of black fabric that made his breath catch in his throat.

Just one item: a pair of women's panties in delicate black lace.

Marcus picked them up with trembling hands, the fabric impossibly soft against his calloused palms. They were tiny—designed for a woman's hips, not his. The lace was intricate, almost floral in pattern, with a small satin bow at the front. The back was mostly sheer, just lace stretched over what would barely cover his ass.

His cock twitched at the sight, leaking fresh precum that dripped onto the tile floor.

This is insane, he thought. I'm a thirty-two-year-old construction worker. I don't wear women's underwear.

But even as the thought formed, another voice whispered beneath it: But you want to. You want to see what it feels like. You want to please her.

Marcus turned the panties over in his hands, examining them from every angle. They were clearly expensive—the kind of lingerie Sophia bought from boutique shops rather than department stores. The label inside read "La Perla" in elegant script, a brand name he vaguely recognized from seeing Sophia's lingerie scattered across their bedroom.

She'd bought these specifically for him. Had probably spent a hundred dollars or more on a single pair of panties meant to fit his masculine frame.

The thought made his cock throb.

Just put them on, he told himself. You already agreed. Sophia's at work expecting a photo. Don't disappoint her on Day 1.

He stepped into them carefully, sliding the delicate fabric up his legs. The lace whispered against his skin—softer than any fabric he'd ever worn, so different from the rough cotton of his usual boxer briefs. When he pulled them up over his hips, they stretched to accommodate his size, the lace conforming to his body with surprising give.

The fit was... strange. The waistband sat higher than his boxers ever did, resting just below his navel. The leg openings were cut high, exposing more of his thighs than he was used to. And his cock—his very hard, very obvious cock—strained against the delicate fabric, creating an obscene bulge that the lace did nothing to hide.

In fact, the semi-sheer nature of the lace meant he could see the outline of his dick through the fabric, could see the dark shadow of his pubic hair, could see everything the panties were supposedly meant to conceal.

He looked down at himself and felt a rush of contradictory emotions: embarrassment, arousal, shame, excitement. His cock was tenting the panties dramatically, making the little satin bow at the front sit at an awkward angle. A wet spot was already forming where his tip pressed against the lace, his precum soaking through the delicate fabric.

Now look in the mirror, Sophia's instructions had said.

Marcus forced himself to turn and face the full-length mirror on the bathroom door.

The sight that greeted him was jarring in its contradiction. From the waist up, he was entirely himself—broad shoulders, muscled chest dusted with dark hair, strong arms, masculine face with morning stubble. From the waist down... he was wearing women's panties, the black lace a stark contrast against his skin, his obvious erection making them obscene.

"Jesus Christ," he breathed.

He looked ridiculous. He looked perverted. He looked—

Hot, whispered that voice in his head. You look hot. Forbidden. Taboo.

His cock jerked in agreement, pulsing against the lace, and Marcus watched in the mirror as the wet spot grew larger.

He grabbed his phone from the counter with shaking hands and angled it to capture the full effect: his masculine body, his obvious arousal, the delicate black lace that barely contained him. The photo was obscene, wrong, exactly what Sophia wanted.

He hit send before he could second-guess himself.

Her response came through almost immediately, like she'd been waiting by her phone:

Perfect. My beautiful boy in his pretty panties. Look at how hard you are—the camera can see everything through that lace. I bet you're leaking, aren't you? Soaking through already like the eager little thing you are.

Marcus glanced down. She was right—the wet spot had spread, the lace darkening where his precum had saturated it.

Another text: Keep them on all day. I want you thinking about what you're wearing under your work clothes. Thinking about who owns you now. Thinking about how easy it would be for someone to discover your secret if your jeans rode down even an inch.

Fuck, Marcus typed back, then deleted it. How was he supposed to respond? What did you say when your girlfriend made you wear panties?

Yes, Mistress, he finally sent.

Good girl. Now get dressed for work. Your regular clothes go on top—I'm not cruel enough to send you to a construction site in just panties. Yet. But you'll know what's underneath. You'll feel it with every movement. And tonight when you come home, I'm going to inspect to make sure you followed instructions. If you did, you'll get your reward. If you didn't...

The text trailed off ominously.

Another message: Oh, and baby? No adjusting them at work. They stay exactly how they are, even if they ride up or shift. Even if your cock gets hard and makes them uncomfortable. You're going to learn that your comfort comes second to my desires now.

Marcus's cock throbbed almost painfully, straining against the lace that was never designed to contain male arousal. How the hell was he supposed to make it through an entire workday like this?



The construction site was chaos, as always. Marcus arrived twenty minutes late—he'd spent fifteen minutes in his truck trying to will his erection down before giving up and just accepting that he'd be half-hard all day. His foreman, Jake, barely glanced at him when he clocked in.

"Chen, you're on framing today. Second floor, east wing. Tony's already up there."

"Got it," Marcus grunted, grabbing his tool belt.

The weight of the belt settled around his hips, the leather sitting just above where the lace panties rode high on his waist. Every time he moved, he could feel the difference—the smooth, soft fabric instead of rough cotton, the way the lace shifted against his skin, the constant reminder of what he was wearing.

He climbed the scaffolding to the second floor, hyper-aware of every step. The panties pulled taut across his ass as he climbed, the lace stretching, threatening to ride up. When he reached the top, they'd shifted slightly, settling into the crack of his ass in a way that made him intensely conscious of his hole.

I'm going to find your prostate and milk it until you're coming without even touching your dick, Sophia had said last night.

Marcus's cock twitched at the memory, beginning to harden again despite his best efforts. He could feel it pressing against the lace, the fabric providing absolutely no support or compression like his usual boxers would.

"Yo, Marcus! You gonna stand there all day or you gonna help me with this beam?"

Tony's voice snapped him back to reality. His coworker stood across the unfinished floor, holding one end of a massive wooden beam, waiting for Marcus to grab the other end.

"Yeah, sorry. Coming."

Marcus crossed the floor, his work boots heavy on the plywood, and grabbed his end of the beam. As they lifted together—Marcus counting "One, two, three"—he felt the panties shift again, pulling tighter across his cock and balls, the waistband digging into his stomach slightly.

They worked in rhythm, Marcus and Tony, like they had for the past three years. Measuring, cutting, nailing, the familiar dance of construction. But today, everything felt different. Every time Marcus bent to pick up a tool, he felt the lace stretch across his ass. Every time he reached overhead to nail a board in place, the panties pulled down slightly, threatening to peek above his jeans. Every time he squatted to check a measurement, they pulled tight across his cock in a way that made him bite back a groan.

"You okay, man?" Tony asked around noon, squinting at Marcus in the harsh sunlight. "You're moving weird today. Throw your back out or something?"

"Nah, just... slept wrong," Marcus lied, adjusting his stance. The movement made the lace shift again, rubbing against his half-hard cock in a way that sent electricity up his spine.

Lunch was torture. Marcus sat with the crew at their usual spot—a cluster of overturned buckets in the shade—and tried to eat his sandwich while intensely aware that beneath his dusty jeans and tool belt, he was wearing women's underwear. Black lace panties that were probably worth more than his boots, soaked with his own precum, stretched obscenely around his cock.

The guys talked about the usual shit: sports, weekend plans, Jake's ongoing divorce saga. Marcus contributed when expected, laughed at the appropriate jokes, maintained the performance of normalcy. But underneath it all, the lace whispered against his skin, a constant secret that made his heart race.

What if someone noticed? What if his jeans rode down when he bent over and someone saw the lace waistband? What if he got too hard and the outline showed through his jeans? What if—

His phone buzzed. A text from Sophia:

How's my pretty girl doing? Are the panties still on?

Marcus glanced around to make sure no one was watching his screen before responding:

Yes, Mistress. They're... they're still on.

Are you hard?

He hesitated, then answered honestly: A little. They keep shifting and it's making me...

Making you what? Use your words, baby.

Making me aroused, he typed, his face burning. Every time I move, I can feel them. The lace is so soft and it's rubbing against my cock and I keep thinking about last night and what you said about fucking me and—

Good. That's exactly what I want. I want you distracted all day. I want every movement to remind you that you're mine now. That your body belongs to me. That underneath all that masculine construction worker performance, you're wearing pretty lace panties like a good girl.

Marcus's cock was fully hard now, straining against his zipper in addition to the panties. He shifted uncomfortably on his bucket, trying to adjust himself without being obvious.

Tonight when you get home, Sophia continued, I want you to strip the moment you walk in the door. Leave your work clothes in a pile by the entrance. Walk to the bedroom wearing only the panties. I'll be waiting.

Yes, Mistress, Marcus typed, his thumb trembling slightly.

And baby? Don't even think about touching yourself. I'll know if you did. I'll be able to tell by how desperate you are when I inspect you. Save all that need for me.

The rest of the workday was agony. Marcus's cock would soften slightly, then harden again at random intervals—usually when he moved in a way that made the lace shift against his sensitive skin. By three PM, the front of the panties was thoroughly soaked with precum, the delicate fabric saturated and clinging to his shaft.

By four PM, his ass was so sensitized from the lace rubbing against it that he was worried he might actually come just from the friction if he moved wrong.

By five PM, when the foreman finally called it a day, Marcus practically ran to his truck.



He sat in the driver's seat for a full five minutes before starting the engine, just breathing, trying to collect himself. His hands gripped the steering wheel so hard his knuckles went white. Between his legs, his cock throbbed insistently, demanding attention he wasn't allowed to give.

The drive home took twenty minutes through rush-hour traffic, every red light an eternity, every bump in the road sending jolts through his sensitized body. The lace had ridden up at some point, settling between his ass cheeks in a way that made him intensely aware of his hole with every movement.

When he finally pulled into their apartment complex parking lot, his cock was so hard it hurt, pressed painfully against his zipper, trapped beneath the soaked lace that had been his constant companion all day.

Marcus climbed the stairs to their second-floor apartment on shaking legs, each step making the panties shift, rubbing against his cock and ass in maddening rhythm. When he reached their door, he paused with his hand on the knob, took a deep breath, and pushed inside.

Sophia was waiting in the living room, still in her work clothes—a charcoal gray suit that fit her like it was painted on, her hair pulled back in a severe bun, her dark eyes fixed on him with predatory intensity.

"Strip," she said simply.

Marcus's hands moved to his shirt buttons, trembling slightly as he worked them open one by one. The flannel fell to the floor. Then his undershirt, revealing his chest, his stomach, the trail of dark hair leading down to—

"Slower," Sophia commanded, her voice sharp. "I want to savor this."

He slowed down, his fingers fumbling with his belt buckle, drawing it through the loops with deliberate care. The leather whispered free. Then his button. Then his zipper, sliding down tooth by tooth, revealing the black lace beneath.

Sophia's eyes darkened, her pupils dilating as the panties came into view.

Marcus pushed his jeans down his thighs, stepping out of them, kicking off his boots in the process. He stood before her in just his socks and the lace panties, his cock creating an obscene tent in the delicate fabric, the wet spot unmistakable.

"Come here," Sophia said, her voice rough with desire.

He crossed to her on unsteady legs, stopping when he was close enough to feel the heat radiating from her body. She reached out and traced one finger along the waistband of the panties, following the lace where it sat high on his hips.

"You kept them on all day," she murmured, more to herself than to him. "My good boy followed instructions."

Her finger dipped lower, tracing the outline of his cock through the soaked lace. Marcus gasped, his hips jerking forward involuntarily.

"Please," he heard himself whisper. "Mistress, please, I need—"

"I know what you need, baby." Sophia's hand wrapped around his cloth-covered cock, squeezing firmly. "And you're going to get it. But first, I need to properly inspect my pretty girl to make sure she followed all my instructions..."


Chapter 3: Inspection and Training

Sophia's hand remained wrapped around Marcus's cloth-covered cock, her grip firm enough to make him whimper but not quite tight enough to provide real relief. She studied him with clinical interest, her eyes roaming over his body like she was cataloging every detail—the flush spreading across his chest, the way his nipples had hardened into tight peaks, the tremor in his thighs, the wet spot on the lace that had grown even larger in just the few minutes he'd been standing before her.

"Turn around," she commanded. "Slowly. I want to see how they fit from every angle."

Marcus obeyed, rotating in place with awkward self-consciousness. He felt exposed in a way he'd never experienced before—more naked in the panties than he would have been completely nude. When his back was to her, he heard Sophia's sharp intake of breath.

"Oh, baby. These are perfect on you."

Her hands landed on his ass, squeezing the flesh through the sheer lace back panel. The panties had indeed ridden up during the day, settling between his cheeks, and now Sophia's fingers traced the fabric where it bisected him.

"I can see everything," she murmured, her voice thick with arousal. "The lace is completely sheer here. I can see your hole, Marcus. See how it's clenching. You've been thinking about what I said, haven't you? About training your ass? About my cock stretching you open?"

"Yes, Mistress," Marcus breathed, his voice barely audible. His hole fluttered at her words, at the touch of her fingers so close to where no one had ever touched him before.

"Did you touch yourself today? Even once?"

"No, Mistress. I followed your instructions."

"Good girl." The praise made his cock jump, leaking fresh precum into the already-saturated fabric. "Face me again."

He turned back around. Sophia had moved to sit on the couch, her legs crossed, her expression imperious. She looked every inch the powerful executive, and Marcus—standing before her in nothing but women's underwear, his body trembling with need—had never felt more stripped bare.

"On your knees," she said.

Marcus dropped to his knees on the hardwood floor, the impact sending a jolt through his body that made the lace shift against his cock. From this position, Sophia towered over him, and something about the dynamic—her fully clothed and in control, him nearly naked and kneeling—made his breath come faster.

"Hands behind your back. Clasp them together."

He obeyed, linking his fingers behind him, the position thrusting his chest forward.

"Perfect. Now, let's discuss your performance today." Sophia uncrossed her legs and leaned forward, her hand cupping his jaw, tilting his face up to meet her eyes. "You wore the panties all day like I instructed. You didn't touch yourself despite being hard and desperate. You sent me that delicious photo this morning. You've been a very good boy."

Her thumb brushed over his bottom lip, pressing slightly until his mouth opened.

"And good boys get rewards. But first..." She reached down and hooked her fingers in the waistband of the panties. "Let's get these off you before you ruin them completely. They're expensive, and I have plans for them later."

She peeled the lace down his thighs with torturous slowness. His cock sprang free, fully erect and flushed dark red, curving up toward his stomach. It was wet—not just the tip but the entire shaft, slick with the precum that had been leaking all day, coating him in his own arousal.

"Look at you," Sophia breathed, her eyes fixed on his cock. "You're absolutely dripping. I don't think I've ever seen you this hard."

She was right. Marcus's cock was almost painfully erect, throbbing with his pulse, a steady stream of precum flowing from his tip to drip onto the floor. His balls hung heavy and tight, drawn up against his body in preparation for release he'd been denied all day.

Sophia wrapped her hand around his shaft—her small, soft hand that looked almost delicate against his thick cock—and began to stroke with agonizing slowness. Base to tip, twisting slightly on the upstroke, her grip slick with his own precum.

"I'm going to make you come," she said conversationally, like she was discussing the weather. "But not from your cock. That's not how good girls get to come anymore."

Before Marcus could process her words, Sophia's free hand moved lower, her fingers trailing down past his balls to press against his perineum. The touch was light, exploratory, and it made every muscle in his body tense.

"Relax," she murmured. "Breathe, baby. This is going to feel strange at first, but I promise it'll be good."

Her finger moved lower still, circling his hole through the slickness his own precum had created. The sensation was alien—no one had ever touched him there before, not even himself. His hole clenched reflexively, trying to deny entry.

"Shhh," Sophia soothed, her hand on his cock never stopping its slow, maddening stroke. "Don't fight it. Your body wants this. You want this. Just relax and let me in."

She pressed more firmly, her fingertip breaching his entrance just slightly—not even half an inch, just enough for Marcus to feel the intrusion, the wrongness of penetration, the shocking heat of her finger inside him.

"Oh fuck," he gasped, his eyes flying wide. The sensation was overwhelming—not quite pleasure, not quite pain, something entirely new that his brain didn't have a category for.

"That's it," Sophia encouraged, working her finger slightly deeper, her movements patient and controlled. "You're so tight, baby. We're going to have to train this hole extensively before you can take my cock. But we'll get there. By the end of this month, you'll be begging me to fuck you."

She pushed deeper, her finger sliding in to the second knuckle, and Marcus's entire world narrowed to the point of penetration. His cock jumped in her other hand, leaking even more, his body confused by the dual sensations of pleasure and intrusion.

Then Sophia's finger curled inside him, pressing against something that made electricity explode through his nervous system.

"Ahh! Fuck, what—" Marcus's words dissolved into an incoherent moan as she rubbed that spot, that place inside him that he'd never known existed, that bundle of nerves that turned his entire body into a live wire.

"There it is," Sophia purred triumphantly. "Your prostate. Your new favorite place to be touched. Watch what happens when I massage it while stroking your cock."

She worked him from both ends—her hand pumping his shaft with practiced ease while her finger rubbed insistent circles against his prostate. The pleasure was different from anything Marcus had experienced before, deeper and more intense, radiating from inside his body rather than just from his cock.

His thighs began to shake. His breath came in harsh gasps. Pressure built low in his belly, different from a normal orgasm, more consuming.

"I can feel your prostate swelling," Sophia narrated, her voice clinical despite the clear arousal darkening her eyes. "It's getting bigger, more sensitive. Your body's learning that this is where your pleasure comes from now. Not your cock—that's just for show. Your real pleasure, your real orgasms, they come from being filled. From being fucked."

She added a second finger without warning, stretching him, the burn of it making Marcus cry out. But she didn't stop, just kept working both fingers inside him, scissoring them to stretch him wider, all while her other hand never ceased its movement on his cock.

"You're going to come from my fingers in your ass," she told him, her voice firm with command. "Not from your cock. I want you to understand right now, at the beginning of your training, that your pleasure belongs to me. Your orgasms happen when and how I decide. And right now, I've decided you're going to come from getting finger-fucked like the good little girl you are."

Marcus wanted to protest, wanted to say this wasn't how men came, but his body had other ideas. The pressure inside him built to an impossible peak, his prostate so sensitive under her relentless massage that every stroke sent shockwaves through him.

"Come for me," Sophia commanded. "Now."

And Marcus did.

His orgasm ripped through him with devastating force, different from any climax he'd experienced before. It started deep inside, in that place Sophia's fingers were abusing, and radiated outward in waves that made his vision white out. His cock pulsed in her grip, shooting cum in thick ropes that splattered across his chest, his stomach, even reaching his chin. But the source of the pleasure wasn't his dick—it was his ass, his prostate, the place Sophia was claiming as her own.

He came for what felt like minutes, his body convulsing, his hole clenching rhythmically around her fingers as she milked him dry. When it finally subsided, he collapsed forward, catching himself on his hands, gasping for air like he'd just run a marathon.

"Holy shit," he panted. "That was..."

"That was a prostate orgasm," Sophia finished, slowly withdrawing her fingers. The loss made him whimper. "And that's how you'll be coming from now on, mostly. We'll train your body to crave penetration, to associate pleasure with being filled rather than with your cock being touched. By the end of this month, I'll be able to make you come just from fucking your ass, without ever touching your dick."

Marcus remained on his hands and knees, covered in his own cum, his mind reeling. His cock was still semi-hard despite having just come, still interested, still eager.

"Clean yourself up," Sophia instructed, standing and smoothing her skirt. "Then come to the bedroom. We're not done with your training tonight. I have more surprises for you."

She walked away, her heels clicking on the hardwood, leaving Marcus kneeling in a puddle of his own release, his ass still tingling from penetration, his mind struggling to reconcile what had just happened with everything he thought he knew about his own body.

After cleaning himself in the bathroom—his legs still shaky, his hole oddly empty now—Marcus made his way to the bedroom as instructed. The door was slightly ajar, warm light spilling into the hallway.

He pushed it open and froze.

Sophia had changed. Gone was the business suit, replaced by black lingerie that made his mouth go dry—a bra that pushed her breasts up into creamy swells, matching panties that were mostly lace, a garter belt holding up thigh-high stockings, and impossibly high heels that made her legs look endless.

But what made Marcus's breath catch wasn't what Sophia was wearing. It was what she was holding.

In her hands was another set of lingerie—clearly meant for him. A matching set in deep burgundy: panties, a bra, a garter belt, and stockings.

"Come here, baby," Sophia said, her voice honey-smooth. "It's time to see how pretty you can really be."

Marcus crossed the room on autopilot, his eyes fixed on the feminine garments. His cock, which had barely softened after his earth-shattering orgasm, began to harden again.

"Arms up," Sophia instructed.

He raised his arms and she slipped the bra over them, settling it on his shoulders, the cups hanging empty against his flat chest. She moved behind him to fasten the hooks, her fingers nimble and practiced. The band settled around his ribcage, tighter than anything he'd ever worn, the bra straps digging slightly into his shoulders.

"It's padded," Sophia explained, coming back around to face him. She reached into the cups and adjusted the padding, creating the illusion of small breasts. "Just enough to give you a hint of curves. Once your chest hair grows back, we'll wax it off. But for now..."

She stepped back to admire her work. Marcus glanced down at himself and felt a strange disconnect. The bra looked absurd on his masculine frame, but also... not entirely wrong. The padding created subtle mounds that could almost pass for small breasts if you didn't look too closely.

"Panties next."

Sophia knelt before him, holding out the burgundy lace panties. They were different from this morning's—these had more coverage in front, clearly designed to contain male anatomy. Marcus stepped into them and she drew them up his legs, settling them on his hips, adjusting his cock so it sat comfortably in the extra fabric.

Then the garter belt, which she fastened around his waist. And finally, the stockings—she rolled each one up his legs with excruciating care, her fingers trailing over his skin, making him shiver. When she attached them to the garter clips, Marcus looked down at himself in wonder.

His legs, normally thick with muscle and dusted with dark hair, were transformed by the sheer stockings into something almost elegant. The garter straps framed his thighs, drawing the eye upward to where the burgundy panties cupped his growing erection.

"Mirror," Sophia said, taking his hand and leading him to their full-length mirror.

Marcus stared at his reflection and barely recognized himself.

From the waist down, he looked... feminine. Not entirely—his broader frame, his masculine musculature were still evident—but the lingerie created an illusion. The stockings smoothed his legs, the garter belt cinched his waist, the panties created a smoother line at his hips.

From the waist up, the bra sat on his chest with its small padded cups, the burgundy lace stark against his skin. With his chest hair, with his broad shoulders and muscular arms, it looked transgressive. Wrong and right simultaneously.

"You're beautiful," Sophia whispered, standing behind him, her chin resting on his shoulder as they both stared at his reflection. "My beautiful girl, just starting her transformation. Can you see it, Marcus? Can you see what you're going to become?"

He could. Despite the masculine frame, despite the stubble and the body hair and the obvious cock straining against the panties, he could see something else emerging. Something softer. Something that had been hiding beneath layers of performed masculinity his entire life.

"Yes, Mistress," he breathed.

"Good. Because tomorrow, we take the next step. Tomorrow, we start grooming. Eyebrows, body hair, skincare. By the end of this week, you're going to look in the mirror and see a different person staring back."

Sophia's hand slipped around his front, cupping his cloth-covered cock, squeezing gently.

"But tonight," she purred, "tonight we're going to sleep just like this. You in your pretty lingerie, me in mine. And if you're very good, if you can make it through the whole night without touching yourself despite how desperate you are... tomorrow night I'll introduce you to your first plug."

Marcus's hole clenched at the promise, already craving to be filled again.

"Yes, Mistress," he said, watching in the mirror as she led him to their bed, as she had him lie down in his lingerie while she curled against him, as his cock throbbed uselessly against lace that was never meant to contain it.

This was only Day 1, and already Marcus felt himself transforming.

He couldn't wait to see what Day 2 would bring.


Chapter 4: Grooming and Submission

Marcus woke to sensation—Sophia's hand wrapped around his cock, stroking him with languid, lazy movements that pulled him from sleep into desperate arousal. His eyes fluttered open to find her propped on one elbow beside him, still in her black lingerie from last night, watching his face with predatory interest.

"Good morning, pretty girl," she purred. "You made it through the whole night without touching yourself. I'm impressed."

The night had been torture. Marcus had lain awake for hours, hyper-aware of the lingerie encasing his body—the tightness of the bra around his ribs, the stockings smooth against his legs, the garter straps framing his thighs, the burgundy panties containing his semi-erect cock. Every shift of position had made the fabric whisper against his skin, had made his hole clench with remembered pleasure from Sophia's fingers, had kept him in a constant state of low-level arousal that never quite peaked but never fully subsided either.

He'd wanted to touch himself so badly. Had wanted to slip his hand into the panties and stroke his cock until he came, consequences be damned. But he'd resisted, had kept his hands at his sides, had endured the ache because Sophia had commanded it.

Now, her hand was doing what he'd been denied, pumping his shaft through the lace with practiced expertise.

"Please," Marcus gasped, his hips bucking up into her grip. "Mistress, please let me—"

"Shh." Sophia squeezed his cock firmly, cutting off his pleas. "You don't get to come this morning. This is just to wake you up, get you nice and hard and desperate before we start today's training."

She stroked him for another minute—bringing him right to the edge, his balls drawing tight, his cock pulsing in her grip—then released him completely. His erection jutted obscenely against the burgundy lace, tenting the fabric, leaking a wet spot that darkened the delicate material.

"Up. Shower. But don't wash your hair—I want it wet but not shampooed. And don't touch your cock. Not even to clean it. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," Marcus groaned, his voice rough with need.

The shower was another exercise in denial. Marcus stood under the hot spray, his cock hard and aching, water sluicing over his body, and fought the urge to wrap his hand around himself. The lingerie lay in a pile on the bathroom counter where Sophia had instructed him to leave it—she'd said something about having it cleaned properly, that delicate lace required special care.

When he emerged from the shower, dripping and naked, Sophia was waiting with a towel and a small bag he didn't recognize.

"Dry off, then sit." She gestured to the chair she'd pulled into the bathroom, positioning it in front of the mirror.

Marcus obeyed, settling into the chair with his cock still semi-hard, still desperately interested despite his thwarted arousal. Sophia stood behind him, running her fingers through his wet hair, studying his reflection.

"We're starting with your eyebrows," she announced, pulling tweezers from the bag. "Nothing dramatic today—just cleaning up the shape, making them a bit more refined. Eventually we'll get them properly threaded or waxed into elegant arches, but baby steps."

She tilted his head back and began plucking hairs with clinical precision. Each sharp sting made Marcus wince, but Sophia's grip on his chin was firm, holding him in place.

"Beauty is pain," she said conversationally, plucking another hair. "You'll learn that quickly. Women spend hours on grooming, on maintenance, on all the invisible labor that goes into looking feminine. Shaving, plucking, waxing, moisturizing, makeup. It's work. But it's worth it when you see the final result."

She worked for twenty minutes, plucking and shaping, occasionally stepping back to assess her work from different angles. When she finally set down the tweezers, Marcus's eyebrows were noticeably different—still masculine, still thick, but cleaner. More defined. The arch was slightly more pronounced, the space between them more deliberate.

"Better," Sophia murmured. "Now, skincare."

She pulled out an array of bottles and jars that Marcus had seen on her side of the bathroom but never paid attention to. Cleanser, toner, serum, moisturizer—she explained each one as she applied it to his face with gentle, circular motions.

"Your skin is going to glow," she promised. "No more neglecting it. From now on, you'll follow this routine morning and night. Clean, tone, treat, moisturize. I want you soft everywhere."

Her hands moved down his neck, his chest, applying lotion with sensual care. When her fingers brushed his nipples, they hardened instantly, and Sophia smiled.

"Sensitive," she observed. "Good. We can work with that. Nipple stimulation can be incredibly powerful during submission training. Some people can even orgasm from it alone."

She pinched one nipple between her fingers, twisting slightly, and Marcus gasped at the sharp pleasure-pain that shot straight to his cock.

"We'll explore that more later. For now..." She pulled out an electric trimmer from her bag. "Body hair."

Marcus's eyes widened. "You're going to shave me?"

"Not shave. Trim. Full shaving will come later, once we've established baseline comfort with grooming. Today we're just reducing bulk, making your body hair more manageable and less aggressively masculine. Arms, legs, chest, stomach, and..." Her eyes dropped to his crotch, where his cock had softened slightly during the eyebrow plucking. "Your pubic area."

She powered on the trimmer, the buzzing filling the small bathroom. Starting at his chest, she ran the device over his skin in smooth, even strokes. Dark hair fell away, leaving his chest less furry but not completely bare—trimmed to a uniform length that looked more groomed than natural.

She worked methodically: chest, stomach, down the trail that led to his cock. When she reached his pubic area, she had him stand and spread his legs.

"This is going to feel very exposing," she warned. "But you'll love the result. Everything's more sensitive when there's less hair in the way."

She trimmed his pubic hair down to almost nothing, reshaping it into a neat triangle that looked deliberately groomed rather than wildly masculine. Then she had him turn around, bend over, and spread his ass cheeks.

"Mistress," Marcus protested weakly, his face burning with humiliation. This position was so vulnerable, so exposed, his hole on full display.

"Shh. You agreed to complete submission, remember? That includes letting me groom every part of you. Even the parts you're shy about."

She trimmed the hair between his cheeks, around his hole, leaving him smooth and bare there. The sensation was bizarre—cool air touching skin that had never been exposed before, making him intensely aware of his entrance.

When she finally finished and had him stand to examine himself in the mirror, Marcus barely recognized his body. He looked sleeker, more refined, less like a construction worker and more like... something else. Someone else.

"Arms and legs tomorrow," Sophia said, running her hands over his newly groomed chest. "We'll do this gradually so you can adjust. But look at you, baby. Look at how beautiful you're becoming."

She was right. With his shaped eyebrows, his groomed body hair, his moisturized skin, Marcus looked softer. More androgynous. The harsh masculine edges were beginning to blur.

"Now," Sophia said, her voice dropping to that husky purr that made his cock instantly harden, "it's time for your plug."



Marcus had expected something large and intimidating, but the plug Sophia pulled from a drawer was actually quite small—about the width of two fingers, maybe four inches long including the tapered tip. It was made of smooth silicone in a pale pink color, with a flared base to prevent it from slipping inside completely.

"This is a beginner plug," Sophia explained, holding it up for his inspection. "Designed for first-time anal play. We'll work up to larger sizes over time, but for today, this is perfect."

She also retrieved a bottle of lubricant and a towel, spreading the towel on the bed before instructing Marcus to lie down on his back with his legs spread.

"I want to see your face when I put this in you," she said, settling between his spread thighs. "Want to watch every expression, every reaction."

She squirted lube onto her fingers and reached between his legs, finding his hole and circling it with slick fingertips. Marcus's entrance clenched reflexively, still sensitive from last night's invasion.

"Relax," Sophia coached, pressing one finger inside slowly. "Breathe through it. Remember how good it felt last night when I touched your prostate? This is going to feel even better."

She worked him open with patient care—one finger, then two, scissoring them to stretch his rim, occasionally brushing his prostate to make him gasp and squirm. When she deemed him ready, she withdrew her fingers and picked up the plug.

"Deep breath," she instructed.

Marcus inhaled, and Sophia pressed the tip of the plug against his hole. The sensation was overwhelming—the stretch of his rim accommodating the silicone, the slow slide of penetration, the fullness as the plug sank deeper into his channel. His hole resisted, clenching around the widest part of the plug, and Sophia paused.

"Push out slightly, like you're trying to expel it. I know it seems counterintuitive, but it'll help you relax."

Marcus did as instructed, and the plug slipped past the resistance, his rim closing around the narrow neck before the flared base settled against his ass. He was full. Plugged. Claimed.

"There," Sophia breathed, her eyes dark with arousal as she stared at the pink base nestled between his cheeks. "You're plugged now, baby. How does it feel?"

"Full," Marcus gasped. "So full. Like I can't—like it's too much."

"It's not too much. It's exactly right. Your body will adjust. In ten minutes, you won't even notice it's there. But every time you move, every time you shift position, you'll be reminded that your ass is filled. That you're being trained to take more. To take my cock eventually."

She ran her hand over his stomach, his chest, avoiding his cock entirely despite how it stood rigid and leaking against his belly.

"You're going to wear this all day," she continued. "To work, during lunch, while you're hammering and lifting and pretending to be a normal construction worker. But underneath your jeans, you'll have a plug in your ass. You'll be getting stretched open, trained, prepared for me."

"Mistress," Marcus whimpered, his cock jerking at her words.

"And tonight, when you come home, I'm going to remove this plug and replace it with a larger one. We'll increase the size every few days until you can comfortably take something closer to my strap-on. Then, once you're ready..." She leaned down, her breath hot against his ear. "Then I'm going to fuck you properly. Bend you over and make you take every inch while you cry and beg and come from being fucked like the good girl you are."

Marcus's cock throbbed, leaking steadily, his hole clenching around the plug in anticipation of promises she was making. He'd never felt more exposed, more vulnerable, more completely owned.

"Now get up," Sophia ordered. "Get dressed for work. Regular clothes over your plugged ass. And Marcus?" She grabbed his cock firmly, squeezing. "Still no touching yourself. Your next orgasm comes from my fingers in your ass or not at all."



The workday was exponentially worse than yesterday.

The panties had been bad enough—the constant awareness of lace against his skin, the shifting and rubbing that kept him semi-aroused. But the plug was another level entirely.

Every movement made him aware of it. Sitting in his truck during the commute, the plug pressed deeper, putting pressure on his prostate that made his cock leak into his boxer briefs (Sophia had mercifully allowed him regular underwear today, claiming the plug needed to be the focus). Climbing the scaffolding to the second floor, each step made the plug shift, the flared base rubbing against his rim, reminding him he was filled.

Bending to pick up lumber, squatting to check measurements, reaching overhead to nail boards—every single movement created new sensations, new awareness of the foreign object buried in his ass.

"You okay, man?" Tony asked halfway through the morning. "You're moving like you got hemorrhoids or something."

"Just sore," Marcus lied, shifting his weight and immediately regretting it as the plug pressed against his prostate. "Worked out too hard yesterday."

The lie was humiliating in its own way. Here he was, a construction worker making excuses about muscle soreness, when the real reason he was moving strangely was because his girlfriend had plugged his ass and was training him to take her cock.

Lunch was torture. Marcus sat on an overturned bucket with his crew, the plug pressing insistently against his prostate, his cock half-hard in his jeans, trying to contribute to a conversation about football while his entire focus was on the fullness in his ass.

His phone buzzed. Sophia.

How's my pretty girl? Is the plug still in?

Yes, Mistress, he typed back, glancing around to make sure no one was reading over his shoulder.

Good. When you get home tonight, I want you to show me how well you can ride it. I'm going to lay a dildo flat on the bed, and you're going to lower yourself onto it while I watch. Consider it practice for when you'll be riding my strap-on.

Marcus's cock went fully hard at the mental image—himself straddling a dildo, sinking down onto it, fucking himself while Sophia watched and commanded him. His hole clenched around the plug, and he had to bite back a moan.

Yes, Mistress, he sent back, his hands shaking slightly.

The afternoon dragged endlessly. By three PM, Marcus had adjusted to the plug enough that he barely noticed it during normal movement—but any unexpected shift, any twist or bend, brought it back into sharp focus. His ass felt tender, stretched, used in a way it had never been before.

By five PM, when the foreman called it a day, Marcus was desperate to get home. Not to remove the plug—though his ass was definitely ready for a break—but because Sophia had promised him training tonight. Practice. Preparation for the main event.

The drive home felt like it took hours. Every bump in the road made the plug shift. Every red light was an eternity. When he finally pulled into their parking lot, his cock was hard enough to be uncomfortable, straining against his zipper.

He climbed the stairs to their apartment—each step making the plug press deliciously against his prostate—and pushed through the door to find Sophia waiting exactly as she had been yesterday: still in work clothes, her eyes dark with hunger.

"Strip," she commanded. "Leave the plug in."

Marcus obeyed, peeling off his work clothes with hands that trembled slightly. When he was naked except for the plug, Sophia circled him slowly, assessing.

"Your eyebrows look good. Has anyone at work noticed?"

"No, Mistress. Or if they did, they didn't say anything."

"Good. Men are oblivious to grooming changes unless they're dramatic. We'll take advantage of that." She stopped in front of him, her hand reaching between his legs to grip his cock. "How does the plug feel?"

"Full. Constant. Like I can't forget it's there."

"Perfect. That's exactly the point. Your ass should never feel empty now. Even when the plug is out, you should be aware of the absence, craving to be filled again." She released his cock and walked to the bed, where Marcus now noticed a realistic dildo laid flat, about seven inches long and moderately thick. "Climb on the bed. Straddle it. I want to see if you can take it."

Marcus's breath caught. This was it—the next step in his training. He moved to the bed on shaky legs, positioning himself over the dildo with his knees on either side. Sophia handed him the bottle of lube.

"Remove the plug first. Then lube yourself and the dildo. When you're ready, lower yourself onto it. Take your time. I want to watch every inch as it disappears inside you."

With trembling hands, Marcus reached behind himself and grasped the base of the plug. Slowly, he pulled it free—the sensation of it sliding out making him gasp, leaving his hole feeling empty and loose. He lubed the dildo generously, then his own entrance, working his fingers inside briefly to ensure he was slick enough.

Then, positioning the dildo's tip against his hole, he began to lower himself down.

The stretch was immediate and intense—wider than the plug, longer, more demanding. His rim struggled to accommodate the girth, burning slightly as he sank lower. Sophia watched with rapt attention, her hand between her own legs, touching herself through her skirt.

"That's it, baby," she encouraged. "Take it deeper. I want to see your ass swallow that cock."

Marcus sank lower, gravity helping as the dildo penetrated him inch by inch. When he was halfway down, it pressed directly against his prostate, and pleasure exploded through him. His cock jumped, leaking copiously, and a moan tore from his throat.

"Oh fuck, Mistress, it's—I can't—"

"You can. Keep going. Take all of it."

He lowered himself further, his thighs trembling with effort, until finally his ass met the base of the dildo. He was fully impaled, filled more completely than he'd ever been, the silicone cock buried deep in his channel.

"Now ride it," Sophia commanded, her hand working faster between her legs. "Fuck yourself on it. Show me how badly you want to be filled."

Marcus began to move—lifting himself up until just the tip remained inside, then sinking back down in one smooth motion. The drag of the dildo against his prostate made his vision blur. He established a rhythm, fucking himself while Sophia watched, his cock bobbing with each movement, leaking steadily onto the sheets below.

"You're beautiful like this," Sophia breathed. "My pretty girl, riding cock like she was made for it. Can you feel it, Marcus? Can you feel yourself transforming? This is who you really are. Not the construction worker, not the masculine performance. This—impaled on cock, desperate and needy and taking your pleasure from being filled."

Her words pushed him closer to the edge. His movements became more frantic, fucking himself harder, faster, chasing the orgasm building in his ass rather than his cock.

"You're going to come from this," Sophia said. "From riding a dildo while I watch. And when you do, you'll understand completely that your body belongs to me now. Come for me, baby. Come from being fucked."

Marcus's orgasm hit like a freight train—starting deep in his ass where the dildo pressed relentlessly against his prostate and radiating outward in waves. His cock pulsed, shooting cum without being touched, painting his chest and stomach while he cried out and impaled himself one final time on the dildo, grinding down onto it as his release consumed him.

When it finally subsided, he collapsed forward onto his hands, still impaled, still full, cum dripping from his cock to pool on the sheets.

"Perfect," Sophia purred, standing and beginning to undress. "Tomorrow we continue your grooming. And tomorrow night, you'll take the next size up. By the end of this week, you'll be ready for my strap-on."

She climbed onto the bed, positioning herself over Marcus's face.

"But tonight, you're going to clean up the mess you made, and then you're going to make your Mistress come with that talented tongue. Consider it practice for all the ways you'll be serving me in your new role."

Marcus, still impaled on the dildo, still trembling from his anal orgasm, opened his mouth obediently.

His transformation was accelerating.


Chapter 5: Breaking Point

By Day 7, Marcus's life had split into two distinct realities that existed simultaneously but felt increasingly disconnected.

Reality One: Marcus Chen, construction worker. He showed up to job sites at seven AM, climbed scaffolding, lifted lumber, operated power tools, bullshitted with his crew about sports and women and weekend plans. He cashed his paychecks, drove his beat-up truck, maintained the performance of working-class masculinity he'd inhabited his entire adult life.

Reality Two: Sophia's "pretty girl," whose body was being methodically transformed. Eyebrows shaped into elegant arches that were just subtle enough to pass as natural. Body hair trimmed down to nearly nothing—chest, stomach, arms, legs all reduced to fine peach fuzz that made his skin feel hypersensitive. A skincare routine that left his face glowing, softer, more refined. And every night, progressively larger plugs stretching his ass open, training his hole to accommodate the ten-inch strap-on Sophia had shown him, still in its package, waiting for the moment he'd be ready.

The two realities collided in strange ways. Marcus would be hammering nails, his muscles flexing with familiar exertion, while beneath his work clothes he wore panties—sometimes lace, sometimes satin, always feminine. His shaped eyebrows caught sunlight as he squinted at measurements. His smooth, lotioned skin felt alien under the rough fabric of his flannel shirts.

And always, always, the plug. He'd graduated to the medium size on Day 4, a girth that had made him whimper as Sophia worked it into his stretched hole. By Day 6, even that felt manageable, and she'd introduced him to the large—thick enough that insertion required extensive fingering first, long enough that it pressed constantly against his prostate, keeping him in a state of low-level arousal that never fully subsided.

"You're adjusting beautifully," Sophia had told him last night, her fingers buried in his ass, working him open for the large plug. "Your body's learning that this is normal. That being filled is your natural state. Soon you won't be able to imagine going back to feeling empty."

She was right. On Day 5, Marcus had forgotten to insert his plug before work—just rushed through his morning routine and left the apartment. By noon, he'd felt genuinely distressed by the absence, his hole clenching around nothing, craving the fullness he'd grown accustomed to. He'd texted Sophia in a panic.

I forgot the plug. I'm sorry, Mistress. I feel wrong without it.

Her response had been immediate and warm: Good girl. That's exactly how you should feel. Your ass belongs to me now, and it should never be empty. When you get home, you'll insert the large plug as punishment, and you'll wear it through dinner, through our evening together, until bedtime. No removal for comfort breaks.

He'd spent that entire evening desperately uncomfortable, the large plug stretching him beyond what felt manageable, sitting through dinner with Sophia while his hole burned and his cock leaked and he learned viscerally that obedience had consequences but also rewards—because at the end of the night, she'd fucked him with a dildo while the plug was still in, double-penetrating him until he came so hard he'd briefly blacked out.

Now, on Day 7, Marcus sat in his truck during lunch break, alone, staring at a text from Sophia that made his hands shake:

Tonight's the night, baby. You've trained well. Your ass can take the large plug comfortably now. You're ready for my cock. When you get home, I want you to shower, do your full skincare routine, and put on the outfit I've laid out on the bed. Then come to the living room and kneel. Your feminization has been gradual, subtle—but tonight, I want you fully transformed. Tonight, you become my girl completely.

Marcus read the text three times, his heart hammering. This was it. The moment everything had been building toward. Seven days of training, of plugs and dildos and prostate orgasms, all leading to this: Sophia fucking him with her strap-on, claiming him completely, transforming him from a man who submitted in the bedroom to something else entirely.

His cock hardened in his panties—today's pair were pale pink silk, impossibly soft—pressing against the delicate fabric. The large plug shifted in his ass as he adjusted his position, reminding him of how thoroughly he'd been opened, prepared, made ready for penetration.

Yes, Mistress, he typed back. I'm ready.

I know you are, baby. I'm so proud of how far you've come. Tonight, I'm going to show you exactly what you were made for.

The rest of the workday passed in a blur. Marcus moved through the motions mechanically, his mind already at home, already imagining what Sophia had planned. When five o'clock finally arrived, he practically ran to his truck.



The drive home felt surreal, like he was moving through a dream. Marcus kept catching glimpses of himself in the rearview mirror—his shaped eyebrows, his clearer skin, the subtle ways his face had changed over the past week. He looked... softer. More androgynous. Like someone caught between identities.

When he unlocked the apartment door, the silence was profound. Sophia wasn't home yet—still at work for another hour. Marcus headed straight to the bedroom to see what she'd laid out for him.

On the bed, arranged with deliberate care, was an outfit that made his breath catch:

A complete lingerie set in black—bra, panties, garter belt, stockings—all matching, all expensive, all unmistakably feminine. But beside it sat something new: a dress. Simple, black, fitted. The kind of little black dress women wore to cocktail parties. Next to that, a pair of heels—modest height, maybe three inches, but unmistakably women's shoes.

And on the nightstand: makeup. Foundation, concealer, eyeshadow, mascara, lipstick. A note in Sophia's handwriting read: I'll help you with this when I get home. But shower first and put on everything else.

Marcus's cock was fully hard now, straining against his work jeans, the plug in his ass suddenly feeling more present as arousal heightened his awareness. This was beyond anything they'd done so far. Lingerie under his clothes was one thing. But a dress? Heels? Makeup? This was full feminization. Complete transformation.

He showered with meticulous care, following the skincare routine Sophia had taught him—cleanse, tone, treat, moisturize. His skin felt soft and smooth under his hands, almost unfamiliar. He shaved carefully, even though there was barely any stubble after only twelve hours, wanting to be perfectly smooth for her.

When he emerged from the bathroom, still damp and naked except for the plug, he approached the bed with trembling hands.

The lingerie first. He'd become practiced at putting on bras over the past week—hooking them in front then rotating them around, slipping his arms through the straps, adjusting the padded cups. This one was lacy and structured, creating the illusion of small breasts more convincingly than previous sets.

The panties were boy-shorts style, providing more coverage than the skimpy lace pairs he'd worn earlier in the week. They contained his cock comfortably, the extra fabric designed to accommodate male anatomy while maintaining feminine lines.

The garter belt came next, settled on his hips, then the stockings—sheer black that made his smooth legs look elegant, refined. He attached them to the garter clips with fingers that had learned the motion through repetition.

Then the dress. Marcus held it up, studying it. The fabric was jersey knit, stretchy enough to accommodate his broader frame. He stepped into it and pulled it up his body, working it over his hips, his torso, his shoulders. The zipper in back required some contortions, but he managed.

When it finally settled into place, Marcus turned to look in the mirror.

The reflection shocked him.

The dress hugged his body, the stretchy fabric clinging to his frame in a way that emphasized the padding in his bra, creating curves where none existed naturally. The hem hit mid-thigh, showing off his stocking-clad legs. The neckline was modest but feminine, framing his collarbones, his throat.

From the neck down, in dim lighting, he could almost pass. Almost.

But his face—still masculine despite the grooming, despite the shaped eyebrows—ruined the illusion. He looked like a man in a dress. Transgressive. Wrong.

And yet his cock was rock-hard, creating a visible bulge under the jersey fabric that the boy-short panties couldn't completely conceal.

The heels sat waiting. Marcus had never worn heels before, had no idea how to walk in them. He slipped his feet into them anyway, his larger foot size making the fit tight. When he stood, the world tilted. The heels threw off his center of gravity, forcing him to stand differently, his posture straightening, his ass thrust slightly backward to maintain balance.

He took a tentative step. Then another. The heels clicked on the hardwood, foreign and loud. He felt precarious, off-balance, like he might topple at any moment.

That's when he heard the front door open.

"Marcus?" Sophia's voice called. "Are you ready for me, baby?"

"In the bedroom," he called back, his voice rough with nerves.

Footsteps approached. Then Sophia appeared in the doorway and stopped, her hand flying to her mouth, her eyes going wide.

"Oh my god," she breathed. "Marcus, you're... you're beautiful."

He didn't feel beautiful. He felt exposed, vulnerable, ridiculous. But the way Sophia looked at him—like he was the most desirable thing she'd ever seen—made something in his chest tighten.

"Turn around," she commanded softly. "Let me see all of you."

Marcus obeyed, rotating carefully in the heels, trying not to wobble. When he completed the turn, Sophia was closer, her eyes roaming over every detail.

"The dress fits perfectly. I had to guess your measurements, but I think I got it right. And your legs—god, Marcus, your legs look incredible in those stockings. I knew trimming your body hair was the right call."

She circled him slowly, her fingers trailing over the jersey fabric, the stocking-clad curve of his calf, the small of his back where the dress dipped slightly.

"But we're not done yet. Sit. Let me finish transforming you."

Marcus sat carefully on the bed, his legs pressed together, the dress riding up his thighs. Sophia retrieved the makeup from the nightstand and stood between his spread knees, tilting his face up toward the light.

"Foundation first. This is going to even out your skin tone, cover any remaining redness or imperfections."

She applied the foundation with a damp sponge, blending it carefully over his face, his neck, making his skin look flawless and smooth. Then concealer under his eyes, erasing the dark circles from nights of denied sleep and constant arousal.

"Eyeshadow next. I'm going to keep it subtle—just enough to define your eyes, make them pop."

She brushed neutral browns across his lids, blending with expert care. Then eyeliner, a thin line along his upper lashes that made his eyes look larger, more feminine. Mascara came next, coating his lashes until they looked long and dark and lush.

"Now for lips. This is a nice nude shade—nothing too dramatic for your first time."

The lipstick felt waxy and strange as she applied it, but when she stepped back to assess her work, Marcus caught his reflection in the mirror and gasped.

The transformation was complete.

With makeup, he looked... not exactly like a woman, but not entirely like a man either. Something in between. Someone new. The foundation smoothed his features, the eyeshadow softened his gaze, the lipstick made his mouth look fuller, more sensual.

Combined with the shaped eyebrows, the dress, the heels, the lingerie—he was unrecognizable as the construction worker who'd walked into this apartment an hour ago.

"Perfect," Sophia whispered. "My beautiful girl. Stand up. Let me see you in the heels."

Marcus stood carefully, wobbling slightly. Sophia steadied him with a hand on his elbow.

"Walk to the door and back. Small steps. Let your hips sway slightly. Feel how the heels change your posture, your movement. Embrace it."

He took small, careful steps, his hips swaying naturally as he tried to maintain balance. The heels forced him to move differently—more deliberately, more gracefully, in a way that felt foreign but not entirely unpleasant.

When he returned to Sophia, she was smiling with fierce pride.

"You're ready," she said. "Come with me."

She led him out of the bedroom, through the apartment, to the living room where—

Marcus stopped dead.

In the center of the room, Sophia had set up what could only be described as a scene. Cushions on the floor, the lighting dimmed, candles flickering on every surface. And against the wall, a full-length mirror positioned so it would reflect everything that was about to happen.

"I want you to watch," Sophia explained, guiding him to stand before the mirror. "I want you to see yourself being fucked. To watch your face when I enter you, when I claim you completely. I want you to see the girl you've become taking cock like she was made for it."

She moved behind him, pressing her body against his back. In the mirror, Marcus could see them both—Sophia still in her work clothes, him in his dress and heels and makeup, looking like lovers about to embark on something profound.

"Kneel," Sophia commanded.

Marcus sank to his knees on the cushions, the position easier now without the heels' interference. His dress rode up his thighs, exposing the lace tops of his stockings, the garter straps.

Sophia began to undress slowly, maintaining eye contact with his reflection. First her blouse, revealing the black lace bra beneath. Then her skirt, showing matching panties and a garter belt identical to his. Her stockings, her heels—until she stood before him in just lingerie that mirrored his own.

Then she reached into a drawer Marcus hadn't noticed and pulled out the strap-on.

It was exactly as she'd described: ten inches of realistic silicone, thick enough to be challenging, detailed enough to look almost real. The harness was black leather, adjustable, clearly expensive.

Sophia stepped into the harness, pulling it up her thighs, adjusting the straps until the dildo jutted from her hips like an actual cock. She stroked it with one hand, the gesture obscene and powerful.

"Do you want this?" she asked, her voice rough with arousal. "Do you want me to fuck you, Marcus? To make you mine completely?"

"Yes, Mistress," he breathed, unable to look away from the silicone cock, from the way Sophia held it, from his own reflection—kneeling, dressed, made up, waiting to be claimed.

"Then suck it first. Show me how badly you want it inside you."

Marcus leaned forward, his lipstick-painted lips parting, and took the tip of the dildo into his mouth. The silicone tasted like nothing, felt smooth and firm against his tongue. He worked it deeper, trying to emulate the blowjobs Sophia had given him, hollowing his cheeks, taking it as far as he could before gagging.

"That's it, baby," Sophia encouraged, her hand tangling in his hair. "Get it nice and wet. Worship my cock. Show me what a good girl you are."

He sucked the dildo with increasing enthusiasm, saliva dripping down the shaft, coating it thoroughly. In the mirror, he could see himself—lips wrapped around silicone, eyes watering slightly, the image so pornographic and transgressive that his own cock leaked copiously into his panties.

When Sophia finally pulled the dildo from his mouth with a wet pop, Marcus was panting, desperate.

"On your hands and knees," she commanded. "Face the mirror. I want you watching when I take you."

Marcus assumed the position, his dress pooling around his waist, his ass presented. Sophia knelt behind him and slowly, reverently, pulled his panties down to mid-thigh, exposing him.

The large plug was still inside him, its base visible between his cheeks. Sophia grasped it and began to work it free, the sensation of it sliding out making Marcus whimper. When it finally popped free, his hole gaped slightly, trained and ready.

"Look at you," Sophia breathed. "So open. So ready to be filled. Your ass is practically begging for my cock."

She squirted lube onto her fingers and worked it into his entrance, even though he was already stretched, already slick from hours of wearing the plug. Then more lube on the dildo, coating it thoroughly.

Finally, she positioned the tip against his hole.

"Watch the mirror, baby. Watch your face. I want you to see the exact moment you become mine."

She pressed forward slowly, inexorably, and Marcus watched his reflection as the dildo breached his entrance. His mouth fell open in a silent gasp, his eyes going wide, his entire body tensing as Sophia's cock penetrated him for the first time.

The stretch was immense—wider than the plug, more demanding, pushing deep into his channel until he felt impossibly full. Sophia kept pushing, inch after inch, until finally her hips met his ass and she was fully seated inside him.

"All ten inches," she panted, her hands gripping his hips hard enough to bruise. "You're taking all of me, baby. How does it feel?"

"Full," Marcus gasped, staring at his reflection—his face flushed, his lipstick smeared, his eyes glazed with overwhelmed pleasure. "So full, Mistress. I can't—it's too much—"

"It's not too much. It's perfect. Now I'm going to fuck you. I'm going to make you come from being fucked like the girl you've become."

She began to move—slow, deep strokes that dragged the dildo against his prostate with devastating precision. Marcus watched in the mirror as she fucked him, as his own face transformed with each thrust, as pleasure built into something transcendent.

Sophia established a rhythm, her hips snapping forward, the wet sounds of penetration filling the room. She reached around to grip his cock through the panties, stroking in time with her thrusts.

"Come for me," she commanded. "Come from being fucked. Let go of everything you thought you were and become what you actually are. My beautiful girl. My pretty plaything. Mine."

The orgasm built from deep inside—not in his cock but in his ass, where Sophia's dildo pounded relentlessly against his prostate. It swelled and crested and finally broke, making Marcus cry out as his body convulsed. His cock pulsed in Sophia's grip, shooting cum into the panties, making a mess as his hole clenched rhythmically around the dildo still buried inside him.

And through it all, he watched in the mirror—watched himself come apart, watched the transformation complete, watched Marcus Chen disappear and someone new emerge.

When it finally subsided, Sophia pulled out slowly and gathered him into her arms, both of them collapsing onto the cushions.

"You did so well," she whispered against his ear. "My perfect girl. My beautiful transformation. I love you so much."

"I love you too, Mistress," Marcus breathed, his body still trembling, his mind still reeling.

He was changed. Completely, irrevocably changed.

And there were still twenty-three days left.


Chapter 6: Complete Surrender

Day 30 arrived with the weight of inevitability.

Marcus—though he barely thought of himself by that name anymore—woke in Sophia's arms wearing a silk nightgown that clung to his now-smooth body. Over the past three weeks, the transformation had accelerated beyond anything he could have imagined on that first night when she'd proposed this arrangement.

His eyebrows were thin, elegant arches. His body hair was completely gone, maintained through regular waxing that left his skin impossibly soft. His hair had grown out slightly, styled with product into something more androgynous. He wore makeup daily now—just foundation and mascara for work, but full glam at home. His wardrobe had expanded to include dresses, skirts, heels in various heights. He moved differently, spoke more softly, inhabited his body in entirely new ways.

And his ass—god, his ass had become his primary source of pleasure. Sophia fucked him almost nightly now, sometimes with her strap-on, sometimes with progressively larger dildos, always making him come from penetration alone while his cock remained untouched and leaking. She'd trained him to crave fullness, to feel incomplete when not plugged or fucked, to associate orgasm with being claimed rather than claiming.

The construction crew had noticed changes—"You look different, man. Did you lose weight? Get a facial or something?"—but Marcus deflected with vague explanations about his girlfriend getting him into skincare. No one suspected the truth: that beneath his work clothes, he wore panties and a plug every single day. That his body had been fundamentally reshaped. That he went home each night to be dressed, made up, and fucked by the woman who owned him completely.

Today was the final day of their agreement. Tonight, Marcus would decide: return to his old life, or surrender completely to this new identity Sophia had crafted for him.

But really, the choice had been made weeks ago.

His phone buzzed with a text from Sophia, who'd left early for a "special errand":

Tonight is our celebration. I've planned something extraordinary for you, my beautiful girl. When you get home, there will be an outfit laid out. Put it on and wait for me in the bedroom. Trust me. Tonight, you're going to understand exactly what you've become.

Marcus's cock—which had been kept in near-constant chastity for the past week, locked in a pink cage that prevented erection—strained uselessly against the plastic. Sophia had introduced the cage on Day 23, claiming his cock was "decorative now" and didn't need to be hard since all his orgasms came from his ass anyway.

She was right. The cage had been frustrating at first, but now Marcus barely noticed it. His arousal manifested differently—as wetness leaking from his caged cock, as desperate clenching of his hole, as a full-body need to be penetrated rather than a specific genital urgency.

Yes, Mistress, he texted back. I can't wait.



The workday was interminable. Marcus moved through it mechanically, his mind already home, already imagining what Sophia had planned. When five o'clock finally came, he practically sprinted to his truck.

The drive home felt like traveling between worlds. By the time he pulled into their parking lot, his caged cock was leaking steadily, soaking through his panties, his hole clenching around the medium plug he wore for work (the large was reserved for home now, too obvious under his jeans).

He climbed the stairs and unlocked the door to find the apartment transformed. Candles everywhere, rose petals scattered on the floor, soft music playing. And on the bed in their bedroom, an outfit that made his breath catch:

A white lingerie set—bridal lingerie. Lace bra with delicate embroidery, matching panties with a keyhole back, garter belt, sheer stockings with lace tops, and a white silk robe to complete the ensemble. Beside it, a small box.

Marcus opened the box with trembling hands and found a delicate choker necklace with a small pendant that read "Owned."

His heart hammered as he stripped and showered, following his now-automatic routine. When he emerged, he carefully put on each piece of the white lingerie, his movements practiced after weeks of daily dressing. The bra fit perfectly—Sophia had taken him to get properly fitted two weeks ago at a boutique where the sales associate had been nothing but professional about serving a "transgender woman" finding her size.

The panties accommodated his cage, the keyhole back exposing his ass beautifully. The stockings made his smooth legs look elegant and bridal. When he fastened the choker around his throat, he caught his reflection and barely recognized himself.

He looked like a feminized bride waiting for consummation.

His cock tried to harden in its cage, the plastic biting into sensitive flesh, denying him. He whimpered at the frustration, at the desperate need building in his body.

That's when he heard the front door open.

"Baby?" Sophia's voice called. "Are you ready for me?"

"In the bedroom, Mistress," he called back, his voice breathy with anticipation.

Footsteps approached. The door opened.

Sophia stood in the doorway wearing a tailored black suit—masculine cut, commanding presence—with her strap-on clearly visible as a bulge in her pants. She looked powerful, dominant, like a groom approaching her bride.

Behind her stood two other people.

Marcus's heart stopped.

A woman in her thirties with kind eyes and professional demeanor, holding what looked like a camera. And a man, slightly older, well-dressed, watching Marcus with undisguised interest.

"Marcus," Sophia said, her voice warm but firm, "meet Vanessa and James. Vanessa is a professional photographer. James is... well, he's here to help with your final transformation. I've told them all about our arrangement, about your journey over these thirty days. They've agreed to participate in tonight's celebration."

Marcus's mind reeled. "Mistress, I don't understand—"

"You've become my beautiful girl over these weeks," Sophia interrupted, approaching him with predatory grace. "But your transformation isn't complete until you've been witnessed. Until others have seen what you've become. Vanessa is going to photograph you tonight—a record of your feminization, your submission. And James..." She gestured to the man, who smiled. "James is going to help me fuck you. You're going to take two cocks tonight, baby. Mine and his. You're going to be filled completely, claimed by multiple people, transformed from a man playing at submission into a true slut who exists for pleasure."

Marcus's caged cock leaked desperately, his hole clenching with need despite the shock. "I... Mistress, I never agreed to—"

"What's your safe word?" Sophia asked gently.

"Crimson."

"Do you want to use it?"

Marcus stared at her, at Vanessa setting up her camera equipment, at James unbuttoning his shirt to reveal a toned chest. His mind said this was too much, too far, too exposing. But his body—his trained, feminized, desperately needy body—was already responding with arousal.

"No, Mistress," he whispered. "I don't want to use it."

"Good girl. Then let's begin your final lesson."

Sophia approached and kissed him deeply, her tongue claiming his mouth while Vanessa's camera clicked, capturing the moment. When she pulled back, Marcus was panting.

"On the bed. Hands and knees. Show them your ass."

Marcus obeyed, climbing onto the bed and assuming the position. The keyhole in his panties exposed his hole perfectly. He heard the camera clicking, immortalizing his submission.

Sophia moved behind him and slowly pulled the plug from his ass. The sensation of emptiness was immediate and profound. He whimpered.

"Such a needy hole," Sophia narrated for their audience. "Three weeks of training and it gapes so prettily. Look how it clenches, trying to close but unable to. This is an ass that's been thoroughly fucked, that knows its purpose."

More camera clicks. Marcus's face burned with humiliation and arousal.

"James, come closer. I want you to see what we've created."

James approached, and Marcus felt a stranger's fingers touching his hole, circling his rim, testing his openness. The violation was profound—being touched intimately by someone who wasn't Sophia—but also electrifying.

"She's very well-trained," James observed, his voice deep and appreciative. "How many times have you fucked her?"

"Nearly every night for three weeks," Sophia replied. "Sometimes multiple times. I've made her come from anal penetration alone at least fifty times. Her cock is almost irrelevant now—just a decorative afterthought. Her real pleasure comes from being filled."

James pushed two fingers into Marcus's hole easily, meeting no resistance. Marcus moaned, pushing back against the intrusion.

"So responsive," James murmured. "May I?"

"Please do. I want to watch someone else fuck my girl. I want her to understand that her body exists for pleasure now—mine, yours, anyone I choose to share her with."

Marcus heard James undressing, heard the sound of a condom wrapper, heard Sophia lubricating her strap-on. Then James was behind him, the head of his cock—real, warm, different from silicone—pressing against his hole.

"Breathe, baby," Sophia coached, moving to kneel in front of Marcus, her strap-on jutting toward his face. "Take his cock. Show him what a good slut you've become."

James pushed forward and Marcus gasped as real cock penetrated him for the first time. The sensation was entirely different from dildos—warmer, slightly softer, pulsing with blood and life. James groaned as he sank deeper, clearly affected by how open Marcus was, how easily he accommodated penetration.

"Fuck, she's tight despite the training," James panted. "God, this feels incredible."

He began to move, establishing a rhythm, fucking Marcus with deep, measured strokes. The camera clicked continuously, Vanessa circling to capture every angle.

"Now suck my cock," Sophia commanded, pressing her strap-on against Marcus's lips. "I want both your holes filled. I want you airtight."

Marcus opened his mouth and took Sophia's dildo as James fucked him from behind. The dual penetration was overwhelming—his mouth stretched around silicone, his ass filled with real cock, both of them claiming him simultaneously. He felt used, degraded, utterly owned.

And it was the most arousing thing he'd ever experienced.

They fucked him like that for long minutes—Sophia pushing deep into his throat while James pounded his ass, both of them using his body for their pleasure while Vanessa documented everything. Marcus's caged cock leaked constantly, creating a puddle on the sheets beneath him, his body screaming for release it couldn't achieve.

"Switch," Sophia commanded.

James pulled out and Sophia moved behind Marcus, her strap-on pressing against his now-loosened hole. She entered him with one smooth thrust, her familiar rhythm exactly what his body craved. James moved to the front, his cock glistening with lube and precum.

"Open," he instructed, and Marcus parted his lips to take real cock in his mouth for the first time.

The taste was different from silicone—salt and musk and something undeniably masculine. James groaned as Marcus's tongue worked his shaft, inexperienced but eager.

"Such a good cocksucker," James praised, his hands tangling in Marcus's styled hair. "Natural talent."

They established a rhythm—Sophia fucking Marcus's ass while he sucked James's cock, both of them using him, reducing him to nothing but holes to be filled. The degradation was complete, and Marcus had never felt more aroused, more alive, more authentically himself.

"I'm going to come," James warned, his cock swelling in Marcus's mouth. "Can I—"

"In her mouth," Sophia answered. "I want her to taste cum. To understand what it means to service cock completely."

James thrust deeper and released with a groan, his cum flooding Marcus's mouth. The taste was strange—bitter and salty—but Marcus swallowed obediently, taking every drop, feeling it mark him internally as thoroughly as Sophia's fucking marked him physically.

"Perfect," Sophia breathed, her thrusts becoming more erratic as she chased her own pleasure. Despite the strap-on, she'd told Marcus that fucking him made her come—the base pressed against her clit with each thrust, bringing her to orgasm. "My perfect slut, taking cum at both ends. This is what you are now, baby. Not a man. Not even just a woman. My creature. My creation. Mine."

Her words pushed Marcus over the edge. Despite his caged cock, despite no direct stimulation, orgasm exploded through him—radiating from his ass where Sophia pounded his prostate, consuming his entire body in waves of pleasure so intense he screamed into the mattress. His hole clenched rhythmically around Sophia's dildo, milking it, his caged cock pulsing and leaking in its prison.

Sophia fucked him through it, extending his orgasm until he was sobbing with overwhelmed sensation, until he collapsed forward onto the bed completely spent.

When she finally pulled out, Marcus lay trembling, used, transformed.

"Beautiful," Vanessa murmured, still photographing. "Absolutely beautiful. The way she surrendered completely... that's art."

Sophia gathered Marcus into her arms, dismissing their guests with thanks. When it was just the two of them again, she held him close, stroking his hair, whispering praise.

"You were perfect, baby. So brave, so beautiful, so completely mine. How do you feel?"

"Changed," Marcus breathed. "Like I can never go back. Like this is who I actually am."

"Good. Because your thirty days are up, and it's time to decide. Do you want to go back to being Marcus Chen, construction worker, performing masculinity like a job? Or do you want to stay here, with me, as my beautiful girl? My pet, my plaything, my beloved creation?"

Marcus didn't hesitate. "I want to stay. I want to be yours. Completely."

"Then you need a new name. Marcus doesn't fit anymore. Who do you want to be?"

He thought for a moment, considering, then smiled. "Marcy. It's close enough that work won't question it. But different enough to mark the change."

"Marcy," Sophia tested, kissing her forehead. "My beautiful Marcy. My perfect girl. Welcome to your new life."



Three months later, Marcy sat in Sophia's apartment—their apartment now—wearing a simple sundress and flats, makeup subtle but present, body completely smooth and feminine. She'd transitioned at work, coming out as a trans woman to her crew. Some had been supportive, others confused, a few hostile. But she'd persevered, showing up in women's clothes, using she/her pronouns, becoming authentically herself in all spaces of her life rather than just at home.

Sophia had supported her every step—helping her navigate HR, standing beside her through difficult conversations, loving her fiercely through the challenges of public transition.

Now, Marcy no longer wore her cage—her cock remained soft most of the time anyway, her arousal manifesting as wetness and need rather than erection. She'd started hormone therapy, her body slowly developing real breast tissue, her skin softening further, her face feminizing beyond what makeup could achieve.

And every night, Sophia still fucked her. Sometimes gently, sometimes roughly, always with complete ownership. Marcy's ass had become so trained that she could take enormous dildos, multiple penetrations, hours of fucking without discomfort.

She'd also started seeing other partners with Sophia's permission—men and women who wanted to fuck the beautiful trans girl, who appreciated her submission, her eagerness, her completely trained holes. She'd become exactly what Sophia had predicted: a slut who existed for pleasure, whose body was a gift to be shared and enjoyed.

But always, always, she came home to Sophia. Her Mistress. Her love. The person who'd seen what she could become and carefully, patiently, lovingly transformed her into reality.

"I love you," Marcy whispered that night as Sophia spooned behind her, both of them naked and sated after another round of passionate fucking.

"I love you too, baby girl," Sophia murmured against her ear. "My beautiful transformation. My perfect creation. Mine forever."

And in that moment, Marcy had never felt more complete.
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