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"Peterson, that display window is a disaster. Fix it before the afternoon rush or I'll have you on register duty for a week."

I barked the order without looking up from my inventory clipboard, knowing the threat would light a fire under him. Managing staff was all about the right balance of fear and respect.

The boutique hummed with pre-lunch activity—perfect white lighting bouncing off glass cases of jewelry, the subtle vanilla-jasmine scent we pumped through the vents, classical music at precisely the right volume. Luxe Femme's flagship store was a temple to femininity, and I was its high priest.

Or its guardian, anyway.

"Sales are up eight percent from last quarter," I informed my assistant manager as she approached with the morning reports. "Corporate's going to be pleased."

"Nice work, boss." She handed me the folder. "The new Chantelle collection is flying off the racks."

"Because I had Melissa rearrange it by color story instead of size." I made another notation on my clipboard. "People buy with their eyes first."

When my team scattered to their assignments, I allowed myself a moment alone with the new La Perle lingerie display. My fingers trailed across the lace trim of a champagne-colored teddy, the fabric impossibly soft against my skin.

I adjusted the hanger, straightening it precisely on the rack.

Just being thorough.

"Mr. Reid, the new shipment needs your signature."

I snatched my hand back, clearing my throat. "Of course. Bring it to my office."

In the privacy of my glass-walled domain, I watched the floor like a hawk. Every detail mattered—the way Jennifer folded the silk scarves, how Carlos arranged the shoes by heel height, the exact angle of the mannequins' poses. This attention to detail had made me the youngest regional manager in Luxe Femme history.

"Quarterly reports are ready for your review, sir," my assistant called through the door.

"Leave them on my desk," I replied, eyes lingering on the new window display of evening gowns. The emerald one would complement my eyes.

If I were a woman, of course.

Just a professional observation.

I straightened my tie and squared my shoulders. Time to make my rounds again. The boutique was my kingdom, and I ruled it with an iron fist—even if sometimes, when no one was looking, I wondered what it might be like to surrender to all this silk and lace instead.

What would it feel like to be the treasure, not the vault?

I was halfway through a lecture about proper scarf display technique when the front doors opened and my heart sank. Eve Andrews. The regional VP herself, striding into my store without warning.

Shit.

Her tailored burgundy suit fit like it was painted on her tall frame, gold jewelry catching the light with each precise movement. I'd only met her twice before at corporate functions, but her reputation was legendary.

"Ms. Andrews," I managed, my voice steady despite the sudden dryness in my throat. "What a pleasant surprise."

Her dark eyes flicked to mine, lingered for an uncomfortable second, then moved past me to survey the store. "Marcus. I trust you're well."

Not a question. A dismissal.

I followed a half-step behind as she began her circuit of the sales floor. My staff straightened like soldiers at attention as she approached. She touched merchandise with deliberate fingers, adjusting a handbag strap by millimeters, testing the fold of a cashmere sweater.

"Your summer accessories display is... interesting," she said, voice low and measured.

My collar felt suddenly tight. "We've seen a fifteen percent increase in accessory sales since implementing it."

She hummed, neither approval nor dismissal. Just acknowledgment that I'd spoken.

With each display she inspected, each employee she questioned, I felt myself growing more tense. More... aware of her. The way she commanded space without raising her voice. Her fragrance—an intricate blend of luxury and restraint. The confident tap of her heels against the marble floor.

"Your stockroom," she said suddenly. "Show me."

I led her through the back hallway, hyperaware of her presence behind me. The stockroom was my pride—organized with military precision.

"Impressive," she murmured, running a finger along a shelf edge. Finding no dust, she almost smiled. Almost.

"I'll need to see your inventory records," she said, turning those penetrating eyes on me. "The complete files. Including the special orders."

My stomach tightened. The special orders file contained records of the items I'd been... borrowing. Just temporarily. Just to try on in the privacy of my apartment.

"Of course," I said, fighting to keep my voice even. "May I ask what prompted this visit?"

Her lips curved into something that wasn't quite a smile.

"Discrepancies, Marcus. I'm here about discrepancies."

My heart hammered against my ribs. Discrepancies? Impossible. I kept meticulous records of everything I... borrowed. Always returned items in pristine condition. No one could possibly know.

"I'm sure there's been some mistake," I said, forcing confidence into my voice. "Our inventory management is flawless."

Eve's dark eyes held mine, unblinking. "Is it?"

She placed her leather portfolio on my desk and withdrew a slim folder. With deliberate slowness, she opened it and turned it to face me.

"La Perle silk chemise, Ivory, size small. Removed May 3rd, returned May 5th." Her manicured finger moved down the list. "Chantelle lace garter belt, black, removed May 12th, returned May 14th. Agent Provocateur corset, burgundy, removed last Tuesday."

My mouth went dry. Each item was recorded with perfect accuracy—dates, descriptions, even the exact times they'd left the store.

"This is absurd," I sputtered, heat rising to my face. "Anyone could have taken those items. There must be a security breach."

"There is." Eve slid a photograph across the desk.

Me. Entering my apartment building, store shopping bag in hand. The timestamp matched her records exactly.

"That proves nothing," I snapped, anger replacing fear. "I often take samples home to photograph for our social media."

Eve leaned back in my chair—my chair—crossing her legs at the ankles like she owned my office. The burgundy suit pulled taut across her thighs, drawing my eye before I forced my gaze back to her face.

"Interesting," she said, tapping a perfectly manicured nail against my desk. "Because I personally review all social media content before posting, and I don't recall approving any of these particular items."

My throat constricted. Sweat prickled at my hairline.

"In fact," she continued, pulling out her phone, "why don't we post them right now? I'm sure you have the photos ready. High quality shots of the La Perle chemise, perhaps? Or maybe the Chantelle garter belt?"

"I—well, they're not quite—" My voice cracked. "The lighting wasn't right. I need to reshoot them."

"Show me what you have," she insisted, extending her hand. "Even draft images."

Jesus Christ. The only photos I had were... me. In the chemise, the garter, the corset. Legs shaved smooth, posed on my bed, makeup carefully applied. Photos I'd taken with trembling hands, heart racing with shame and exhilaration.

"I deleted them," I lied. "They weren't up to our standards."

"Marcus." Her voice dropped to a silky purr that made my skin tingle. "We both know you're lying. It doesn't suit you."

I swallowed hard. "I can explain."

"Can you?" She tilted her head. "I'd love to hear it."

"It's not how it seems!" I burst out, voice splintering with panic. "I-I, um... p-please, it's not... you can't just... I mean, I wasn't..." My words tumbled out in a desperate, fractured mess, betraying my total loss of composure.

Eve remained seated, unfazed by my outburst. "Please sit down, Marcus."

Something in her tone made my knees buckle. I dropped back into my chair.

"Theft is a terminable offense," she said, voice soft as silk but unyielding as steel. "Corporate policy is quite clear."

"Everything was returned," I blurted out, desperate. "Pristine. Perfectly condition. I never actually kept anything. Technically, I didn't steal a thing."

Eve's laugh was low and musical, devoid of actual humor.

"Technically," she repeated, the word dripping with disdain. "How utterly pathetic, Marcus. Hiding behind semantics when we both know exactly what you've been doing with these items."

My face burned hot enough to melt. I couldn't meet her eyes.

"Fortunately for you," she continued, "I'm willing to keep this private. On one condition."

She reached down beside her chair and lifted a sleek shopping bag—our boutique's signature black bag with silver ribbon handles. My stomach dropped as she placed it on the desk between us.

"These are the items you most recently... borrowed." Her perfectly manicured fingers pushed the bag toward me. "You're going to model them. Right now. Right here."

"What?" I choked out. "That's insane! Someone could walk in—"

"Lock the door," she said simply. "Draw the blinds."

"Ms. Andrews, please, I can't—"

"You can and you will." Her voice remained perfectly calm. "Unless you'd prefer I call security and corporate HR? I'm sure they'd be fascinated to see the photos from your apartment security camera."

The room spun around me as her meaning sank in.

"You want me to... to put these on? Here? Now?" My voice was barely a whisper.

Eve leaned forward, her dark eyes locked on mine. "Just as you've been doing at home, Marcus. The only difference is, this time you'll have an audience."

I stared at Eve, my entire body frozen with shock. Her eyes never left mine, dark and knowing, as if she could see right through me. The air between us crackled with tension.

"I... can't," I whispered, my voice barely audible.

"Can't?" Eve's eyebrow arched. "Or won't?"

My heart hammered against my ribs. The walls of my office seemed to close in around me.

"Please," I managed. "This is my career."

"Your career was in jeopardy the moment you decided to 'borrow' company merchandise for your private entertainment." She leaned forward slightly. "But I'm offering you a choice, Marcus. A way forward."

I swallowed hard, my throat painfully dry. "There has to be another way."

"Lock the door." Her voice was soft but left no room for negotiation.

My legs moved on autopilot, carrying me to the office door. The lock clicked with terrible finality. I drew the blinds with trembling hands, each movement feeling like I was sealing my own fate.

When I turned back, Eve had opened the shopping bag, arranging its contents on my desk with deliberate care. The burgundy Agent Provocateur corset I'd taken last Tuesday. A matching garter belt. Stockings.

"Begin with your shirt," she instructed.

"Ms. Andrews—"

"Eve," she corrected. "Under the circumstances, I think we can dispense with formalities."

My fingers fumbled with my tie, loosening the knot. The silk slid against my collar as I pulled it free.

"Fold it properly," Eve instructed. "I know you understand the value of fine fabrics."

I did as told, hands shaking as I folded the tie with the precision I demanded from my sales staff. The irony wasn't lost on me.

Button by button, I undid my shirt, each one revealing more of what lay beneath. My face burned hot enough to scorch.

Eve's sharp intake of breath was barely audible when my shirt fell open completely.

"Well," she said softly. "This is unexpected."

Beneath my crisp white dress shirt was a pale pink camisole, the lace trim just visible at the edges. One of our best sellers from last season.

"Take off the shirt," she commanded.

I slipped it from my shoulders, folding it mechanically. Standing before her in just my slacks and the delicate camisole felt like being flayed alive, every nerve ending exposed.

"How long?" she asked.

"Six months," I admitted, staring at the floor. "Just... under my work clothes. No one could see."

"Look at me."

I forced my eyes up to meet hers.

"No one could see," she repeated, her lips curving into a knowing smile. "Except you. Every time you caught your reflection. Every time you felt that silk against your skin while discussing quarterly profits."

A shudder ran through me. She understood. Somehow, she understood exactly what it felt like.

"The slacks," she said.

My hands moved to my belt, unfastening it with a soft metallic clink that seemed deafening in the quiet office. I unzipped my pants, letting them fall.

Eve's eyes widened slightly at the matching pink panties, the unmistakable bulge straining against the delicate fabric.

"My, my," she murmured. "Someone's enjoying this more than they're admitting."

Shame and arousal collided inside me like opposing weather fronts, creating a storm I couldn't control. I wanted to disappear, to die of humiliation right there—and yet my body betrayed me, responding to her gaze, her control, her understanding.

"I'm not—" I started, then stopped. What could I possibly say?

"Not what?" Her voice was silky. "Not aroused? Evidence suggests otherwise. Not enjoying this? Perhaps. Not expecting to be discovered? Clearly."

She stood, circling my desk until she was directly in front of me. I could smell her perfume—something expensive and subtle that made my head swim.

"Pick up the stockings," she ordered, nodding toward the delicate hosiery she'd laid out on the desk.

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry.

"Put them on," she commanded, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "Slowly. I want to watch every moment."

I picked up the stockings with trembling hands, the delicate fabric whispering between my fingertips. Sitting on the edge of my desk, I extended one leg, hyperaware of Eve's intense gaze following every movement.

"You've done this before," she observed as I carefully gathered the stocking.

I couldn't deny it. The familiar ritual had become second nature—pointing my toe, sliding the silky material over my foot, then slowly, carefully rolling it up my calf. The sensation sent electric currents through my body as the nylon glided over my freshly shaved skin.

A small, involuntary moan escaped my lips when I smoothed the stocking up my thigh.

"Does that feel good, Marcus?" Eve's voice dripped with condescension. "The way it clings to your legs?"

My body betrayed me with a visible shudder. The second stocking followed the first, and I couldn't hide the way my breathing had changed—shallow, quick, desperate.

"Answer me," she commanded. "Do you like that?"

I couldn't meet her eyes, but I nodded once, sharply.

Eve stepped closer, her fingertips trailing up my stockinged leg, leaving goosebumps in their wake. She leaned in, her lips nearly brushing my ear.

"Look at you," she whispered. "The mighty Marcus Reid, regional manager... nothing but a pathetic little sissy desperate to be pretty. And the most pitiful part? You're going to thank me for this humiliation."

Her words struck like lightning through my core, awakening something primal I'd spent years burying. The truth in her assessment shattered what remained of my masculine facade, leaving me trembling with a devastating mixture of shame and desperate, undeniable arousal.


Chapter two
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I arrived at the store an hour before opening, heart hammering against my ribs like it wanted to escape. The smooth glide of stockings beneath my slacks made every step a reminder of my humiliation. And my surrender.

Five AM. The boutique silent except for the hum of the security system. I'd barely slept, cycling through desperate plans that evaporated with the dawn. Resignation had settled in my gut like concrete.

The panties Eve had selected pinched slightly at the hips. The bra—god, the bra—felt alien against my chest, the padding creating a subtle curve under my shirt. I'd fumbled with the clasps for fifteen minutes in my bathroom, cursing under my breath.

My reflection had been a stranger's.

I paced my office, checking my watch every thirty seconds. Each minute that ticked by wound me tighter. Would she report me anyway? Was this just an elaborate game before she dropped the axe?

The air conditioning raised goosebumps on my arms, but sweat beaded at my temples. I adjusted my tie for the twentieth time, feeling the unfamiliar pressure of the bra straps with each movement.

A car door slammed outside.

My stomach lurched. I smoothed my hands down my thighs, feeling the whisper of nylon beneath the fabric.

She was here.

The door swung open without a knock. Eve Andrews stood framed in the doorway, a dark silhouette of power. My mouth went dry.

"You're sweating already, Marcus." She stepped inside, heels clicking against the floor like a countdown. "Not a promising start."

I straightened, fighting the urge to cross my arms over my chest. "Ms. Andrews, I think we should discuss—"

"Your posture is atrocious." She circled me slowly, her gaze dissecting every inch. "Shoulders back. Chin up."

My body responded before my brain could object. The bra tightened against my ribs as I straightened.

"Better." She set her handbag on my desk and extracted a small notebook. "Now, let's address your appearance. Unbutton your shirt."

"Here? Now?" The words came out higher than I intended.

One perfectly arched eyebrow rose. "Would you prefer to do it in front of your staff when they arrive in—" she checked her watch, "—forty minutes?"

My fingers trembled as I worked the buttons. The air felt frigid against my exposed skin.

Eve moved with a silent, deadly grace, standing behind me. Her fingertips traced along my collar bone, cool and deliberate. Each delicate touch sent an electric tremor through my skin, raising goosebumps in their wake. As she slid the shirt from my shoulders, I felt impossibly exposed—vulnerable in a way that made my breath catch.

"As I suspected." Eve's mouth tightened. "The bra doesn't fit properly. The band is riding up in the back."

Heat blazed across my face. "I didn't—I've never—"

"Clearly." She made a note. "Turn around."

I pivoted deliberately, pulse racing as her scrutinizing gaze traced my transformed silhouette.

"Terrible. You didn't adjust the straps at all, did you?"

I shook my head, unable to speak.

"Words, Marcus. I expect verbal responses."

"No, Ma'am." The honorific slipped out unbidden.

Something shifted in her expression—satisfaction, maybe. "Good. Now remove your pants."

My heart slammed against my ribs. "Someone might come in—"

"No one is here but us." Her voice remained perfectly level. "Stop stalling. Do as you're told."

"I can't—" I whispered.

"You can't?" She tilted her head. "Shall I call security instead? I have quite an interesting story for them." She stood mere inches away, her poised, lethal composure a stark counterpoint to my spiraling panic and burning shame.

My hands moved to my belt. The buckle clinked obscenely loud in the quiet office.

"That's right," Eve murmured as my pants slid down. "You're learning already."

Standing before her in women's underwear that she'd picked out, I'd never felt more naked. Or more confused by the flutter of something beyond fear in my stomach.

My pants puddled around my ankles, the cool air biting at my bare thighs. The lace of the panties clung to my skin, a constant, humiliating reminder of my predicament. Eve stood over me, her presence a tangible weight pressing down on my already fraying nerves.

“Kneel, Marcus.” Her voice sliced through the silence, low and unyielding.

My knees buckled before I could protest. The carpet scraped against my skin through the thin stockings, rough and unyielding. I kept my eyes on the floor, unable to meet her piercing gaze. My heart thundered, each beat echoing in my ears.

“Look at me.” A command, not a request.

I dragged my eyes up, face burning. Her deep brown eyes pinned me in place, dissecting every shred of my dignity. The tailored lines of her emerald suit only amplified her authority. I felt smaller. Exposed.

“You’ve been a naughty little thief, haven’t you?” Her lips curved, but there was no warmth there. “Stealing from me. Thinking you could get away with it.”

I swallowed hard, throat dry as sandpaper. “I’m sorry, Ms. Andrews.”

“Not good enough.” She stepped closer, her heels clicking ominously. “Crawl to the other side of the office. And apologize properly while you do.”

My stomach twisted, a mix of dread and something hotter, more confusing. “Crawl?”

“Did I stutter?” Her tone sharpened. “Now, Marcus. Don’t make me repeat myself.”

I hesitated, palms pressing into the coarse carpet. The bra straps dug into my shoulders as I shifted forward, the padding rubbing awkwardly with each movement. My knees dragged, the stockings catching on the rough fibers. Every inch felt like a mile under her unrelenting stare.

“I’m sorry,” I mumbled, voice barely audible.

“Louder.” She followed behind me, her steps measured. “And address your crime.”

“I’m sorry for being a naughty little thief.” The words burned coming out, each syllable stripping away another layer of my pride. My face flamed hotter, sweat prickling at the nape of my neck.

“Pathetic.” Her voice dripped with disdain. “You call that an apology? Say it like you mean it.”

I crawled faster, desperate to reach the far wall, to end this. The carpet chafed my palms, stinging with each press forward. The panties rode up, the lace biting into my skin, a constant, maddening friction. “I’m sorry for being a naughty little thief, Ms. Andrews!”

“Better. But still so disappointing.” I heard a faint rustle, then the sharp tap of something against her palm. I glanced back—my own ruler from the desk, a cheap plastic thing I used for inventory charts. She twirled it with an almost playful menace. “Keep moving, pet.”

The first light tap landed on my backside. A sharp, teasing sting through the thin fabric. My breath hitched, a jolt of heat racing through me. “I’m sorry—sorry for stealing!”

“Such a bad boy.” Another tap, slightly harder, a playful reprimand that made my skin tingle. “Stealing my pretty things, wearing them under your boring suits. Did you think I wouldn’t notice?”

I shook my head, unable to form words as I crawled. The ruler tapped again, a rhythmic little punishment that sent sparks skittering across my nerves. My body betrayed me, a blazing, undeniable heat, it's caress spreading from low in my groin. God, why did this feel… good?

“Look at you, crawling like a little puppy.” Her voice softened, but the mockery lingered. “So eager to please now that you’ve been caught. Aren’t you ashamed?”

“Yes, Ma’am. I'm ashamed.” My voice cracked. The carpet burned my knees, my hands, but I couldn’t stop. The vulnerability gnawed at me—exposed, half-dressed, crawling for her amusement. Yet beneath the shame, a dark thrill pulsed. Each teasing swat of the ruler, each cutting word, stoked something raw and hungry inside me.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” Another tap, lighter this time, almost affectionate. “I can see it. Don’t think you can hide that from me.”

I bit my lip, stifling a sound I didn’t want to name. My body ached, the tight lace amplifying every sensation. The pressure building was impossible to ignore—hot, insistent, humiliating. I hated how much I craved her next word, her next touch. Hated how my skin flushed not just with embarrassment, but with want.

I nodded, head jerking in frantic agreement, my chest tight with shame. The carpet scraped my knees raw, each shuffle forward a fresh humiliation.

“Words, Marcus.” Eve’s voice cut sharp, a blade wrapped in silk. “I won’t remind you again.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I stammered, voice trembling, barely a whisper. My palms pressed harder into the rough fibers, sweat slicking my skin.

“Say it.” Her tone hardened, the ruler tapping my backside with a deliberate, teasing sting. “Admit. What. You. Are.” Each word punctuated by a soft swat, each blow igniting a humiliating spark across my nerves.

“I’m—I’m a naughty little thief, Ma’am!” My voice cracked, desperate, pathetic, climbing higher with each hit. The lace bit into my hips, the bra straps dug into my shoulders, amplifying every shameful sensation. Heat flooded my face, my body, a twisted mix of dread and aching want.

“Louder.” Another tap, sharper, searing through the thin fabric. “Convince me you’re sorry.”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am! I’m a naughty little thief!” I wailed, the words spilling out, raw and broken. My heart pounded, the humiliation drowning me. Yet, beneath it, that dark, hungry pulse grew stronger. Unstoppable.

“Almost there, pet.” Her tone turned mockingly sweet. “Keep apologizing. I want to hear how sorry you really are.”

“I’m so sorry for being a naughty little thief, Ms. Andrews.” My voice trembled, thick with conflicting emotions. My arms shook as I dragged myself forward, the far wall finally in reach. “I’ll never do it again. I swear.”

“We’ll see about that.” The ruler tapped once more, a final playful sting that made me gasp. “Stop there. Stay on your knees.”

I froze, chest heaving, the carpet rough under my hands. My pulse raced, a chaotic drumbeat. The heat in my core hadn’t faded—if anything, it burned brighter, a twisted mix of shame and desire I couldn’t untangle.

Eve loomed above, her presence a suffocating weight. I felt her gaze rake over me, peeling back every layer of pretense. My hands curled into fists, nails digging into my palms. I wanted to disappear. To melt into the floor.

“Beg for my forgiveness, Marcus.” Her voice was low, a velvet blade cutting through the silence. “Make me believe you’re worth my mercy.”

My throat locked up. Beg? The word clawed at my pride, tearing it to shreds. But what choice did I have? My pulse hammered, a frantic rhythm in my ears. “Please, Ms. Andrews,” I rasped, voice barely a whisper. “Forgive me. I’m—I’m sorry.”

“Not good enough.” The sharp edge of the ruler tapped under my chin, tilting my face up. Cold plastic pressed into my skin, forcing me to meet her piercing brown eyes. She stared down like a strict schoolmistress, all authority and disdain, and I was nothing but a delinquent caught red-handed. “Try harder, pet. Convince me.”

My face burned, heat scorching my cheeks. My lips trembled as I forced the words out. “Please, Ma’am, forgive me. I’ll do anything. Anything you want. Just—please don’t tell anyone.” My voice cracked, raw and desperate. I hated how small I sounded. Hated how much I meant it.

“Anything?” Her lips curved, a predator’s smile. The ruler pressed harder, keeping my gaze locked on hers. I couldn’t look away, couldn’t hide. “That’s a dangerous promise, Marcus. You don’t even know what I’ll ask.”

“I don’t care,” I blurted, panic spiking. My knees ached, the carpet scraping with every tiny shift. The lace bit into my hips, a constant, humiliating reminder. “I’ll do it. Whatever it is. Just—please. Forgive me.”

Her eyes narrowed, dissecting me. I felt stripped bare, more exposed than the underwear could ever make me. And then—oh god—my body betrayed me. A rush of heat, undeniable, surged through me. Tightening. Hardening. Right there, under the thin fabric, where she couldn’t miss it. My breath hitched, horror crashing over me like a tidal wave.

No. No, no, no. Not now.

I wanted to curl in on myself, to hide the evidence of this twisted, sick response. But the ruler held me in place, her gaze flicking down for just a moment. She saw. Of course she saw. A flicker of satisfaction crossed her face, and my stomach churned with dread. She knew everything—every shameful, confusing pulse of want I couldn’t suppress.

“Look at you,” she murmured, voice dripping with mock pity. “So desperate to please, even your body can’t lie. You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

I shook my head, frantic, but the denial died in my throat. My chest tightened, a vise of shame and confusion squeezing the air from my lungs. Who was I right now? Not Marcus, the confident manager. Not even Marcus, the thief. Someone else—someone I didn’t recognize. Someone who craved this degradation in a way that terrified me.

“Admit it,” she pressed, the ruler nudging my chin higher. Her tone was unrelenting, slicing through my last defenses. “Tell me what you’ll be from now on.”

My lips parted, dry and trembling. The words felt like poison, burning as they formed. But I had no choice. Her eyes pinned me, seeing every fractured piece of me. “I’ll be a good little sissy girl from now on, Ma’am,” I whispered, each syllable a dagger to my soul.

The ruler under my chin pressed harder, Eve’s gaze a steel trap I couldn’t break free from. I couldn’t hide it. Not from her.

“Look at you, trembling like a leaf,” Eve purred, her voice a low, silken threat. Her lips curved, sharp and knowing. “Your body knows what you really want, even if you’re still lying to yourself.”

I flinched, the words slicing through me. My breath hitched, shallow and ragged. “I’m not—I don’t—”

“Don’t what?” She tilted her head, the ruler nudging my chin up further, forcing my eyes to hers. “Don’t want this? Don’t crave being stripped down to your true, pathetic little self? Your body’s screaming the truth, Marcus. I can see it. Feel it.”

Humiliation washed over me, scalding and stifling. I longed to contradict her, to yell that her assessment was false, but the proof was unmistakable—pulsing, persistent, just beneath the delicate material. My fingers curled into tight balls, fingernails digging into my flesh. Christ, why was I powerless to control this?

“You’re fighting so hard,” she mused, her tone almost pitying, but the edge of control never wavered. “But it’s useless. You’re already mine to shape. You’ve admitted what you are, but I want to hear it again. Properly. Say it, pet. Tell me who you’ll be.”

My throat closed up, the words choking me. My chest heaved, each breath a struggle. I couldn’t—not again. But her eyes bore into me, peeling back every layer of resistance. There was no escape.

“I’ll be…” My voice cracked, barely a whisper, trembling with the weight of my surrender. “I’ll be a good little sissy girl from now on, Ma’am.”

“Louder.” Her command snapped like a whip, the ruler pressing harder. “And make it clear. Who do you belong to?”

I swallowed, the lump in my throat burning. My lips moved, sound barely audible, broken. “I’ll be your good little sissy girl from now on, Ma’am.”

Her smile widened, a predator’s triumph. And I shattered under it.


Chapter three
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One week. Seven days of living in Eve's shadow, dancing to her puppet strings. I stared at the schedule on my desk, her elegant handwriting detailing my humiliation with clinical precision.

Personal Shopping: Mrs. Calloway (3PM) - Full makeup, stockings beneath trousers. She likes attentive service.

My stomach clenched. Each appointment came with "presentation notes" now—little commands on how feminine I needed to be. How visible my transformation should become. I ran my finger over the paper, feeling the indentation of her pen. She'd pressed hard when writing, just like she pressed hard on every aspect of my life now.

"Reviewing my handiwork, Marcus?" Eve's voice drifted from my doorway.

I straightened instantly, conditioned response. My thighs rubbed together, the silky panties she'd selected this morning sliding against my skin. Pink today. Always her choice, never mine.

"Yes, Ma'am." The honorific slipped out automatically now. I'd stopped fighting it on day three.

She stepped into my office, closing the door with a soft click that somehow sounded like a prison gate slamming. "Stand up. Inspection time."

Another daily ritual. I rose, hands trembling slightly. She circled me, predator assessing prey. Her fingertips brushed my collar, adjusting it minutely though it was perfectly straight.

"Unbutton." Another command I couldn't refuse.

I undid my shirt, revealing the pale pink bra underneath. Matching set, because Eve insisted. "Coordination shows attention to detail," she'd explained, as if teaching a child.

Her fingers traced the lace edge, checking the fit. My breath hitched—from fear, I told myself. Just fear.

"Turn around."

I did. Her hand slipped down my back, then lower, fingers hooking into my waistband to verify I wore the correct panties. The daily inspection, clinical and thorough.

"Good boy," she murmured, the praise sending an unwelcome shiver through me. "You're learning."

I buttoned my shirt with shaking fingers, hating how her approval affected me. Hating more how I'd started selecting shirts that concealed the bra lines better. How I'd begun using moisturizer at night. Small surrenders, accumulating daily.

"The Calloway appointment," I said, desperate to sound normal. Professional. "I don't think I—"

"That's right. You don't think," Eve interrupted, her smile sharp. "That's my job now. Yours is to obey." She offered a patronizing tap on my arm, her touch light and dismissive.

My cheeks burned crimson, the heat of embarrassment spreading across my face.

And the worst part? I was starting to forget how to do anything else.

I locked myself in the employee bathroom, hands shaking as I unzipped the black makeup bag Eve had thrust into my hands. The contents gleamed up at me—tiny weapons of my undoing.

"Just foundation, concealer, and a touch of mascara," she'd instructed. "Nothing obvious. We're not going for drag queen, we're going for polished."

My reflection stared back, haunted. Was that even me anymore? I dabbed foundation onto my fingertips, the cool cream foreign against my skin. The smell hit me—slightly floral, distinctly feminine. I'd smelled it on customers, on coworkers. Never imagined wearing it myself.

"Blend outward," I muttered, remembering Eve's instructions. The cream smoothed across my face, erasing imperfections, creating a canvas. My stubble disappeared beneath the layer. My skin looked... better. Softer.

Fuck.

The concealer came next, dabbed under eyes that hadn't slept well in days. The transformation was subtle but undeniable—my face looked fresher, almost glowing. I unscrewed the mascara tube, the tiny wand intimidating.

"Look up and apply from the base," Eve's voice echoed in my head.

I tried once, twice, blinking and smudging. On the third attempt, my lashes darkened, lengthened. My eyes suddenly looked... different. Expressive. The face in the mirror was mine but not mine.

My fingers fumbled with the buttons of my shirt as I removed it, hanging it carefully on the hook. The blouse Eve had selected was navy blue, silky, with a subtle v-neck. Professional enough to pass as masculine from a distance, but the cut was unmistakably feminine.

I slid my arms through the sleeves, the fabric whispering against my skin. It hugged my torso in unfamiliar places, nipping slightly at the waist. The front draped differently than my usual shirts—designed for breasts I didn't have.

A tiny spritz of perfume—as instructed. Light, barely there, but I smelled like flowers and something musky beneath. My heart raced as I smoothed my hands down the front of the blouse, feeling the silky material against my palms.

I didn't look like a woman. I looked like a man wearing a woman's blouse with subtly enhanced features. But the change was... disturbing. Because I didn't look ridiculous.

I looked good.

The knock on the door made me jump.

"Three o'clock appointment is here," called Janet from sales. "Mrs. Calloway is asking for you specifically."

My first test. I couldn't breathe.

"Coming," I answered, my voice catching. But whose voice was it anymore?

Mrs. Calloway swept into the private viewing room like she owned it, trailing Chanel No. 5 and an air of entitlement. I followed, hyper-aware of my blouse, my makeup, the way my stockings whispered beneath my trousers with each step.

"Marcus, darling," she cooed, air-kissing near my cheeks. "You look different. Refreshed."

My heart hammered. "Thank you, Mrs. Calloway. We've prepared several selections based on your preferences."

Two other women joined us—her friends, apparently. They circled the displays I'd arranged, murmuring appreciatively.

"The color palette is divine," said the blonde one, fingering a silk scarf. "Someone's developed an eye."

I swallowed hard. Had I? The displays looked different than my usual arrangements—more cohesive, flowing from cool blues to warm golds with intentional contrast pieces. When had I started thinking this way?

"What would you pair with this?" Mrs. Calloway held up an emerald blouse.

Without thinking, I reached for a cream pencil skirt. "The structured silhouette balances the drape of the silk," I explained, my hand gesturing in a fluid motion I didn't recognize as my own. "Add these gold accessories for warmth against your skin tone."

The women exchanged looks.

"He's absolutely right," the redhead murmured. "Try it on, Caroline."

For the next hour, I moved through the showroom in a strange trance, pulling pieces, suggesting combinations, even demonstrating how a scarf could be tied three different ways. My hands kept making these delicate, expressive movements. My voice had softened, become more melodic.

"You understand what we want," Mrs. Calloway said as I helped her into a jacket, smoothing the shoulders with practiced hands. "Most men just try to sell us things."

"The goal is to help you feel beautiful," I heard myself say. "Not just look it."

They beamed at me. Their approval felt... intoxicating. I'd never connected with customers this way before. They trusted me, confided figure concerns, celebrated when something looked perfect.

When they finally left—with purchases totaling over twelve thousand dollars—Mrs. Calloway squeezed my hand. "We're booking our next appointment exclusively with you."

I floated back to my office, still riding the high of their validation.

Then stopped cold.

On my desk sat a note in Eve's elegant script: I watched. You were magnificent. Imagine how much better you'll be when you stop fighting who you really are.

The worst part? For a few precious hours, I hadn't been fighting at all.

My fingers trembled as I set the note down, backing away as if it might bite. The full-length mirror in the corner of my office caught my movement—the one we used for merchandise checks and final approvals before floor displays.

I froze, transfixed by the stranger staring back at me.

Was that... me?

I stepped closer, unable to look away. The navy silk blouse draped across my shoulders with a fluid elegance I'd never achieved in my stiffest suits. It nipped slightly at the waist, creating the faintest suggestion of an hourglass where none had existed before. My trousers—still masculine cut—somehow looked different now, the stockings underneath creating a smoother line down to my shoes.

But my face...

I leaned in, as if studying something strange and fascinating. The foundation had evened my skin tone, erasing the perpetual five o'clock shadow I'd battled for years. The concealer brightened my eyes, making them look wider, more alert. And the mascara—God, the mascara—had transformed my ordinary lashes into feathery frames that made my hazel eyes look almost... pretty.

When had I started standing like this? My weight rested on one leg, hip slightly cocked, shoulders relaxed instead of military-straight. My hands hung differently at my sides, fingers loose and graceful rather than clenched in perpetual fists.

I raised one hand to my face, watching my reflection do the same with a gesture that looked disturbingly natural. The movement flowed from my wrist, not the abrupt motion I'd used all my life.

"Who are you?" I whispered to the mirror.

The person staring back didn't look ridiculous or clownish. Didn't look like a man in humiliating drag.

They looked... right. Like someone coming into focus after years of being slightly blurred around the edges.

I took a shuddering breath, tears threatening to ruin the mascara I'd so carefully applied. The most terrifying part wasn't that Eve was changing me.

It was that maybe, just maybe, she was simply revealing what had always been there.

I stumbled back from the mirror, my legs hitting the edge of my desk. The reflection followed—this stranger with my face but not my mannerisms, not my presence.

"This isn't me," I whispered, but the words felt hollow. Empty. A lie I was telling myself.

It's just humiliation. Just Eve's sick game. Just temporary.

But why did it feel so... familiar? Like slipping into a favorite sweater I'd forgotten I owned. The way my body moved now—fluid, expressive—didn't feel learned. It felt remembered.

My hand reached toward the mirror again, trembling violently. I pressed my palm against the cool glass, watching my reflection do the same. Our fingertips met across the divide.

"She's forcing this on me," I insisted to the empty room, but my voice cracked, betraying me.

Then why does it feel like coming home?

I drew nearer, condensation blooming softly against the glass surface. In that momentary fog, I searched desperately for Marcus—the confident manager, the man in control. But when my breath cleared, those hazel eyes staring back belonged to someone I'd been running from my entire life.

Someone I'd buried under suits and swagger and masculine posturing.

Someone who recognized Eve's commands not as humiliation but as permission.

The door swung open without warning, and I yanked my hand from the mirror, suddenly desperate to escape my own reflection. What was happening to me? Each day under Eve's control pushed me further from the man I thought I was. Each small surrender made the next one easier. Was there even a line anymore I wouldn't cross?

"Impressive sales figures," Eve announced, waltzing in with a tablet in hand. She didn't look up immediately, scrolling through what I assumed were the transaction records. "Twelve thousand from one appointment? That's exceptional even by our standards."

My mouth went dry. "Mrs. Calloway is a good customer."

"Was a good customer," Eve corrected, finally meeting my eyes. "Now she's your customer. She specifically mentioned your 'intuitive understanding' of her needs." Her lips curved into that knowing smile I'd grown to fear. "Women recognize when someone truly sees them."

I swallowed hard. "I was just doing my job."

"No." Eve set down the tablet, moving closer. "You were doing your job better than you ever have. The numbers don't lie." She gestured to the screen where my sales metrics glowed green. "Your performance has improved 32% since our arrangement began."

Arrangement. Such a clinical word for my systematic dismantling.

"The feminine touch suits you," she continued, circling behind me to face the mirror. Her hands settled on my shoulders, positioning me to confront my reflection again. "Your customers think so too. Janet overheard Mrs. Calloway telling her friends how refreshing it was to work with Marcy."

"Marcy?" The name hit like a physical blow.

"Mmm. They misheard, apparently." Eve's fingers squeezed gently. "But they seemed to like it. Marcy feels more... approachable than Marcus, don't you think?"

I stared at my reflection once more—the softened features, the graceful posture I couldn't seem to shake now. The person who had sold twelve thousand dollars of merchandise with intuitive understanding of women's needs.

"Marcy," I whispered, testing the sound.

Eve's breath whispered against my ear, warm and electrifying. Her fingers traced the delicate line of my neck, a featherlight touch that sent shivers down my spine.

"See? Such a clever girl," she murmured, her lips barely grazing my skin, "adapting so beautifully." The praise landed like silk, wrapping around me, pulling me deeper into her carefully constructed world.

Something inside me shifted, clicked into place. Like a key turning in a lock I hadn't known existed. The name didn't feel foreign on my tongue. It felt like an introduction to someone I'd always known was there.

Eve's hand reached around, her fingers gripping my jaw with gentle but undeniable authority. She turned my face slightly, forcing my eyes to meet hers in the mirror's reflection. My breath caught as she pressed closer, her body warm against my back, her lips brushing the shell of my ear.

"Tomorrow," she whispered, her voice like velvet wrapped around steel, "you'll come to work as Marcy. No halfway measures, no hiding behind Marcus anymore." Her thumb stroked my cheek, smearing the makeup slightly. "And the most terrifying part? You're going to thank me for it."

The worst part was, I already knew she was right.


Chapter four
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Three weeks later, I stood before my bathroom mirror, no longer fighting the reflection staring back at me. My morning routine had evolved from fumbling panic to something approaching artistry. The mascara wand glided across my lashes with practiced ease—no more poking myself in the eye or clumpy disasters.

"Just a touch more blush," I murmured, blending the soft pink across my cheekbones. The transformation wasn't just physical. Each morning ritual felt less like putting on a costume and more like revealing who I'd always been beneath the surface.

I selected a forest green pencil skirt and cream blouse from the growing collection Eve had "suggested" I purchase. My fingers traced the silky material, remembering how she'd run her hand down the fabric in the store, her fingertips grazing my arm as she'd whispered, "This color will make your eyes pop, Marcy."

The way she said my name—my name—still sent shivers racing down my spine.

I slipped into the outfit, no longer awkward with zippers and hooks. My body moved differently now—smoother, more fluid. The stiff, squared shoulders of Marcus had melted into Marcy's elegant posture without conscious thought.

The boutique had never performed better. Last week, I'd broken the monthly sales record in just three weeks. Customers requested me specifically, leaving glowing reviews about "Marcy's incredible eye for style" and "understanding what women really want."

Because I did understand. I saw their insecurities, their desires, their need to be seen—because I felt them too.

"You're a natural," Eve had said yesterday, her hand lingering on my lower back as she leaned in to examine a display I'd arranged. Her perfume had enveloped me, making it impossible to focus on her words. "Your transformation has exceeded my expectations."

I'd felt her breath against my neck, seen the hunger in her eyes when she thought I wasn't looking. The same hunger that kept me awake at night, imagining her hands on me, commanding me, praising me.

This morning, she'd texted: My office. 9AM sharp. Wear the green outfit.

My pulse quickened as I applied a final coat of lip gloss. Whatever Eve had planned, I was no longer just submitting to avoid exposure.

I was running toward it.

Eve's office always smelled like her—expensive perfume and power. I stood in front of her desk, hands clasped at my waist, pleased by how the green skirt hugged my curves. Her eyes traveled up my body with deliberate slowness, a half-smile playing at her lips.

"Marcy," she said, my name like velvet in her mouth. "Your performance has been exemplary. Sales are up thirty percent since your... adjustment."

"Thank you, Ma'am." The words flowed naturally now. I no longer hesitated before acknowledging her authority.

"However," Eve continued, opening her desk drawer, "I remain concerned about one area."

My stomach tightened. "I've followed every instruction—"

"Not discipline. Temptation." She placed a small black box on the desk between us. "You've proven your value on the floor, but inventory still presents an opportunity for... weakness."

I stared at the box, uncomprehending. "I haven't taken anything else. I wouldn't—"

"Open it."

My fingers trembled as I lifted the lid. Inside, nestled in black velvet, lay a clear plastic device with a small silver lock. My breath caught in my throat as recognition dawned.

A chastity cage.

"What—" I couldn't finish the sentence. Blood rushed to my face, then elsewhere, creating an immediate and humiliating physical response.

"This is about building complete trust, Marcy." Eve rose from her chair, circling the desk with predatory grace. "You've made remarkable progress, but your body still betrays conflicting desires."

"I don't need that," I whispered, even as my erection strained against the silky underwear I now wore daily.

"Your body disagrees." Eve's hand brushed against my hip, sending electricity through me. "This isn't punishment. It's protection—from yourself, from temptation."

Her hand drifted casually across my hip, fingers grazing the growing tension beneath the silky fabric, her movement so deliberately nonchalant it might have seemed accidental—as if she were simply reaching to pull the black box closer across the desk's polished surface.

My thoughts scattered like startled birds. This was too much. Wearing women's clothes at work was one thing. Makeup, even. But this was—

"This is insane," I said, but my voice lacked conviction.

"Is it?" Eve leaned closer, her body heat radiating against me. "Tell me honestly—have you touched yourself thinking about our arrangement?"

The truth burned in my throat. Every night for weeks, I'd been haunted by fantasies of Eve controlling me, transforming me, owning me. I'd stroked myself to shameful completion imagining her voice commanding me, praising me.

I pause, my throat tight with conflict. Eve's eyes bore into me, waiting.

"Remember, Marcy. Use your words. Say it," she prompts, her voice low and razor-sharp.

"Yes," I admitted, barely audible.

"And afterward? Guilt? Confusion? Promises to resist next time?" Her knowing smile cut through my defenses. "The cage eliminates that cycle. No more conflict. Just clarity."

My cock throbbed traitorously. This was wrong. Humiliating. Invasive.

Intoxicating.

"I can't," I said, even as part of me screamed yes, please.

Eve lifted the device from its velvet nest. "You already wear everything I've selected. Your body already responds to my commands. This is simply the next step in your journey."

"My journey to what?" I asked, voice cracking.

"To becoming my good little sissy girl." Eve's smile was knowing, predatory. "Isn't that what you promised? Or are you going back on our arrangement now?"

Her fingers traced the outline of my erection through the skirt, making me shiver involuntarily.

"This isn't about denying your pleasure. It's about redirecting it. Teaching you that true fulfillment comes from submission, not control."

My resistance was crumbling like sand against the tide. The thought of being locked away, my most basic function controlled by her, sent conflicting waves of panic and desire crashing through me.

"Look at me," Eve commanded.

I raised my eyes to meet hers.

"Tell me you don't want this," she challenged. "Tell me, and we'll put it away."

My mouth opened, but the lie wouldn't come.

I couldn't speak. Eve's fingers traced the waistband of my skirt, each light touch sending electricity through my body. My breath caught as her hand moved lower, hovering just above where I throbbed with need.

"You've come so far already," she murmured, her voice a silken caress. "Remember how resistant you were at first? And now look at you."

Her eyes held mine, refusing to let me look away from this moment of truth. The plastic cage sat between us, both threat and promise.

"I..." My voice failed as her fingertip traced a delicate circle on my hip.

"You want to please me, don't you?" Eve asked, her question hanging in the air between us.

I nodded, unable to deny what had become my driving purpose.

"Use your words, Marcy. I need to hear you say it."

"Yes," I whispered, then stronger: "Yes, I want to please you."

Her smile was reward enough, lighting something warm inside me. "Good girl. That's what I like to hear."

The praise washed over me like sunshine. My knees felt weak as she circled behind me, her hands resting lightly on my shoulders. I could feel her breath against my neck.

"You love how it feels to be my good little sissy girl, don't you?"

Another nod, more eager this time. The truth was undeniable.

"Say it," she commanded softly.

"I love being your good little sissy girl," I admitted, the words bringing both shame and profound relief.

Eve's hands slid down my arms, her touch feather-light but impossible to ignore. "The cage is the next step in your journey. No more confusion. No more fighting what you truly want."

Her fingers traced patterns across my back, each touch making me arch slightly toward her. My resistance was melting under her skilled hands.

"Think of how feminine you'll feel," she continued, her voice dropping lower, "once that pathetic thing is locked away, reduced to being a useless little clitty."

I should have been offended. Should have been angry. Instead, I felt a rush of desire so powerful my legs trembled. The image she painted—me completely feminized, even in the most private way—was overwhelming.

Eve's hand moved lower, one finger delicately tracing the outline of my straining erection through the fabric of my skirt. The touch was barely there—a whisper of pressure that sent shockwaves through my entire body.

"Look how desperate you are," she murmured, her voice rich with amusement. "Your body knows what it is, even if your mind is still catching up. This isn't a man's reaction, is it? This is a sissy begging to be controlled."

I gasped, unable to form words as her finger continued its torturous path. My hips betrayed me, pushing forward slightly into her touch.

"See? You can't even help yourself," Eve continued, her smile audible in her voice. "Real men don't tremble like this from a simple touch. Real men don't wear pretty green skirts and blush when they're spoken to."

Each word stripped away another layer of my defenses. I should have been furious, shouting, defending myself, should have been fighting back—but instead, I was melting, dissolving under the dual assault of her touch and her words.

"What are you, Marcy? Tell me what you really are."

"I'm—" My voice cracked as her finger pressed slightly harder. "I'm your sissy."

Her approving hum vibrated through me like electricity. "And what do good sissies do?"

"They obey," I whispered, surrendering completely.

"Your pleasure will come from serving me, not from that." She gestured dismissively toward my straining erection, as if offended by it now. "Isn't that what you truly want?"

I nodded frantically, no longer capable of denial.

"Tell me what you want, Marcy. I need to hear you ask for it."

The last threads of Marcus's pride unraveled completely. I turned to face her, my eyes meeting hers with newfound clarity.

"Please," I whispered, then found my voice. "Please lock me up. I want to be completely yours. I want to feel... feminine. All the time. In every way."

Eve's smile was triumphant but also strangely tender. "That's my good girl."

I had crossed a line I could never uncross. The strangest part wasn't the shame I expected to feel—it was the overwhelming sense of rightness, of coming home to myself.

"Thank you," I breathed, surprising myself with my gratitude.

"Don't thank me yet," Eve replied, picking up the cage. "We're just getting started."

Eve’s words hung in the air, heavy with promise and threat. My heart slammed against my ribs, a wild, trapped thing. The black box sat on her desk, the clear plastic cage inside gleaming like a cruel joke.

“Lift your skirt, Marcy,” Eve commanded, her voice low and smooth, slicing through my hesitation. “Be a good little sissy slut and show me what we’re working with.”

My fingers trembled as they gripped the hem of the green pencil skirt. Heat flooded my face, but I couldn’t resist her. Not anymore. I tugged the fabric up, inch by inch, until it bunched at my waist. The cool air hit my thighs, intensifying the humiliating exposure.

Eve’s eyes dropped to the silk panties I wore beneath, a smirk curling her lips. A damp spot darkened the front, stark evidence of my body’s betrayal. She tutted softly, a sound of mock disappointment, and wagged a finger at me.

“Look at this mess,” she drawled, her tone dripping with amusement. “Such a naughty girl, leaking all over your pretty panties already. What a desperate little thing you are.”

“I’m sorry,” I stammered, my voice barely a whisper. Shame burned through me, hot and sharp. “I’m sorry for making a mess, Ma’am.”

“You should be,” she replied, her gaze pinning me in place. “But we’ll fix that soon enough. Pull them down. Now.”

My hands shook harder as I hooked my thumbs into the waistband. The silk slid down my thighs, slow and torturous, until the panties pooled at my ankles. My cock sprang free, painfully hard, bobbing in the air like a pathetic plea for mercy. I wanted to cover myself, to hide, but Eve’s stare rooted me to the spot.

She stepped closer, then, to my shock, lowered herself to her knees before me. The sight of Eve—statuesque, commanding Eve—kneeling should have felt like a victory. Instead, it was the ultimate power move. Her head tilted up, those deep brown eyes locking onto mine with predatory intent. She held the cage in her manicured hands, the plastic catching the light as if mocking me.

“Hold still,” she instructed, her voice a velvet blade. “Let’s get this pathetic little clitty under control, shall we?”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry as sandpaper. My cock twitched at her words, a traitor to the last scraps of my dignity. Eve’s fingers were cool as they brushed against my skin, sending a jolt through me. She gripped the base of my shaft with clinical precision, no tenderness, just purpose. My breath hitched, a desperate gasp escaping before I could stop it.

“Shh,” she murmured, almost soothing, though her smirk told me she relished every second of my torment. “You begged for this, remember? You wanted to be completely mine.”

I nodded, unable to speak, as she slid the ring of the cage over my balls first. The plastic was cold, foreign, constricting as it settled into place. My skin prickled with goosebumps, every nerve on edge. Then came the cage itself, the clear tube enveloping my aching cock. It was tight—too tight—forcing my erection down, caging it like a wild animal. Pain and pressure mixed with a sick, twisted thrill. I bit my lip, stifling a whimper, as my hips jerked involuntarily.

“None of that,” Eve chided, her hand firm on my thigh, pinning me in place. “You don’t get to move. You don’t get to decide. This—” She tapped the cage lightly, the vibration shooting through me like lightning. “—this belongs to me now.”

My mind reeled, a storm of shame and surrender. The cage squeezed me, relentless, trapping my arousal in a prison of plastic. I felt small, exposed, utterly powerless—and fuck, part of me loved it. The part of me that was Marcy, not Marcus, screamed with a dark, forbidden joy. This was it. No more hiding. No more pretending I had control.

Eve produced the tiny silver lock, dangling it before me like a taunt. “Last chance, Marcy. Tell me to stop.”

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. My body trembled, caught between terror and need. I couldn’t say no. I didn’t want to.

“That’s what I thought,” she purred, sliding the lock through the cage’s mechanism. The click as it snapped shut echoed in my ears, louder than a gunshot. Final. Irreversible. My cock strained against its new confines, the pressure agonizing, a constant reminder of my submission.

I looked down at myself, at the clear plastic trapping me, at Eve still kneeling but somehow more powerful than ever. My chest heaved, breaths short and ragged. Heat prickled behind my eyes, not from sadness, but from the raw, overwhelming truth of it all. I wasn’t just playing a role anymore. I was hers—body, mind, and soul.

Eve rose gracefully, her hand trailing up my thigh as she stood, leaving fire in its wake. She cupped my chin, forcing me to meet her gaze. “Look at you,” she said, her voice soft but laced with steel. “My perfect little sissy, all locked up and pretty. How does it feel?”

“Strange,” I whispered, voice cracking. “Tight. Humiliating.” I paused, then admitted the rest. “Right.”

Her smile was a reward, warm and dangerous all at once. “Good girl. You’ll get used to it. And soon, you’ll forget you ever felt any other way.”

I adjusted my underwear and lowered my skirt, marveling at how different everything felt. My center of gravity had changed. My awareness of my body had transformed.

Eve's hand cupped my cheek, her touch gentle now. "You've taken such an important step today, Marcy. I'm proud of you."

Those words—her pride, her approval—washed over me like warm sunshine. I leaned into her touch, craving more of that validation.

"Thank you," I whispered, meaning it more deeply than I'd ever meant anything.

"This is just the beginning," Eve promised, her thumb stroking my cheek. "Now, fix your makeup and get back to the floor. You have customers waiting."

I nodded, suddenly eager to return to work, to move through the world in this new state—contained, controlled, and strangely empowered by my submission.

As I turned to leave, Eve called after me, "Oh, and Marcy? I'll be keeping the key with me at all times."

The thought of her holding that small silver key—the literal key to my release, to my pleasure—sent a shiver through me that the cage couldn't quite contain.

I was hers now, completely and utterly. And somehow, that felt like freedom.

My caged cock throbbed in protest, a dull ache that pulsed with every heartbeat. Eve’s perfectly elegant hand dangle the key like a taunt, a promise, a threat, a temptation, and I wondered—God help me—if she’d ever let me out.

Or if I even wanted her to.


Chapter five
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"Regional showcase," Eve announced, dropping the glossy invitation on my desk. "Two weeks from Saturday. You'll be representing Luxe Femme as our premier style consultant."

My stomach plummeted. "The showcase? But that's—"

"The biggest retail fashion event of the season," she finished, leaning against my desk. "CEOs, buyers, industry press. Everyone who matters will be there." Her perfectly manicured nail tapped the invitation. "And you, Marcy, will be our star."

I stared at the embossed card, my name—my new name—already printed in elegant script: Marcy Reid, Style Consultant. The cage between my legs seemed to tighten, a physical reminder of my new reality.

"I can't possibly—"

"You can and you will," Eve cut me off, her voice silky but unyielding. "You've increased our VIP sales by thirty percent. The numbers don't lie, even if you still do."

My hands trembled as I picked up the invitation. This wasn't just another day in the store with sympathetic customers. This was public. Professional. Permanent.

"What if someone recognizes me?" My voice cracked.

Eve's laugh was musical, dismissive. "Darling, look at yourself. Marcus disappeared weeks ago."

She wasn't wrong. My hair had grown out, softly framing my face. My skin glowed from the skincare regimen she'd imposed. Even my posture had changed—shoulders back but relaxed, neck elongated, movements fluid rather than rigid.

"I've already selected your wardrobe," Eve continued, producing a tablet and swiping through images. "Taupe silk blouse, burgundy pencil skirt, statement necklace. Professional but feminine. You'll have a forty-minute presentation on fall accessory trends."

My heart raced, part terror, part thrill. The cage throbbed, a constant reminder of my submission and strange new desires.

"We'll practice your presentation daily," she said, moving behind me, hands on my shoulders. "Voice modulation, gestures, audience engagement. By showcase day, you'll be flawless."

Her fingers traced my collarbone, sending shivers down my spine. "This is your coming out party, Marcy. Your official introduction to the world."

I swallowed hard, nodding. "Yes, Ma'am."

"Good girl," she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. "Make me proud."

And God help me, that's exactly what I wanted to do.

Eve's fingers traced small circles on my shoulders, each touch sending electric currents through my body. The cage between my legs felt impossibly tight.

"Tell me, Marcy," she murmured, her lips close enough to my ear that I could feel her warm breath. "Has the cage been helping you stay... focused?"

I nodded quickly. Too quickly.

"Words, darling. Use your words."

"Yes, Ma'am. Very focused."

Her hand slid down my arm, fingernails lightly scratching the sensitive skin. "No distractions? No inappropriate thoughts during client consultations?"

My pulse quickened. The cage throbbed painfully as my body tried to respond to her proximity, her scent, her deliberate touches.

"N-no distractions," I lied.

Eve circled around, perching on my desk directly in front of me. Her skirt rode up just enough to reveal the lace tops of her stockings. My mouth went dry.

"I don't believe you." Her voice dropped an octave. "Your eyes betray you, Marcy. They always have."

She leaned forward, close enough that I could see the flecks of gold in her brown eyes. Her hand cupped my cheek, thumb brushing across my bottom lip.

"I think we need to properly test your focus."

Before I could respond, she stood and walked to the door. The soft click of the lock echoed in the suddenly silent office.

"Ma'am?" My voice sounded strange, breathless.

Eve returned to her designer bag, removing something I couldn't quite see. "The showcase requires absolute concentration. I can't have you distracted by... urges."

She turned, and my heart nearly stopped. In her hand was a sleek black strap-on harness, the silicone appendage gleaming under the office lights.

"I need to know if you can maintain composure under pressure," she explained, her tone businesslike despite the implement in her hand. "Consider this your first evaluation."

"I'm not gay," I blurted out, the words tumbling from my lips before I could stop them. My hands gripped the arms of my chair, knuckles white with tension.

Eve's expression didn't change, but something flickered in her eyes—amusement, understanding, perhaps both. She set the harness on my desk and stepped closer, towering over me in her heels.

"Of course not," she said softly, her voice like warm honey. One perfectly manicured hand reached out, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. "You're a good little girl, aren't you, Marcy?"

The words hit me like an electric current. Good little girl. Something deep inside me unlocked, cracked open. My breath caught in my throat.

No one had ever called me good before. Not like this. Not with this tender certainty that reached past all my defenses.

And girl—not as mockery or humiliation, but as simple truth.

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes. The cage between my legs throbbed painfully, but it was nothing compared to the ache in my chest—a yearning so profound it threatened to tear me apart.

"Am I?" I whispered, my voice small and vulnerable. "A good girl?"

Eve's smile was radiant, approving. "The very best, when you stop fighting yourself."

I knew my eyes betrayed everything—just like she said. Those hazel depths couldn't hide my complete surrender, even if I wanted to.

"Stand up," she commanded.

I obeyed instantly, my legs unsteady.

"Hands on the desk. Bend over."

The world narrowed to just her voice, just this moment. I placed my palms flat on the cool surface of my desk and leaned forward, my breath coming in short gasps.

"Remember," Eve whispered, her hands lifting my skirt with agonizing slowness, "this is about focus. Control. Proving you're ready for the showcase."

I closed my eyes, surrendering completely. "Yes, Ma'am."

My heart slammed against my ribcage as I bent over the desk, palms sweaty against the polished wood. The air in the office felt thick, charged, every breath a struggle. Eve’s presence behind me was a tangible force, commanding and inescapable.

Her hands moved with deliberate slowness, fingers hooking into the waistband of my panties—silk, pale pink, chosen under her strict instruction. She tugged them down, the fabric sliding over my thighs, cool air hitting my exposed skin. A shiver raced through me, not just from the chill, but from the raw vulnerability of it all.

“Spread your legs, Marcy,” she ordered, voice low and smooth, a velvet whip.

I complied. Instantly. My feet shifted apart, the cage between my legs pulling tight, a constant, humiliating reminder. Heat flooded my face, my chest, everywhere. Shame and need twisted together, a knot I couldn’t unravel.

Her hand pressed against the small of my back, firm and possessive, pushing me down until my chest nearly touched the desk. My breath hitched, body trembling under her control. I was hers to mold, to command, and that realization sent a jolt straight through me—sharp, electric, undeniable.

“Good girl,” she purred, and those words melted me, seeping into every corner of my fractured mind. I wanted more of that praise, craved it like air.

I heard her shift, then the soft, deliberate sound of her spitting. My pulse skyrocketed. Her fingers, slick and warm, touched me, smearing wetness over my entrance with a precision that made me gasp. The sensation was invasive, intimate, overwhelming. My body tensed, then softened under her touch, a traitor to my lingering doubts. Heat pooled low, the cage an agonizing barrier to what my body screamed for.

“Relax, darling,” Eve murmured, leaning in close. Her breath was hot against my ear, her voice dripping with seduction, wrapping around me like a silken trap. “You’re doing so well. Let me take care of you.”

Her words unraveled me. My knees weakened, a whimper escaping my lips before I could stop it. I felt small, exposed, yet strangely safe under her control. The push and pull inside me raged—part of me screamed to resist, to reclaim some shred of the old Marcus, but the larger part, the louder part, begged to surrender. To be hers. Completely.

Her fingers teased, circled, preparing me with a tenderness that contrasted the raw dominance of her posture. My breath came in shallow pants, every nerve alight, hyper-aware of her every move. The cage throbbed, a cruel restraint, amplifying every sensation until I was dizzy with it. Sweat beaded on my forehead, my hands gripping the desk like a lifeline.

Then, she pulled back. I heard the rustle of fabric, the faint clink of the harness as she adjusted it. My stomach clenched, anticipation and fear tangling into a tight coil. I knew what was coming, and the weight of that knowledge pressed down on me, heavy and inevitable.

“Stay still,” she commanded, and I froze, every muscle locked in place.

The cold, heavy head of the strap-on brushed against me, a shock of sensation that made me flinch. It was unyielding, alien, pressing just enough to hint at what was to come. My breath stopped, caught in my throat, as my mind spun with a thousand conflicting thoughts—panic, desire, surrender. Eve’s hand tightened on my hip, grounding me, claiming me.

Then, slowly—agonizingly—she pushed forward, breaching me with a deliberate, controlled thrust.

A sharp, searing pain shot through me, raw and invasive, stealing the air from my lungs. My body tensed, every muscle locking up as I fought the urge to cry out. It was too much, too full, a burning stretch that felt like it would split me apart. But beneath the pain, there was something else—a strange, overwhelming sense of being claimed, of being utterly hers. My heart pounded so hard I thought it might crack my ribs.

“Shh, Marcy,” Eve murmured, her voice a low purr, dripping with authority. “Take it. You can take it for me.” Her other hand slid up my back, fingers splaying across my shoulder, pressing me down with possessive weight. The stance was commanding, unbreakable—she owned this moment, owned me.

The pain ebbed slightly as she paused, letting me adjust, but the fullness remained, heavy and inescapable. My thighs trembled, the cage between my legs throbbing with a desperate, futile ache. A slow, cold trickle slid along my spine, every hair on my body on edge, every touch now a thousand sharp points of feeling. Then she moved again, a slow, deliberate thrust, deeper this time. The burn flared, but so did a creeping warmth, a reluctant pleasure coiling low in my gut.

“You feel that, don’t you?” Eve’s voice was a velvet blade, cutting through my haze. “Your team’s right out there, sweetheart. Gossiping, going about their day. Imagine their faces if they caught their boss like this.”

My eyes widened, panic spiking through the haze of sensation. I could hear faint voices beyond the door—murmurs of daily tasks, laughter. The thought of them hearing me, seeing me like this, sent a flush of mortified heat through my chest. I bit my lip, hard, trying to stifle the whimper clawing up my throat.

Another thrust, firmer now, and the pain began to blur into something else—something primal, overwhelming. My body rocked forward with her movement, the desk creaking under my weight. A soft moan escaped before I could stop it, and I slapped a hand over my mouth, muffling the sound. My palm pressed tight, fingers trembling against my lips.

“Tsk, tsk,” Eve chided, her tone laced with mock disapproval. “Such a noisy little girl. Do you want everyone to know what a desperate thing you are?” Her hand on my shoulder tightened, pulling me back into her rhythm. “Keep quiet, Marcy. Or I’ll have to stop—and you don’t want that, do you?”

No. God, no. I shook my head, frantic, my muffled breaths hot against my hand. She chuckled, a dark, knowing sound, and picked up her pace. Each thrust came faster, harder, driving into me with a precision that made my vision blur. The pain was still there, a sharp edge, but it melted into waves of pleasure, each one crashing harder than the last. My body betrayed me, hips rocking back to meet her, chasing that forbidden heat.

Fullness. Pressure. Heat. Every nerve screamed with it, my mind fracturing under the onslaught. Eve’s grip on my shoulder was iron, her thrusts relentless now, the rhythm punishing. My muffled gasps grew ragged, hand slipping slightly as I struggled to contain the sounds spilling from me. The cage pulsed, an exquisite torture, trapping me on the edge of something I couldn’t reach.

“That’s it,” Eve growled, voice rough with dominance. “Give in, Marcy. Let me break you open.”

My world was nothing but sensation, a storm of heat and pressure tearing through me. Eve’s thrusts drove deeper, faster, each one a brutal claim that shattered any lingering resistance. My body rocked against the desk, the wood groaning under my weight, my trembling hands barely holding me up. Tears burned hot trails down my cheeks, the salty sting mixing with the raw, overwhelming need consuming me.

“Fuck, Marcy,” Eve gasped, her voice ragged now, laced with primal hunger. Her breaths came in sharp, desperate moans, mirroring the chaos inside me. “Look at you, taking it like a perfect little slut. So goddamn pretty when you cry for me.”

Her words sliced through me, a twisted blend of venom and worship that made my chest ache. My whimpers broke free, soft and pathetic, muffled against my shaking hand. The cage between my legs throbbed mercilessly, trapping me in a hell of denied release. Every nerve screamed, every muscle quivered, my body a live wire under her control.

“Please,” I choked out, voice cracking through the tears. “I need… I… I’m going to…”

“No,” Eve snapped, her tone cutting like a whip despite her breathless panting. Her hand gripped my hip tighter, nails digging into my flesh, grounding me in the storm. “You don’t get to, darling. This is about focus, remember? Proving you can handle the pressure.”

A sob tore from my throat, raw and desperate. The denial was torture, a cruel edge sharpening every thrust, every sensation. Her moans grew louder, unrestrained now, a sultry soundtrack to my unraveling. “God, you’re such a filthy little thing,” she growled, her voice dripping with lust. “Bent over your own desk, crying while I fuck you senseless. You love this, don’t you, my sweet, broken girl?”

Yes. No. I didn’t know anymore. My mind fractured, split between shame and a dark, aching want. Tears streamed faster, blurring my vision, as my body betrayed me, arching back into her rhythm. The fullness, the burn, the heat—it was too much, yet not enough. I was drowning in it, in her, my whimpers rising to a keening pitch. “Please, Ma’am… I can’t… I need…”

“Shh,” she hissed, a moan breaking through her command. Her pace faltered for a split second, her own control slipping as her breaths came in hitched gasps. Then she steadied, ruthless again. “You’ll take what I give you, Marcy. Nothing more. Be my good, obedient pet and hold on.”

I bit my lip, hard, the metallic taste of blood grounding me as another wave of desperate need crashed through. The cage was a vise, an unyielding torment, keeping me teetering on the brink. My thighs shook, knees threatening to buckle, as Eve’s thrusts grew erratic, her moans spilling out in a torrent of raw sound. “Fuck, you feel so good to break,” she panted, her voice thick with desire. “Such a perfect, pathetic little toy for me.”

My sobs mingled with her gasps, the air heavy with our shared desperation. I wanted to scream, to beg, to shatter under the pressure building inside me. But her words pinned me down as much as her body did—focus, control, denial. Each thrust pushed me closer to an edge I couldn’t cross, a peak I couldn’t reach. Tears soaked my cheeks, my voice a broken whisper. “Ma’am… please…”

“Not yet,” Eve growled through a moan, her grip tightening, possessive and fierce. “Show me you’re mine, Marcy. Prove you can wait.”

My ears rang, a high-pitched whine drowning out everything but the thunder of my own pulse. Vision blurred at the edges, the office dissolving into a haze of muted colors and smeared shapes. My body felt distant, numb, every sensation zeroing in on the searing, agonizing ache between my legs. The cage was a brutal prison, trapping me in a torturous limbo of near-release. I was so close, teetering on the brink, my entire being reduced to that desperate, throbbing need.

Eve’s thrusts pounded into me, relentless, each one a hammer blow to my crumbling control. My hips jerked forward, instinctively chasing the peak I could almost taste. Sobs broke free, ragged and raw, my tears soaking the desk beneath me. I was going to—oh God, I was going to come, even with the cage, even without touch. The pressure built, unbearable, a tidal wave ready to crash. My breath hitched, a keening whimper spilling out. Just one more thrust, one more—

“Enough,” Eve’s voice sliced through, cold and final, her movements halting with brutal precision. “You don’t deserve it yet, Marcy.”

The world shattered. A cry tore from my throat, pure devastation, as she pulled back, withdrawing with agonizing slowness. The sudden emptiness was a gut punch, leaving me hollow, aching, raw. My body screamed in protest, hips bucking uselessly against the air, seeking friction that wasn’t there. I was leaking, trembling, a mess of sweat and tears, my thighs quivering with the aftershocks of denied release. The cage throbbed, cruel and unyielding, mocking my desperation.

I collapsed forward, chest heaving against the desk, my hands clawing at the wood as if it could anchor me. Every nerve was alight, oversensitive, the absence of her touch a torment worse than the act itself. My breaths came in shuddering gasps, the ringing in my ears fading to a dull hum, reality creeping back in sharp, painful fragments. I felt broken, undone, a pathetic shell of need and frustration.

Eve’s hand rested lightly on my back, a mocking caress. “There, there, darling. You did so well… almost.” Her voice dripped with dark amusement, a promise of more to come.

Eve leaned down, her body pressed against my back, her lips brushing my ear. "Shh, it's okay," she whispered, fingers gently stroking my hair. The tenderness after such brutality made fresh tears spring to my eyes.

"Look up, Marcy," she commanded softly. "I want you to see yourself."

My gaze lifted reluctantly to the full-length mirror in the corner of my office. The reflection hit me like a physical blow.

There I was—bent over my own desk, skirt hiked up around my waist, panties twisted around my trembling thighs. My makeup was ruined, mascara tracking down flushed cheeks in dark rivers. My lips were swollen where I'd bitten them to keep quiet. My hands still gripped the edge of the desk, knuckles white with tension.

And behind me stood Eve—composed, powerful, the harness still secured around her hips. Her hair was barely disturbed, her lipstick perfect. Only the flush across her chest and the predatory gleam in her eyes revealed what she'd just done to me.

The contrast was staggering. Me—utterly wrecked, trembling, destroyed. Her—triumphant, controlled, magnificent.

"Look at yourself," Eve murmured, one hand still stroking my hair while the other traced the curve of my exposed hip. "This is who you really are. Not some pretend retail manager playing dress-up in suits and authority."

My breath hitched as her fingers tightened in my hair, turning my face more fully toward the mirror.

"This beautiful, broken creature. My good girl."

The words sank into me, past all defenses. I couldn't look away from my reflection—from the truth of what I'd become. What I'd always been, perhaps.

"Say it," Eve urged, her voice gentle but unyielding. "Tell me who you are."

My lips parted, voice barely audible. "I'm... your good girl."

Something settled in me then—a piece falling into place that had been misaligned my entire life. The relief was so profound it hurt, a sweet ache spreading through my chest.

"Yes," Eve smiled, pressing a soft kiss to my temple. "And you always will be."

Eve's lips, soft as a breath, touch the curve of my cheek—feeling the heat of her approval, the gentle finality of her kiss.

I closed my eyes, surrendering to the truth reflected in the mirror. Not Marcus pretending to be Marcy, but Marcy—finally, completely free.


Chapter six
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I glided across the showcase floor, champagne flute in hand, my heels clicking with purpose on the polished marble. The Luxe Femme booth sparkled under strategic lighting, our fall accessories displayed like jewels against midnight velvet. My confidence wasn't an act anymore—it flowed through me, authentic and electric.

"This scarf would complement your coloring beautifully," I suggested to the department store buyer from Chicago, draping the silk across her shoulders. "See how it brings out the amber in your eyes?"

She smiled, catching her reflection in our mirror. "You're absolutely right. I'll take three for our Michigan Avenue location."

I made notes on my tablet, adding her selections to the growing list of orders. My body moved with natural grace now, no longer calculating each gesture. The transformation that had begun as humiliation had become liberation—my hands knew instinctively how to showcase a bracelet, my voice found the perfect pitch to make women feel understood.

"Marcy, darling," called a voice that sent ripples down my spine. Eve approached with two men in expensive suits—regional VPs I recognized from corporate headshots. "These gentlemen were just admiring our presentation."

I extended my hand, meeting their eyes with practiced warmth. "Pleasure to meet you both. Would you like to see our bestsellers from today's showcase?"

The taller executive nodded approvingly. "Ms. Andrews has been singing your praises. I can see why—your customer conversion rate is impressive."

"Marcy has a natural talent for understanding what women truly want," Eve said, her hand resting possessively at the small of my back. "She connects with customers on an intuitive level."

"We should consider this approach for other locations," the second executive said, examining our sales figures on a nearby tablet. "Whatever you're doing here is working brilliantly."

Pride bloomed in my chest—not the defensive, masculine pride I'd once clung to, but something deeper, more authentic. I caught Eve's eye, saw the subtle nod of approval that meant more than any corporate praise.

"It's all about making women feel seen," I explained, arranging a display of statement necklaces. "Understanding their desires, sometimes before they do."

The executives exchanged impressed glances.

"Well, Ms. Reid, you've certainly made an impact today," the taller one said. "Ms. Andrews, you've found quite the asset in your new style consultant."

Eve's fingers pressed gently against my back, a secret reminder of exactly who I belonged to. "Yes," she agreed, her voice silky with satisfaction. "Marcy is absolutely irreplaceable to me now."

I smiled, basking in their approval while savoring the deeper truth only Eve and I understood—how completely I'd surrendered to become this version of myself.

I collapsed onto the hotel suite's plush sofa, kicking off my heels with a sigh of relief. The showcase had been a triumph—orders exceeding projections, executives impressed, my presentation flawless. I'd never experienced professional success quite like this before, certainly not as Marcus.

"You were magnificent today." Eve entered from the adjoining room, still elegant in her emerald suit despite the long day. She carried a small black box tied with silver ribbon.

My pulse quickened. Eve's gifts always came with expectations.

"Thank you, Ma'am. The buyers seemed pleased with our collection."

"They were pleased with you." She sat beside me, close enough that I could smell her perfume—sandalwood and something darker. "Your transformation is remarkable. You've embraced what you truly are."

Heat crawled up my neck. "I've just been doing what you asked."

"No." Her fingers traced my jawline. "You've discovered yourself. I merely provided the opportunity."

She placed the box in my lap. My fingers trembled slightly as I pulled the ribbon loose.

Inside, nestled in black velvet, lay a sleek metal plug with a jeweled base that caught the light, throwing rainbow patterns across my hands.

"Do you remember how you felt bent over your desk?" Eve's voice dropped lower. "How your body opened for me? How you moaned when I filled you completely?"

I couldn't look away from the plug. "Yes, Ma'am."

"Have you missed that feeling? Being filled like the good sissy you are?"

The question unlocked something deep within me—that floating, surrendered space where I existed only to please her. I nodded, words temporarily beyond reach.

"Use your words, Marcy."

"I've missed it terribly," I whispered, truth spilling from my lips. "I've ached for it. Dreamt of it. I felt... complete. Like I finally understood what my body was made for."

Eve smiled, satisfaction illuminating her features. "This will help you remember who you are now, even when we're apart." Her fingers closed over mine around the plug. "With this inside you, you'll always feel like my perfect girl."

I leaned into her touch, craving the fullness that had awakened me to myself. "When can I wear it?"

Eve stood, extending her hand to me. "Come with me, Marcy."

I placed my hand in hers, feeling that familiar flutter in my chest when our skin connected. She led me to the bathroom, its marble surfaces gleaming under soft lighting. The large mirror reflected us both—Eve tall and commanding in her emerald suit, me looking softer, more delicate than I ever had as Marcus.

"Stand here," she instructed, positioning me in front of the sink.

With methodical precision, she began removing my showcase outfit—first the silk blouse, then the pencil skirt, leaving me in just my matching underwear. The cool air raised goosebumps across my skin.

"Look at yourself," Eve commanded, her hands resting on my shoulders. "Really look."

I met my reflection's eyes, seeing what customers and executives had seen today—someone graceful, poised, feminine. My body had changed subtly over these weeks—posture improved, movements more fluid, even my facial expressions softer.

"What do you see?" Eve asked, her breath warm against my ear.

"I see... Marcy," I whispered, surprised by the truth in those words.

"Tell me how it feels when you move like a woman," Eve instructed, her fingers tracing the curve where my neck met my shoulder.

"It feels..." I searched for the right word, "natural. Like I'm no longer fighting against myself."

Eve smiled. "Repeat after me: 'Moving with grace feels natural to me.'"

"Moving with grace feels natural to me," I echoed, watching my lips form the words in the mirror.

"When I speak softly, people listen more carefully."

I repeated the phrase, realizing its truth. As Marcus, I'd barked orders. As Marcy, I suggested, guided, and somehow commanded more genuine respect.

"My feminine presence brings out the best in others."

As I repeated this, I thought about today's showcase—how customers had opened up, how even those corporate executives had responded to my authentic self.

Eve's hands moved to my waist, her touch both possessive and reverent. "Look at how beautiful your transformation has been. The way you hold yourself now, the confidence in your eyes—this isn't just performance anymore, is it?"

I shook my head, unable to deny what we both saw in the mirror. "No. It's who I am now."

"Who are you?" Eve asked, her dark eyes holding mine in the reflection.

"I'm Marcy," I answered, my voice steady with conviction.

Eve reached for the black box on the counter, removing the jeweled plug. "This is a reminder of your journey—how far you've come, how much you've embraced your true self."

The symbolism wasn't lost on me. This wasn't just about physical sensation but about acceptance—carrying a secret affirmation of my transformation.

"Do you want this reminder, Marcy? Do you want to feel complete?"

I nodded, holding her gaze in the mirror. "Yes. I want to feel like your perfect girl, always."

"Ask properly," Eve instructed, her voice gentle but firm.

My cheeks flushed, but I didn't look away from my reflection. "Please, may I have this reminder? I want to feel... complete. Like the person I'm meant to be."

Eve smiled with approval, taking the plug in her hand. "You've come so far, Marcy. Tomorrow, you'll return to the showcase carrying this private affirmation of who you truly are. Each step, each smile, each perfect presentation will remind you that you're exactly where you belong—transformed, authentic, and mine."

Eve’s dark eyes locking with mine. Her words echoed in my mind—transformed, authentic, and mine. A shiver raced down my spine, not from the cool marble under my feet, but from the weight of what was coming. I wanted this. Needed it.

Eve’s hand rested on my hip, steady and firm, while her other held the jeweled plug, its metal cool against my skin as she prepared me. “You’re my perfect girl, Marcy,” she murmured, her voice a low, possessive caress. “This is just another step in claiming every part of you.”

I swallowed hard, my breath fogging the mirror slightly. My reflection stared back—wide hazel eyes, flushed cheeks, lips parted in anticipation. My body ached with memory, flashing back to that day in the office.

The strap-on. The way she’d bent me over the desk, filling me completely, stretching me open while coworkers chatted just outside.

That first, shocking fullness had shattered something in me, awakening a hunger I couldn’t deny. I’d moaned then, helpless, my body yielding before my mind could catch up.

Now, I craved that same surrender.

Her fingers moved with deliberate care, slick with lube, teasing and preparing me. A gasp escaped my lips at the first touch—cold, invasive, yet sparking a heat deep in my core. My legs trembled, but Eve’s grip on my hip anchored me.

“Look at yourself,” she commanded softly. “See how ready you are to be mine in every way.”

I couldn’t look away. My reflection showed every flicker of vulnerability, every twitch of need. The initial pressure of the plug made me tense, a sharp intake of breath hissing through my teeth.

Then, slowly, it pushed past resistance, sliding into place with a sensation that was both foreign and achingly familiar.

A low moan slipped out, my knees buckling slightly as that fullness settled inside me, heavy and unyielding. Just like before, but different—more intimate, more permanent.

“Oh god,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. The weight pressed against nerves I hadn’t known existed, sending electric tingles up my spine. Each tiny shift of my body intensified it, a constant reminder of Eve’s control. My hands gripped the edge of the sink, knuckles whitening, as heat unfurled inside me, settling deep between my hips.

Shame flickered briefly—shouldn’t I resist?—but it drowned under a wave of surrender. I wanted this. Wanted her to own me like this.

“You feel that, don’t you?” Eve’s voice curled around me, her breath hot against my ear. “That’s me inside you, Marcy. Always with you now, shaping you into exactly who you’re meant to be.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I breathed, my voice trembling with raw honesty. The plug’s jeweled base nestled against me, a secret only we shared, and with every subtle movement, it nudged deeper, echoing that day she’d taken me over the desk.

Back then, I’d fought the pleasure, horrified by my body’s betrayal. Now, I melted into it, my hips instinctively tilting to feel more. My chest heaved, each breath ragged, as I gave in completely. No more Marcus. Just Marcy—hers, utterly and irrevocably.

“That’s it,” Eve purred, her hand sliding up my back, possessive and reassuring. “You’re mine to fill, mine to transform. Every step you take tomorrow, you’ll feel this and remember who you belong to.”

I nodded, lost in the mirror, in her gaze, in the overwhelming sensation of being claimed. My body sang with it—full, stretched, owned. Surrender wasn’t just easy now; it was everything. How had I ever lived without this?

Eve's hands slid around my waist, drawing me back against her. "You've been so good today, Marcy," she murmured, her voice soft but commanding. Her fingers traced slow lines down my arms, leaving trails of fire in their wake, touching me like I was something precious she'd claimed.

Her lips brushed my neck, a light kiss that sent shivers racing across my skin. Heat slid through me like melted amber, slow and bright, while the ache between my legs coexisted with it—no longer a conflict, just another way she owned me.

I leaned into her, feeling the press of her body against mine, her breath hot against my ear. It wasn't just dominance now—it felt deeper, like she was seeing all of me and still choosing to stay.

"You've transformed so beautifully," she said, her hands gliding to my hips, thumbs rubbing circles over the sensitive skin. "Not just in appearance, but in how you carry yourself. That's why I'm promoting you to Senior Style Consultant. Business cards, your own assistant—everything official."

Surprise hit me like a spark, quick and bright. My mind raced, but the physical sensations grounded me—her fingers tracing my waist, the plug shifting slightly with my movement, making me gasp.

This wasn't just a power play any more. This was more than blackmail or games. It felt real, like we were building something together in this twisted dance of power.

"Eve..." I whispered, turning slightly to face her. Her eyes locked on mine, full of that quiet intensity that always undid me. "You're not just playing with me, are you? This is real for you, not just the arrangement..."

She smiled, her lips pressing another kiss to my neck, working their way up to my jaw. "No, Marcy. This is more than our arrangement now. It's partnership, with you right where you belong—at my side, evolving into the woman you were always meant to be."

Her kiss was a touch of pure affection, pressing through my skin, through the bone, right into the place where I still held my shame. It was the first time I felt it without the cold edge of humiliation, the first time it felt like love rather than surrender.

Her words wrapped around me like her touch, making my knees weak. I wanted this, craved it—the way she held me, praised me, made me feel seen.

Her hands roamed lower, fingers tracing the curve of my hips, igniting sparks that made me arch into her. "You're mine," she breathed, "and I'm proud of how far you've come."

I nodded, words failing as the mix of tenderness and control overwhelmed me. My body reacted instinctively, my skin tingling under her fingertips as they traced the curve of my waist.

Then, she pulled back slightly, her eyes softening but still holding that edge. "You've been such a good girl today, Marcy. So perfect, so obedient. Now, it's time for my good girl to get ready for bed."

Her words lingered in the air, a promise and a command, making my pulse race with anticipation. What would tomorrow bring in this new world we'd stepped into?


Chapter seven
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The new business cards arrived with "Marcy Reid, Senior Style Consultant" embossed in elegant silver lettering. Three weeks into my promotion, and they still gave me a little thrill every time I handed one to a client. My fingers traced the raised letters, remembering how Marcus would have dismissed such a simple pleasure.

Marcus. Sometimes that name felt like someone I'd known in another life.

I adjusted the cream silk blouse I'd chosen for today—professional with just enough feminine flair—and checked my appearance in the mirror. The makeup routine that once took an hour now took fifteen minutes. Foundation, subtle contour, mascara, and a natural lip. My brunette hair had grown just past my ears, styled in a way that worked for either gender presentation, though I rarely presented as anything but Marcy now.

The store hadn't opened yet, and I savored these quiet moments, organizing the new accessories display while my assistant Jenny handled inventory. She'd been suspicious at first, but now we traded makeup tips during lunch breaks.

My phone buzzed with a text from Eve: Headquarters confirmed for next Thursday. CEO wants to meet the woman behind our 32% sales increase.

My stomach tightened. Headquarters meant the corporate team—people who'd known Marcus Reid, the ambitious store manager. While my regional team had adapted to my transformation, headquarters was different. This wasn't just about passing as female; it was about facing my old identity head-on.

I adjusted the jeweled plug I still wore most days. Eve insisted on it for important meetings—her way of keeping me centered, focused on who I truly was now. The slight pressure was a constant reminder of her ownership, of how completely I'd surrendered.

"Morning, boss." Jenny appeared with two coffee cups. "Your latte, extra shot."

"Thanks." I took the cup, appreciating how she'd remembered. "Can you pull last quarter's reports? I need to prepare for headquarters next week."

She nodded, giving me a curious look. "Nervous?"

I smiled, feeling the confidence that came with embracing my true self. "A little. But I'm ready."

And I was. The old Marcus would have stressed for days, overcompensating with aggressive planning. Marcy approached challenges differently—with poise, preparation, and the quiet strength Eve had helped me discover.

I checked my calendar, already planning what I'd wear. Something that honored both sides of me—professional enough for corporate, feminine enough to be true to myself. The thought of standing before the CEO no longer filled me with dread.

After all, I wasn't hiding anymore.

The afternoon sun streamed through the boutique windows when Eve strode in, commanding attention in her tailored burgundy suit. My pulse quickened—it always did when she entered a room.

"Everyone out," she announced to the staff. "Marcy and I have business to discuss."

After the last employee left, Eve locked the door and approached my desk. She perched on the edge, her perfume enveloping me.

"How are you feeling about headquarters?" Her fingers traced my jawline, tilting my face up to meet her gaze.

I swallowed hard. "Nervous. They knew Marcus. The regional team only knows Marcy, but corporate..." I trailed off, the weight of my past identity pressing down.

"Exactly." Eve's smile held secrets. "Which is why it's time for Marcus's funeral."

My breath caught. "What do you mean?"

"Marcus has lingered long enough." Her voice dropped lower. "It's time for Marcy's complete birth. No more half-measures."

Heat rushed through me—fear, excitement, relief all mingled together. "Complete birth?"

"I've made appointments." Eve pulled out her phone, scrolling through her calendar. "Hair extensions tomorrow morning. Permanent makeup consultation Friday. Wardrobe fitting Saturday with my personal stylist."

My hands trembled. "You've planned all this?"

"Of course I have." She cupped my cheek. "You've exceeded every expectation. You deserve to be fully realized."

I bit my lip, overwhelmed by the prospect. No more pretending. No more temporary measures. Just... me. The real me.

"What about..." I gestured vaguely at my body.

"Hormone consultation next Tuesday." Eve's efficiency was breathtaking. "I have connections with the best specialists. And we'll discuss surgical options when you're ready."

My eyes welled with tears. "Why are you doing all this?"

"Because Marcus was a thief." Her thumb wiped away a tear. "But Marcy doesn't steal, she doesn't take. She gives so much. She's my equal, my partner."

The word 'partner' sent electricity through me. This wasn't just about punishment anymore. It hadn't been for a long time.

"Will it hurt?" I whispered, not even sure what part I was asking about.

Eve's smile turned tender. "Birth always does. But I'll be with you through every moment."

I nodded, suddenly certain. "When do we start?"

"We already have." She leaned down, her lips brushing mine. "Say goodbye to Marcus."

"Goodbye, Marcus," I whispered against her mouth, feeling him finally slip away.

The exclusive spa Eve had chosen occupied the entire top floor of a sleek downtown building. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered panoramic city views while maintaining perfect privacy—appropriate for the transformation about to unfold.

"First, we strip away the remnants," Eve said, leading me to a private suite where a female aesthetician waited with warm wax and strips.

I lay on the table, my skin prickling with goosebumps despite the heated room. The aesthetician applied warm wax to my chest in smooth, practiced strokes.

"Deep breath," Eve whispered, taking my hand as the first strip was pulled away.

Sharp pain flared across my chest. I gasped, squeezing Eve's fingers.

"Good girl," she murmured. "Each pull takes Marcus further away."

The methodical process continued—chest, arms, legs, even the sensitive skin between my thighs. Each rip of the cloth strips felt like peeling away layers of my former self. The pain was clarifying, transformative. By the time the aesthetician finished, my body felt raw, sensitive, and strangely new.

Eve ran her hand along my now-smooth thigh. "Beautiful. Like you were always meant to be this way."

I stared at my reflection in the ceiling mirror. My skin glowed pink and smooth, nothing like the man who'd once stood before corporate meetings in starched shirts. Something loosened in my chest—relief, recognition.

"Next," Eve announced, "we perfect those hands."

The manicurist soaked my fingers in fragrant oil before trimming, filing, and buffing my nails into perfect ovals. She applied a clear strengthening base before painting them a subtle rose-pink.

"Professional enough for headquarters," Eve commented, "feminine enough to be authentic."

I watched, mesmerized, as my hands transformed from utilitarian tools into elegant extensions of myself. The manicurist added delicate crystals to my ring fingers—a subtle touch of glamour.

"How does it feel?" Eve asked.

I flexed my fingers, admiring how the light caught the glossy finish. "Like they're finally mine."

The pedicure followed—feet soaking in warm, scented water while the technician massaged my calves. The gentle pressure against muscles I hadn't realized were tense made me sigh with pleasure.

"Your body is letting go," Eve observed. "Surrendering."

She was right. Each procedure dismantled my defenses, stripping away pretense. The technician painted my toes the same rose-pink as my fingernails, creating a harmonious feminine canvas.

"Now for those eyes," Eve said, leading me to another room.

The lash technician explained the process as she prepared her tools. "Individual extensions, slightly longer at the outer corners for a subtle cat-eye effect."

I lay back, trying not to flinch as she worked with microscopic precision, attaching each synthetic lash to my natural ones. The process took over an hour, Eve's hand resting on my shoulder throughout.

"Keep your eyes closed," the technician instructed when she finished. She gently fanned my lashes dry before allowing me to look.

The transformation was startling. My eyes appeared larger, more expressive, framed by lush, feathery lashes that made me look perpetually awake and alert.

"Marcus could never," Eve said, satisfaction evident in her voice.

Then came the hair. The stylist worked methodically, attaching each extension with practiced precision. I watched in the mirror as my hair transformed—lengthening to just below my jawline in a soft, feminine bob that framed my face perfectly.

"Not too dramatic," Eve instructed, "but unmistakably Marcy."

When the stylist finished, I turned my head side to side, mesmerized by how the brunette strands swung naturally, skimming my collarbones. The weight felt foreign yet oddly familiar, like something that had been missing all along.

"Use a pea-sized dab of smoothing serum on damp ends," the stylist murmurs, "then blow-dry with a round brush to keep the bob sleek—nothing fancy, just that effortless swing."

"It's... me," I whispered, reaching up to touch the silky strands.

Eve smiled. "It always was."

The facial specialist was next, examining my features with clinical precision. "We'll use subtle fillers to soften the jawline and enhance the cheekbones," she explained. "And a touch around the lips to create a more feminine cupid's bow. Nothing dramatic—just enhancing your natural feminine features."

The needle pricks were sharp but brief. I focused on Eve's approving expression as the specialist worked, reshaping my face with artistic precision. After applying cooling compresses, she handed me a mirror.

I stared at my reflection, noticing the subtle bruising and swelling around my lips from the fillers, but I could already see the difference. My mouth appeared fuller, more defined at the cupid's bow, while my face seemed both softer and lifted. I barely recognized myself. My jawline appeared gentler, cheekbones more prominent. Each change was subtle on its own, but together they created a completely transformative effect.

"There she is," Eve whispered. "There's my Marcy."

Tears welled in my eyes, blurring my vision. This face in the mirror—it was me. Not a disguise, not a punishment, but me.

The final treatment was a full-body exfoliation and moisturizing wrap. As the therapist applied scented oils to my newly smooth skin, Eve leaned close.

"How does it feel to say goodbye to him forever?"

I closed my eyes, searching for any remnant of grief or resistance. There was none.

"Like finally shedding some horrible lie," I whispered. "Like a weight has been lifted."

Hours later, we stood together before a full-length mirror. The woman reflected back wore a silk robe, her skin glowing, eyes enhanced, face softened. Her posture was different—shoulders relaxed, head held with quiet confidence rather than defensive pride.

Eve stood behind me, her hands resting possessively on my hips. "When you walk into headquarters, no one will see Marcus," she said. "They'll see a confident, capable woman who knows exactly who she is."

I leaned back against her, feeling the solid strength of her body supporting mine. "And who am I?"

Her lips brushed my ear, sending shivers down my spine. "You're mine. And finally, truly yourself."

For the first time since this journey began, those two identities felt perfectly aligned.

Once my whirlwind physical transformation was finally complete, Eve's town car dropped us at my apartment—a place I'd been avoiding lately, preferring to stay at her penthouse. The familiar hallway felt foreign now, like visiting a museum dedicated to someone else's life.

"I've arranged for everything to be picked up in an hour," Eve said, producing a stack of black garbage bags from her oversized leather tote. "Time to say goodbye to the last remnants of Marcus."

My hand trembled as I unlocked the door. The apartment was neat but distinctly masculine—dark furniture, minimal decoration, practical to a fault. I stood in the doorway, feeling like an intruder in my own space.

"I hardly recognize it," I whispered.

Eve's hand pressed firmly against the small of my back. "That's because it's not yours anymore. It belonged to him."

We moved to the bedroom where Eve threw open the closet doors. Row after row of men's suits, dress shirts, and ties hung in perfect order—Marcus's armor against the world.

"Start with the suits," Eve instructed, shaking open a black bag. "They defined him most."

I touched the sleeve of a charcoal gray Hugo Boss—the suit I'd worn to my first corporate meeting. The fabric felt rough against my newly sensitized fingertips, nothing like the silks and soft knits I now preferred.

"This was his pride," I said, unhooking it from the rod. "He saved for three months to buy it."

"And now it's just fabric," Eve replied. "Drop it."

The suit made a soft thump as it hit the bottom of the bag. Something loosened in my chest—a tightness I hadn't realized was there. I reached for another, then another, working methodically through the row. Each discarded item felt like removing a weight.

"The ties next," Eve directed. "Symbols of masculine constraint."

I gathered the silk ties—regimental stripes, conservative patterns, power colors—and let them slither into the bag like dying snakes. I noticed now, not the power and control these items once represented, but the fabrics and complementary colors—observing them as I would when selecting merchandise for a customer, not as personal possessions.

"Now the shoes."

I chuckled at the shoes, noting how hideously formal they appeared in their current context. My feet, with their rose-pink toenails, had already grown accustomed to the subtle arch of low heels and the lightness of feminine footwear. The heavy oxfords and loafers joined the pile.

We moved through the drawers next—boxers, crew socks, plain white undershirts. The utilitarian cotton felt coarse compared to the lace and satin that now adorned my body.

"Everything," Eve insisted. "No souvenirs, no keepsakes."

By the time we finished, six bulging bags stood by the door. The closet gaped empty, shelves bare, hangers dangling like abandoned skeletons. I felt strangely breathless, as if I'd run a marathon.

Eve positioned me in front of the full-length mirror on the closet door. She stood behind me, hands resting possessively on my shoulders, her reflection merging with mine.

"Look at yourself," she commanded. "Really look."

I did. The woman in the mirror wore a simple cream dress that skimmed her curves. Her hair fell in a soft bob that framed her face perfectly. Her eyes, enhanced by lush extensions, gazed back with a vulnerability and openness Marcus had never allowed himself to show. Her lips, subtly plumped and glossed, parted slightly as she drew a trembling breath.

"What do you see?" Eve asked, her voice gentle yet insistent.

"I see... the real me," I whispered. "Not the person I used to pretend to be. Just... who I truly am."

Eve's hands slid from my shoulders down my arms, entwining our fingers. "Marcus is dead," she intoned, her eyes holding mine in the mirror. "Long live Marcy."

"Marcus is dead," I repeated, my voice stronger than I expected. "Long live Marcy."

In that moment, looking at our reflections—Eve's confident power behind my newfound grace—I felt a completeness I'd never known. The masculine shell that had confined me lay discarded in those black bags, while the woman I was always meant to be stood revealed, no longer hiding.

I turned in Eve's arms, pressing my body against hers, feeling the contrast between her structured suit and my soft dress.

"Thank you," I murmured near her neck, "for recognizing me when I couldn't yet see my true self."

Eve tilted my chin up, her eyes dark with possession and something deeper. "I always see what's mine."


Chapter eight
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The boardroom erupted in applause as I concluded my presentation on quarterly sales projections and my strategy for the upcoming holiday season. I smiled, maintaining eye contact with the regional VPs seated around the polished table. My hands didn't shake. My voice hadn't cracked once. The laser pointer I'd used to highlight key data points rested comfortably in my palm—no nervous fidgeting.

"Exceptional work, Ms. Reid," Mr. Calloway, the CEO, nodded appreciatively. "Your boutique's performance metrics are impressive, but your customer retention strategies are what really caught my attention."

I smoothed my pencil skirt as I took my seat. "Thank you, sir. I've found that personalized shopping experiences create lasting client relationships."

"And the numbers prove it," added Sandra Phillips, head of operations. "Your location has the highest customer loyalty scores in the region."

From across the table, Eve caught my eye. Her subtle smile told me everything I needed to know. Pride. Approval. But something else—a hint of surprise at my polished performance. I'd exceeded even her expectations.

The meeting adjourned with handshakes and business cards exchanged. I networked effortlessly, my voice pitched perfectly, my posture confident but approachable. This wasn't an act anymore. This was simply who I was.

"Ms. Reid?"

I turned to find Sandra Phillips approaching, coffee in hand.

"I was hoping we might chat privately for a moment."

We found a quiet corner in the executive lounge. Sandra didn't waste time on pleasantries.

"I'll be direct. We're creating a new Regional Director position for the Northwest territory. Based on your performance and the transformation of your boutique, your name is at the top of our list."

My heart raced. Regional Director. A massive promotion, significant salary increase, and complete professional validation.

"The position would be based in Seattle," she continued. "We'd need you to relocate within the next month."

Seattle. Three states away from Eve.

"This is... quite unexpected," I managed, my mind spinning. "I'm honored to be considered."

"You've clearly outgrown store management," Sandra said, sipping her coffee. "We need talent like yours at the regional level. Think about it, but I'll need your answer by next Friday."

After she left, I sat alone, both elated and terrified. Everything I'd worked for—everything Eve had shaped me into—had led to this moment of professional recognition. Yet the thought of leaving, of being separated from Eve's guidance, her control, her presence...

"Congratulations seem to be in order."

Eve's voice startled me. She slid into the chair opposite mine, her expression unreadable.

"You heard?"

"Phillips isn't known for subtlety." Eve crossed her legs, adjusting her blazer with that precise movement I'd come to admire. "Regional Director is quite the achievement."

"I haven't accepted yet," I said quickly.

"Why not? It's a remarkable opportunity."

I searched her face for some sign of how she wanted me to respond. "It would mean moving to Seattle."

"Yes." Her voice remained neutral, professional. "You'd be on your own, no more daily guidance, no more... structure."

The word hung between us. Structure. Our code for everything—the cage still locked around me, the rituals, the dominance, the submission. The relationship we'd built.

"You'd excel, of course," Eve continued, her manicured fingers tapping lightly on the table. "You're more than capable. You've proven that today."

"And us?" I whispered.

"That would be entirely your choice, Marcy." Her eyes held mine. "Independence means exactly that. Complete freedom to make your own decisions. All of them."

I felt suddenly cold, despite the warmth of the room. Freedom. The word should have thrilled me. Instead, it felt like a threat.

"Freedom." The word fell from my lips like a stone. My fingers trembled against the polished tabletop as I stared at Eve, searching for some hint of what she wanted from me.

What I saw instead was careful neutrality. Professional distance. The corporate mask she wore so perfectly.

"You've worked hard for this opportunity," she said, voice measured and controlled. "It would be selfish of me to stand in your way."

Something cracked inside me. A dam breaking.

"And if I don't want it?" My voice came out stronger than I expected.

Eve's eyebrow arched slightly. "A Regional Directorship is what most managers dream of."

"I'm not most managers anymore." I leaned forward, lowering my voice. "You know exactly what I am."

Her eyes darkened, but she maintained her composure. "And what is that, Marcy?"

The question hung between us. In that moment, I understood with perfect clarity what I truly wanted. Not a corner office in Seattle. Not professional autonomy. Not freedom.

"Yours." The word escaped me like a confession. "I'm yours, Eve. Your creation. Your..." I swallowed hard, then embraced the word I'd once found so humiliating. "Your sissy."

Her breath caught—the tiniest break in her perfect control.

"I don't want independence. I don't want to be three states away making my own decisions." My words tumbled out faster now. "I want to come home to you every night. I want your approval. Your guidance. Your collar."

Eve's composure slipped further, her chest rising and falling more rapidly. "Marcy—"

"No, let me finish." I reached across the table, boldly taking her hand. "I can be successful anywhere. But I can only be complete with you. I'm proud of what I've become. Your good girl. Your sissy. Your property."

Her fingers tightened around mine. The professional mask crumbled completely, revealing raw emotion I'd never seen before.

"Do you understand what you're saying?" Her voice had dropped to a whisper, thick with desire. "You'd be turning down a career-defining opportunity."

"I understand exactly what I'm choosing." I stroked my thumb across her wrist, feeling her pulse race. "I choose you. I choose us. Every morning in your bed. Every night at your feet."

Eve's control finally shattered. She stood abruptly, pulling me up with her.

"Conference room B. Now." Her command was breathless, urgent.

The moment the door closed behind us, she pushed me against it, her mouth claiming mine with desperate hunger. Her hands gripped my hips, pinning me in place.

"Say it again," she demanded against my lips.

"I'm yours." I melted into her touch. "Your sissy. Your good girl. I don't want freedom—I want to belong to you."

A sound escaped her—half growl, half moan. Her hand slid up to grip my throat, not squeezing but asserting ownership.

"Do you have any idea what you do to me?" Her voice broke with emotion. "How much I've wanted to hear those words?"

"I'm not going anywhere," I whispered. "Seattle, Regional Director, none of it matters. I want you. Your rules. Your control."

Eve’s grip on my throat tightened just enough to make my pulse thunder beneath her fingers. Her eyes burned into mine, dark with possession, raw with need. The conference room’s sterile air felt charged, electric, as if the walls themselves pulsed with the heat between us.

“Prove it,” she hissed, her voice low and dangerous. “Show me how badly you want to be my good sissy girl.”

My knees buckled at the command. Not from fear, but from a bone-deep need to obey. To worship. To belong. My breath hitched, a whimper escaping as I nodded, desperate to please her.

Eve stepped back, her movements deliberate, predatory. She sank into one of the sleek conference chairs, spreading her legs in a blatant power stance. Her tailored skirt rode up just enough to reveal the edge of her stockings, a silent taunt. She leaned back, one arm draped casually over the armrest, the other gesturing to the floor before her.

“Kneel, Marcy,” she ordered, her tone sharp, slicing through me. “Right here. Now.”

I dropped instantly. The carpet bit into my knees through the thin fabric of my skirt, but I didn’t care. My hands trembled as I positioned myself between her thighs, my face inches from her heat. The scent of her—musky, intoxicating—hit me like a drug. My mouth watered, my body already aching with anticipation.

“Look at me,” she snapped.

My eyes snapped up to meet hers. Her gaze pinned me in place, ruthless and unyielding. A smirk curled her lips, cruel and beautiful.

“You’re going to get your owner off,” she said, her voice dripping with crude dominance. “You’re going to use that pretty little mouth of yours to show me exactly how much you need this. How much you need me.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I breathed, my voice barely a whisper. My heart raced, a frantic drum in my chest. The cage around me strained painfully, a constant reminder of my surrender, my submission.

Eve’s hand slid into my hair, fingers twisting tight, pulling just enough to sting. “You belong to me completely now, Marcy. Do you understand that? You’re mine to do with as I please.”

I nodded, the tug on my scalp sending shivers down my spine. “Yes, Ma’am. Completely yours.”

“Say it,” she growled, yanking my head back to force eye contact. “Tell me what you are.”

“I’m yours,” I gasped, the words spilling out like a prayer. “Your sissy. Your property. Yours to control.”

Her smirk widened, a flash of triumph in her eyes. “That’s right. You wear what I say. You do what I say. You go where I tell you to go. Every fucking thing, Marcy. Your body, your mind, your pathetic little desires—all mine.”

Each word landed like a lash, stripping me bare, exposing every raw nerve. Humiliation burned through me, hot and sharp, but it only fueled my desperation. I needed to please her. Needed her approval more than air.

“Go on,” she commanded, guiding my head down with a firm push. “Serve your owner. Show me how much you love being my little toy.”

I didn’t hesitate. My lips pressed against her through the thin barrier of her panties, tasting her heat, her arousal. A moan escaped me, unbidden, as I nuzzled closer, my tongue tracing the fabric, desperate for more. Eve’s grip tightened in my hair, a silent order to keep going.

“Pathetic,” she sneered, her voice cutting. “Look at you, so eager to please. So desperate to be my good girl. Take them off. Now.”

My fingers fumbled, trembling as I hooked the lace of her panties and slid them down her thighs. The sight of her—bare, glistening—sent a jolt through me, straight to my core. The cage bit harder, an exquisite torture, as I leaned in, my tongue finding her with a reverence that bordered on worship.

Eve’s breath hitched, a rare crack in her control, as I worked her with slow, deliberate strokes. My world narrowed to this—to her taste, her scent, the soft gasps she couldn’t quite suppress. My hands gripped her thighs, steadying myself as I poured every ounce of devotion into pleasing her.

“That’s it,” she purred, her voice thick with dominance. “Good girl. You exist for this, don’t you? To serve me. To make me feel good.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I mumbled against her, the vibration of my words drawing a shudder from her. My own body screamed with need, the pressure building, unbearable, even without touch.

"Faster,” she barked, her hips grinding harder against my mouth, a frantic rhythm that left no room for hesitation. “That’s it, you little sissy slut—faster, deeper. Lick me like the desperate sissy slut you are, begging for every scrap of my approval.”

Her words hit me like whips, raw and unfiltered, stripping away any pretense of control. I obeyed instantly, my tongue lashing with frantic urgency, diving deeper into her folds, chasing the tremors that rippled through her body. Each shiver I coaxed out felt like a victory and a curse, my world shrinking to the taste of her arousal, the heat radiating against my lips.

“Don’t you dare stop,” she snarled, her voice cracking at the edges, betraying how close she was to shattering. “Not until I say… fuck, you needy little thing—look at you, on your knees, dripping with need while you serve your Mistress. You’re nothing but my toy, my filthy little pet, made to worship me. Is this what you crave? To be used, to be owned so completely?”

Her grip in my hair turned brutal, fingers digging in like claws, forcing me closer as her thighs tensed under my trembling hands. The pain only fueled my desperation, my own arousal spiraling into a tight, agonizing coil in my gut. The cage bit mercilessly, a cruel barrier that amplified every sensation, turning my submission into a blazing inferno of need. Yet I kept going, lost in the rhythm, every stroke of my tongue a plea for her dominance, her raw power pulling us both to the brink.

Eve’s thighs quivered under my palms, her breath coming in sharp, ragged gasps. My tongue worked relentlessly, driven by her commands, by the burning ache in my core. The cage squeezed tighter, a vicious reminder of my surrender, my need for her control.

“Fuck, Marcy,” she hissed, her voice raw, breaking. “You’re so fucking good at this. My perfect little sissy. Don’t stop—don’t you dare.”

“I won’t, Ma’am,” I whimpered against her, the words vibrating through her heat. “I’m yours. Always yours.”

Her grip yanked my hair, pain blooming across my scalp as her hips bucked. “That’s right. Mine. My toy. My girl.”

Her words shattered me, pushing me to the edge even without touch. Her body tensed, a scream tearing from her as she came, and I followed, trembling, a hands-free release exploding through me, sealing my absolute devotion.

“Mine,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “You’re mine, Marcy. My sissy. My—fuck—”

Her words cut off as she shattered, her body arching, a cry tearing from her lips. The sound, the taste of her release, the raw power of her climax—it hit me like a wave. And then, impossibly, I felt it too. A sudden, shocking rush. No hands. No touch. Just pure, unfiltered submission pushing me over the edge.

I gasped, trembling, as the orgasm ripped through me, hands-free, a humiliating, perfect betrayal of my body. Hot shame mingled with ecstasy, my breath ragged against Eve’s skin as I rode out the aftershocks, still kneeling, still hers.

I lifted my head, eyes heavy with shame, meeting Eve’s piercing gaze. My body still trembled, the evidence of my unauthorized release a humiliating stain on my reality. I couldn’t hide it. She knew.

“Did I say you could come, Marcy?” Eve’s voice sliced through me, sharp and cold. Her smirk twisted cruelly. “Pathetic. So weak, you can’t even control yourself. Spilling like a desperate little slut without permission.”

My cheeks burned, head bowing under the weight of her words. But then her hand cupped my chin, forcing my eyes back to hers.

“Yet, that’s exactly what a good sissy girl should be,” she purred, her tone shifting to dark praise. “Utterly pathetic. Completely broken for me. I’m proud of how low you’ve sunk, Marcy. My perfect, obedient toy.”

Her words twisted shame into a warped pride, binding me tighter to her will.

Eve’s grip on my chin tightened, her eyes glinting with cruel satisfaction. My body still quaked from the unauthorized release, the cage a mocking weight between my thighs. Shame scorched my skin, but her gaze held me captive.

“Stand up, Marcy,” she commanded, her voice low, slicing through the haze. She remained seated, legs spread wide in that chair, a queen on her throne, her skin still flushed from her own climax. A goddess basking in her power.

I obeyed instantly, legs shaky as I rose. The skirt clung to me, damp and incriminating. My hands twitched at my sides, desperate to cover the evidence, but I didn’t dare. Not without her permission.

“Lift that skirt,” Eve ordered, her tone dripping with disdain. "Display your failure, Marcy. Let me see the consequence of your lack of discipline."

My fingers trembled as I gripped the hem, pulling it up slowly. The cool air hit my skin, amplifying the humiliation as I exposed the soaked fabric of my panties, the cage beneath straining against the wet mess. My face burned, eyes dropping to the floor.

“Look at me,” she snapped. I flinched, gaze snapping back to hers. Her smirk was vicious, cutting. “Pathetic. Absolutely pathetic. You couldn’t even control yourself for five minutes, could you? Just a desperate, whimpering little sissy, spilling all over yourself without a shred of restraint.”

Her words lashed at me, each one a sting that dug deeper. My chest tightened, breath hitching, but I couldn’t look away. Her scorn pinned me in place.

“You’re nothing but a failure at self-control,” she continued, leaning forward slightly, her voice a venomous purr. “Born to be inferior, Marcy. A weak, needy thing, always craving someone stronger to put you in your place. And that’s exactly how I want you.”

My knees nearly buckled at that last line. The mix of degradation and possession—it twisted something inside me, turning shame into a dark, aching need. Her approval, even laced with cruelty, was a drug.

“Keep that skirt up,” she hissed, eyes raking over me. “I want to see my pathetic little toy, exactly as broken as I made you. Isn’t that right, Marcy? You love being this low for me, don’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered, voice cracking.

Eve’s eyes gleamed with wicked intent, her smirk a blade that carved through my already shattered defenses. I stood there, skirt hiked up, the damp evidence of my shame on full display. I couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe, not without her command.

She leaned forward, her movements deliberate, predatory. Her finger reached out, tracing the outline of my still-throbbing bulge through the soaked fabric of my panties. A jolt shot through me, sharp and electric, as her touch teased the aching, dripping mess beneath the cage. I gasped, hips twitching involuntarily, the sensation too much, too raw.

“Look at you, still so eager,” she murmured, her voice a dark caress. Her finger glistened with my release as she lifted it, holding it before my lips. “Taste your failure, Marcy. Clean up the mess you made.”

My breath hitched, humiliation burning hot in my chest, but I didn’t hesitate. My lips parted, and I took her finger into my mouth, sucking gently. The salty, bitter taste of my own come coated my tongue, a degrading reminder of how far I’d fallen. A shudder ripped through me, shame and arousal twisting into a sick, intoxicating knot. My cheeks flushed deeper, my eyes fluttering shut as I savored it—her control, my submission, the raw act of obeying.

“And yet, you’re always ready to sink lower,” Eve purred, her voice dripping with cruel amusement. She pulled her finger free with a soft pop, leaving me trembling, empty, craving more of her dominance. “Always so willing to debase yourself for me. It’s almost impressive.”

The words stung, yet they fueled the fire in my core. I stood there, exposed, broken, aching for her next command. But then, Eve rose from the chair, her presence towering as she stepped close. Her hands moved to my skirt, gently tugging it down, smoothing the fabric over my thighs. The gesture was tender, almost protective, a stark contrast to her earlier cruelty.

“You’re perfect like this, Marcy,” she said softly, her gaze locking with mine. “Perfectly pathetic. Weak. Needy. Desperate. Exactly as I want you.” Her words wrapped around me like a collar, binding me tighter to her will.

How could I ever want anything else?

How could I deny it when every word she spoke felt like truth?

How could I debase myself further to chase this feeling forever?


Chapter nine
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I balanced carefully on the four-inch heels, my painted toes peeking through the strappy sandals as I twirled before Eve's appraising gaze. Six months into our arrangement, and these private fashion shows had become our Friday night ritual. The living room of Eve's penthouse—our penthouse now—transformed into an exclusive runway for an audience of one.

"The spring collection just arrived yesterday," I explained, smoothing the silk slip dress against my thighs. "This one's called 'Midnight Whisper.' Not officially in stores for another three weeks."

Eve sipped her wine, eyes tracking my movement over the rim of her glass. "And how exactly did 'Midnight Whisper' find its way into my living room ahead of schedule?"

I bit my lip, the familiar flutter of excitement building in my stomach. "I might have borrowed it. For quality control purposes, of course."

"Quality control?" Eve set her glass down, one eyebrow arched. "Is that what we're calling theft these days, Marcy?"

The game. Our game. My pulse quickened as I played my part.

"Not theft, Ma'am. Just... advanced testing."

Eve's lips curved into that smile—the one that promised both punishment and pleasure. "Turn around. Let me see what you've stolen."

I pivoted slowly, letting the dress catch the light. The silk whispered against my skin, cool and sensuous. I'd paired it with the lace thong she'd bought me last month, knowing how she loved the contrast of the delicate fabric against my caged cock.

"Come here," she commanded, voice dropping to that register that made my knees weak.

I approached, stopping just before her chair. Eve reached out, fingers tracing the neckline of the dress, her touch feather-light.

"You know what happens to thieves in my house, don't you?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"And yet you continue to steal." Her hand drifted lower, skimming over the silk covering my chest. "Almost like you enjoy the consequences."

My breath hitched. "I just wanted to please you."

"Liar." Her palm flattened against my stomach, pressing firmly. "You wanted to be punished. Say it."

"I wanted to be punished," I whispered, the admission sending heat flooding through me.

"Kneel."

I sank to my knees, the dress pooling around me. Eve stood, circling me slowly, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor.

"You're a pathetic little thief, aren't you, Marcy?" Her fingers threaded through my hair, nails scraping gently against my scalp before tightening, pulling my head back to meet her gaze. "A desperate, needy little thing who can't help herself."

"Yes, Ma'am," I gasped, arousal straining painfully against the confines of my cage.

"Say it. Tell me what you are."

"I'm a pathetic thief," I repeated, each degrading word sending sparks through my body. "Desperate and needy."

Eve's smile widened. "And who do you belong to?"

"You, Ma'am. Only you."

She released my hair, stepping back to admire her handiwork—me, kneeling, flushed and trembling with need.

"Strip. Fold the dress properly. You've handled enough merchandise improperly today."

My fingers fumbled with the thin straps, sliding them down my shoulders. The silk slipped away, leaving me exposed except for the lace thong and cage. I folded the dress with practiced care, placing it on the coffee table.

"Now," Eve said, settling back into her chair, legs crossing elegantly, "crawl to me and thank me for correcting your behavior."

I moved across the floor on hands and knees, the position no longer strange but comfortingly familiar. Reaching her feet, I bent to kiss the top of her shoe.

"Thank you for correcting me, Ma'am," I murmured against the leather. "For making me better."

Eve's fingers tapped against the arm of her chair, a deliberate rhythm that matched my racing heartbeat. "Is that all you have to say for yourself, little thief?"

"No, Ma'am." I remained on all fours, eyes fixed on her perfectly pedicured toes peeking from her open-toed pumps. "I'm sorry for taking what isn't mine."

"Remove my shoes," she commanded.

My fingers trembled slightly as I unbuckled the delicate straps, sliding each shoe off with reverence. Her feet emerged—elegant, arched, toenails painted deep burgundy to match her lipstick. I cradled each foot as though handling precious crystal.

"Better." Eve leaned back, studying me through half-lidded eyes. "Now show me how sorry you really are."

I bent forward, pressing my lips to the top of her right foot. The skin was cool and soft against my mouth. "I'm sorry for disappointing you, Ma'am." Another kiss, this time to her arch. "I promise I'll never steal again without your permission."

Her soft laugh sent shivers down my spine. "We both know that's a lie, Marcy. You'll steal again because you crave this." She flexed her foot, toes brushing against my cheek. "You need this correction."

"Yes," I whispered, truth spilling from my lips. "I need you to control me."

I took her left foot in my hands, massaging gently before placing worshipful kisses along her instep. My lips traveled to her ankle, lingering on the pulse point.

"I'll do anything you want," I murmured against her skin. "Anything at all."

Eve's hand found my hair, stroking gently. "I know you will, pet. That's what makes you perfect."

The tenderness in her voice made my chest ache. This wasn't just punishment anymore—it was communion. Each kiss an act of devotion, each touch an affirmation of our unspoken contract.

"Look at me," she said softly.

I raised my eyes to meet hers, still cradling her foot in my hands.

"Do you remember the first time you knelt for me? In your office?" Eve asked, her voice almost gentle.

"Yes, Ma'am. I was terrified."

"And now?"

I pressed another kiss to her instep. "Now I'm terrified of ever losing this."

Something flashed in her eyes—vulnerability, quickly masked. "You won't." Her toes curled against my palm. "This is where you belong."

"Thank you for correcting me," I whispered, resting my cheek against her foot. "For teaching me. For knowing what I needed before I did."

Eve's expression softened, a rare glimpse behind her dominant mask. "We found each other, Marcy. I needed this too." She traced my jawline with her toe. "Someone who surrenders completely. Someone who understands the beauty in submission."

I turned my head, kissing each toe reverently. "I'll always try my best for you, Ma'am. I want to be better."

"No," she agreed, "you want to be a naughty little thief. My beautiful, naughty, needy little thing who can't help testing boundaries." Her smile turned wicked. "And I'll always be here to remind you of your place."

The cage between my legs grew painfully tight as I continued worshipping her feet, alternating between gentle massage and fervent kisses. This ritual of apology and forgiveness had transformed from humiliation to something sacred between us.

"Please let me serve you tonight," I begged, voice thick with desire. "Let me show you how sorry I am."

Eve's eyes darkened with hunger. "Oh, you will, pet. We're just getting started."

Her hand returned to my hair, this time a gentle caress. "My good girl," she whispered. "My perfect, pathetic thief."

In that moment, I was complete—degraded and cherished, punished and rewarded. Everything I never knew I needed until Eve showed me who I truly was.

"You know what would truly make it up to me?" Eve's fingers traced along my jawline, tilting my face up to meet her gaze. "I'm starving, pet. Hungry for something more than just your delicious submission."

My heart fluttered at the transition—the subtle shift from our power play to domestic intimacy. These moments always felt like coming home.

"What would you like for dinner, Ma'am?" I asked, already mentally cataloging the contents of our refrigerator.

"Surprise me." She released my chin with a playful tap. "That new Valentino looks lonely hanging in the closet. Perhaps it needs an outing—even if only to our kitchen."

I smiled, rising gracefully from my knees. "The black one with the scalloped neckline?"

"Mmm." Eve nodded, reaching for her tablet. "And the white apron. Can't risk sauce on five thousand dollars of couture."

Twenty minutes later, I stood at the kitchen island, slicing mushrooms with practiced precision. The Valentino hugged my body perfectly, its subtle stretch accommodating my movements while the crisp white apron protected the delicate fabric. I'd paired it with simple pearl studs—Eve's first gift to me after my "funeral."

From the dining table, Eve tapped away at quarterly projections, occasionally glancing up to watch me work. The comfortable silence between us spoke volumes about how far we'd come.

"Richardson called today," she said, breaking the quiet. "The Westfield expansion is officially ours."

I looked up from the sizzling pan. "That's the fourth major project this year. We're unstoppable."

"The board's quarterly report called us 'the power couple revolutionizing retail presentation.'" Pride colored her voice. "Our district's profits are up thirty-eight percent since you became Senior Style Consultant."

"Since we became partners," I corrected gently, stirring the risotto.

Eve's lips curved into that private smile reserved only for me. "Indeed. Though I do wonder what they'd think if they knew the secret to our success involves you on your knees every night."

Heat rushed to my cheeks. "Professional boundaries, Ma'am."

"Says the woman who stole a designer dress to seduce her boss." Eve set down her tablet, watching me plate our dinner with appreciative eyes. "You've become quite the chef."

"Another skill you've helped me develop." I carried the plates to the table, setting Eve's down first before taking my seat across from her. "Along with makeup application, customer psychology, and proper posture."

Eve lifted her wine glass in a toast. "To unexpected partnerships."

"And to finding ourselves in the most unlikely places," I added, touching my glass to hers.

We ate in companionable silence for a few moments before Eve spoke again.

"The Milan fashion summit is next month. I've arranged for us to have the penthouse suite at the Bulgari Hotel."

I nearly choked on my wine. "Milan? But that's—"

"The biggest industry event of the year, yes." Eve cut a perfect bite of risotto. "You'll be presenting our accessory forecast to the European division. Your Italian lessons should come in handy."

"You've been planning this for months, haven't you?"

Eve's smile was enigmatic. "I've always seen your potential, Marcy. Long before you did."

The realization of how far we'd come hit me suddenly—from blackmail to partnership, from Marcus to Marcy, from resistance to love.

"Thank you," I whispered, emotion tightening my throat.

Eve reached across the table, her fingers entwining with mine. "For what, exactly?"

"For seeing me. The real me." I squeezed her hand. "Even when I was hiding from myself."

Her expression softened, that rare vulnerability showing through her carefully maintained control. "We found each other, Marcy. Some might call it fate."

"I call it the best theft I ever committed," I replied with a wink.

Eve laughed, the sound like music. "Careful, pet. Talk like that might earn you dessert—or punishment."

I smiled back, perfectly content in our beautiful contradiction. "With you, Ma'am, they're often the same thing."

Want more stories like this? Click to join my newsletter and receive an exclusive FREE novella!

[image: ]


One text.
One command.
And suddenly,
he couldn’t stop obeying.

Finn thinks he’s god’s gift to women. But when he meets Abbey, he doesn’t just get shut down — he gets a new set of rules.

It starts with a simple command, and ends with him on his knees, begging to be her pretty little sissy. This is the story of his transformation.

Read Just One More Thing for free by signing up to my mailing list! No spam, just new release alerts and more exclusive free content.


Also by Dolly Darling

Spooky Sissy Quickies: Frightening Feminization Fantasies

Cursed to be Her Angel
Bound to be Her Devil
Hexed to be Her Kitty
Claimed by His Vampire Girlfriend

Feminized For The Fortune

Debt Made Pretty

Feminized By The Femdom

My Girlfriend's Sissification Ultimatum
The Bimbo I Became
Accidentally Feminized By My Transgender Ex
Maid to Obey by my Crush
The Sissy at the Sleepover

Becoming My Bosses Sissy

Subordinate Secretary
Office Ornament
Boardroom Bimbo
Prototype Plaything 
Manager's Makeover

Sissy Quickies: Fast Feminization Fantasies

The Wrong Gig
The Band's Glitter Sissy 
Pledge Princess
His Girls Night Out

The Suburban Sissy Transformation Society

Secretly Sissified: Forced into Femininity
Secretly Sissified: Displayed and Desired
Secretly Sissified: Forever Feminized


Thank You for Reading!

Did you enjoy reading?

If so, please consider taking a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Your feedback is incredibly valuable and helps other readers discover this story.

To be the first to know when a new deliciously degrading story is released, be sure to follow Dolly Darling on Amazon.

Thank you for your support!

About the Author

So, what happens when you discover your ex-US Army boyfriend is as obedient in the bedroom as he was in the barracks, with a hidden taste for silk lingerie and feminization fantasies? You start writing.

Dolly Darling is the mischievous secret pen name of a bestselling contemporary romance author. While she's most used to crafting tales of dominant alphas and submissive heroines, her real-life adventures with her bisexual switch boyfriend and their shared motto of, "I wouldn't do anything to you, that I wouldn't let you do to me," led her to discover the tantalizing thrill of watching those same alpha men melt into a pretty little puddle of compliance. Turns out that true power sometimes falls to whoever is holding the lipstick.

When she's not writing delicious domination fantasies, on both sides of the submission fence, she's finding an abundance of ways to test just how far her real-life Army Doll boyfriend's patience will stretch. (Spoiler: it stretches a lot, especially in heels.)

OEBPS/image_rsrc17M.jpg
®





OEBPS/image_rsrc17K.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc17N.jpg
NEWSLETTER EXCLUSIVE

A FORCED FEMINIZATION & SISSIFICATION NOVELLA

mOTCTHING

DOLLY DARLING





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Dear Reader,

		1. Chapter 1

		2. Chapter 2

		3. Chapter 3

		4. Chapter 4

		5. Chapter 5

		6. Chapter 6

		7. Chapter 7

		8. Chapter 8

		9. Chapter 9

		Also by Dolly Darling

		About the Author




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104






