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  Chapter 1


Loretta stood in the doorway, her grin sharp as a blade, arms crossed over her chest like she'd just conquered a battlefield. Rachel turned to her, voice smooth and warm. 
"Thanks for everything, Loretta. You opened my eyes."
Loretta chuckled, eyes flicking to Sam. "Anytime. You two deserve this fresh start. Or should I say, you deserve it, Rachel."
Rachel's lips curved, then she glanced at Sam, her gaze hardening. "Curtsy your thanks, Sam. Show her how grateful you are."
Sam's cheeks burned. Curtsy? Here, now? His body moved before his brain caught up, knees bending awkward, hands lifting the edges of the skirt Loretta had dressed him in earlier. The fabric whispered against his thighs, a silken reminder of how far he'd fallen. He dipped low, wobbling on unfamiliar heels, nearly toppling sideways.
Laughter erupted from both women, bright and cutting. Rachel clapped a hand over her mouth, shoulders shaking. Loretta doubled over, pointing. "Oh, honey, that's precious. Like a drunk flamingo trying ballet."
His spine snapped upright, face a furious crimson, but a perverse little thrill did a tap-dance in his belly.  Go on, cackle.  It's all a big laugh, isn't it? Me, the good sport, playing dress-up.  But then his traitorous cock gave a hopeful little twitch against the silken prison of his panties. Mortification and arousal were doing a rather aggressive tango in his nether regions.
They stepped out into the cool evening air, Rachel's heels clicking sharp on the pavement. Sam trailed her, heart hammering. The old apartment building loomed ahead, familiar bricks that once meant safety. Now? His pulse raced, wild with possibilities. Rachel back, claiming him—not as the guy who'd fumbled their nights together, but as... this. Samantha. The girl who'd squealed under Mac's weight, who'd knelt for Rachel's pleasure. Excitement buzzed through him, electric, making his skin tingle under the blouse that hugged his padded chest.
Rachel unlocked the door, pushing it open with a firm shove. The scent hit Sam first—lavender from her candles, mixed with the faint musk of their shared past. He stepped inside, the threshold feeling like a line crossed forever. His heart pounded harder, visions flashing: serving her coffee in the mornings, kneeling at her feet after work, proving he could be what she needed.
But Rachel whirled on him, eyes narrowing, voice dropping to that commanding edge that made his knees weak.
"This isn’t your home anymore, Sam. It’s mine—and you will serve me here."
The words sliced through the air, landing heavy in his chest. A shiver raced down his spine, cold and hot all at once, anticipation twisting with a knot of dread. Serve her? Like a maid? A pet? His excitement dimmed, morphing into something sharper—exhilaration at the thought of her orders, dread at what they'd demand. He nodded, obedient, throat tight. The padded bra shifted with the motion, artificial curves brushing fabric, reminding him of the body he'd surrendered.
Rachel stepped closer, her new look hitting him fresh: that tight dress clinging to her hips, heels making her tower, red lips parted in a smirk. She smelled of vanilla and power, intoxicating. "Look at you, already nodding like a good girl. But don't think this is easy. You'll earn every scrap of my attention."
Sam's breath hitched. Good girl? God, why does that make me hard? Humor bubbled up as a shield—Yeah, earn it by screwing up spectacularly, like always. But the shame flooded in, warm and insistent, his cock straining against the panties. He stood there, frozen in the entryway, the door clicking shut behind them like a lock snapping into place.
Rachel circled him slow, fingers trailing his arm, leaving goosebumps. "Strip down to your lingerie. I want to see what Loretta left me with."
He fumbled with the blouse buttons, hands shaking. Fabric pooled at his feet, exposing the lace bra, the garters hugging his thighs. Cool air kissed his skin, but heat built between his legs, undeniable. This is ridiculous. Pathetic. And fuck, it feels right. Laughter threatened to spill from his lips, a nervous bark to deflate the tension, but Rachel's stare pinned him silent.
She leaned in, breath hot on his ear. "Kneel."
His knees hit the floor hard, the impact jolting up his spine. Pain mixed with the throb in his groin, shame fueling the fire. Rachel's hand tangled in his hair, yanking his head back to meet her eyes. "Now, tell me what you are."
Sam swallowed, voice cracking. "Yours. Your... girl."
Her laugh rang out, low and triumphant. "That's right. And you'll prove it every day." Fingers tightened, pulling a gasp from him—a high, girlish sound that made his face flame. Arousal surged, cock leaking against the lace, the humiliation twisting deeper, addictive. Why fight it? This is the joke that isn't funny anymore. Or is it? Dread and thrill collided, leaving him breathless on the familiar rug, waiting for her next command.
Sam trailed Rachel into the bedroom, the familiar creak of the hardwood underfoot stirring a ghost of nostalgia. This used to be their sanctuary—late-night whispers, tangled sheets, his clumsy attempts to please her. Now, the air hung dense, charged with something unspoken, a promise that pricked at his skin. His lingerie clung to him, lace biting into his hips, the padded bra a constant weight on his chest, every step a reminder of Samantha. Back here. With her. Maybe we can rebuild… something. His mind spun with half-formed images of domesticity, cooking her dinner in this getup, maybe earning a smile.
Rachel stopped at the foot of the bed, her silhouette framed by the dim glow of the bedside lamp. That dress hugged every curve, a weaponized second skin, and her heels gave her an untouchable edge. She turned, her gaze slicing through his daydreams, lips curling in a smirk that set his nerves alight. From the nightstand drawer, she pulled out a small, metallic object, holding it up between her fingers like a trophy. A chastity cage. Sleek, cold steel glinted under the light, tiny and unyielding, with a lock that looked far too final.
“You’ll have to earn your release now, sweetheart.” Her voice dripped with teasing delight, the words twirling in the air as she gave the cage a little shake, the clink of metal a taunt all its own.
Sam’s stomach plummeted, a heavy stone of dread crashing through his hazy fantasies. Earn it? Locked up like some forbidden treat? But beneath the sinking feeling, a shiver of humiliation sparked, igniting a warmth in his groin. His cock twitched, traitorously eager, even as his face burned. He reached out, her silent nod an order, and took the cage from her. The weight surprised him—small but dense, the steel cool against his palm. He turned it over, fingers trembling, the reality sinking in. Pleasure wasn’t his to take anymore. Not a quick stroke in the shower, not a stolen moment. It was hers to give—or withhold.
“Strip those panties off. Let’s see how it fits.” Rachel’s tone brooked no argument, her eyes glinting with amusement as she leaned against the bedpost, one hip cocked, watching him squirm.
His hands fumbled at the waistband, lace sliding down his thighs, the fabric whispering a mocking goodbye. Cool air hit his bare skin, his erection bobbing free, already half-hard from the shame of it all. Look at me, getting off on this. Pathetic. Hilarious, right? A nervous chuckle bubbled in his throat, but he swallowed it, not daring to break the tension. The cage loomed in his grip, a tiny prison for a need he couldn’t control.
Rachel stepped closer, her scent—vanilla laced with something darker—wrapping around him. She plucked the cage from his hands, her fingers brushing his, deliberate and electric. “Don’t look so glum, Samantha. This is for your own good. Keeps you focused on me.” Her voice purred, low and intimate, as she knelt before him, an act that somehow made her more powerful, not less. Her breath grazed his thigh, and he bit his lip, a whimper slipping out, high and desperate, as his body betrayed him further.
The steel touched his skin, cold and unyielding, encircling his shaft. A click echoed in the quiet room, the lock snapping shut, and a wave of helplessness washed over him. Trapped. Hers. Humiliation coiled tighter, feeding the ache in his core, even as the cage denied him. Rachel stood, her smirk widening as she dangled the key before his eyes, a tiny silver promise swinging from her fingers.
“Think of it as a game, pet. Be good, and I might let you out.” Her laugh sliced through him, playful and cruel, as she tucked the key into her cleavage, a hiding place he’d never dare invade. Sam stood frozen, the weight of the cage a constant tug, arousal and shame wrestling in his chest. A game. Sure. One I’m already losing. But that thought only stoked the fire, his mind racing with how he’d prove himself, how he’d beg, how he’d serve—locked up and desperate under her gaze.
Sam's shoulders slumped, the weight of the chastity cage pulling at his groin like an anchor, a constant, nagging reminder that his body no longer answered to him. The bedroom spun in hazy familiarity—the rumpled duvet where they'd once fumbled through vanilla sex, the dresser cluttered with her perfumes that used to make him sneeze. He scanned the space, desperate for some anchor of the old life, something to yank him back from this edge. Just grab my jeans from the apartment downstairs. Slip into normalcy for eight hours at the office, pretend none of this happened. His cock strained uselessly against the steel bars, a futile throb that sent heat flooding his cheeks. Pathetic. Locked up and leaking already, like a puppy humping air.
He cleared his throat, voice coming out thin and reedy. "Rachel, I should... head to my place. Grab some clothes. For work tomorrow, you know? Can't exactly show up in this."
She spun on her heel, that tight dress swishing against her thighs, her laugh a sharp bark that echoed off the walls. Eyes sparkled with wicked glee, like she'd been waiting for this exact protest. Rachel stepped in close, her breath warm on his face, vanilla scent wrapping him tight. Fingers hooked under his chin, forcing his gaze up to meet hers, those smoky eyes boring into him.
“You won’t wear boy clothes ever again.”
The words landed like a slap, precise and stinging, her voice laced with pure delight at the wreckage they promised. She dragged out the sentence, savoring each syllable, her red lips curving into a grin that exposed teeth. No room for debate, no loophole—just her will, ironclad, reshaping him on the spot.
Sam swallowed hard, throat clicking dry, a lump forming that he couldn't force down. Anxiety clawed up his spine, cold fingers digging in, twisting his guts. No boy clothes. Ever. The cage squeezed tighter, or maybe that was just his imagination, the steel biting into his swelling flesh, denying him even the relief of a full erection. His knees wobbled, lingerie clinging to his skin in sweaty patches, the garters tugging with every shift, a whisper of lace against his thighs that screamed vulnerability. Exposed—god, so exposed, like she'd peeled back his skin and left him raw for the world to gawk at. Heat bloomed in his chest, spreading south, his trapped cock pulsing with that twisted mix of shame and spark, the humiliation fueling a low burn he couldn't ignore. Hilarious, right? Me, strutting into the office in a skirt and heels. 'Hey, team, meet Samantha. She makes killer spreadsheets and killer coffee.' The joke fizzled in his mind, sour, because it wasn't funny—not when it meant the end of Sam, the guy who'd hidden behind self-deprecating quips and baggy shirts.
The bra's padding pressed against his chest, artificial swells rising and falling with his ragged breaths, hair from the wig tickling his neck like an itch he couldn't scratch. Work flashed in his head—cubicles buzzing, colleagues' stares turning sharp, whispers slicing through the break room. How will they react? Dave from accounting, smirking over his coffee. Lisa, eyes wide, pretending not to notice the makeup, the sway in my step. Dread coiled tighter, but fuck, it stirred something deeper, a shameful thrill that made his balls ache against the cage's unyielding grip. He stood there, frozen, pulse hammering, the room shrinking around him as Rachel's gaze pinned him, waiting for the surrender she knew would come.
Rachel's smile shifted, bright and dangerous, her fingers suddenly lacing through his with deceptive warmth. "Come on, sweetheart. Let's go shopping."  She handed him a basic shift, indicating he should put it on.
The words hit him like ice water. Shopping? Now? Like this? Sam's stomach twisted into a sick knot, dread pooling heavy in his gut. Rachel waited for him to step into the shift, she zipped him up in back, and smoothed Sam's hair.  She then tugged him toward the door, her grip firm, steering him like a prize he couldn't escape.
"Rachel, wait—" His voice cracked, high and desperate. "I can't go out there. People will see—"
"That's the point, darling." Her laugh tinkled, musical and merciless. "Time to introduce Samantha to the world."
His heels clicked against the pavement, each step a small betrayal. The evening air kissed his exposed legs, cool through the stockings, and the padded bra shifted with every movement, artificial breasts bouncing slightly under the blouse. This is insane. I'm walking down the street in lingerie and heels like some kind of— A woman across the street glanced over, her gaze lingering on his awkward gait, the way the shift swished around his thighs. Heat flooded his cheeks, shame spiraling down to settle in his groin where the cage denied him any relief.
"Just remember to smile, Samantha," Rachel whispered, her breath warm against his ear, voice dripping with mock encouragement. She squeezed his hand, fingers digging in just enough to remind him who held the leash. "You're such a pretty girl when you smile."
The wink she shot him made his knees wobble. Pretty girl. The words echoed in his skull, bouncing around like pinballs, each repetition stoking the fire in his belly. A couple passed them on the sidewalk—the man's eyes tracking Sam's legs, the woman's mouth twitching in barely concealed amusement. Sam's spine went rigid, mortification burning through him, but underneath it all, that traitorous pulse of arousal throbbed against the steel cage. They're staring. They know. They can see exactly what I am.
The clothing store loomed ahead, bright windows displaying mannequins in summer dresses, the entrance yawning like a mouth ready to swallow him whole. Rachel's grip tightened, her excitement palpable, radiating through her touch like electricity. Each step felt monumental, the distance shrinking too fast, his heart hammering so hard he wondered if she could hear it. Just a joke, right? Walk in, laugh it off, walk out. But her face... Rachel's expression held no trace of humor, only hungry anticipation, like she was about to unwrap her favorite present. The automatic doors slid open with a soft whoosh, and cool air conditioning hit his flushed skin, raising goosebumps along his arms as she pulled him inside.
The fluorescent lights hummed overhead, casting everything in stark relief as Rachel steered him past racks of dresses and blouses. Sam's heels clicked against the polished floor, each step echoing his mortification. A sales clerk glanced up from folding sweaters, her eyes widening slightly before she quickly looked away. She knows. They all know. His face burned, but the cage pressed tight against his groin, a constant reminder of his arousal even through the shame.
"This one first." Rachel plucked a charcoal pencil skirt from the rack, holding it up against his waist with clinical assessment. The fabric looked impossibly narrow, designed to hug every curve. "Perfect for the office, don't you think?"
Sam's throat went dry. Office. Tomorrow. In this. The thought sent panic skittering up his spine even as his trapped cock gave a helpless throb. "Rachel, I can't—"
"You can and you will." Her voice cut through his protest, sharp and final. She guided him toward the fitting rooms, the skirt draped over her arm like a weapon. She pulled a matching blouse from a rack. "Dressing room. Now."
The narrow stall felt like a cage within a cage. Sam fumbled with the shift buttons, his fingers shaking as he stripped down to his lingerie. The skirt slipped over his hips, the fabric gripping his body like a second skin. He tugged at the zipper, working it up his back, the material forcing his legs together, restricting his movement to tiny, mincing steps.
"Come out, sweetheart. Let me see."
He emerged from the stall, wobbling on his heels, the skirt molding to his thighs and forcing his hips into an exaggerated sway. The mirror across from the fitting rooms reflected back a stranger—feminine curves emphasized by the tight fabric, legs seeming endless in the stockings and heels. His boyish face looked almost delicate framed by the wig's hair, the makeup Loretta had applied still intact.
Rachel's eyes lit up, drinking in every detail. "Stunning. Absolutely perfect for my working girl." She circled him slowly, fingers trailing along the skirt's hem. "This is what you'll wear tomorrow. No arguments."
Tomorrow. At work. In this. The image flashed through his mind—walking into the office, colleagues staring, whispers following him down the hall. Shame crashed over him in waves, but underneath it, that twisted heat pulsed through his veins. The cage bit into his flesh as his body responded to the humiliation, the contradiction making his head spin.
"Kiss my hand, darling. Show me how grateful you are."
Sam hesitated for a heartbeat before dropping to one knee, the skirt stretching tight across his thighs. He pressed his lips to Rachel's knuckles, the gesture formal and submissive, tasting the faint salt of her skin. Her satisfied hum sent shivers down his spine.
"Good girl. Now the blue dress."
The pattern repeated with each outfit—a floral sundress that made him look like someone's innocent daughter, a black cocktail dress that clung to every padded curve, a silk blouse and A-line skirt combination that screamed professional femininity. Each garment stripped away another layer of his masculinity, replacing it with something softer, more vulnerable. The mirror became his enemy and his obsession, showing him truths he didn't want to acknowledge.
With each outfit, he knelt and kissed her hand, the ritual becoming automatic, his lips finding her skin without hesitation. The cage grew tighter with every submissive gesture, his arousal building despite the steel barrier, or perhaps because of it.
"The red wrap dress," Rachel commanded, selecting something that would showcase his artificial cleavage. "This one's for dinner dates."
Dinner dates. The implication hung in the air—not with her, but with others. Men who would see him as Rachel wanted him seen. Sam's legs nearly buckled as he imagined it, the humiliation so acute it bordered on physical pain. But his body betrayed him again, straining uselessly against the cage, his breath coming in short gasps that made the padded bra rise and fall dramatically.
The sales clerk had stopped pretending not to watch, her curious gaze following their performance with barely concealed fascination. Other customers whispered and pointed, their attention a spotlight that made Sam's skin crawl and burn with shameful excitement.
The feminine-cut blouse hung in Rachel's hands like silk armor, cream-colored with tiny pearl buttons marching down the front. She held it against his chest, fingers brushing the padded curves as she assessed the fit. "This will soften your shoulders beautifully. Give you that delicate look men find so... appealing."
Sam's stomach lurched. Men finding me appealing. The thought crashed through him, equal parts terror and electric thrill. He fumbled with the blouse in the cramped fitting room, pearl buttons slipping through his trembling fingers. The fabric whispered against his skin, flowing rather than clinging, designed to hint at curves rather than broadcast them. When he emerged, the soft drape transformed his silhouette completely—shoulders rounded, waist suggested rather than defined, the whole effect achingly feminine.
"Control-top pantyhose next." Rachel's voice carried that note of delighted authority as she pressed the package into his hands. "They'll shape everything perfectly."
Back in the stall, Sam peeled off his stockings with shaking hands. The pantyhose felt different—thicker, more demanding. They climbed his legs like a second skin, compressing his thighs, flattening his stomach, creating curves where none existed. The control panel pressed against his lower belly, squeezing him into an hourglass he'd never possessed. Every inch of him felt constrained, sculpted, feminine. The sensation was suffocating and intoxicating, the compression making him hyper-aware of his body's new contours.
He stepped from the fitting room on unsteady heels, the pantyhose shifting with each movement, a constant reminder of how thoroughly he'd been reshaped. The blouse floated around him, creating an illusion of delicate femininity that made his reflection look like a stranger—soft, vulnerable, unmistakably female.
The store's fluorescent lights felt like stage lights now, every customer a member of an unwitting audience. A middle-aged woman loading her cart with scarves glanced over, her eyes lingering on his legs, traveling up to his face with undisguised curiosity. Her companion whispered something behind her hand, both sets of eyes tracking his movement. Heat flooded Sam's cheeks, shame spiraling down to settle where the cage pressed tight against his compressed flesh.
Near the jewelry counter, two teenage girls giggled behind their phones, obviously recording. One mouthed something to her friend, pointing not-so-subtly in his direction. Their fascination felt like fingers tracing his skin, invasive and thrilling. They're filming me. Posted online before I even leave the store.
"How charming you look, Samantha." Rachel's praise dripped honey and poison in equal measure, her eyes bright with satisfaction as she circled him slowly. "Such a pretty little thing. Turn around, let me see the back."
He pivoted awkwardly, the pantyhose restricting his movement to small, mincing steps. The blouse's fabric caught the air conditioning, fluttering against his compressed torso. In the security mirror mounted high in the corner, he caught a glimpse of himself—all flowing lines and feminine grace, little left of the man who'd walked in here twenty minutes ago.
"Perfect." Rachel's fingers traced the blouse's collar, adjusting it slightly, her touch proprietorial. "You're becoming exactly what you were meant to be."
What I was meant to be. The words echoed in his skull, bouncing off the walls of his consciousness like ricochets. Standing there under the store's harsh lights, surrounded by curious stares and whispered conversations, paralyzed between terror and exhilaration, Sam wondered if she was right. The cage bit into his flesh as his body responded to the humiliation, arousal building despite—or because of—his complete exposure. Every gaze felt like a hand on his skin, every whisper a caress that made him burn with shame and desperate need.
A security guard had positioned himself near the entrance, arms crossed, watching their performance with professional interest. His stare felt different—assessing, protective of the other customers, ready to intervene if needed. What does he see? A freak show? A threat? But underneath the guard's scrutiny, Sam caught something else—a flicker of fascination, quickly suppressed but unmistakably there.
The elderly clerk who'd been folding sweaters approached hesitantly, her smile professional but strained. "Is there anything I can help you ladies with today?"
Ladies. The word hit like a physical blow, confirmation of what everyone could see. Sam's knees nearly buckled, the pantyhose preventing him from swaying too obviously. His trapped cock pulsed uselessly against the cage, the contradiction of shame and arousal making his head spin. This is who I am now. This is who they see.
Rachel's hand found the small of his back, possessive and guiding. "We're doing wonderfully, thank you. My girl here is just discovering her style."
My girl. Public ownership, claimed and displayed for all to witness. Sam stood frozen in the fluorescent glare, every nerve ending singing with humiliation and electric thrill, wondering if this moment of complete exposure was his destruction or his birth.
"Perfect," Rachel finally purred, her satisfaction radiating like heat. "We'll take everything."






  
  Chapter 2


The bathroom mirror reflected a stranger back at him—soft curves where sharp angles used to be, delicate features enhanced by Rachel's careful application of foundation and mascara. Sam's hands shook as he fumbled with the skirt's zipper, the metal teeth catching on the fabric with each failed attempt. 
"Let me." Rachel's hands covered his, steady and sure, guiding the zipper up his hip until it settled snugly at his waist. The pencil skirt molded to his body like armor, every line emphasizing the illusion of femininity that the padded undergarments created. "There. Perfect."
The pantyhose had been a battle of their own—the control top compressing his waist while the sheer fabric clung to every inch of his legs. Each step sent unfamiliar sensations racing up his thighs, the material whispering against itself with every movement. The heels, modest two-inch pumps that Rachel had deemed "appropriate for a beginner," made his calves ache and forced him to take careful, measured steps.
"Stand still." Rachel's fingers traced his jawline, adding a final touch of concealer to disguise any hint of stubble. "Lipstick next."
The coral shade felt foreign on his lips, waxy and slick. This is insane. I can't walk into the office like this. But even as the thought formed, his body betrayed him—the cage bit into his flesh as arousal built beneath layers of feminine clothing.
"Just tell them you dress this way to please me." Rachel's breath tickled his ear, her voice dropping to that honey-sweet tone that made his knees weak. "Simple as that."
Simple. Nothing about this felt simple. The blouse's fabric caught against his fake breasts with each breath, a constant reminder of how thoroughly he'd been transformed. The wig's auburn waves brushed his shoulders, foreign weight that made him hyper-aware of every movement of his head.
"I can't—" he started, but Rachel's reflection appeared behind his in the mirror, her hands settling possessively on his shoulders.
"You can. You will." Her fingers adjusted the blouse's collar, straightening it with practiced precision. "Because this is who you are now, Samantha. This is who you were always meant to be."
The woman in the mirror stared back—professional, put-together, undeniably feminine even if his male face lurked there. The business suit transformed him into something that belonged in a corporate boardroom, albeit one where everyone would spend the meeting trying not to stare. Just get through the day. The mantra repeated in his skull, but his reflection told a different story. The careful makeup, the styled hair, the fitted clothing—it all screamed attention, demanded notice.
"Your briefcase." Rachel handed him the leather bag, her smile sharp with satisfaction. "Keys. And remember—chin up, shoulders back. You're not apologizing for who you are."
Who I am. The cage pressed tight against his compressed flesh, arousal building despite the impossibility of release. Every careful step toward the door sent tremors up his legs, the heels clicking against the hardwood floor like a countdown. One foot in front of the other. Act like this is normal. Act like you choose this.
But as Rachel's hand found the small of his back, guiding him toward the garage, Sam caught his reflection once more in the hallway mirror. The almost-woman looking back didn't seem to be acting at all—she looked natural, comfortable, like she belonged in those clothes. The realization hit harder than any of Rachel's commands: What if this isn't an act?
The garage door rumbled open, morning sunlight streaming across the concrete. Outside waited the world, his coworkers, his life—all of it about to collide with the woman he was supposed to become.
The elevator doors opened with a soft chime, revealing the familiar beige carpeting of his floor. Sam's heels clicked against the polished concrete as he stepped out, each sound echoing like gunshots in the morning quiet. The briefcase felt slippery in his sweating palm, and he adjusted his grip, praying no one would notice the tremor in his hands.
Just walk normally. Act like nothing's different. But everything was different—the way the skirt forced him to take shorter steps, how the blouse's fabric shifted across his fake breasts, the unfamiliar weight of the wig against his neck. His reflection caught in the glass doors leading to the main office, and for a split second, he didn't recognize himself.
The admin assistant's desk sat like a checkpoint between him and the relative safety of his cubicle. Marcy looked up from her computer screen, her eyes widening as they traveled from his heels to his carefully styled hair. Her expression shifted from surprise to something far more dangerous—amusement mixed with predatory interest.
"Well, well." Marcy leaned back in her chair, arms crossed, making no attempt to hide her thorough examination. "Look who's trying something new."
Sam's face burned as he felt every eye in the reception area turn toward him. The morning coffee chatter died to whispers, keyboards stopped clicking. Keep walking. Don't engage. Just get to your desk.
"Big date with hunk after work, Sam?" Marcy's voice carried across the open space, sweet as poisoned honey. "Or did someone special pick out that adorable little outfit for you?"
The giggle that followed made his stomach clench. Heat flooded his cheeks as conversations paused around them, faces turning toward the spectacle he'd become. Unwanted arousal mixed with mortification.
"Rachel's... particular about presentation." The words tumbled out before he could stop them, his voice pitched higher than usual. He tugged at the skirt's hem, hyperaware of how the fabric clung to his padded hips.
Marcy's smile widened, her eyes glittering with cruel delight. "Oh, I'll bet she is. Lucky girl, having someone so... dedicated to making her happy."
Another ripple of laughter followed him as he hurried past her desk, the click of his heels marking each desperate step toward his cubicle. Behind him, Marcy's voice carried like a taunt: "You look absolutely precious, by the way. That color is definitely your shade."
This is going to be the longest day of my life.
The quarterly reports scattered like autumn leaves across the polished floor, each paper a white flag of surrender in what was rapidly becoming the most humiliating morning of Sam's life. His heel had caught on the carpet transition strip—something that had never been a problem in his old sneakers—and now he crouched awkwardly beside his briefcase, the pencil skirt riding up his thighs as he tried to gather the mess.
"Easy there, gorgeous." Mike from Accounts Receivable appeared at his elbow, crouching down with predatory grace. "Don't want you hurting yourself in those pretty shoes."
The pantyhose constricted around his legs like prison bars, making it impossible to bend naturally. Every attempt to reach the scattered papers sent the skirt climbing higher, and he tugged frantically at the hem with one hand while grabbing documents with the other. The cage pressed tight against his compressed flesh, his body's traitorous response to the mortification flooding through him.
"Laundry emergency." The words spilled out in a rush, pitched higher than his normal voice. "All my regular clothes are being... cleaned. Big washing machine malfunction. Real disaster."
Mike's grin widened as he handed over a stack of papers, his fingers deliberately brushing Sam's. "Must have been some disaster to leave you with nothing but..." His eyes traveled meaningfully down Sam's body. "...this."
"Yeah, well, you know how it is." Sam forced a laugh that came out breathless and strained. "Rachel's got this whole system for laundry day and—"
"Rachel picked this out for you?" Dave from Payroll had materialized on his other side, ostensibly helping but mostly leering. "Lucky guy. My wife just lets me wear the same shirt three days running."
Sam scrambled to his feet, papers clutched against his chest like armor. The movement sent the wig's auburn waves cascading across his shoulders, and he caught both men watching the motion with undisguised interest. They're not buying it. They know exactly what this is.
"Different household systems, you know?" He adjusted the blouse with shaking fingers, hyperaware of how the fabric pulled across his fake breasts. "She's very... organized about these things."
Mike stepped closer, close enough that Sam could smell his cologne. "Organized. Right." His voice dropped to a stage whisper. "Tell you what, Samantha—if you need somewhere to change back into your real clothes, I've got a private office."
The name hit like a slap, confirming his worst fears. They all know. Everyone's going to know. Heat flooded his face as Dave chuckled appreciatively.
"Or you could just rock the look all day." Dave's eyes swept over him again, making no effort to hide his assessment. "I mean, if Rachel went to all that trouble picking it out..."
"She does have excellent taste." Mike nodded sagely. "Very... form-fitting choices."
Sam tried to laugh along, to reclaim some semblance of being one of the guys, but his voice cracked on the attempt. "Yeah, you know how women are about—"
"Oh, I know exactly how women are." Mike's smile turned predatory. "Question is, do you?"
A bit to his horror, his body responded to their attention even as his mind recoiled. The mix of humiliation and desire twisted in his gut, making him lightheaded.
"Should probably get these reports filed." He clutched the papers tighter, using them as a shield. "Quarterly deadlines and all that."
"Of course." Dave stepped aside with exaggerated gallantry. "Wouldn't want to keep a working girl from her duties."
Their laughter followed him down the hallway, each echo another nail in the coffin of his masculine identity. Behind him, he caught fragments of their conversation—"Samantha" and "Rachel's got him trained" and something about "office entertainment."
The elevator couldn't come fast enough.
The conference room's fluorescent lights hummed overhead like a swarm of mechanical insects, casting harsh shadows across the polished oak table. Sam perched on the edge of his usual chair, the pencil skirt's unforgiving fabric forcing his knees together in a pose that screamed anything but executive authority. His palms left damp prints on the quarterly reports as he arranged them with trembling fingers.
"Right then." His voice emerged higher than intended, cracking slightly on the second word. Heat flooded his cheeks as Mark, his top salesperson,  leaned back in his chair, arms crossed, a knowing smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. "I need those Q3 projections finalized by Thursday morning."
"Sure thing, boss." Mark's tone dripped with something between amusement and insubordination, the title stretched out like taffy until it snapped with mockery. "Love the new look, by the way. Very... professional."
The fabric of Sam's blouse clung to his fake breasts as his breathing quickened. Around the table, his usual team—people who'd jumped when he'd called their names just yesterday—exchanged glances loaded with barely concealed laughter. Still their boss, he reminded himself desperately, but the words felt hollow as tissue paper.
"The Davidson account needs immediate attention." He tried to inject authority into his voice, but it came out breathless instead. The wig's weight pulled at his scalp as he turned to address Janet from Sales. "I want a full breakdown of their purchasing patterns."
"Of course... Samantha." Janet's smile could have cut glass. "Should I email that to you, or would you prefer I hand-deliver it? I know how much you appreciate personal service these days."
The contempt hit like ice water, but his body's response was anything but cold. The cage pressed tight against his compressed flesh, unwanted arousal building despite the mortification washing over him. Every snicker, every barely suppressed laugh chipped away at what remained of his professional facade.
"Email's fine." He fumbled with his pen, the simple act of clicking it becoming monumentally difficult with his shaking hands. "Standard protocols."
"Standard protocols." Mark repeated the words like he was tasting something exotic. "Got it. Though I have to ask—is this new dress code company-wide, or just for special employees?"
The conference room erupted in barely muffled chuckles. Sam's grip tightened on his pen until his knuckles went white, the plastic creaking under the pressure. The pencil skirt rode higher as he shifted uncomfortably, and he tugged at the hem with his free hand, hyperaware of how the motion drew every eye in the room.
"Let's stay focused on the agenda." His voice cracked again, betraying the desperation clawing at his throat. "The client is expecting our proposal by—"
"Week's end, yeah." Dave from Operations interrupted, his usual deference nowhere to be found. "We heard you the first time. Though I gotta say, Sam—sorry, Samantha—you seem a little... tense today. New outfit got you all wound up?"
This isn't happening. But it was happening, his authority dissolving like sugar in rain while his subordinates watched with predatory interest. The cage bit deeper as arousal surged through him, his body responding to their attention even as his mind recoiled from the humiliation.
"Perhaps we should take a short break." The suggestion came out as barely more than a whisper, his executive presence crumbling like wet cardboard. "Reconvene in fifteen minutes."
"Whatever you say, boss." Mark's grin widened as he pushed back from the table. "We'll be right here when you get back. All of us."
The promise in his voice made Sam's stomach clench. As his team filed out, their whispered conversations and stifled laughter followed like a death march for his masculine identity. Still the boss, he repeated desperately, but the words held no weight anymore.
* * *
Sam staggered through the front door, the pencil skirt's grip on his thighs a constant reminder of the day's endless parade. Artificial breasts heaved with each breath, the wig's strands sticking to his sweat-dampened forehead. He kicked off the heels—Rachel's heels, really—and padded into the kitchen, craving a cold beer to wash away the stares that still burned in his memory. The pantyhose whispered against his skin with every step, compressing his padded ass into unnatural curves that swayed whether he wanted them to or not.
Rachel lounged against the kitchen counter with casual authority, one hip cocked at an angle that made Sam's mouth go dry. He couldn't help but focus in on how much sexier Rachel's clothes were than normal—not just different, but deliberately, overwhelmingly sensual. Her leather skirt hugged her hips like a second skin, the material creaking softly whenever she shifted her weight. The deep crimson blouse she wore was unbuttoned just enough to reveal the lacy edge of something black underneath, a deliberate tease that made his artificial breasts feel suddenly heavy against his chest. 
Her red lipstick gleamed under the pendant light, catching every flicker of illumination as if demanding attention, the color so vivid it seemed to pulse with its own heartbeat. Gold earrings dangled at her throat, drawing his eyes down the elegant line of her neck to collarbones that looked sharp enough to cut. This wasn't the Rachel who had left him months ago—this was someone who had discovered exactly what she wanted and exactly how to take it. She straightened, eyes locking on him with a predatory spark.
"How was your first day as my working girl?"
She closed the distance in two strides, backing him against the granite edge. Her body heat enveloped him, perfume laced with something sharper—dominance, maybe. Before words formed on his tongue, her hand dove straight down the front of his skirt, fingers tracing the sheer barrier of pantyhose until they cupped the rigid outline of his caged cock.
He gasped, hips bucking into her palm without permission. The metal bit into his swelling flesh, a cruel barrier that turned pressure into exquisite torment. Fuck, why does this always happen?
"Rachel, I—"
"Mmm, someone enjoyed being on display."
Her murmur vibrated through him as she squeezed, feeling every twitch and strain against the unyielding bars. Wetness gathered at his tip, trapped and useless, while her nails scraped lightly over the nylon, sending jolts straight to his core. His knees weakened, artificial breasts brushing her chest as he leaned in, hating how his body betrayed him yet again.
"Tell me about the looks, the whispers."
Heat surged through his veins with each syllable, her voice like velvet wrapped around a blade. The day's humiliations replayed in vivid flashes—Janet's cutting smile, Mark's mocking drawl, the conference room laughter that echoed like gunfire. Shame crashed over him, but it twisted into something hotter, fiercer, his cock throbbing desperately against its prison. Breathless, he clutched the counter behind him, knuckles whitening as her fingers worked him through the fabric, teasing without mercy.
"God, the stares... everyone noticed. Admin girl smirked like I'd shown up in a clown suit. Finance team laughed when I dropped those files—couldn't bend right in this damn skirt."
He admitted it in a rush, voice cracking as her thumb circled the head through the pantyhose. Arousal built like a storm, his padded ass clenching against the counter's edge. Why does telling her make it worse? Better? The whispers from work haunted him, but spilling them now fueled the fire, his body arching into her touch despite the mortification clawing at his gut.
"And the meeting... they wouldn't listen. Mark interrupted, called me Samantha right there. Like I wasn't the boss anymore. It was insubordination, pure and simple—total disrespect."
Her laughter bubbled low, fingers pressing harder, mapping every inch of his trapped hardness. The cage rattled faintly with his involuntary thrusts, wetness seeping through the nylon to slick her skin.
"Poor thing, all worked up from their attention. But look at you—straining so hard for me. You got turned on by it, didn't you? Admit it."
"Yeah... yeah, I did. But Rachel, the way they treated me—it shredded my authority. I can't lead like this."
She leaned in closer, breath hot against his ear, her free hand trailing up to tweak a fake nipple through the blouse. Fresh sparks shot down to his groin, his cock pulsing in futile rhythm.
"I'll think of ways to handle that insubordination, don't you worry. Maybe a little reinforcement at the office. For now, though, you looked so professional and sexy in that suit. My perfect working girl, all dolled up and desperate."
Her praise hit like a drug, humiliation twisting tighter with the arousal. He groaned, hips grinding against her hand as the day's shame fed the blaze, leaving him teetering on the edge with no release in sight. The kitchen spun, her touch the only anchor in the storm.
* * *
Sam stood before the full-length mirror in their bedroom, fingers fumbling with the delicate buttons of the feminine-cut blouse. Each tiny clasp slipped free with a faint pop, revealing the realistic swell of the breast forms glued to his chest. Their weight dragged at him, a constant reminder of the shape he’d been forced into. He peeled the fabric away, letting it fall to the floor in a crumpled heap, and stared at the stranger gazing back. The wig’s long strands framed his face, soft and foreign, while the padded curve of his hips mocked any trace of the man he used to be. It’s just clothes. Still me inside them. The mantra echoed in his head, but it tasted like ash on his tongue, bitter and unconvincing.
His gaze dropped to the cage locked tight around his cock, the metal glinting under the dim bedroom light. A dull throb pulsed there, insistent, as memories of the day clawed their way back. Mark’s smirk in the meeting room, sharp as a blade, slicing through what little authority Sam had clung to. The admin’s knowing glance, her lips twitching as if she could see straight through the pencil skirt to the pantyhose hugging his thighs. And Rachel—God, Rachel—her fingers digging into him through the nylon, claiming every inch of his shame with that wicked grin. Heat surged through him again, his cock straining against its bars, a futile protest that only deepened the humiliation. Just clothes, he muttered under his breath, but the words crumbled against the truth.
He turned from the mirror, unable to stomach the reflection any longer, and spotted the nightgown Rachel had laid out on the bed. Pale pink silk, thin straps, the hem scandalously short. A sigh escaped him as he picked it up, the fabric cool and slick between his fingers. Slipping it over his head, he felt it cascade down his torso, whispering against the fake curves of his chest and ass. The sensation prickled his skin, a shiver racing down his spine as the hem brushed his thighs. Still me, he tried to insist, but the lie dissolved in the air. Something fundamental had slipped through his grasp today—some piece of Sam he’d never claw back. The silk clung to him like a second skin, a quiet declaration that he was already hers, shaped beyond recognition.






  
  Chapter 3


The next morning, Rachel circled Sam like a shark scenting blood in the water. The fabric of his grey skirt pulled tight across the padded curves of his ass, a constant reminder of the shape she'd forced on him. His breast forms shifted with every breath, nipples brushing against the blouse's silk lining, sending unwelcome sparks down his spine. 
"You can't manage like a man anymore, sweetie. You need to manage like a sissy."
Her finger trailed along his jawline, nails scraping lightly. Heat flushed his cheeks. God, why does that word make me throb? The chastity cage clamped down harder, his cock pulsing uselessly against the unyielding metal bars.
"Your priority is making the men feel good at all times."
Sam's breath hitched. The wig's strands tickled his neck, framing his face in soft waves that made him look... delicate. Vulnerable. His soft brown eyes darted to her, pleading without words, but she just smiled, lips painted that bold red that screamed control.
"Always let men speak first. Never lower your voice below mezzo-soprano. And most importantly—do what they ask."
This is insane. The thought slammed through him, but his body betrayed everything. Blood rushed south, his trapped length straining, the cage's bite a sharp thrill that blurred into ache. Humiliation burned in his gut, twisting with that dark hunger he couldn't deny. He shifted, pantyhose whispering against his skin, compressing his thighs into smooth, feminine lines.
Rachel leaned in closer, her breath warm on his ear. Perfume—spicy and commanding—filled his nose.
"Repeat it back to me, Samantha. Show me you understand."
He swallowed, voice pitching up without effort, soft and breathy. "Always let men speak first. Never lower my voice below mezzo-soprano. Do what they ask."
A smirk curved her lips. She straightened, heels clicking on the hardwood as she paced. "Good girl."
The cage throbbed again. Shame flooded him, hot and immediate, but it only fueled the fire. Why does obeying her feel better than any win at work? He gripped the notepad tighter, knuckles whitening.
"Now, practice. Stand up and greet me like you'd greet your boss."
Sam rose, skirt swishing around his knees, the control-top pantyhose squeezing his calves. He wobbled slightly in the low heels she'd picked, ass pillows shifting to exaggerate his sway. Breast forms bounced lightly, drawing his eyes down to the cleavage peeking from his blouse.
"Yes, sir," he murmured, voice lilting into that enforced mezzo-soprano, breathy and submissive.
Rachel laughed, the sound sharp and triumphant. "Louder, sweetie. Make it count."
"Yes, sir!" He pitched it higher, face burning as the words hung in the air. His cock strained harder, the cage's bars digging in like teasing fingers. Arousal coiled tight in his belly, humiliation wrapping around it like a lover's grip.
She stepped forward, hand slipping under his skirt without warning. Fingers brushed the cage, feeling the heat, the futile swelling. "See? This is what you need. Not power—pleasure from pleasing."
He gasped, hips bucking involuntarily. The wig fell across his eyes, obscuring her grin, but he felt it in her touch. The office would test him. He'd defer to everyone and they would take advantage of him. And he'd let them. Because she demanded it. Because it made him hard as hell.
"Now, mirror time. Practice those greetings until they sound natural."
Sam nodded, turning toward the hall mirror. His reflection stared back—a boyish face softened by makeup, body reshaped into curves. Still me inside. But the cage pulsed, reminding him otherwise.
* * *
Sam slipped through the office corridors, skirt swishing against his pantyhose-covered thighs. His heels made a quiet clicking noise on the linoleum, letting people know he was on his way before they could see him.
"Mark?" His voice came out breathy, pitched into that enforced mezzo-soprano. "Could you come to the team meeting? Ten minutes?"
Mark glanced up from his computer, eyebrows rising at Sam's tone. A smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth. "Sure thing... boss."
The pause before 'boss' landed like a slap. Sam's cheeks flushed, but he just nodded, moving to the next cubicle. The cage pressed against him as he walked, a constant reminder of Rachel's control threading through every interaction.
"Jenkins? Team meeting in ten?"
"Yeah, I'll be there." Jenkins didn't even look up, dismissing him with a wave.
Sam's throat tightened. Before, they'd have jumped. Now they treated him like... like an assistant asking favors. The humiliation twisted in his gut, but underneath it, that dark thrill pulsed. 
Ten minutes later, Sam stood at the head of the conference table, notepad trembling in his hands. The pencil skirt hugged his thighs, forcing him into small, careful steps. His team filed in—Mark, Jenkins, Sarah from accounting, and the new intern, Tyler, whose muscles strained against his polo shirt in ways that made Sam's eyes linger.
"So, quarterly projections—" Sam began.
"Wait, hold up," Mark interrupted, leaning back in his chair. "Did anyone see the game last night?"
Sam's mouth snapped shut. Let men speak first. Rachel's voice echoed in his head, firm and uncompromising. His prepared presentation slides sat forgotten on the table as Mark launched into a play-by-play analysis.
"That touchdown in the fourth quarter—" Jenkins jumped in, talking over Mark.
"No way, the refs were blind—" Tyler added, his deep voice cutting through the room.
Three conversations erupted simultaneously. Sam stood at the head of the table, watching his meeting dissolve into chaos. His throat worked silently, words dying before they could form. Every instinct screamed at him to take control, to slam his hand on the table and demand attention. But the rules bound him like invisible chains.
Never raise your voice above mezzo-soprano.
"Maybe we could—" he tried softly.
Mark gestured wildly, describing defensive formations. "And then Peterson just bulldozed right through—"
"Guys, the projections—" Sam's voice stayed breathy, feminine, completely buried under the masculine roar of sports talk.
Jenkins pulled out his phone, showing Tyler a replay video. Their heads bent together, broad shoulders blocking Sam's view of half the room. The intern's biceps flexed as he reached for the device, and Sam found himself staring at the curve of muscle beneath fabric.
Focus. 
Sarah checked her watch and rolled her eyes. "Some of us have actual work to do."
The men ignored him completely. Sam's notepad crumpled in his grip as he watched his authority evaporate. Before Rachel's rules, he would have cut through this bullshit in seconds. Now he stood frozen, his soft voice lost in the masculine noise, his body betraying him with every pulse of trapped arousal.
"The quarterly numbers—" he whispered.
Nobody heard him. The cage bit deeper as his cock swelled, shame flooding his system like a drug. This is what she wanted. The thought sent another wave of heat through him. Rachel had orchestrated this collapse, and his body responded with desperate hunger.
His team had forgotten he existed.
Sam cleared his throat, trying to find an opening in the sports commentary. His fingers smoothed down the powder blue sweater dress, the soft fabric clinging to the breast forms beneath.
"Actually, I wanted to discuss the digitalisation concept I introduced last month—"
"DIGITALISATION!" Mark's voice boomed across the conference room, drowning out Sam's gentle tone completely. "Yeah, I've been working on streamlining our digital processes. Really revolutionary stuff."
Sam's mouth fell open. Those were his words. His proposal. The same system he'd spent weeks developing, the automated workflow that could save the company thousands in processing time. Heat crawled up his neck as Mark gestured expansively, commanding the room's attention.
"The way I see it," Mark continued, leaning forward with authority, "we implement cloud-based solutions across all departments. Cut redundancy by sixty percent, maybe seventy."
Those are my numbers. Sam's notepad trembled in his grip. Every detail Mark spouted came directly from Sam's research, his presentations, his late nights hunched over spreadsheets. The cage pressed against his cock as fury and humiliation battled in his chest.
"Mark, that's—" Sam started, his voice barely above a whisper.
Rachel's voice echoed in his memory, silky and commanding: Do what they ask. Never contradict. Be agreeable.
The protest died in his throat. His lips pressed together, trapping the words behind his teeth. Around the table, heads nodded in appreciation of Mark's "innovation." Tyler leaned forward, impressed by the masculine confidence radiating from Mark's presentation.
"Brilliant strategy," Jenkins added. "How soon can we implement?"
Sam watched his career dissolve before his eyes. Months of work, his breakthrough idea that could have secured his promotion, now belonged to someone else. The humiliation twisted deeper, but underneath it that dark pulse.
Sarah glanced at him with confusion. "Didn't you mention something like this before, Sam?"
Mark waved dismissively. "Probably heard me talking about it in the break room. You know how these things spread."
Sam's cheeks burned. The room buzzed with excitement over "Mark's" proposal while he remained invisible, his feminine voice too weak to claim what belonged to him. Shame and arousal fed each other in an endless loop of degradation.
"Sam, why don't you go grab us all some coffee?" Mark's suggestion cut through the room like a blade wrapped in velvet. "You know how we like it."
The words hung in the air, not quite a question, definitely not a request. Mark's smile revealed too many teeth, predatory and knowing. Around the table, conversations died. All eyes turned to Sam, weighing his response, measuring his reaction.
I'm their boss. The thought screamed through Sam's mind, desperate and futile. I sign their paychecks. I write their performance reviews. But his legs were already shifting, his body betraying him before his mind could catch up. The cage pressed against his cock as heat flooded his face.
"Of course," the words slipped out in that enforced mezzo-soprano, breathy and compliant.
Tyler raised an eyebrow, a smirk playing at his lips. Jenkins chuckled low in his throat. Sarah stared openly, her expression somewhere between confusion and disgust. The humiliation crashed over Sam in waves, each person's reaction another layer of shame that made his trapped cock pulse desperately.
I could say no. But even thinking it felt impossible. Rachel's rules wrapped around his throat like silk chains. Do what men ask. The memory of her voice, sultry and commanding, made his knees weak.
"Medium roast for me," Mark added casually, already turning back to his notes. "Two sugars."
"Black coffee," Jenkins called out without looking up.
"Cappuccino if they have it," Tyler said, his deep voice rumbling through Sam's chest like a physical thing.
Each order landed like a small defeat. Sam stood frozen at the head of the conference table, his quarterly projections forgotten, his stolen ideas now Mark's property, his authority dissolving like sugar in rain. The pencil skirt hugged his thighs, restricting his movement to small, feminine steps.
Just walk away. Tell them to get their own damn coffee.
Instead, his heels clicked against the linoleum as he headed for the door. Each step sounded like surrender, like the death knell of his managerial credibility. Behind him, masculine laughter erupted over some joke he couldn't hear. The sound made his cock strain harder against its prison, humiliation and arousal feeding each other in an endless cycle.
The conference room door closed behind him with a soft click, sealing his fate. Sam stood alone in the hallway, his reflection caught in the glass—powder blue blouse, grey skirt, careful makeup, submissive posture. 
Sam balanced the coffee tray against his hip, his manicured nails clicking against the ceramic mugs. Through the glass, he could see his team still clustered around the table, Mark gesturing expansively while discussing "his" digitalization proposal.
The door handle felt cold against his palm. He pushed it open just as another voice cut through the room—deep, authoritative, unmistakably masculine.
"What's the status on quarterly projections?"
Mr. Henderson stood at the far end of the conference table, his imposing frame filling the doorway. Sam's boss had arrived unannounced, his steel-gray suit immaculate, his presence commanding immediate attention from everyone in the room. Everyone except Sam, who froze in the doorway clutching the coffee tray like a shield.
Henderson's eyes swept the room, taking in the scattered notes, the animated discussion, the obvious productivity. Then his gaze landed on Sam, and his expression shifted from professional interest to something much colder.
"Medium roast, two sugars," Sam whispered, setting Mark's mug down with trembling fingers.
The room fell silent. Mark reached for his coffee without acknowledgment, his attention focused entirely on Henderson. Jenkins did the same, accepting his black coffee as if Sam were invisible. Tyler's cappuccino went next, the intern's muscled forearm brushing against Sam's wrist as he took the mug.
Henderson watched it all with growing darkness in his expression. His jaw tightened as Sam served his own subordinates, his department head witnessing the complete inversion of authority. The pencil skirt hugged Sam's thighs as he bent to place the final mug, the powder blue sweater dress riding up slightly to reveal the control-top pantyhose beneath.
"Excellent work on the digitalization concept, Mark," Henderson said, his voice cutting through the silence. "Revolutionary thinking."
Sam's throat constricted. My work. My concept. But the words stayed trapped behind his teeth, bound by Rachel's rules that felt tighter than the cage pressing against his cock.
"Where's your backbone, Sam?"
The question hit like a physical blow. Henderson's voice carried the weight of decades in management, the authority that came from commanding respect rather than begging for it. Every person in the room turned to stare as Sam stood frozen, empty coffee tray clutched against his chest.
"This department needs leadership, not..." Henderson's eyes raked over Sam's appearance, taking in the feminine silhouette, the careful makeup, the submissive posture. His lip curled with undisguised contempt. "Whatever this is."
Heat flooded Sam's face. The humiliation crashed over him in waves—his stolen ideas attributed to Mark, his authority dissolving before his superior's eyes, his body betraying him in that powder blue dress that clung to every curve the breast forms created. Around the table, his team watched with expressions ranging from embarrassment to cruel satisfaction.
"Sir, I—" Sam's voice came out in that enforced mezzo-soprano, breathy and weak.
"You what?" Henderson snapped. "You're serving coffee to your own subordinates while they discuss strategies you should be leading. You're dressed like..." He gestured dismissively. "I don't even know what you're dressed like."
Mark cleared his throat. "Sam's been having some... adjustment issues lately."
"Adjustment issues," Henderson repeated flatly. His eyes never left Sam's face, measuring the trembling lips, the flushed cheeks, the complete absence of masculine authority. "This department's performance has declined fifteen percent over the last quarter. I need someone who can command respect, not someone who..." He paused, searching for words. "Not someone who looks like they should be taking dictation instead of giving direction."
The words landed like physical blows. Sam's notepad slipped from his fingers, clattering to the floor. As he bent to retrieve it, the pencil skirt pulled tight across his padded hips, the motion forcing him into a distinctly feminine crouch that made several people in the room shift uncomfortably.
Tyler's eyes lingered on the curve of Sam's form, a smirk playing at his lips. The humiliation twisted deeper, but underneath it, that dark arousal pulsed like a second heartbeat, thinking how well he'd followed Rachel's instructions.
* * *
Sam slumped on the edge of the bed, blouse and skirt still hugging his body like a second skin. Breast forms pressed against the fabric with every breath, heavy and insistent. Home offered no escape from the day's wreckage—ideas pilfered, authority gutted, dignity in tatters. Yet that pulse between his legs refused to fade.
Rachel sauntered in, her leather skirt whispering against her legs, red lipstick gleaming under the bedroom light. She dropped onto the bed beside him, one hand trailing up his stockinged thigh.
"Spill it, Samantha. Every humiliating detail. Don't leave out a thing."
Her fingers danced along the skirt's hem, pushing it higher. Sam swallowed, the wig's strands tickling his neck. Memories flooded back, sharp as broken glass.
"Mark took my digitalization plan. Presented it like his own genius. I just... stood there with the coffee tray, letting him."
Rachel's laugh bubbled low, her hand slipping under the skirt to trace the cage's outline. Metal warmed under her touch, and Sam's cock strained harder, a fresh ache blooming. Mark's voice, so damn sure, barking orders. Henderson's eyes, drilling into me like I was nothing.
"Go on. What else?"
Sam's voice cracked into that enforced mezzo-soprano, breathy and small. "Henderson caught me serving them. Called me out in front of everyone. 'Where's your backbone?' He looked at me in this dress, the pantyhose, like I disgusted him."
Heat flushed his cheeks, but his hips shifted involuntarily, pressing into her palm. The cage pinched, a cruel reminder, yet his body betrayed him—cock pulsing against the bars, desperate for more. Tyler's smirk, those arms flexing as he grabbed his mug. Muscles I used to ignore, now... fuck, what if I dropped to my knees right there?
Rachel's eyes sparkled, her free hand yanking down his pantyhose in one swift tug. Cool air hit his skin, and she pushed him back onto the sheets, skirt bunching around his waist. "What a beautiful sissy you're becoming. Look at you, all dolled up and leaking from a little workplace drama."
Her fingers circled the cage, teasing the exposed tip where precum beaded. Sam groaned, the sound girlish and broken. She leaned in, breath hot against his ear, then slid one finger lower, probing his asshole. It slipped in easy, slick from lube she must've grabbed earlier, curling inside him with deliberate strokes.
Pleasure sparked through him, electric and filthy. His hips bucked, breast forms jiggling under the dress. Henderson's contempt, Mark's theft—why does it make me this hard? 
"What did you feel, Samantha? Tell me the truth."
Her finger thrust deeper, hitting that spot that made stars explode behind his eyes. Sam arched, cock throbbing wildly in its prison, the cage rattling with each futile twitch. Shame twisted in his gut, but the words tumbled out.
"I liked it."
The admission hung in the air, horrifying and true. Rachel's finger pumped faster, rewarding him, her thumb now grazing the cage's base. Sam's mind reeled—I got harder from obeying than I ever did from leading. It felt good to let go, to just... serve.
Terror clawed at him, mingled with a thrill that coiled tighter than the intrusion in his ass. Rachel's rules stripped away the facade, exposing the craving he'd buried deep. Submission wasn't punishment; it was release. Her laughter filled the room as she worked him, finger plunging in rhythm with his confessions, building that humiliating ecstasy.
"See? This is you now. My perfect girl, creaming from a day's worth of failures."
Sam's body tensed, the edge rushing closer, every humiliation fueling the fire. God, I want more.






  
  Chapter 4


Morning light filtered through the blinds as Rachel's fingers worked the corset's laces, each tug cinching Sam's waist tighter. The boning pressed into his ribs, forcing his posture straight while the breast forms pushed higher, creating cleavage he'd never imagined having. His breath came in shallow sips, the restrictive garment a constant reminder of his new shape. 
"Arms up, Samantha."
The off-shoulder top slipped over his head, stretching across his torso like a second skin. Soft blue fabric hugged every curve the corset created, the neckline plunging to showcase the artificial valley between his breasts. His padded ass filled out the pencil skirt perfectly, the control-top pantyhose smoothing every line beneath.
Rachel circled him like a predator, adjusting the collar of his business jacket with deliberate precision. Her red nails traced the exposed curve of his collarbone, sending shivers down his spine. The jacket framed the provocative top without hiding it—professional enough for the office, feminine enough to blur every line.
"Show off that collarbone, sweetie. Men love vulnerability."
The words hit him like a physical blow, excitement and dread twisting in his stomach. Sam caught his reflection in the mirror—the gentle slope of bare shoulders, the hint of cleavage, the way the fabric clung to his manufactured curves. I look like I'm advertising myself.
His cock throbbed against the cage, metal biting into swollen flesh. Rachel's command echoed in his head as he imagined walking into the office, Tyler's eyes tracking that exposed skin, Henderson's judgment sharp as a blade. The thought of their stares made him dizzy—their confusion, their contempt, their... interest?
"You understand what I'm asking, don't you?"
Sam nodded, throat tight. The corset forced his breathing high and shallow, making his voice naturally breathy. "Yes, ma'am."
"Good girl. Now remember—shoulders back, chest out. Let them see exactly what you are."
The morning routine felt like armor being stripped away. Each piece of clothing pushed him further from Sam and deeper into Samantha. The wig's auburn strands brushed against his bare shoulders, a constant caress that reminded him of his exposure. Foundation covered his stubble, lipgloss made his mouth feel foreign and full.
Rachel stepped back, admiring her work. "Perfect. Absolutely perfect."
Sam's reflection showed a woman ready for the corporate world—if that woman was advertising her availability. The outfit screamed submission disguised as professionalism, vulnerability wrapped in business casual. His pulse hammered against his throat, visible in the mirror's cruel honesty.
The cage grew tighter as anticipation built, metal digging deeper into his flesh.
* * *
Sam paced the hallway outside Henderson's office, the pencil skirt restricting every step to a mincing sway. The corset squeezed his ribs, forcing shallow breaths that made his artificial breasts rise and fall visibly. Rachel leaned against the wall nearby, her tailored dress hugging her curves, high heels planted like stakes in the carpet. She had set this up—called Henderson that morning, spinning some tale about an urgent performance review tied to sales projections. Now her eyes locked on Sam's, sparkling with that predatory glee.
"This is your moment, darling. Make them see you."
Her whisper brushed his ear, hot and intimate. Sam's stomach twisted, a knot of fear uncoiling into something sharper, a thrill that pulsed straight to his caged cock. Make them see... what? The freak in a skirt? He nodded, voice pitching high and supplicant. "Yes, Rachel."
She stepped back, lurking just beyond the doorframe, invisible to anyone inside but close enough to watch. Sam knocked, the sound feeble against the wood. The door swung open, and Henderson's bulk filled the frame—fifties, fit, his button-down straining over broad shoulders. Those muscles flexed as he gestured Sam inside, lips curling in disgust that didn't quite hide the flicker in his eyes.
"Sit down, Sam—or whatever the hell you're calling yourself today."
Henderson's voice boomed, laced with contempt. Sam lowered into the chair, knees pressed together under the skirt, the pantyhose whispering against his skin. The wig's strands tickled his bare collarbone, exposed by the plunging neckline. He clutched the folder of sales figures, hands trembling. Rachel's command echoed—defer, seek approval, let men lead. His gaze darted to Henderson's arms, the way veins corded them, then lower to the bulge in his slacks. Strong. Real. Not like me.
"Start talking. What's this bullshit review about? And why the fuck are you dressed like that?"
The words lashed out, Henderson leaning forward, face reddening. Sam opened the folder, words fumbling from his lips in a breathy rush. "Sir, the quarterly projections show a twelve percent uptick in... in regional accounts. If we adjust the outreach strategy—"
"Twelve percent? That's garbage. You call that progress?"
Henderson slammed a fist on the desk, the impact vibrating through Sam's chair. The beratement built like a storm, each insult stripping away layers. "Look at you, prancing in here like some office slut. Skirt so tight I can see every fake curve. You think this impresses me? You're a joke, Sam. A pathetic, simpering joke."
Self-worth crumbled inside Sam, chips falling away with every barb. He shrank back, shoulders hunching despite the corset's rigid hold. But docility took root, a desperate flicker in his chest craving that approval, however twisted. "I'm sorry, sir. I just wanted to... to show the numbers properly."
Henderson's eyes narrowed, raking over Sam's exposed skin, the hint of cleavage. Disgust twisted his features, but his breathing quickened, a bulge stirring in his pants. The abuse hung thick in the air, erotic charge building. Sam's cock throbbed against the cage, metal teeth biting as arousal surged. He's disgusted... turned on. Just like me. The man's lips parted slightly, full and commanding, and Sam imagined them barking more orders, his own mouth yielding.
"You wanted to show? Fine. Show me how a girl like you handles failure."
Henderson stood, towering, muscles shifting under his shirt. Sam's pulse hammered, humiliation flooding him, yet his body betrayed him—heat pooling, cage straining. He glanced toward the door, sensing Rachel's watchful eyes, her mischief feeding the fire. The need for approval burned brighter, submission wrapping around the shame like a lover's grip.
"Whatever you say, sir."
The words slipped out girlish, supplicant. Henderson paused, a hungry gleam breaking through the scorn. His hand adjusted his belt, the gesture deliberate. Sam's gaze fixed there, on the package swelling beneath, imagination running wild with the cock hidden away—thick, unyielding, everything he wasn't. Arousal hammered harder, cage pulsing in rhythm with his racing heart.
Sam's phone buzzed in his skirt pocket, a vibration that shot straight through the tight fabric to his caged cock. He fished it out, glancing at the screen under Henderson's glare. Rachel's words glowed: Forget numbers. Tell him how wet you get when men stare. Heat flooded his cheeks, a shiver racing down his spine, prickling the skin under the pantyhose. Wet? Like I'm some desperate slut? The command twisted inside him, humiliation coiling tight with that forbidden spark, his artificial breasts heaving as breaths came shallow and quick.
Henderson loomed closer, veins bulging in his neck, that fit fifties frame radiating contempt laced with something darker, hungrier. "Well? You gonna spit it out, or just sit there batting those fake lashes?"
The words jammed in Sam's throat, but submission won, pulling them free in a stuttered rush. "S-sir... do you prefer deep throat or gentle kisses?"
Silence hit like a slap. Sam's own audacity crashed over him, a wave of scorching shame that pooled low, making his cock throb against the metal bars. What the fuck did I just say? Arousal surged anyway, hot and insistent, the cage biting as his gaze dropped to Henderson's lips—full, sneering—and lower, to the swelling package straining those slacks. Humiliation burned, but it fueled the fire, his wig's strands sticking to sweat-damp skin, padded ass shifting on the chair.
Henderson's eyes widened, disgust twisting into a smirk that didn't hide the lust. He reached down, zipper rasping open with deliberate slowness. His cock sprang free, thick and veined, already half-hard, the head glistening. "Gentle kisses, you little freak. Up and down the shaft. Show me how a sissy like you worships a real man."
The order landed heavy, Sam's pulse hammering in his ears. He slid from the chair to his knees, the pencil skirt hiking up, exposing the tops of his pantyhose. Carpet fibers dug into his skin as he leaned in, breath ghosting over Henderson's length. This is insane. Degrading. But his cock pulsed futilely in its prison, a bead of pre-cum leaking against the bars. The scent hit him—musky, masculine, sweat and faint cologne—drawing him closer despite the shame knotting his gut.
Lips brushed the base first, soft and tentative, tracing the thick vein upward. Henderson groaned low, fingers tangling in Sam's wig, yanking just enough to sting. "That's it. Kiss it like you mean it, Samantha. Like you've been dreaming of cock all day."
Sam's mouth obeyed, pressing gentle kisses along the shaft, up to the tip where salt bloomed on his tongue. Heat radiated from the skin, velvet over steel, and he lingered, lips parting to let his tongue flick out. Humiliation roared—on his knees in the office, dressed like this, servicing his boss—but arousal drowned it, his own body betraying him with every throb. He eyed the muscles in Henderson's thighs, flexing under the slacks, and imagined the power there, the expulsion from manhood that made him crave it more. Not one of them anymore. Just a girl on her knees.
"More," Henderson growled, hips bucking slightly. "Suck it now. Deep as you can."
Sam opened wider, taking the head in, tongue swirling as he slid down. The thickness filled his mouth, stretching his jaw, saliva dripping as he bobbed. Henderson's hand guided, pushing deeper, groans turning ragged. Wet slurps echoed, mixed with Sam's muffled whimpers, his artificial breasts brushing Henderson's legs with each movement. The cage strained painfully, arousal peaking at the degradation, the humor of it flickering dimly—Laundry emergency? Try cock-sucking duty.
Henderson's breaths quickened, muscles tensing. "Fuck... yeah... swallow it all."
The cock twitched, then erupted, hot spurts flooding Sam's mouth. He gulped it down, the bitter taste coating his tongue, humiliation cresting as cum dribbled from his lips. His own arousal hammered uselessly, cage denying release, leaving him panting on his knees.
* * *
Sam slunk from Henderson's office, legs unsteady in the heels, the taste of cum still coating his tongue. Each click against the linoleum echoed his shame, artificial breasts swaying with every step. The cage bit mercilessly, his cock straining against metal as arousal and humiliation tangled in his gut. What have I done? But beneath the panic, that familiar heat pulsed—the thrill of being used, degraded, expelled from the brotherhood of men.
His phone buzzed. Rachel's text glowed: HR. Now.
The walk felt endless, every colleague's glance burning into him. The powder blue sweater dress clung to his padded curves, pantyhose restricting his stride to mincing steps. His wig felt heavy, strands tickling his neck, a constant reminder of his transformation.
The HR office loomed ahead, Rachel's silhouette visible through the glass. She stood beside Margaret Walsh, the VP of Human Resources—a stern woman in her fifties whose reputation for corporate executions preceded her. Sam's stomach dropped as he pushed through the door.
"Samantha," Margaret's voice carried ice. "Please, sit."
Rachel's smile was predatory, her red lipstick gleaming under the fluorescent lights. She'd dressed to intimidate—black blazer hugging her curves, pencil skirt showcasing her legs, heels that made her tower over his seated form. Power radiated from every pore.
"We've received concerning reports about your conduct," Margaret continued, consulting a file. "Inappropriate sexual advances toward your supervisor. Highly unprofessional behavior."
Heat flooded Sam's cheeks. Henderson's thick cock flashed through his mind—the weight of it on his tongue, the masculine scent, the way submission had felt so right. His cage tightened as arousal spiked despite the mortification.
"Mr. Henderson no longer considers you management material," Margaret's words hit like hammer blows. "Effective immediately, you're being reassigned as Rachel's administrative assistant. Fifty percent pay reduction."
The room spun. Assistant. Rachel's assistant. The irony wasn't lost—demoted to serve the woman who'd orchestrated his downfall. His cock throbbed against its prison, the humiliation feeding his arousal in ways that terrified him.
Rachel moved closer, her perfume enveloping him. "This is all for the best, sweetie." Her hand found his shoulder, fingers trailing possessively. "Your desk is right outside my office. Why don't you go collect your things?"
The walk to his former office felt like a funeral march. Colleagues whispered behind cupped hands, their stares following his swaying hips. Former manager. Now just Rachel's girl. The thought should have devastated him, but his body betrayed him—cock leaking pre-cum against the cage, thighs trembling beneath the pantyhose.
His corner office, once a symbol of authority, now felt like a mausoleum. He swept awards and photos into a cardboard box, each item a reminder of the man he'd been. The weight of his fall pressed down—from supervisor to subordinate, from man to... what? Rachel's plaything? Her pet?
The new desk sat outside Rachel's office like a monument to his degradation. He dumped the box beside it, the sound echoing through the hallway. Female coworkers smirked as they passed, their expressions mixing pity and satisfaction. He deserved this. Look at him—dressed like that, acting like a slut.
Rachel emerged from her office, heels clicking authoritatively. "Ready to go home, assistant?" The title dripped with mock sweetness.
The drive home passed in electric silence, Rachel's presence filling the car. Her manicured fingers drummed the steering wheel, each tap a reminder of her control. Sam stared out the window, watching his old life blur past. The cage bit deeper with every bump in the road, his arousal a constant ache.
Her power. Complete and total. The realization should have terrified him, but instead it sent waves of submission coursing through his veins. At work, at home—everywhere belonged to Rachel now. He was hers, utterly and completely.
* * *
Sam slumped onto the couch in their living room, the powder blue sweater dress rumpled and sticky with the day's sweat. Devastation clawed at his chest, a hollow ache that made his artificial breasts heave with every ragged breath. The wig's strands clung to his damp forehead, pantyhose chafing his thighs like a constant whisper of failure. Demoted. Exposed. Everyone knows I'm... this. His cock twitched feebly in the cage, the metal a cruel reminder of Rachel's grip. Laughter bubbled up unbidden—Hey, at least now I match my outfit: all dressed up with no authority to go. But the humor soured, twisting into shame that heated his skin.
Footsteps echoed from the hallway. Rachel appeared, her black blazer discarded, blouse unbuttoned just enough to reveal the swell of her breasts. Confidence poured from her like steam, heels clicking as she closed the distance. She took his hand, fingers firm around his manicured ones, and yanked him upright. No words, just that possessive pull guiding him to the bedroom.
She shoved him onto the bed, the mattress dipping under his padded ass. Sam sprawled there, skirt hiking up to expose the pantyhose's sheen. Rachel loomed over him, her smoky eyes locking onto his. From her pocket, she drew the small key, dangling it like a trophy.
"Such a good girl today."
The praise hit like a slap, stirring heat in his belly. Good girl. Pretty girl. His cheeks burned, but his body betrayed him, nipples hardening against the breast forms.
"Such a pretty girl, taking your demotion so well."
She straddled his thighs, key slipping into the lock. The cage clicked open, cool air rushing over his freed cock. It sprang to life, swelling under her gaze, veins pulsing with forbidden need. Rachel's hand brushed it once, teasing, before she gripped his hips and flipped him onto his stomach. Face pressed into the sheets, ass up, he felt her shift behind him. Fabric rustled—her skirt hiked, revealing the strap-on harness she'd hidden. The large dildo protruded, thick and unyielding, its silicone girth slick with lube.
She positioned it at his entrance, tip pressing against the ring of muscle. One thrust, and it breached him, stretching him wide with burning fullness. Sam gasped, fingers clawing the bedding, his cock grinding against the mattress as she drove deeper. The rhythm built, her hips slamming into his padded cheeks, each impact jolting pleasure through his core. Fucked like this. Owned. Humiliation flooded him, but so did the rush—his body arching back, craving more.
"Do you like being fucked by me?"
The question came sharp, her thrusts punctuating it. His voice broke high and girlish, a scream tearing free.
"Yes!"
His cock hardened further, throbbing against the sheets, pre-cum slicking the fabric. She pounded harder, the dildo's length claiming him, wet slaps echoing in the room.
"Do you like that you're my assistant now?"
Deeper she went, grinding against his prostate. Shame twisted with ecstasy, his mind flashing to the office stares, the whispers. Her pet, fetching coffee, bending to her will. The thought fueled his erection, rigid and aching.
"Yes!"
The word pitched into a wail, his wig tumbling across his face, breasts smooshing into the bed.
"Do you like that everyone at work thinks of you as my pet?"
Her pace quickened, relentless, the harness rubbing her clit with each motion. Colleagues' smirks replayed in his head—Rachel's little toy. Arousal surged, his balls tightening, cock leaking steadily.
"Yes!"
Screams rose girlish and desperate now, body trembling under her dominance.
"Do you like that they think you're a sissy slut?"
The final thrust hit home, dildo buried to the hilt. Orgasm crashed through him, cock spurting hot ropes onto the sheets, waves of release ripping screams from his throat.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!"
Gratitude flooded him amid the spasms—Rachel's commands, her care, wrapping him in safety even as she broke him. He loved that he was HER sissy slut and it was good people knew it. She's all I need. Taking care of me like this. His body convulsed, spent and shuddering, ass clenching around the invading girth as he relaxed into feeling filled and fulfilled by having her strength inside him.






  
  Chapter 5


The morning light filtered through the curtains as Sam stirred, the events of last night still echoing in his muscles. His ass ached pleasantly, a reminder of Rachel's thorough claiming. But any lingering afterglow vanished when he spotted the outfit laid out on the dresser. 
A plaid jumper hung there like a mockery of childhood—navy and green checks with a Peter Pan collar, its A-line cut designed for a flat chest and narrow hips. Beside it, white knee-socks with lace trim waited alongside black Mary Janes with chunky heels. The ensemble screamed little girl so loudly it might as well have come with pigtails.
"Morning, princess."
Rachel's voice cut through his stunned silence. She emerged from the bathroom already dressed for dominance—black pencil skirt hugging her curves, crimson blouse unbuttoned just enough to suggest authority. Her heels clicked across the hardwood as she approached, coffee mug in hand, steam rising like incense to her power.
Sam's gaze darted to the closet where his suits had hung. Empty hangers swayed like gallows. Gone. All of it.
"Looking for something?"
Her smirk told him she'd orchestrated this disappearance. His throat tightened.
"My... my work clothes?"
"Those boring old things? I donated them." She sipped her coffee, eyes gleaming. "You won't be needing grown-up clothes anymore."
The jumper seemed to mock him from its perch. Little girl clothes. At the office. His cock stirred traitorously in its cage, the metal biting as blood attempted to flow. Rachel noticed the shift, her smile widening.
"Get dressed. We have rules to discuss."
Sam's hands trembled as he pulled on the white cotton panties, their childish cut riding high on his padded hips. The knee-socks came next, their lace trim itching against his shaved calves. The jumper with skirt slipped over his head like a confession—too short, too sweet, too obviously designed for someone half his age. In the mirror, he looked like a perverted parody of innocence.
Rachel circled him, predator evaluating prey. She produced the chastity cage, its familiar weight settling between his thighs with a decisive click. The lock turned, sealing him away from himself.
"Perfect. Now, about your voice."
Her fingers gripped his chin, nails pressing into skin. Sam's breath caught.
"Today, princess, you'll use your littlest voice—like the six-year-old you secretly wish you were. High, sweet, and utterly hollow."
The words hit like ice water. Six-year-old. His stomach lurched even as his trapped cock pressed against its prison. This is insane. I can't—
"Practice: 'Yesss, Miss Rachel.' Go on."
His mouth opened, closed. The jumper's pleats rustled as he shifted, the sound absurdly loud in the silence. Rachel's grip tightened.
"I'm waiting."
The voice that emerged wasn't his—high and breathy, lisping slightly on the 's' sounds.
"Yesss, Miss Rachel."
Heat flooded his cheeks. I sound like... like a little girl. The humiliation was crushing, but underneath it, that familiar pulse of arousal. His cage bit deeper as blood attempted its futile rush.
"Better. Again."
"Yesss, Miss Rachel."
Each repetition stripped away another layer of his adult self. The voice felt foreign on his tongue, yet somehow... right. This is what she wants. What I need to give her.
"Excellent." Rachel released his chin, straightening his collar with maternal precision. "Remember, sweetie—that's your voice now. At work, at home, everywhere. My little princess doesn't need a big-boy voice anymore."
Sam nodded, not trusting himself to speak. The Mary Janes pinched his feet as Rachel guided him toward the door, their chunky heels forcing him to take shorter, more careful steps. Everyone will see. Everyone will hear.
The thought should have terrified him. Instead, his cage grew tighter with each clicking step toward the car.
* * *
The elevator doors slid open with a cheerful ding, revealing the familiar fluorescent wasteland of the office. Sam's Mary Janes clicked against the polished floor as he stepped out, each sound announcing his transformation to anyone within earshot. The plaid jumper's pleats swished around his thighs, the fabric catching on his padded hips with every careful step.
"First stop, the secretarial pool," Rachel murmured, her hand resting possessively on his lower back. "Time to introduce yourself properly."
The secretarial pool. Where he'd once strode past with barely a nod, focused on bigger meetings and larger concerns. Now he approached their cluster of desks like a supplicant seeking audience with queens.
"Ladies!" Rachel's voice carried that bright authority that turned heads. "I'd like you to meet our newest addition."
Five pairs of eyes turned toward them. Sam's throat constricted as he recognized faces—women who'd once fetched his coffee, typed his reports, scheduled his meetings. Now they looked down at him with barely concealed amusement.
"This is Samantha," Rachel continued, her hand pressing firmer against his spine. "She's here to help with whatever you need. Filing, copying, coffee runs—anything at all."
The words hit like physical blows. Filing. Copying. Tasks he'd assigned to others for years, now his primary function. Sam opened his mouth, that alien voice emerging in a whispered squeak.
"H-hello. I'm here to help however I can."
The pitch was wrong—too high, too soft, like a child asking permission to stay up past bedtime. The secretaries exchanged glances, and Margaret from Legal leaned forward with a maternal smile.
"Aw, who's our new intern?" She reached out and patted his head, fingers ruffling the carefully styled wig. "Aren't you just precious."
Precious. The pat felt like a benediction and a dismissal rolled into one. Sam's cheeks burned as the other women cooed their agreement. His cage bit deeper, metal edges pressing against flesh that wanted to respond despite his mortification.
"I'll leave you to get acquainted," Rachel said, her departure like the withdrawal of protective armor. "Samantha knows how to be helpful, don't you, sweetie?"
Another pat, this one from Rachel herself, before her heels clicked away toward the executive floor. Sam stood frozen among the desks, suddenly aware of how the jumper's skirt barely covered his thighs, how the knee-socks with their lace trim screamed little girl louder than any neon sign.
"Well then," said Janet from HR, her voice carrying that particular tone women used with children and small animals. "Why don't you start by organizing the supply closet? It's gotten quite messy."
The supply closet. Where he'd once grabbed pens without thinking, now assigned as his domain. Sam nodded, the motion making his wig shift slightly.
"Yesss, ma'am."
The response earned another round of delighted murmurs. As he turned toward the closet, catching his reflection in the elevator's polished doors, the image stopped him cold. Bow tied at his collar, flouncy skirt swaying, lips trembling with barely contained panic. He looked exactly like what Rachel had dressed him as—a little girl playing dress-up in an adult world.
But as he walked, something else caught his attention. The way conversations quieted when he passed. How men's eyes slid over him without recognition, no longer seeing threat or competition. Just... nothing. 
Men's eyes felt safer when they ignored me.
The thought sent another pulse through his cage, metal biting deeper as his body betrayed him yet again. In his reflection, he watched his hips sway with each careful step, the Mary Janes forcing a gait that was anything but masculine.
Behind him, he heard Janet whisper to Margaret: "Poor thing. Wonder what happened to make him... like this."
The pity in her voice should have stung. Instead, it made his breath catch with something dangerously close to relief.
* * *
Sam lingered in the supply closet longer than necessary, fingers fumbling with stacks of printer paper that didn't need straightening. The plaid jumper's hem tickled his thighs, a constant reminder of how exposed he felt, the padded ass pillows shifting with every breath. His cage throbbed faintly, metal warming against skin that craved friction it couldn't have. Just breathe. Sort the pens. Pretend this is normal. But nothing felt normal—not the wig's strands brushing his neck, not the Mary Janes pinching his toes into submission.
Rachel's heels announced her before she appeared in the doorway, her leather skirt hugging curves that demanded attention. She crossed her arms, red lips curling. "Done playing house in here, Samantha? Good. Now go take coffee orders from the sales team. Make it quick—and remember, use that sweet little voice. Brush against them if you have to reach. Show them how helpful you can be."
Her words landed like velvet-wrapped commands, stirring heat low in his belly. Coffee girl. That's me now. He nodded, voice pitching high and fragile. "Yesss, Miss Rachel."
The sales team's corner buzzed with phone calls and keyboard clacks, a den of wolves in ties and button-downs. Sam approached on tiptoe, tray balanced in trembling hands, the jumper's pleats flaring with each step. Mark dominated the space, lounging back with feet propped on his desk, his broad shoulders straining against his shirt. The others—guys Sam had once swapped sports stats with—glanced up, smirks blooming.
"Um, hi," Sam squeaked, forcing the childlike lilt Rachel demanded. "I'm here for your coffee orders. How do you like it, sirs?"
One snorted into his phone. Another muttered something about dress-up day gone wrong. But Mark's eyes locked on, traveling down Sam's stockinged legs with open contempt. "Black, two sugars. And make it snappy, sweetheart."
Sam scribbled it down, heart pounding as he moved around the desks, collecting preferences. The tray grew heavy with mugs, steam curling up like mocking whispers. When he returned, balancing the load, he started distribution. First to the edges, a quick handoff. But Mark's desk sat in the middle, forcing proximity.
He leaned in to set the mug down, thigh brushing Mark's knee—accidental at first, then deliberate as Rachel's order echoed in his mind. The contact sent a jolt through him, fabric whispering against fabric. Mark's leg didn't pull away.
"Mister Mark," Sam piped, voice cracking into that innocent stutter Rachel loved to mock. "W-would sugar make your day sweeter?"
Mark's laugh rumbled low, predatory. He snatched the mug, then dug into his drawer, pulling out a cherry lollipop. Without warning, he shoved it into Sam's hand, fingers lingering too long. "Suck hard, babygirl. Imagine learning the stick deeper… one lesson at a time."
The words punched through Sam, heat pooling in his belly, thick and insistent. His cage strained, cock pulsing against unyielding metal as humiliation flooded him. He popped the lollipop into his mouth instinctively, the sticky sweetness coating his tongue while Mark's gaze bored in, full of that delicious contempt. The sales guys chuckled, turning back to their screens, dismissing him like a child interrupting adults.
As Sam retreated, tray empty, the realization crashed over him. He loved it—the way they treated him like a little girl, all frills and helplessness. The contempt in their eyes, the innocent flirting that masked deeper cravings, the total release of responsibility. No decisions, no pressure to lead. Just obedience, wrapped in ribbons and shame. His padded hips swayed wider on the walk back, breast forms bouncing lightly under the jumper, arousal twisting tighter with every contemptuous glance that followed. Fuck, this feels right. The cage bit harder, a cruel promise of more to come.
Sam shuffled toward the boardroom, the tray of coffee supplies wobbling in his grip, Mary Janes clicking softly on the polished floor. The pastel jumper clung to his frame, frills bouncing with each nervous step, while the wig’s curls tickled his jaw. Rachel had been explicit before nudging him out of the supply closet, her smokey eyes glinting with mischief. “Serve them in the board meeting, Samantha. Kneel when you offer. Make it a show. Let them see how far you’ve fallen.”
Her voice lingered like a heatwave in his mind, stirring the cage that bit into him with every thought of surrender. Just do it. Don’t think. The boardroom doors loomed, glass revealing the suits and stern faces within. His stomach twisted, but the ache lower down pulsed sharper, traitorously eager.
Inside, the air buzzed with corporate gravitas, men in sharp ties dissecting quarterly charts. Sam dropped to his knees beside the mahogany table, tray balanced with trembling care. The position forced the jumper’s hem up, exposing a sliver of stockinged thigh, and he felt every eye flicker his way—judgment, amusement, disdain. His breath hitched as he lifted the creamer jug, voice piping into that childlike whisper Rachel drilled into him. “For you, Mister Henderson?”
Henderson, fit and silver at the temples, turned from his spreadsheet, his gaze slicing down to Sam’s bowed form. A smirk curled his lips as he reached for the jug, but instead of taking it, his sticky fingers—stained with donut glaze—dragged across the jumper’s skirt, smearing residue over the plaid. The fabric tugged under his rough touch, and Sam froze, skin prickling. Henderson leaned in, voice a low growl meant just for him. “Real girls don’t quiver like that.”
The words seared into Sam, humiliation blooming hot and fast. His knees shook harder on the cold floor, the cage throbbing as arousal clashed with shame. In the polished surface of the coffee carafe, he caught his reflection—stockings, ribbon, wide-eyed panic staring back. Polished shoes to trembling knees, the gap felt unbridgeable. I’m not enough. Not yet. The thought gripped him—he needed to try harder, to mold himself into the perfect girl Rachel craved, to erase every trace of the man who’d failed her. His chest tightened, but the ache below urged him on.
The women's break room hummed with laughter and gossip, a sanctuary of pastels and perfume that Sam had never dared enter before. Now, clutching a pink compact mirror Rachel had slipped into his purse, he hovered at the threshold, mary janes shuffling on the threshold. The plaid jumper's frills trembled with his nervous breathing as conversations paused, heads turning his way.
"Well look who's here," Jennifer from Accounting sing-songed, her manicured nails clicking against her coffee mug. "Our little office pet wants to play with the big girls."
The nickname sent heat spiraling through Sam's belly, cage tightening as humiliation and belonging twisted together. Pet. Yes. He bobbed his head, voice pitching high and breathy. "May I sit with you? Please?"
The women exchanged glances, amusement dancing in their eyes. Sarah from HR patted the empty chair beside her. "Come on then, Poodle. Let's see what Mommy Rachel's taught you."
Poodle. The word wrapped around him like silk, making his knees weak as he minced forward. The padded ass pillows shifted against the chair as he perched delicately, hands folded in his lap like Rachel had drilled into him. Around the table, the executive assistants—Melissa, Tiffany, Janet—studied him with the critical eye of women evaluating a new addition to their pack.
"Those nails are a disaster," Melissa tsked, reaching for his trembling fingers. "Cupcake, when was the last time you had proper nail care?"
Cupcake. Another treasure to store away, another small acceptance into their world. Sam's breath caught as she examined his bitten, unpolished nails with professional disdain. "Never, ma'am. Rachel—I mean, Mommy—hasn't taught me yet."
The women squealed in delight, voices overlapping in excited chatter. "Mommy! Oh that's precious!" "She's got you so well trained!" "What a good little girl you're becoming!"
Their approval flooded him with warmth he'd never experienced, different from the sharp arousal of male contempt. This felt like... belonging. Like finding his place in the natural order. Sarah produced a nail file from her desk drawer while Jennifer rummaged for polish bottles. "Sit still, sweetie. We're going to make you presentable."
As gentle hands worked on his cuticles, Sam melted into the feminine ritual. The soft scraping of files, the chemical smell of polish, the cooing voices discussing him like a beloved project—it all felt more transformative than any dress Rachel had forced him into. These women saw him not as a failed man but as a work in progress, a pet to be groomed and treasured.
"Your mommy has done such a good job with you," Tiffany murmured, painting his thumbnail a delicate pink. "The way you curtsy when you serve coffee? Adorable. And that little voice—so sweet and helpless."
Pride swelled in Sam's chest, mixing with the constant ache between his legs. Rachel wasn't just his girlfriend or his mistress—she was his mommy, nurturing and correcting, shaping him into something precious. The thought made his breath hitch, cage straining as arousal built. Mommy knows what's best. Mommy makes me good.
"There," Sarah announced, capping the polish bottle. "Perfect little girl nails for our perfect little Poodle."
Sam wiggled his fingers, watching the pink shimmer catch the light. Around him, the women resumed their chatter about weekend plans and office gossip, including him in their circle with casual ease. No performance anxiety, no pressure to lead or dominate. Just acceptance of what he was becoming—their pet, their project, their sweet little Cupcake who belonged here among the soft voices and gentle hands.
For the first time since this journey began, Sam felt truly at home.
* * *
Sam perched on the edge of the vanity stool in their bedroom, the pink princess nightie clinging to his frame, its satin hem brushing the tops of his thighs. The artificial breasts pressed against the delicate fabric, their weight a constant reminder of his new shape. In the mirror, his reflection stared back—wide eyes framed by the long, honey-blonde wig, lips parted in a fragile pout, looking so young, so vulnerable. A memory sliced through him, sharp and unbidden: age eight, gym class, his pants torn open on the mat, the other boys’ cruel laughter echoing as they jeered at his “twig dick.” Shame had burned him raw back then, scorching his insides until he wanted to vanish.
But now, in the soft glow of the bedside lamp, a different thought bloomed with startling clarity. What if I’d been little Samantha then? Scraped knees peeking out from under frilly skirts, giggling on swings with the other girls, my hair in pigtails bouncing as I played? The image tightened something in his chest. Bridges of boyhood burned behind him, ash and embers, but somehow humiliation tasted sweeter draped in pink. He pictured it—velvet hairbands tied tight, clutching a doll to his chest, teachers bending down with soft smiles to coo over his scraped elbows. The fantasy washed over him, warm and forbidden, easing the strain inside the cage. For once, the metal didn’t bite so hard. He softened into the daydream, letting it cradle him.
The door creaked open, and Rachel stepped in, her presence filling the room like a storm cloud edged in silk. She wore a sheer black robe, the curve of her hips and the swell of her chest commanding even through the fabric. Her red lipstick gleamed as her gaze raked over him, heels clicking on the hardwood with deliberate menace. Sam’s breath hitched, hands folding instinctively in his lap, the nightie’s ruffles trembling with his nerves.
“Look at you,” she purred, her voice a velvet blade as she approached. “My very pretty little girl, all dolled up and waiting for Mommy.”
Heat exploded across his cheeks, the cage twitching despite the earlier calm. Her words wrapped around him, binding him tighter than any lace or ribbon. He ducked his head, the wig’s strands brushing his collarbone, and mumbled a small, “Thank you, Mommy,” in that high, piping tone she’d trained into him.
Rachel’s fingers tipped his chin up, forcing his eyes to meet hers. A smirk played on her lips, sharp and knowing, as she drank in his submission. “Come now, sweetheart. Time for bed. Mommy’s got something special for her baby.”
She took his hand, her grip firm but warm, and led him to the wide expanse of their bed, the silk sheets already turned down. Sam’s mary janes tapped lightly on the floor, the frilly socks peeking out beneath the nightie as he followed, heart thumping in a rhythm of dread and want. Rachel shed her robe, revealing the smooth expanse of her skin, and settled against the headboard, patting the space beside her.
“Curl up here, darling,” she instructed, voice dipping low, a lullaby laced with control. Sam obeyed, crawling onto the mattress, the nightie riding up as he tucked his legs beneath him and nestled into her side. Her arm looped around his shoulders, pulling him close until his cheek rested against the heat of her chest.
“Now, be a good girl,” she whispered, guiding his head lower. “Suck for Mommy. Just like a little baby needs.”
Sam’s lips parted, hesitant, but the pull of her command was undeniable. He latched onto her breast, the softness overwhelming, the taste of her skin grounding him in a way nothing else could. Her fingers threaded through the wig, stroking gently as he suckled, each pull easing the whirlwind in his mind. The cage ached faintly, a distant pulse, but the act itself drowned out everything—shame, memory, fear. Rachel hummed above him, a soothing vibration, her other hand tracing lazy circles on his back through the satin.
“That’s it, my sweet girl,” she murmured, her voice a cocoon. “Let Mommy take care of everything.”
Sam’s eyelids grew heavy, the rhythm of his sucking slowing as warmth spread through him, limbs loosening. Nestled against her, the world shrank to this—her scent, her touch, the steady beat of her heart beneath his cheek. Sleep crept in, soft and inevitable, pulling him under as he clung to her like a lifeline.
* * *






Chapter 6


The donation bin swallowed his jumpers with a satisfying thud. Sam watched the plaid fabric disappear, a strange pang of loss twisting in his chest—those frilly things had become armor of sorts, shields against the world's expectations. 
"Little girls grow up, sweetie."
Rachel's voice dripped honey as she unzipped the garment bag hanging from their closet door. The uniform emerged like a fever dream: pleated skirt so short it barely grazed his thighs, crisp white blouse that tied just beneath his ribcage, knee-high socks with delicate bows. The fishnets caught the morning light, casting diamond patterns across his skin.
"Meet your inner teen vixen."
His breath hitched. The kitten heels clicked against the hardwood as Rachel guided his feet into them, her fingers lingering on his ankles. The blouse's ribbon bow sat perfectly centered, framing the realistic breast forms that had become as familiar as his own heartbeat.
"I look like—"
"Like every teenage boy's fantasy." Rachel's smile could cut glass. "Britney circa '99, but with better legs."
The cage pressed against the lace panties, denial sharp as her smile. Sam caught his reflection in the full-length mirror and nearly stumbled. Gone was the infantilized office pet in pastels and ruffles. This creature staring back radiated a different energy entirely—dangerous, sexual, forbidden.
Christ, I look like jailbait.
The skirt's hem danced with each movement, threatening to reveal everything and nothing. His thighs felt exposed, vulnerable in a way that made his skin prickle with awareness. The fishnets created patterns across his legs that drew the eye upward, a roadmap of temptation.
"The women at work will eat this alive," he whispered, voice catching on the words.
"The women?" Rachel laughed, adjusting his collar with predatory precision. "Oh honey, they're not the ones you need to worry about."
The implication hit like ice water. Men. The same colleagues who'd patted his head and called him "cupcake" would see something entirely different now. Something that made their pupils dilate and their voices drop an octave.
Sam's reflection showed flushed cheeks beneath carefully applied makeup, lips glossed to perfection. The uniform transformed him from harmless pet to walking temptation, and the cage's insistent pressure reminded him exactly how that made him feel.
Terrified. Humiliated.
Desperately, shamefully aroused.
* * *
The coffee cart rattled across the office floor, each wobble in his kitten heels sending tremors through his thighs. Sam had perfected the art of the sexy smile—lips parted just enough to suggest breathlessness, eyes wide with manufactured innocence. The uniform did most of the work; he just had to exist inside it.
"Morning coffee, Mister Davidson?"
His voice had found a register somewhere between sultry and sweet, the tone that made men lean closer and women narrow their eyes. Davidson's gaze lingered on the bow tied beneath Sam's breasts, pupils dilating as he reached for his mug.
"Keep the change, sweetheart."
The five-dollar tip disappeared into Sam's blouse pocket, and Davidson's fingers brushed the fabric deliberately. Heat crawled up Sam's neck as the cage pressed insistently against his panties. Five dollars for a smile. What would twenty buy?
The thought should have horrified him. Instead, it sent electricity dancing across his skin.
By the time he reached the staff lunch room, whispers followed like smoke. The uniform's effect was undeniable—conversations stopped mid-sentence when he entered, men straightening in their chairs while women exchanged loaded glances.
Rachel appeared beside him with predatory grace, her red lips curved in satisfaction.
"Attention, everyone!" Her voice cut through the chatter like a blade. "Samantha has volunteered to raise morale with a special performance."
Sam's blood turned to ice. "Rachel, I never—"
"A song!" She continued, ignoring his panic. "Our little starlet is going to treat us to some pop perfection."
The room erupted in cheers and wolf whistles. Twenty pairs of eyes fixed on him, expectant and hungry. Sam's throat constricted as Rachel's hand found the small of his back, pushing him toward the makeshift stage area near the vending machines.
"I don't know any songs," he whispered desperately.
"Of course you do, sweetie. Every girl knows this one."
The opening beats of a saccharine pop anthem filled the room from someone's phone. Sam recognized the melody instantly—the kind of song that dominated teenage bedrooms and dance floors, all breathless vocals and hip-swaying rhythms.
His voice cracked on the first line, high and uncertain. Laughter rippled through the audience, but not the cruel kind—this was anticipation, arousal masked as amusement. The uniform's skirt swayed with each tentative movement, and Sam found himself falling into the rhythm despite his mortification.
"Shake that ass, jailbait!"
The shout came from the back, followed by a chorus of hoots and encouragement. Sam's cheeks blazed crimson, but his hips rolled instinctively, the movement feeling both foreign and natural. The cage bit into his flesh, a sharp reminder of his arousal even as shame flooded his system.
Why do their laughs make my hips roll?
His body moved without conscious direction, the twerk awkward but enthusiastic. The skirt rode higher with each movement, fishnets catching the fluorescent lights. Men leaned forward in their chairs, phones appearing to capture the spectacle.
"Work it, Samantha!"
"Give us more!"
Each catcall sent contradictory signals through his nervous system—humiliation and arousal tangling until he couldn't separate them. The cage pressed harder, denial sharp as the whistles that filled the air. His reflection in the vending machine glass showed flushed cheeks, glossed lips parted in breathless performance, legs moving with increasingly confident sensuality.
The song reached its climax, and so did the crowd's enthusiasm. Sam's voice soared on the final note, surprisingly strong despite his earlier uncertainty. The room exploded in applause and crude appreciation.
As the music faded, Sam stood trembling in his heels, chest rising and falling rapidly. The uniform clung to his skin, damp with perspiration and arousal. Rachel's smile promised this was only the beginning.
* * *
Rachel shoved him toward the empty conference room tucked behind the staff lounge, her heels clicking with purpose. The door slammed shut, sealing them in stale air thick with yesterday's coffee grounds. Sam's skirt whispered against his thighs, the artificial breasts heaving with each shallow breath. His wig's strands tickled his neck, a constant reminder of the girl staring back from every reflective surface.
"Massage therapy starts now, Samantha. Loosen those tight shoulders around the office." Rachel's eyes gleamed as she adjusted his bow, fingers lingering on the padded curves. "Make them melt. And remember—happy endings mandatory."
The first knock came quick. Henderson barged in, his fit frame filling the doorway, face twisted in that familiar mix of disgust and hunger. He dropped into the folding chair without a word, rolling his shoulders like he owned the room. Sam's phone buzzed: Rachel's text lit the screen. Unzip the pants first. Use coconut oil.
Hands shaking, Sam knelt behind him, the Mary Janes digging into his calves. The zipper rasped down, exposing Henderson's cock—thick and veined, like a gnarled root pushing through soil, already half-hard with a musky scent that hit Sam like cheap aftershave. Coconut oil slicked his palms, warm and tropical, as he reached around. The shaft felt heavy, skin hot and textured under his grip, ridges pulsing against his fingers. Henderson groaned, low and guttural, hips bucking as Sam stroked—slow at first, then faster, the oil making wet slaps echo in the quiet room. Repulsion coiled in Sam's gut, bile rising at the intimacy, but his own cage throbbed, cock straining against metal. This is wrong. So why does the weight in my hand make everything tighten?
Cum shot across the floor in thick ropes, Henderson's groan turning to a satisfied grunt. He zipped up without looking back, tossing a crumpled twenty on the table. "Not bad, freak."
The parade followed. Next up, Peterson from accounting—his cock slimmer, almost elegant, with a slight curve that hooked left, foreskin peeling back like velvet. Sam's oiled hands slid along its length, feeling the smooth glide over pulsing veins, the head flaring hot against his thumb. Peterson whimpered, high-pitched, as release built; the spurts came quick, salty warmth spilling over Sam's knuckles. Excitement flickered through the revulsion—Touching this, controlling it, even if it's me on my knees. His padded ass clenched, wig swaying as he wiped his hands, cage biting harder.
Then came Willis, maintenance guy, his dick monstrous—girthy as a beer can, skin stretched taut over bulging veins that throbbed like ropes under Sam's strokes. The oil turned it glossy, each pump eliciting heavy, ragged breaths from Willis, the shaft jerking in his grasp like it had its own heartbeat. Cum erupted in forceful jets, sticky heat coating Sam's wrist. Shame burned, but the power in making it happen? Electric. Hate the taste in the air, the way it twitches. Love how it responds to me.
More streamed in—Davidson's member average but insistent, ridged and freckled, twitching eagerly in Sam's slick hold; Thompson's shorter, stubby thing with a fat head that swelled impossibly as strokes quickened, release pooling warm on the floor. Each one repulsed him, the smells mingling—sweat, oil, seed—but excitement built, his body betraying him with every throb in the cage, humiliation fueling the fire. Laughter escaped his lips once, nervous and sharp, as if joking about the absurdity made it bearable.
The door creaked open again. Mark strode in, arrogant smirk splitting his face, muscles flexing under his shirt as he settled into the chair.
"Lower, babygirl."
Sam's hands drifted south, heart hammering against his ribs. The zipper felt cold under his fingers, teeth parting with a metallic hiss. Leather scent filled his nostrils—rich, dominant, like victory bottled. Mark's cock sprang free, thick and straight, veins mapping its length like rivers on a battlefield, head already glistening. Sam's oiled palms wrapped around it, feeling the heat radiate, the solid pulse that demanded more.
Mark's grip clamped around Sam's wrist like a vise, yanking his hand forward. The cock filled his palm, hot and rigid, veins bulging under slick oil as it throbbed with insistent rhythm. Sam's fingers curled instinctively, the shaft's girth stretching them wide, skin smooth yet textured with ridges that pulsed against his touch.
"Finish what you started, teen dream." Mark's voice dripped arrogance, his hips thrusting once, forcing the head to nudge Sam's thumb.
Sam's breath hitched, his wig's curls bouncing as he stroked—up and down, the oil squelching in wet, rhythmic slaps that echoed off the conference room walls. Tears pricked his eyes, blurring the sight of Mark's package, that arrogant prick swelling thicker with each pump. The musky scent invaded his nostrils, heavy and masculine, mingling with coconut sweetness. His artificial breasts heaved under the blouse, nipples fake but sensitive against fabric, while the padded ass shifted in his skirt, mary janes pinching his toes. This monster in my hand—why does it make my cage scream?
Mark's breaths quickened, ragged grunts filling the air as his cock jerked, erupting in hot spurts across Sam's skirt. Thick ropes splattered the polyester, sticky warmth seeping through to skin, the bitter tang hitting Sam's nose like a slap.
"Clean it." Mark's growl rumbled low, his eyes narrowing with cruel amusement as he lounged back in the chair.
Sam's cheeks burned, tears spilling now as he stood, fingers fumbling at the skirt's zipper. The fabric slid down his legs in a whisper, pooling at his ankles—revealing lace panties that barely contained the chastity cage, his cock straining against metal bars, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip. He kicked the skirt aside, the air cool on his thighs, then dropped to his knees. The polyester bunched in his hands, rough and stained, as he brought it to his mouth. His tongue lapped at the semen, salty bitterness exploding on his taste buds, gagging him with each swipe. Chunks clung to fibers, warm and viscous, sliding down his throat like shame itself—thick, unrelenting, coating his tongue in defeat. Bitter as failure, salty as tears. God, why does swallowing it make me throb harder?
Beneath the cage, his own cock wept, pulsing futilely against unyielding steel, arousal twisting with revulsion. The humiliation burned, cheeks flaming as he licked faster, the skirt's material scraping his lips raw. A chuckle escaped him, sharp and desperate—Look at me, office janitor for jizz. Hilarious, right?—but it only fueled the heat pooling in his belly, his padded hips swaying involuntarily.
Mark leaned forward, smirking as he inspected the skirt. His finger swiped a missed glob from the hem, pearlescent and cooling, then thrust it toward Sam's face.
"Missed a spot, sweetheart." The digit hovered, demanding.
Sam's lips parted, tongue flicking out to lick—salty residue bursting anew. But then he sucked, energetic and eager, drawing the finger deep into his mouth, swirling around the knuckle like it held salvation. The taste intensified, bitter warmth flooding his senses, Mark's skin rough against his tongue. Sucking like a pro—fuck, why can't I stop? This isn't me... or is it? His cage throbbed viciously, cock beating against bars in frantic rhythm, pre-cum dripping now, as humiliation bloomed into electric need.
Mark's laughter boomed, rich and mocking, his free hand ruffling Sam's wig like petting a dog. The finger popped free with a wet smack, trailing saliva down Sam's chin. Sam's breath came in gasps, tears drying on flushed skin, the room spinning with scents of oil and seed. His body betrayed him fully, cage a torturous prison as arousal surged, shame and thrill knotting tighter in his core. Mark zipped up, still chuckling, the sound echoing as he adjusted his shirt. Sam's skirt lay forgotten, stained and damp, a testament to the line he'd crossed—again.











* * *
Rachel pinned Sam to the mattress that night, her leather-clad thighs straddling his waist, the weight of her body grinding him into the sheets. The empire-waisted princess dress she’d forced him into earlier clung to his frame—pink chiffon layers flaring out in frills, ribbons tickling his collarbone, the hem riding up to expose lace-trimmed bloomers that pinched his skin. His breast forms jiggled with every shift, silicone warmth pressing against the bodice, while the wig's ringlets cascaded across his flushed cheeks. The chastity cage dug in, a constant bite, his cock trapped and throbbing from the day's degradations.
"Tell me about all the men's cocks, particularly Mark’s cock."
Her breath hot against his ear, fingers deftly twisted the key into the lock. Metal clicked free, and cool air hit his freed shaft, swollen and desperate. She wrapped her hand around it, stroking slow, deliberate pumps that sent fire racing up his spine.
Sam's mouth went dry, the words tumbling out in a stammer, his voice pitching high and girlish under her gaze. "Th-thick… veiny… warm when he came."
Memories crashed in—his oiled palm sliding over Mark's girth, the veins pulsing like ropes under slick skin, heat building until it erupted in sticky bursts. Rachel's strokes matched the rhythm, her grip tightening just as his had on that arrogant prick, each up-and-down pull blending the shame of the conference room with this forbidden bliss. His hips bucked involuntarily, the dress's frills whispering against his thighs, padded ass shifting on the bed. Mark's cock owned me today, and now hers does too—fuck, why does reliving it make me leak like this?
She leaned closer, red lips curving, her smoky eyes locking on his. Her free hand pinned his shoulder harder, nails digging crescents into flesh. The scent of her perfume—spicy vanilla—mixed with his own sweat, thick in the air.
His voice cracked, but Rachel's hand quickened, thumb circling the tip in teasing swirls, mirroring how he'd milked Henderson's shaft in the supply closet, the man's grunts echoing in his ears. The bloomers chafed his skin, artificial breasts heaving as breaths came ragged. A chuckle bubbled up from his chest, sharp and self-mocking—Office cum rag by day, Rachel's storyteller by night. Hilarious how my dick loves the punchline. But the humor twisted into heat, his cock pulsing harder in her fist, veins mirroring those he'd serviced, arousal spiking with every humiliating detail.
She pumped faster now, her body rocking against him, the leather of her skirt creaking. "Keep going, princess. What about Reynolds? Did his throb like this?"
"Long… curved up… smacked my palm when it hardened."
The words spilled faster, his mind replaying the strokes—the wet slaps, the musky tang filling his nose—as Rachel's fingers flew, slick with his pre-cum, the rhythm a perfect echo of those forced handjobs. His mary janes kicked against the bed, heels scraping wood, the princess dress's ribbons tangling in her grip. Tears welled, blurring her triumphant smile, shame coiling tight in his gut while pleasure built like a storm. Eyes on their packages all day, dreaming of lips wrapping around—now this? Pathetic, arousing mess.
"And his cum? Describe the flavor."
"S-salty."
The whimper escaped as his back arched, orgasm slamming through him. Hot spurts coated her hand, his cock jerking wildly in her grasp, waves of release crashing with memories of bitter loads licked from skirts. Muscles clenched, padded hips grinding up, the dress's fabric sticking to sweat-slick skin. He gasped, body trembling in aftershocks, the room spinning with scents of sex and chiffon.
Rachel smiled, wiping her fingers on his frilled hem.
"Delicious, wasn’t it?"
* * *
Rachel sauntered off the bed, her heels clicking sharp retreats across the hardwood. She blew a kiss over her shoulder, the door snicking shut behind her. Exhaustion claimed Sam then, his body sinking deeper into the twisted sheets, the princess dress's ribbons knotting around his limp limbs like forgotten party favors. His chest heaved, breath ragged, artificial breasts rising and falling in sync. The cage dangled empty between his thighs, a hollow metal shell that mocked the fire still simmering low in his gut.
He chuckled weakly, the sound bubbling up from his chest, self-mocking and sharp. Rachel rewired his brain with every order, every forced retelling, and damn if he didn't crave the circuitry. His fingers trailed up, brushing his lips—still swollen from the day's "morale boosts," the supply closet's dim light where he'd knelt, mouths full of salt and heat. That tang lingered, bitter echoes of cum from Mark, Henderson, Reynolds. Yet in memory, it sweetened, transformed into sugar on his tongue, a forbidden candy that made his mouth water. Salt to sugar. How the fuck did she do that?
Horror dawned slow, mingling with arousal that coiled tight in his belly. I’d lick him again. Faster. Deeper. The thought hit like a punch, his freed cock twitching at the image—Mark's veins throbbing under his tongue, the sneer melting into dominance. He pressed his lips together, tasting phantom sweetness, while the empty cage swung loose, a void that amplified the craving. Full-blown now, it gnawed at him, hunger for more sneers, more zippers, more salt turned nectar. Laughter escaped again, edged with panic—Office pet by day, cum-craving girl by night. Pathetic punchline, but the setup's got me hooked. His padded ass shifted on the bed, breast forms heavy, wig's curls sticking to damp skin. The room spun with scents of sex and chiffon, exhaustion pulling him under, but the itch refused to fade.






  
  Chapter 7


The cage's click echoed through the bedroom like a bell tolling midnight. Sam's cock, still sensitive from Rachel's expert handling, pressed against the cold metal bars with renewed desperation. The brief taste of freedom vanished, replaced by that familiar ache that had become his constant companion. 
"You've done such good work, sweetheart." Rachel's voice dripped honey over steel as she circled him like a predator admiring her catch. "Massaging those big strong men, being their perfect little office pet. I think you're ready now."
"Ready for what?" The words squeaked out higher than intended, his voice still caught in that breathy register she'd trained into him.
Rachel's smile turned wicked. "To be a whole woman. A real one. The kind men can't ignore."
She produced a box from the closet, larger than the previous ones. Inside, nestled in tissue paper like precious gifts, lay breast forms that dwarfed his current modest curves. Sam's eyes widened as Rachel lifted them—each one easily twice the size of what he wore now, heavy and imposing in her manicured hands.
"Arms up, princess."
The adhesive felt cold against his chest as Rachel worked with practiced precision, positioning each massive form with surgical care. The glue's chemical bite filled his nostrils while she pressed and smoothed, ensuring perfect adherence. When she stepped back, Sam caught his reflection in the mirror and gasped. His torso had transformed into something from a centerfold—curves that jutted proud and impossible, defying gravity and good sense.
"Now for your bottom half."
The butt forms came next, silicon mounds that Rachel strapped and glued into place, reshaping his narrow hips into an exaggerated hourglass. Each addition felt like another layer of his old self being buried beneath synthetic femininity. The weight distribution threw off his balance, forcing him to adjust his posture, arch his back, stick out his chest.
"Perfect. Now the corset."
The garment was a work of art—black satin with steel boning that Rachel laced with ruthless efficiency. Each tug compressed his waist smaller, smaller, until he could barely draw breath. His enhanced silhouette became almost cartoonish—massive breasts, tiny waist, flared hips that belonged on a sex doll rather than a human being.
"Can't... breathe..."
"Breathing's overrated. Looking fuckable isn't."
The red dress slithered over his transformed body like liquid sin. Barely covering his enhanced ass, it clung to every synthetic curve, the neckline plunging to showcase his new cleavage. The fabric stretched taut across his chest, threatening to burst with each shallow breath the corset allowed.
Rachel's makeup artistry transformed his face next. Smoky eyeshadow turned his eyes into bedroom weapons while cherry-red lipstick made his mouth a target for every fantasy. False lashes fluttered with each blink, heavy and obvious. Foundation smoothed his features into porcelain perfection.
"Final touch."
The heels were architectural marvels—six inches of gleaming patent leather that forced his feet into impossible arches. Standing required clutching Rachel's arm, his ankles wobbling like a newborn deer. The first tentative step sent shockwaves through his transformed body. His ass swayed dramatically, the heavy forms creating an exaggerated roll that felt both foreign and intoxicating. His massive breasts bounced with each movement, the weight pulling at his shoulders and back.
"Walk for me, sweetheart."
Sam tottered across the room, each step a careful negotiation between gravity and grace. His reflection caught him off guard—a bombshell bimbo with curves that screamed availability, lips that promised sin, and eyes that begged for attention. The cage pressed harder as arousal fought the metal confines, his body betraying how the transformation affected him.
"Look at you," Rachel purred, circling him like a shark. "Every man's wet dream. Every woman's nightmare."
* * *
The elevator doors parted like curtains on opening night, and Sam stepped into the office battlefield transformed. His first step caught the carpet's edge, sending him stumbling forward with arms windmilling for balance. The massive breast forms swayed pendulously, threatening to topple him completely.
"Whoa there, sugar!" 
A chorus of gasps rippled across the bullpen as heads swiveled toward the spectacle. Sam's enhanced silhouette commanded attention like a siren's call—the red dress clinging to every synthetic curve, his corseted waist creating an hourglass that defied nature.
"Samantha! Work those curves, honey!" 
The voice belonged to Janet from accounting, her manicured fingers forming jazz hands as she whistled appreciation. The other secretaries clustered around their desks, eyes wide with a mixture of envy and fascination.
"Girl, where did you get that dress?"
"Those heels are everything!"
"Look at those—" A pointed gesture toward his chest. "What's your secret?"
Sam's cheeks burned beneath the foundation as the women circled like sharks sensing blood. Their compliments felt genuine, tinged with the competitive edge that marked office politics. He belonged to their world now—the realm of lipstick touch-ups and borrowed earrings, of whispered gossip and shared lunches.
The crowd parted as heavy footsteps approached. Mark materialized through the sea of admirers, but something fundamental had shifted in his predatory smile. Gone was the usual sneer of contempt, replaced by something far more dangerous—naked appreciation. His eyes roamed Sam's transformed body with the hunger of a man surveying a feast.
"Well, well." Mark's voice dropped to velvet, each word caressing the air between them. "Look what the cat dragged in."
Sam's breath caught as Mark stepped closer, invading his personal space with practised ease. The scent of expensive cologne mixed with something earthier—testosterone and dominance that made Sam's knees weak beneath the towering heels.
"You look..." Mark's hand drifted toward Sam's corseted waist, fingertips barely grazing the satin fabric. "Expensive."
The touch sent electricity shooting through Sam's nervous system. Where Mark's contempt had once felt like armor—predictable, manageable—this seductive attention left him exposed and vulnerable. The cage pressed mercilessly against his trapped cock as arousal warred with confusion.
Disgust used to feel safer than this hunger.
"Thank you," Sam whispered, his voice barely audible above the office chatter. The words emerged in that breathy register Rachel had trained into him, all submission and feminine vulnerability.
A secretary leaned toward her colleague, stage-whispering loud enough for Sam to hear: "Someone upgraded their pet."
The comment should have stung, but instead it sent another pulse of heat through his transformed body. Pet. Property. Possession. The words that had once filled him with shame now carried a different weight—acknowledgment, belonging, purpose.
Mark's gaze dropped deliberately to Sam's padded ass, lingering on the exaggerated curves that swayed with each breath. "Still taking those massage appointments?" His tongue darted across his lips. "I might have some... tension that needs working out."
The cage pulsed as blood rushed to Sam's trapped cock. Mark's interest felt different now—not the casual cruelty of a bully, but the focused attention of a predator who'd found worthy prey. The shift in dynamic left Sam reeling, his carefully constructed defenses crumbling under the weight of genuine desire.
Is sheer objectification better than contempt?
The question echoed through his mind as Mark's eyes continued their leisurely exploration. Being dismissed as pathetic had hurt, but this raw hunger in Mark's gaze promised something else entirely—to be wanted, consumed, possessed completely.
Rachel's voice cut through the morning chaos like a blade through silk.
"Samantha, grab your notebook. We have a client lunch."
The words sent Sam's pulse racing as he tottered toward Rachel's office, each step a careful negotiation between towering heels and trembling legs. The massive breast forms swayed with hypnotic rhythm, drawing stares from every direction.
"Yes, Miss Rachel." The breathy submission came automatically now, muscle memory replacing conscious thought.
Outside the building, the yellow cab idled like a predator waiting to pounce. Rachel's hand found the small of Sam's back, guiding him into the leather seat with possessive certainty. The door slammed shut, sealing them in intimate darkness.
"Listen carefully." Rachel's voice dropped to that commanding register that made Sam's cage throb with desperate pressure. Her manicured fingers found his fishnet-covered thigh, nails digging through the delicate mesh into yielding flesh. "Jonathan Crawford buys warehouses—and girls who can't say no. Be his fantasy."
The pain bloomed like flowers beneath her grip, each nail a promise of consequences should he disappoint. Sam's breath hitched as arousal and terror tangled in his chest.
"Under no circumstances will you reveal what you really are." Her grip tightened, threatening to tear the delicate stockings. "This client might not understand our... arrangement. You are a woman. You think like a woman. You respond like a woman. No matter what happens."
No matter what happens. The words echoed through Sam's skull like a death knell, promising depths of humiliation he couldn't yet fathom. His cock strained against its prison as Rachel's dominance washed over him in waves.
"I need you to be perfect for me, darling." Her voice softened fractionally, the iron fist wrapped in velvet. "Can you do that?"
Sam's throat constricted around the words fighting to escape. The weight of her expectation pressed down like gravity, demanding complete surrender to the fantasy she'd constructed around his transformed body.
"Yes, Miss Rachel." The whisper emerged broken and desperate. "I'll be whatever you need me to be."
Her smile bloomed predatory and beautiful as the cab lurched forward through traffic. The city blurred past the windows while Rachel's nails continued their possessive massage of his thigh, each touch reinforcing the unspoken truth: he belonged to her completely now, body and soul.
Woman. Fantasy. Property.
The words repeated like a mantra as downtown approached, carrying them toward whatever degradation Rachel had orchestrated. Sam's reflection in the window showed him the truth—corseted, painted, owned. The man named Sam had died somewhere between the first dress and this moment of absolute submission.
Only Samantha remained, trembling and eager to please.
* * *
The hotel restaurant dripped with understated wealth—crystal chandeliers casting warm light across crisp white tablecloths, servers gliding between tables with practiced silence. Sam's heels clicked against polished marble as the maître d' guided them to a corner booth where privacy wrapped around their table like velvet curtains.
Crawford rose from his seat with fluid grace, his expensive suit tailored to perfection across shoulders that spoke of regular tennis matches and personal trainers. At 5'7", he commanded attention through presence rather than height, his magnetic smile drawing Sam's gaze like a moth to flame.
"Ladies." He extended his hand to Rachel first, then turned those penetrating eyes on Sam. "And you must be the lovely assistant I've heard so much about."
Crawford's fingers enveloped Sam's in a handshake that lingered several beats too long, thumb tracing patterns across delicate skin. The contact sent electricity racing up Sam's arm, pooling heat in his belly despite the cage's cruel restraint.
"Thank you, sir." The breathy whisper emerged automatically, trained into submission by weeks of Rachel's careful conditioning.
As they settled into the booth, Crawford positioned himself beside Sam rather than across the table. The warmth of his thigh pressed against fishnet-covered legs, a constant reminder of masculine presence that made Sam's breath catch in his throat.
"Rachel tells me your warehouse operations have excellent... staff morale." Crawford's fork paused over his salmon, those magnetic eyes fixed on Rachel with predatory interest. "Productivity numbers don't lie, and yours are impressive."
Rachel's laugh tinkled like crystal bells. "We believe in keeping our people satisfied. Happy employees work harder, stay longer."
"And your shipping protocols?" Crawford's hand found Sam's wrist, fingers tracing idle patterns across the delicate skin. The touch seemed casual, conversational, but Sam felt the weight of intention behind each caress. "I'm particularly interested in... package handling."
The double entendre hung in the air like expensive perfume. Sam's cage pulsed with desperate pressure as Crawford's thumb found his pulse point, measuring the rapid flutter of his heartbeat.
"Samantha handles most of our internal coordination." Rachel's smile sharpened with obvious pleasure at the display. "She's become quite... skilled at meeting everyone's needs."
Crawford's gaze shifted to Sam, those dark eyes drinking in every detail of painted features and padded curves. "I'm sure she serves the staff very well indeed."
The leer in his voice made Sam's cheeks flame crimson beneath carefully applied blush. Crawford's fingers danced higher, tracing the sensitive skin of his inner wrist before sliding toward his forearm with possessive certainty.
"Oh yes, sir." Sam's voice emerged as barely a whisper, trained femininity wrapping around each word like silk. "I just want everyone to be... satisfied with my performance."
Crawford's hand found Sam's shoulder, fingers kneading the tension there with practiced skill. The massage felt intimate, claiming, each touch reinforcing his status as something to be handled and possessed.
"Such dedication." Crawford's breath ghosted across Sam's ear as he leaned closer, ostensibly reaching for the wine. "I imagine you go above and beyond for client satisfaction."
The cage bit cruelly as blood rushed to Sam's trapped cock. Every nerve ending screamed with conflicted desire—terror at being discovered warring with desperate hunger for masculine attention. Crawford's cologne wrapped around him like a drug, expensive and intoxicating.
"Samantha takes such pride in her work." Rachel's voice carried notes of barely contained amusement. "She's become absolutely essential to our operation."
Crawford's fingers trailed down Sam's arm to rest possessively on his thigh, the touch burning through delicate fabric like a brand. Those magnetic eyes never left Sam's face, drinking in each blush and tremor with obvious satisfaction.
"Essential indeed."
* * *






  
  Chapter 8


Crawford dabbed his mouth with the linen napkin, movements elegant and unhurried despite the hunger that simmered beneath his polished surface. 
"Excellent meal, but we should handle those contracts upstairs." He signaled for the check with the casual authority of someone who never questioned whether his requests would be fulfilled. "My suite has a proper workspace—much more comfortable than this public setting."
The elevator ride stretched like eternity, mirrored walls reflecting Sam's transformed figure from every angle. Crawford stood close enough that his cologne invaded every breath, expensive and masculine in a way that made the cage throb with desperate need. Rachel's reflection showed satisfaction, like a dealer who'd just played the perfect hand.
"Seventeenth floor." Crawford's fingers brushed Sam's lower back as he guided them toward his door, the touch proprietary and claiming.
At the threshold, Rachel caught Crawford's sleeve and pulled him aside. Their whispered conversation created a pocket of intimacy that excluded Sam completely, hushed words and meaningful glances that made his stomach clench with apprehension. Rachel's laugh sounded like breaking glass.
"Actually, sweetie—" Rachel turned back with theatrical regret painted across her features. "I completely forgot the amended shipping schedules back at the office. Jonathan needs those numbers for the final calculations."
Crawford nodded with understanding that seemed too perfect, too rehearsed. His smile never wavered as he watched Rachel gather her purse.
"Samantha will keep me entertained while you handle that." Crawford's hand found Sam's shoulder, fingers pressing with gentle insistence. "Won't you, darling?"
Rachel stepped closer, voice dropping to a whisper that made Sam's skin prickle with warning.
"Do whatever you need to do to keep him happy." Her breath tickled his ear, words carrying weight that settled like stones in his chest. "This contract could change everything for us."
The door clicked shut behind Rachel, leaving Sam alone with Crawford in the opulent suite. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a commanding view of the city, but Crawford's attention remained fixed on his captive audience of one.
"Much better." Crawford loosened his tie with deliberate slowness, each movement designed to draw attention to the powerful frame beneath his tailored suit. "These business dinners can be so... restrictive. Don't you agree?"
Sam perched on the edge of an armchair, knees pressed together like the proper lady Rachel had trained him to be. The corset forced perfect posture while his artificial breasts rose and fell with increasingly shallow breathing.
"Yes, sir." The response emerged automatically, weeks of conditioning making deference as natural as breathing.
Crawford moved to the bar, ice clinking against crystal as he prepared drinks with the practiced ease of a man accustomed to seduction.
"You're quite remarkable, Samantha." He approached with two glasses, offering one while settling onto the sofa close enough that their knees almost touched. "Rachel's described your... talents... but seeing you in person exceeds every expectation."
The compliment should have felt flattering, but something predatory lurked beneath Crawford's polish. His free hand found Sam's wrist again, thumb tracing patterns that made concentration impossible.
"Such soft skin." Crawford's touch migrated higher, fingers exploring the delicate bones of Sam's forearm. "Rachel's lucky to have found someone so perfectly suited to their position."
The word 'position' carried implications that made heat flood Sam's cheeks. Crawford's assessment continued with the methodical thoroughness of a collector examining a potential acquisition, each touch reinforcing who held power in this elegant cage.
"Tell me, darling—what exactly does Rachel value most about your... performance?"
Crawford settled beside him on the sofa, close enough that body heat seeped through the thin fabric of Sam's slinky red dress. The suite's air conditioner hummed low, but sweat beaded along Sam's spine anyway, the corset cinching tighter with every shallow breath. Crawford's cologne invaded his nostrils—sandalwood and power, making the large breast forms heave with unwanted rhythm.
"Performance?" Sam's voice cracked into that breathy mezzo-soprano Rachel demanded, the words tumbling out like apologies. "I just... try to keep everyone satisfied, sir. Take notes, fetch coffee, whatever they need."
Crawford's chuckle rumbled deep, fingers capturing Sam's hand in a grip that pinned without bruising. "Modest. I like that in a woman." His thumb stroked the back of Sam's knuckles, slow circles that sparked electricity up his arm. The touch lingered, tracing veins beneath painted skin, each pass stoking the fire in Sam's caged cock. Thrill surged through him—a real man touching me like this, seeing me as her—but terror clawed at the edges, visions of discovery flashing like warning lights. What if he finds the truth? What if he exposes everything?
"You handle pressure well." Crawford's strokes migrated, palm sliding up Sam's arm to the curve of his shoulder, then lower, brushing the swell of artificial breasts straining against the dress's low neckline. Fingers cupped one heavy mound, kneading with expert pressure that made Sam's nipples harden beneath the forms. A gasp escaped his cherry-red lips. Pleasure ripped through the humiliation, his body arching into the touch despite the panic. This feels too good—too real. But the cage... it's killing me. The weight of those massive curves pulled at his shoulders, swaying with every tremble, while Crawford's exploration grew bolder, thumb circling a pert peak through silk.
"Beautiful." Crawford leaned in, breath hot against Sam's ear. Then lips claimed his, firm and demanding, tongue invading with the confidence of conquest. Sam melted into it, thrilled by the scrape of stubble against his smooth jaw, the way Crawford's hand tangled in his wig while the other squeezed his breast harder. Arousal throbbed in the cage, painful and insistent, shame mixing with the rush—he's kissing me like I'm his prize, but I'm just Rachel's toy. Petrified sweat slicked his thighs beneath the dress, the secret between his legs screaming for protection.
Crawford's free hand wandered south, skimming over corseted waist, down to thigh, then inching toward the hem where padded ass met reality. Fingers brushed inward, threatening the hidden cage, the truth it guarded. Panic exploded. Sam shoved against Crawford's chest—hard enough to break the kiss—then dropped to his knees between the man's spread legs. Carpet bit into his skin through stockings. Hands shook as they fumbled with Crawford's zipper, pulling it down with desperate tugs.
The cock sprang free, immaculately maintained—veins pulsing under skin shaved smooth as marble, clean scent of expensive soap rising, hard length curving upward with arrogant rigidity. Thick base tapered to a flushed head, pre-cum beading like invitation. Sam wrapped lips around it, tongue swirling the tip before taking it deep, cheeks hollowing with practiced suction. He bobbed, throat relaxing to accommodate the girth, hands stroking what his mouth couldn't reach. Saliva slicked the shaft, the taste salty and masculine, fueling his own trapped erection's futile struggles.
Crawford groaned, fingers threading through Sam's wig. "Such a sexy woman—eager, skilled. God, that mouth."
Sam worked faster, humor flickering through shame—blowing the big boss like some desperate intern, and it feels fucking electric. But before release hit, Crawford gripped his shoulders, pulling him up. Strong arms guided him toward the bed, that wistful grin returning.
"No rush, darling. I really want us to make love."
Panic clawed up Sam's throat as Crawford's hands gripped his hips, guiding him toward the massive bed with its crisp white sheets. No, he'll see everything—feel the cage, know I'm not real. Heart pounded against the corset's iron grip. He twisted free, yanked up the slinky red dress in one desperate hike, fabric bunching over padded curves. The air kissed his exposed skin, cool against feverish thighs.
"Fuck me from behind, sir." Words tumbled out in that breathy lilt, knees buckling toward the mattress. He bent over, ass presented like an offering, the butt forms' glue holding firm beneath stretched lace panties. Please don't notice—they feel so real, even to me. Humiliation burned, but his caged cock throbbed, traitorous heat building at the exposure. Giant breasts swayed heavy in their bra, pulling at shoulders, while the wig's strands tickled his neck. Like some back-alley slut, begging for it—god, why does that make me harder?
Crawford's grin twisted wistful and odd, eyes gleaming with some private joke. "As you wish, darling."
Strong hands positioned him—panties shoved aside, slick lube applied with efficient swipes. Then pressure built at his entrance, Crawford's cock breaching in one smooth thrust. Sam gasped, the stretch burning sweet, fullness radiating pleasure through his core. Feels so good, filling me like I deserve. Hips rocked back instinctively, ass clenching around the invading length. But his own cock strained against metal bars, blood surging in futile rebellion, pain lancing sharp with every hammer inward. The cage bit cruel, denying release while Crawford pumped, each slap of skin echoing in the suite. Arousal coiled tight, shame twisting it hotter—getting fucked like a girl, and loving it, you pathetic joke.
Yet Crawford's rhythm faltered, thrusts growing lazy, less insistent. He withdrew suddenly, cock slick and unsatisfied.
"Enough." Hands hauled Sam upright, steadying him on wobbling six-inch heels. Dress hem fluttered back down, but Crawford's fingers caught it, hiking fabric higher. "I've appreciated the game, darling—but now, time for the main event."
Something metallic flashed in Crawford's palm—the cage key, dangling like forbidden fruit. Sam's stomach dropped, setup slamming home. He knew? All along? Crawford's other hand delved beneath the dress, fingers finding the device with intimate familiarity. Metal clicked open, the cage falling away, freeing Sam's aching cock to spring rigid into cool air. Relief flooded him, mingled with fresh humiliation—exposed, hard, in this bimbo shell of makeup and curves.
Rachel planned this. And I played right into it.
Crawford dangled the key like some twisted trophy, his grin splitting wide with that indulgent gleam. Sam's cock bobbed free, veins pulsing hot and insistent, but the revelation hit like a punch—he knew. All along, pawing at me like meat, and he fucking knew. Heat flooded his cheeks, shame twisting into something sharper, funnier in its cruelty. Rachel set this up, fed the fantasy right into my veins. Fine. I'll play her game, be her bimbo queen.
Sam's freed cock twitched in the suite's chill air, heavy breasts heaving with each ragged breath. Crawford's posture shifted—shoulders relaxing, eyes dropping demurely as he sank to his knees before the bimbo silhouette.
"If you're Rachel's bitch, then let me be yours." Crawford's voice softened to a plea, fingers tracing Sam's heels upward. "Punish me, mistress. Make me earn it."
Confusion flickered—what the hell?—then clicked. Rachel's role, flipped onto him. Odd kink, but who was he to question anyone's else's desires? Sam's hips swayed instinctively, six-inch heels steadying as he gripped Crawford's chin.
Sam straightened, heels digging into carpet for balance. Giant breasts heaved in their slinky red confines, the forms' weight tugging at straps that bit into shoulders, while padded hips swayed with involuntary grace. He channeled Rachel's steel— that commanding tilt of chin, the way her voice sliced through resistance. "Be a good boy and strip. Now."
Crawford's eyes lit up, magnetic presence cracking just a fraction. Fingers flew to his shirt buttons, popping them open with eager precision. Fabric whispered to the floor, revealing toned chest dusted in fine hair, abs that flexed under hotel light. Pants followed, pooling at ankles, his cock springing half-hard and vulnerable. He kicked free, standing bare, elegant even in exposure—fastidious hands folding clothes into neat piles on the chair.
Sam's pulse hammered, arousal spiking at the reversal. Look at him, CEO god reduced to this. But power surged through the humiliation, his own body betraying the script. Cock throbbed harder, yet those massive curves jiggled with every breath, heels forcing ass to curve out in bimbo perfection. Rachel said no revealing the man— so I'm her Amazon, worshipped and fierce.
"Get on your knees." Sam's voice dropped to a sultry purr, laced with Rachel's authority. "Suck my big clitoris, boy. Make it good."
Crawford sank without hesitation, knees hitting carpet with a soft thud. His handsome face tilted up, eyes hungry but submissive, that dominating aura from the restaurant melting away. Lips parted, wrapping around Sam's cock—wet heat engulfing the head, tongue swirling slick patterns along the underside. Suction pulled deep, cheeks hollowing as he bobbed, spit slickening the shaft in rhythmic pulls. The taste of his own pre-cum mingled with Crawford's expensive aftershave, sharp and heady.
Pleasure ripped through Sam, cock swelling thicker in that mouth, veins straining against velvet pressure. Gasps escaped his painted lips, giant breasts bouncing with each involuntary thrust. Fuck, lips on me like that—hot, needy. Hips swayed in those towering heels, padded ass clenching, the corset cinching waist into an hourglass vise. But manhood? It dissolved in the fantasy Rachel commanded. Not a guy anymore. Powerful woman, Amazon goddess, breasts real and heavy, clitoris worshipped by this simpering exec. The artificiality blurred—forms fused to skin in his mind, dress hugging curves that felt innate, wig's strands cascading like his own mane. Humiliation fueled it, arousal spiking at the joke: Bimbo with a cock, ruling him, and it aches so good.
Crawford hummed around the length, throat relaxing to take more, hands gripping Sam's thighs for leverage. Fingers dug into fishnet, pulling him deeper, the vibration sending shocks straight to his balls. Sam's knees buckled slightly, but he locked them, channeling Rachel's poise. "Deeper, boy. Worship it properly."
The command drew a moan from Crawford, his own cock twitching untouched against air. Sam's body screamed with need, cage's absence letting blood rush free, but shame looped in—exposed as her plaything, yet owning him. Laughter bubbled under the heat, absurd and erotic. Rachel's fantasy swallows me whole, turns fake tits into power. He thrust shallow, watching Crawford's elegant jaw work, saliva dripping down chin in messy trails.
Pressure built, coiling tight in his core, artificial curves heaving with every ragged breath. Amazon queen, yeah—worshipped, desired, unbreakable. The room spun in sensory overload: Crawford's heat, the distant city hum through windows, his own moans pitching feminine and fierce.
Sam gripped Crawford's hair, yanking his head back from the throbbing cock slick with saliva. Pleasure coiled tight in his gut, giant breasts heaving against the slinky red dress's stretch, their weight pulling at straps that dug into shoulders like reminders of Rachel's redesign. The wig cascaded over one eye, strands sticking to sweat-damp skin, while padded hips curved out in bimbo exaggeration. Not me, not Sam—Samantha, Amazon with her strap-on secret. His voice emerged sharp, laced with Rachel's borrowed steel.
"Get on the bed. Face down, ass up."
Crawford scrambled onto the massive mattress, elegant frame folding into submission. Knees spread wide on rumpled sheets that smelled of starch and faint cologne, his toned back arched, hole exposed and twitching. No more CEO polish—just needy, simpering flesh, cock dangling soft between thighs. Sam watched pre-cum drip from his own length, the first real freedom in weeks, balls heavy and aching for release. Over a month since Rachel. Since I failed as her man. But now...
He climbed behind, heels sinking into mattress edges for balance, dress hiked up over swaying ass forms that jiggled with each shift. Fingers spread Crawford's cheeks, exposing the tight ring—pink, puckered, begging. Sam pressed his cockhead there, slick from Crawford's mouth, and eased in slow. The breach burned sweet, velvet walls clamping down in resistance that sent shocks up his spine. Inch by inch, he sank deeper, the stretch ripping a gasp from Crawford's throat.
"Oh god—too much, mistress!"
Sam thrust harder, ignoring the plea. Not my cock. Rachel's dildo, harnessed to my hips. I'm her girl, fucking like she does—controlling, merciless. The fantasy locked in, transforming penetration into something feminine, powerful. His massive breasts bounced with each pump, bra straps chafing skin, while the corset cinched his waist into an hourglass vise. Hips snapped forward, ass forms slapping against Crawford's thighs in wet smacks that echoed through the suite. Deeper. Harder. Ripping into that tight channel like he never dared with Rachel—back when he fumbled, timid, always pulling back from her fire.
Crawford bucked beneath him, cries pitching high and broken. "Hurts—fuck, yes, more!" Pain twisted into ecstasy, body shuddering as Sam hammered relentlessly, cock vanishing balls-deep in gripping heat. Sweat slicked their skin, the scent of musk and expensive soap thickening the air. Sam's length throbbed inside, veins pulsing against spasming walls, each withdrawal dragging out whimpers that fueled his own blaze. Should hate this—irony of a sissy topping another. But god, the power surges through me, electric. He gripped Crawford's hips, nails digging crescents into flesh, pounding with abandon that tore fresh screams from the man's lips—raw blends of agony and bliss that vibrated straight to Sam's core.
"Fuck, you're ripping me apart—please, mistress!"
Those words ignited him, pleasure intensifying with every wail. Sam's balls tightened, slamming against Crawford's with meaty slaps, the rhythm building frantic. Rachel gave me this. Unlocked ecstasy I never knew—turning humiliation into fire. Love swelled for her, twisted and profound, as he drove deeper, tearing into Crawford's sissy hole with force that shattered his old limits. The cries peaked, body clenching around him in desperate waves, milking every thrust. Sam's vision blurred, artificial curves jiggling wildly, cock swelling thicker in that vise of heat. Just another girl now, wielding her toy. And it feels so fucking good.
Crawford's cries pitched higher, raw pleasure and pain blending into symphony that made Sam's cock swell impossibly thick inside that gripping channel. The elegant CEO bucked beneath him, hole clenching in desperate spasms that milked every thrust, his own neglected length twitching against rumpled sheets.
"Yes—fuck, mistress, I'm going to—"
The words shattered into incoherent moans as Crawford's body seized, cum spurting across white fabric in thick ropes while his ass contracted around Sam's pistoning cock. The sight—this powerful man reduced to simpering wreckage—triggered Sam's own release. Pleasure exploded through his core, balls emptying in violent pulses that flooded Crawford's channel with weeks of pent-up need. His artificial breasts bounced wildly, corset biting deep as he thrust through the climax, vision blurring with the intensity.
"God, yes—take it all—"
Sam collapsed forward, both of them gasping against sweat-soaked sheets. His cock softened slowly, still buried in Crawford's twitching hole, while aftershocks rippled through exhausted muscles. The fantasy crumbled back to reality—forms weighing heavy on his chest, wig askew, the absurdity of what just happened settling like lead in his stomach.
Soft applause drifted from the suite's entrance.
"Magnificent performance."
Sam's head snapped up, cock slipping free as he scrambled away from Crawford's prone form. Rachel stood framed in the doorway, perfectly composed despite witnessing their depraved finale. Her smile carried dangerous satisfaction, predator surveying successful hunt.
Crawford rolled onto his back, cum still painting his stomach, that wistful grin returning as he spotted Rachel. Gone was the simpering submission—replaced by something softer, more vulnerable.
"Your Samantha exceeded every expectation." Crawford's voice carried breathless admiration, eyes tracking Rachel's approach with devotion that made Sam's chest tighten. "Such a wonderful woman you have."
Rachel's heels clicked across marble as she approached the bed, producing the chastity cage from her purse with theatrical flourish. "I know exactly what I have."
Before Sam could protest, cool metal encircled his sensitive length. The cage snapped shut with finality that echoed through the suite, trapping his spent cock in familiar confinement. Humiliation flooded back—reduced from Amazon goddess to caged toy in seconds, Crawford watching the transformation with fascination rather than disgust.
"Both of you, get dressed. We have business to conclude."
Sam stumbled toward his discarded heels, legs unsteady from exertion and revelation. The slinky red dress clung to sweat-dampened skin as he pulled it down, artificial curves settling back into bimbo perfection. Across the room, Crawford retrieved his expensive suit with meticulous care, each movement precise despite the tremor in his hands.
Rachel waited by the windows, silhouetted against city lights that painted her in dangerous beauty. When they finished dressing, she produced a leather portfolio from her briefcase, spreading documents across the suite's dining table.
"I took the liberty of calling a notary while you were... entertaining each other."
A sharp knock preceded the arrival of a elderly woman in conservative dress, official seal gleaming from her briefcase. She arranged herself at the table's head, reviewing Rachel's paperwork with professional detachment.
"Standard acquisition contracts," Rachel explained, sliding the documents toward Crawford. "Nothing too complex for someone of your... experience."
Crawford approached the table with dreamlike compliance, that commanding presence from dinner completely dissolved. His fountain pen trembled slightly as he reviewed each page, but never hesitated at Rachel's gentle directions.
"Sign here, darling. And here. Initial this section."
The notary's stamp punctuated each signature, official weight settling over what felt like choreographed theater. Sam watched from the suite's edge, cage biting reminder of his place in this performance. Crawford's elegant script flowed across contracts that could reshape corporate empires, yet he seemed lost in post-orgasmic haze that made resistance impossible.
"Excellent." Rachel collected the documents with satisfied efficiency, portfolio snapping shut. "Thank you for such a... productive evening, Jonathan."
Crawford straightened his tie, fastidious control reasserting itself in careful increments. But something fundamental had shifted—authority tempered by submission, power balanced on Rachel's whims.
"Thank you." His voice carried genuine gratitude mixed with anticipation. "For everything."
Rachel's smile turned predatory as she guided Sam toward the door, hand possessive on his corseted waist.
"I'll see you tomorrow, Jonathan. Bright and early."
The promise hung in air thick with implications, while Sam tottered on unsteady heels toward whatever fresh humiliation awaited in Rachel's ever-expanding game.
* * *
The taxi ride home passed in suffocating silence, city lights blurring past tinted windows while Sam's corset bit deeper with each breath. His artificial breasts felt impossibly heavy, shoulder straps cutting trenches through skin that still tingled from Crawford's rough hands. The cage pressed mercilessly against tender flesh, a constant reminder of what he'd surrendered—and reclaimed—in that hotel suite.
Rachel's fingers drummed against leather upholstery, perfectly manicured nails catching streetlight in rhythmic flashes. Her lipstick remained pristine despite the evening's orchestrated chaos, while Sam's cherry gloss had long since transferred to Crawford's collar, his neck, his—
"Inside. Now."
Their front door slammed behind them with finality that made Sam flinch. Rachel's heels clicked across hardwood as she circled him like a predator evaluating wounded prey, eyes cataloguing every smudged detail of his appearance.
"Strip. Everything except the cage."
Sam's trembling fingers found the dress's zipper, silk pooling around his ankles in crimson waves. The corset required Rachel's assistance—her knuckles brushing his spine as she loosened each hook, breath hot against his neck. Breast forms peeled away with obscene sounds, leaving raw indentations across his chest. The wig followed, artificial curls tangling in his sweaty palms.
Naked except for the chastity device, Sam stood exposed under Rachel's scrutiny. His reflection in the hallway mirror showed a creature caught between worlds—masculine frame marked by feminine accessories, cock trapped in metallic submission.
"My little whore performed beautifully tonight." Rachel's voice carried dangerous sweetness as she approached, fingertips tracing the cage's outline. "Tell me, darling—did fucking Crawford make you feel like a big, strong man again?"
Heat flooded Sam's cheeks. "I... I did what you told me. Kept imagining—"
"Answer the question." Her grip tightened around the cage, making him gasp. "You fucked him raw—miss your big manly dick?"
"No!" The word escaped as a strangled whisper. "I thought... only about being her. Your woman. I swear, Rachel, I—"
Her laughter cut through his protestations like breaking glass, sharp and musical and utterly without mercy. "I know, sweetheart. Because real men don't fuck sissies dressed as whores, do they?"
The words hit like physical blows, each syllable reinforcing truths Sam couldn't escape. Real men commanded boardrooms, demanded respect, claimed women without permission. Real men didn't kneel in hotel suites, didn't beg for cock, didn't cream themselves while penetrating other broken toys.
"But you were magnificent tonight." Rachel's tone shifted, predatory edge softening into something almost tender. Her hand rose to cup his face, thumb brushing across tear-tracked mascara. "Such a good little whore for me."
The praise sent lightning through Sam's nervous system, cage straining as arousal flooded back despite his exhaustion. Her approval meant everything—more than Crawford's moans, more than corporate conquests, more than any masculine validation he'd ever craved.
"My perfect sissy whore." Rachel's fingers combed through his disheveled hair, touch gentle as a lover's caress. "You make me so proud, darling. So beautifully broken."
Sam melted against her palm, desperate for the affection she offered like communion wine. This was what he'd searched for his entire life—not dominance or control, but the exquisite surrender of being owned completely. Rachel's whore. Rachel's toy. Rachel's precious, ruined girl.
"I love you," he whispered against her wrist, lips brushing perfumed skin. "I love being yours."
"I know you do, baby." Her smile carried infinite satisfaction as she pulled him close, his naked form pressed against her still-clothed body. "And that's the beautiful trick, isn't it? You can only be a man as my girl."






  
  Chapter 9


Morning light filtered through bedroom curtains as Rachel laid out Sam's outfit like a general preparing for battle. Black leather gleamed against white sheets—miniskirt that would barely cover his thighs, fitted jacket with silver buckles, boots that climbed past his knees with stiletto heels sharp enough to draw blood. 
"Time to remind them who you really are, darling." Rachel's fingers traced the leather's supple surface, eyes gleaming with predatory satisfaction. "They've gotten too comfortable treating you like their office pet."
Sam's pulse quickened as he stepped into the miniskirt, leather clinging to his skin like a second coat of flesh. The material whispered against his thighs with each movement, a constant reminder of the power Rachel was draping across his shoulders. The jacket molded to his torso, transforming his slight frame into something angular and dangerous.
"I don't know..." His voice wavered as he caught his reflection. The creature staring back bore no resemblance to the trembling secretary who'd served coffee yesterday. Black leather commanded attention, demanded respect through sheer audacity. "What if they—"
"What if they what?" Rachel zipped the boots up his calves, each closure sealing his transformation. "Question your authority? Mock your orders?" Her laugh held razor edges. "Let them try."
The boots added four inches to his height, forcing him to balance on knife-point heels that clicked against hardwood like gunshots. Sam felt dangerous in leather, electric with the memory of Crawford's submission beneath him. This was how dominant women dressed—Rachel's women, who took what they wanted without apology.
"Remember last night, sweetheart." Rachel's breath warmed his ear as she adjusted the jacket's collar. "You made a CEO beg for your cock. You fucked him until he screamed." Her fingers found the cage beneath his skirt, applying pressure that made him gasp. "That power lives inside you—my power, flowing through you."
Sam's chest swelled with intoxicating possibility. The office drones who'd patted his head, who'd treated him like an amusing pet—they would see something different today. Not their giggling plaything, but Rachel's extension, her will made flesh in black leather and deadly heels.
"They'll respect me," he whispered, testing the words against his tongue. After months of degradation, the prospect of reclaiming authority sent heat coursing through his veins.
"More than respect." Rachel's smile promised violence and ecstasy in equal measure. "They'll fear you."
The cage throbbed with anticipation as Sam imagined walking into that office—leather creaking, heels striking marble, every eye tracking his dangerous silhouette. Today, they would remember who held real power.
* * *
The elevator doors opened with a soft chime, and Sam stepped into the office lobby like a gunfighter entering a saloon. Leather creaked against his thighs, heels clicked against marble with military precision. Conversations died mid-sentence as heads turned, eyes widening at the sight of him wrapped in black dominance.
For three heartbeats, Sam felt the intoxicating rush of real power. Mouths hung open, fingers paused over keyboards, coffee cups froze halfway to lips. The silence stretched like a held breath—
Then someone snickered.
"Jesus Christ, is that how she dressed to whip him?"
The whisper cut through Sam's fantasy like a blade through silk. More voices joined the chorus, barely contained laughter rippling across the open floor plan.
"Bet she made him beg in those boots..."
"Poor bastard probably can't sit down today."
Sam's cheeks burned as understanding crashed over him. They weren't staring in awe—they were gawking at a circus act. The leather that had felt like armor now squeaked against his skin like a trapped animal, each step announcing his humiliation rather than his authority.
I look like a porn parody of power, he realized with sinking horror. Not the real thing.
The secretaries clustered near the copy machine erupted in whispered giggles. Jennifer pointed at his outfit with barely concealed delight. "Oh my God, what did Rachel dress you up as today? Some kind of sexy dominatrix Barbie?"
"The boots are so cute though," Angela added with patronizing sweetness. "Like a little girl playing dress-up in mommy's closet."
Sam tried to straighten his shoulders, to project the dangerous confidence he'd felt that morning. Instead, the leather jacket pinched his armpits, reminding him of its costume-shop origins. He was still their pet—just not the cute, harmless kind anymore. Now he was the freaky pet, the one that made people uncomfortable at dinner parties.
Mark appeared from the break room, coffee in hand and that familiar smirk spreading across his face. His gaze traveled slowly up Sam's leather-clad form, lingering on the miniskirt with obvious amusement.
"Well, well. Look who's playing dress-up today." Mark circled him like a predator studying wounded prey. "I could give you some lessons," Mark continued, voice dropping to a mock-confidential tone. "Show you how to really spank someone. Course, we both know you'd rather be on the receiving end, wouldn't you, princess?"
Sam's mouth opened and closed uselessly. The words he wanted to say—the sharp retorts, the commanding presence he'd imagined—died in his throat. Standing there in Rachel's costume, surrounded by their knowing smirks, he felt smaller than ever.
Mark leaned closer, breath hot against Sam's ear. "Real men don't dress up like leather sluts when they want respect. They just take it."
The leather squeaked as Sam shifted nervously, the sound emphasizing his powerlessness. Rachel had known exactly what would happen when she dressed him like this. She'd wanted to remind him that last night's moment of dominance was borrowed, temporary—a performance for Crawford's benefit, not a genuine transfer of power.
I'm still just a powerless sissy to be fucked by real men, Sam thought as Mark's laughter followed him down the hallway. The leather might look dangerous, but underneath it, he was still Rachel's pet in a costume she'd chosen.
* * *
The conference room filled with the usual pre-meeting chatter, coffee cups clinking against saucers and papers shuffling. Sam squeezed into a chair near the back, leather creaking embarrassingly with every movement. The miniskirt rode up his thighs, and he tugged it down self-consciously, aware of Mark's amused glances from across the table.
Henderson strode to the front, his usual scowl deeper than normal. "Corporate's sending someone down to make an announcement. Big changes coming."
The door opened, and Crawford walked in.
Sam's breath caught. The man who'd moaned beneath him just days ago now commanded the room with effortless authority. His charcoal suit hung perfectly on his compact frame, every line pressed to corporate perfection. Crawford's eyes swept the assembled staff with cool assessment, lingering briefly on Henderson before moving to Rachel.
"Ladies and gentlemen," Crawford's voice carried the weight of absolute certainty. "Effective immediately, this warehouse operation has been acquired by Crawford Industries."
Murmurs rippled through the room. Sam watched Crawford's performance with fascination—this was the public mask, the executive persona that had built an empire. Nothing like the whimpering, needy creature who'd begged to be fucked.
"Furthermore," Crawford continued, "I'm pleased to announce that Rachel Morgan has been promoted to Division Head. Her vision will... revitalize this division."
Henderson's face went purple. "Now wait just a—"
"You'll be transferred to our Phoenix facility," Crawford cut him off with surgical precision. "Effective next week."
Rachel stood gracefully, her smile radiating quiet triumph. She wore a burgundy dress that hugged her curves, projecting both femininity and undeniable power. "Thank you, Mr. Crawford. I look forward to working with everyone to—"
Crawford's gaze found Sam.
The transformation was instantaneous. His confident posture wavered, shoulders dipping slightly. The executive mask slipped for just a heartbeat, revealing something vulnerable underneath. A small smile tugged at the corner of his mouth—involuntary, almost helpless—before fear chased it away. His eyes darted from Sam's leather boots up to the ceiling, anywhere but at the vision that had clearly rattled him.
Sam felt a familiar stirring in his cage. He remembers, Sam thought with dark satisfaction. Remembers being on his knees, begging for my cock.
But then Crawford's gaze flicked to Rachel, and Sam understood. The fear wasn't about him—it was about her. About what she might make him do. What she might make them both do.
Crawford cleared his throat, forcing his shoulders back into executive mode. "Ms. Morgan will have full autonomy over staffing decisions and operational protocols." His voice had regained its corporate steadiness, but his hands betrayed him, adjusting his tie twice in rapid succession.
"Any questions?" Crawford asked the room, carefully avoiding Sam's corner.
He's terrified, Sam realized with growing excitement. Not of me—of wanting me again. Of what Rachel might orchestrate. The powerful CEO who owned warehouses and commanded boardrooms was just another submissive, fighting his own needs.
The meeting continued with mundane details about transition schedules and reporting structures, but Sam barely heard any of it. He watched Crawford's careful performance, noting every micro-expression, every tells that revealed the man's internal struggle.
When Crawford finally dismissed the meeting, his exit was swift and purposeful. But not before one last glance—quick, hungry, terrified—at Sam's leather-clad form.
We're both Rachel's toys now, Sam thought as the cage pressed against his growing arousal. And he knows it.
* * *
Rachel caught Sam's elbow as the conference room emptied, her grip firm through the leather jacket. "Time to go home, sweetheart."
"But my shift doesn't end until—"
"Your shift ended the moment Crawford walked in." Rachel's voice carried the authority she'd just been granted. "He can't maintain his executive presence with you prancing around in that outfit. Bad for morale."
Sam felt his stomach drop. "So I'm fired?"
"Relocated." Rachel's smile was predatory. "To domestic duties. I just got a substantial raise, darling. Enough to keep us both very comfortable."
The words hit like ice water. Domestic duties. No more pretending to be part of the corporate world, even as its laughingstock. Just Rachel's kept girl, full time.
"Now be a good little thing and say your goodbyes," Rachel purred. "Use that sweet voice I taught you. Make it memorable."
Sam's throat constricted as he approached the cluster of departing colleagues. The leather miniskirt squeaked with each step, drawing eyes to his swaying hips.
"Bye everyone," he managed in his highest register, the words coming out in a breathy lisp. "It's been so wonderful working with you all."
The administrative assistants giggled behind their hands. "Take care, Samantha," one called out with mock sweetness.
Henderson pushed past without acknowledgment, his face still purple from the demotion. But the finance team gathered around like vultures sensing carrion.
"Gonna miss having our little office pet around," Tony laughed, reaching out to pat Sam's head like he would a dog.
"Yeah, who's gonna fetch our coffee now?" another added.
Mark stepped closer, his eyes traveling down Sam's leather-clad form with obvious amusement. "Bye bye, little girl," he drawled, voice dripping with contempt. "Don't forget to play nice with your new mommy."
The words hit Sam like a physical blow. Little girl. Not even pretending he was anything else. The leather that had felt empowering minutes ago now seemed like a costume, a pathetic attempt at authority that fooled no one.
But beneath the humiliation, his cock strained against its cage. Mark's voice, Sam thought desperately. The way he said 'little girl'—like I was actually six years old. The arousal was immediate and shameful, his body betraying him even as his dignity crumbled.
"Come along, sweetheart," Rachel called from the elevator. "Time to start your new career."
Sam hurried toward her on unsteady heels, the sound of masculine laughter following him down the hallway.
Sam stood in the empty apartment, the silence pressing against his eardrums like water. The leather miniskirt felt ridiculous now, away from the office fluorescents and snickering colleagues. Just him and the afternoon light streaming through windows that belonged to Rachel.
Everything belongs to Rachel.
The thought sent a familiar tremor through his caged cock. His name wasn't on the lease anymore—hadn't been since she'd moved back in and claimed dominion over their old life. The bank account that paid for groceries, utilities, even the ridiculous lingerie he now wore daily—all hers. If he crossed her, if he tried to reclaim some shred of masculine authority, she could put him on the street in a frilly dress with nowhere to go.
Completely dependent. The words rolled through his mind like honey, sweet and suffocating. He should feel trapped, should be planning his escape back to manhood and self-respect. Instead, his pulse quickened and heat pooled low in his belly.
Sam wandered into the kitchen, his heels clicking against the tile. The refrigerator hummed with quiet authority—Rachel's food, Rachel's choices. Even the coffee in the cupboard existed at her pleasure. He touched the countertop that he'd once leaned against while discussing weekend plans as an equal partner.
Not anymore.
The cage bit into his swelling flesh as arousal built. This helplessness, this complete surrender of control—it made him feel more alive than any boardroom presentation ever had. Rachel held his entire existence in her manicured hands, and the thought made him dizzy with want.
I love her, he realized with startling clarity. Not the old love built on shared dreams and compromise, but something deeper and more consuming. She'd seen the pathetic creature hiding beneath his masculine pretenses and claimed him anyway. Fed his need for humiliation while building her own empire on his submission.
The sound of her key in the lock sent electricity through his nervous system.
"Honey, I'm home," Rachel called, her voice sing-song with triumph.
She appeared in the kitchen doorway, still radiating the confidence of her promotion. Her eyes swept over him with proprietary satisfaction, taking in the leather outfit that now seemed so out of place in domestic surroundings.
"Well, that won't do at all," she murmured, setting down a shopping bag with deliberate ceremony. "Time for a wardrobe change, sweetie."
She reached into the bag and withdrew a bundle of black fabric. As it unfurled, Sam's breath caught. A maid's uniform—complete with white apron, ruffled trim, and a collar that would circle his throat like a declaration of servitude.
"This is your new work attire," Rachel announced, holding it up against his trembling frame. "Since being my maid is how you'll earn your keep now. No more corporate pretenses, no more embarrassing us both at client meetings."
Sam stared at the uniform, his mouth dry. The reality crashed over him—no job, no income, no identity except what Rachel chose to give him. Just her kept creature, existing to dust furniture and serve tea in frilly skirts.
"Of course," she continued, her voice dropping to a purr, "if you're very, very good at being my maid, perhaps we can discuss promoting you. To housewife, eventually."
Housewife. The word hit him like a physical blow. Not even the pretense of employment—just Rachel's domestic plaything, cooking her meals and warming her bed.  He'd never been much of a homemaker when they'd lived together before. The irony wasn't lost on him—Rachel had left him partly because he'd been useless around the house, and now she was making domesticity his entire existence.
"Put it on," she commanded, settling into a chair to watch. "Let's see how my new maid looks."
Sam's hands trembled violently as they closed around the pristine fabric, the starched cotton rough against his fingertips. The uniform felt impossibly real in his grasp—not some fleeting fantasy or temporary game, but solid evidence of what his life was becoming. The weight of it seemed disproportionate to its delicate construction, as if the frilly apron and crisp collar contained the gravity of his entire future.
This is actually happening, he thought, his pulse hammering against his throat. The corporate Sam who'd fumbled through presentations and stammered at Henderson was about to disappear entirely, replaced by Rachel's uniformed plaything. Part of him recoiled at the finality of it—once he put this on, there would be no pretending he was anything other than her kept creature. No more pathetic attempts at masculine authority, no more illusions of independence.
But beneath the horror, something else stirred. His cock strained against its cage as he imagined himself in the mirror, transformed into the very picture of domestic servitude. The thought of Rachel watching him dust her furniture, of serving her morning coffee while she lounged in bed, sent heat flooding through his belly. He would be completely hers—owned, controlled, useful in ways he'd never been as a man.
His breath caught as he lifted the dress higher, preparing to slip it over his head. This single motion would open an entirely new chapter in his descent, sealing his fate as Rachel's girl with the whisper of fabric against his skin.
* * *
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