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Chapter 1: The Fine Print Unveiled

Jordan leaned back in his ergonomic chair, the glass walls of his corner office framing the city skyline like a trophy. At 27, he’d clawed his way from nothing to tech startup founder, his name etched on the door in sleek chrome. He was untouchable—or so he thought.

The email from Harlow had come at 8:02 AM. Subject: “Final Terms Review.” Jordan hadn’t even skimmed it, just forwarded it to legal with a one-word reply: “Handle.”

His phone buzzed now, sharp against the polished desk. Harlow’s name on the screen. A flicker of unease, but he smothered it.

He answered. “Jordan speaking.”

“Meet me in the boardroom. Now.” Harlow’s voice was smooth, deliberate, a quiet blade sliding under skin.

Jordan’s jaw tightened. He didn’t like being summoned. But Harlow wasn’t just any investor—she was the venture capital titan who owned 51% of his company.

He stood, adjusting his tailored blazer. His reflection caught in the glass wall—sharp jaw, broad shoulders, the picture of control. He smirked, ready to negotiate.

The boardroom was three floors up, all glass and steel, a stage for power plays. Jordan pushed the door open, loafers clicking on the marble. Harlow was already there, standing at the head of the table.

She didn’t turn. Six feet tall in a black pencil skirt and blazer, her auburn hair pulled into a severe bun. Every inch of her was calculated, a predator in bespoke silk.

“Sit.” Her tone didn’t waver.

Jordan hesitated. Then complied, chair scraping as he settled. He hated how her presence filled the room, how it pressed against his edges.

Harlow turned then, her gaze locking on him. Green eyes, cold as glass, dissecting him in one sweep. She slid a thick stack of papers across the table.

“The final contract,” she said. “You didn’t read it before signing. Did you?”

Jordan’s smirk faltered. “My team handled it. What’s this about?”

Her lips curved, a ghost of amusement. “Page 47. Clause 12-B.”

He flipped to it, fingers steady despite the prickle on his neck. The words swam into focus: Personal Transformation Protocol… full compliance… identity restructuring… at discretion of primary stakeholder.

His stomach dropped.

“What the fuck is this?” His voice cracked, just a hair.

Harlow didn’t flinch. “It’s binding, Jordan. You signed away more than equity.”

He scanned the page again, heart slamming against his ribs. Permanent transformation. Legal consent to personal redesign. His mind reeled, grasping for a loophole.

“This can’t be enforceable.” He shoved the contract back. “I’ll fight it.”

Harlow tilted her head, unhurried. “You can try. But I own you, legally and otherwise.”

His hands clenched on the table. Sweat beaded at his temple. He was a fighter, always had been—how had he missed this?

She stepped closer, heels clicking with lethal precision. “You built this company from nothing. Now I’ll rebuild you from nothing.”

His throat went dry.

“Rebuild me?” The words tasted like ash. “What does that even mean?”

Harlow’s smile was clinical, a surgeon’s before the first cut. “You’ll become what I decide. My vision, my design.”

He pushed back from the table, chair screeching. “I’m not some fucking project. I’m out.”

Her hand rested on the contract, fingers long and steady. “Walk away, and I liquidate everything. Your company, your reputation, your life.”

His chest heaved.

“You can’t do this.” His voice was smaller now, a plea he hated. “People will notice.”

Harlow’s gaze didn’t waver. “They’ll see what I want them to see. A willing participant, stepping back for… personal growth.”

He stared at her, mind racing. The glass walls of the boardroom felt like a cage now, cameras in the corners blinking red. Colleagues beyond, oblivious to the trap snapping shut.

“What do you want from me?” His hands shook, hidden under the table.

She leaned in, voice dropping to a velvet threat. “Total surrender. Starting with your masculinity.”

His breath hitched.

“Masculinity?” He forced a laugh, brittle. “You’re insane.”

Harlow straightened, pulling a small black box from her blazer pocket. She set it on the table with a soft click. “Open it.”

He didn’t want to. Every instinct screamed to bolt. But her eyes pinned him, a predator’s patience wearing him down.

His fingers fumbled the lid. Inside, nestled on velvet, was a pair of sheer pink panties, lace edging delicate as a whisper. A tube of crimson lipstick sat beside them.

His cock twitched, unbidden.

Shame burned through him, hot and sharp. Why the hell was his body reacting? He slammed the lid shut.

“What the fuck is this?” His voice was raw now. “Some sick game?”

Harlow’s expression didn’t shift. “It’s your first step. You’ll wear them tonight.”

He laughed again, desperate. “You’re out of your mind. I’m not doing shit.”

Her silence was worse than words. She just watched, letting his defiance crumble under the weight of her certainty. The contract loomed between them, a guillotine on paper.

He pushed the box away. “I built this company. I’m not throwing it away for… for this.”

“You already did.” Her voice was ice over silk. “You signed it, Jordan. Now we begin.”

His vision blurred at the edges. He stared at the box, the contract, the unyielding woman before him. Refusal wasn’t an option—not without losing everything.

“Take the box to your office.” Harlow’s command was quiet, final. “Lock the door. And think about what’s coming.”

His hands moved before his brain caught up. He grabbed the box, the velvet brushing his palm like a taunt. His reflection flashed in the glass as he stood—still sharp, still male, but for how long?

He turned to leave, legs heavy. The boardroom cameras watched, silent witnesses to his unraveling. Colleagues typed beyond the glass, unaware of the storm breaking inside him.

Back in his office, he slammed the door. Locked it. The box sat on his desk like a grenade, pink lace burning into his mind.

He paced, heart hammering. How had he let this happen? He’d fought for every scrap of success, and now it was slipping through his fingers.

He stopped at the glass wall, staring at his reflection. Broad shoulders, stubbled jaw—the man he’d built himself to be. But beneath, a tremor of something else, something he refused to name.

His cock stirred again, traitorously. The thought of silk against skin, lace tight over his hips—it shouldn’t have done this to him. Shame coiled tighter, feeding the heat.

He turned away, disgusted. Sat at his desk, hands gripping the edges. The box mocked him, a silent promise of what Harlow intended.

He opened it again, couldn’t stop himself. The panties shimmered under the fluorescent light, soft and obscene. His fingers brushed the lace, a shiver racing up his arm.

“Fuck,” he muttered. His body wasn’t his anymore, not fully. Not with that pulse of want betraying him.

He imagined slipping them on, just for a second. Silk sliding over his thighs, clinging to his cock, the humiliation of it searing him raw. His breath came faster, hating how wet the thought made him.

He snapped the box shut. Slammed a fist on the desk. He wasn’t this—whatever this was.

But Harlow’s words echoed. Total surrender. Starting with your masculinity. They clawed at him, relentless.

He glanced at the contract copy on his desk, the fine print a noose. Clause 12-B stared back, unyielding. He’d signed it, blind to the cost.

His phone buzzed again. Harlow’s name. He didn’t answer, couldn’t face her voice right now.

The message popped up instead: Bring the box home. Wear them by midnight. I’ll know if you don’t.

His stomach twisted. She’d know. Of course she would.

He stood, pacing again. The office felt smaller now, the city skyline a taunt of freedom he couldn’t reach. His reflection mocked him—still a man, but for how much longer?

He grabbed the box, stuffed it into his briefcase. The weight of it burned, a secret he couldn’t escape. He’d take it home, but he wouldn’t wear it—not yet.

Or would he?

The thought lingered, a splinter in his mind. Silk against skin, lace biting into his hips, Harlow’s approving gaze—he hated how it stirred him. Hated how his cock throbbed at the betrayal.

He locked the briefcase. Adjusted his tie in the glass, forcing composure. But the tremor in his hands wouldn’t stop.

Colleagues nodded as he left the office, oblivious to the storm inside. The elevator ride down was suffocating, the box in his bag a ticking bomb. He gripped the handle tighter, jaw set.

Outside, the city buzzed, indifferent. His car waited, a last bastion of control. But even that felt hollow now.

He slid into the driver’s seat. Stared at the briefcase on the passenger side. Midnight loomed, a deadline he couldn’t outrun.

Harlow’s voice replayed, cold and certain. You signed it, Jordan. Now we begin.

He gripped the steering wheel, knuckles white. Refusal wasn’t an option—not without losing everything he’d built. And deep down, beneath the rage, a sliver of curiosity burned.

What would it feel like? Silk on skin, lace clinging, his reflection warped into something new? The shame of it pulsed hot, arousal a traitor he couldn’t silence.

He started the engine. Drove toward home, the box beside him a silent threat. Midnight would come, and with it, a choice he wasn’t ready to make.

But Harlow would be waiting. Watching. And he knew, gut-deep, that she’d already won.


Chapter 2: Silk and Silent Eyes

Jordan’s hands wouldn’t stop shaking. He stood outside Harlow’s private suite, the box tucked under his arm like a guilty secret, its weight a constant reminder of what waited inside. The hallway was silent, sterile—marble floors gleaming under soft recessed lighting, a world away from the gritty startup chaos he’d clawed his way through.

His reflection caught in the glass panel beside the door. Sharp suit, broad shoulders, the man he’d fought to be. But his eyes betrayed him—wide, hunted, flickering with something he couldn’t name.

He clenched his jaw. Forced a breath. The deadline had passed—midnight had come and gone, and he hadn’t worn the lace. Not yet.

But Harlow would know. She always did.

The door clicked open before he could knock. Harlow stood there, framed in the threshold—tall, poised, her tailored blazer hugging her frame like a second skin. Her gaze pinned him, cool and unhurried, dissecting every inch of his defiance.

“You’re late.” Her voice was smooth, a blade wrapped in velvet. She stepped aside, gesturing him in with a flick of her wrist.

He hesitated. Then stepped forward, the box burning against his side. The door closed behind him with a soft, final thud.

The suite was all luxury—plush cream carpets, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, a chaise lounge that looked untouched by human hands. A faint scent of lavender hung in the air, clinical yet warm, a contradiction that twisted his gut. On a low table sat a small silver tray, contents hidden under a silk cloth.

“Put the box down.” Harlow’s command came without looking at him, her attention already on the tray as she adjusted something with precise fingers. “Then strip.”

His throat tightened. “Here? Now?”

Her eyes flicked up, locking with his. No anger, no impatience—just certainty. “You signed the terms, Jordan. Obedience isn’t optional.”

His fingers fumbled at his tie. The fabric slipped loose, a small surrender, and he hated how his pulse quickened. He shrugged off his jacket, unbuttoned his shirt, each movement mechanical, exposing the hard planes of his chest, the body he’d built to prove something.

He stopped at his waistband. Looked at her, a silent plea. She didn’t blink.

“Everything.” Her tone didn’t waver. “I don’t repeat myself.”

His hands moved to his belt. The clink of metal echoed too loud in the quiet room. He stepped out of his trousers, boxers following, until he stood bare, vulnerable, his cock half-hard already despite the chill of exposure.

Shame burned up his neck. He shouldn’t be reacting. Not like this.

Harlow didn’t comment on it. She turned to the box he’d set down, lifting the lid with deliberate care. The pink lace panties emerged, shimmering under the soft light, a fragile weapon in her steady hands.

“Step closer.” She held them out, her gaze never leaving his face. “We start with the basics.”

His feet moved before his mind caught up. He stood before her, naked, the city skyline a mocking witness through the window. Her presence loomed, even without touch—her height, her control, filling the space around him.

She unfolded the lingerie with clinical precision. “Lift your foot.” Her voice was a low command, no room for refusal.

He did. First one, then the other. The silk slid up his calves, cool and foreign, rustling faintly as it climbed higher.

His breath hitched. The fabric whispered against his thighs, a sensation he wasn’t prepared for. So light, yet invasive, clinging to every inch it touched.

Harlow adjusted the waistband, her fingers brushing his hips—brief, impersonal, like calibrating a machine. The lace settled tight over his cock, the satin cupping him in a way that felt wrong, obscene. He bit down on a sound, heat pooling low despite himself.

“Look at that.” Her voice held a quiet edge of approval, her eyes tracing the outline where the lace strained against him. “Already fitting so well.”

He wanted to argue. Wanted to rip it off. But his body betrayed him, cock twitching under the silk, the fabric rubbing with every tiny shift.

Shame clawed at him. This wasn’t him. He wasn’t this.

“Turn around.” Harlow stepped back, her heels clicking softly on the marble before sinking into the carpet. “Slowly.”

He turned. The lace shifted with him, satin dragging against sensitive skin, a constant reminder of what he’d become in this moment. His reflection flashed in the window—broad shoulders, muscled frame, but that delicate pink cutting across his hips, a mockery of everything he’d built.

Her gaze burned into his back. He felt it, heavy and unrelenting, stripping away more than the clothes ever could. His hands clenched at his sides, fighting the urge to cover himself.

“Stand still.” Harlow’s voice cut through the silence, sharp but calm. “Let me see you.”

He froze. Her words landed like a physical touch, pinning him in place. The weight of her stare was suffocating, each second stretching into eternity.

The rustle of satin was all he could hear. That, and his own ragged breathing. His cock throbbed harder under the lace, wet heat seeping into the fabric, a humiliating confession he couldn’t hide.

He hated this. Hated how his body responded, how the silk felt against him, how her eyes made it worse. The betrayal stung sharper than any insult, his arousal a traitor he couldn’t silence.

Harlow circled him. Slow, deliberate, her heels clicking a steady rhythm. She stopped in front of him, her height forcing him to tilt his head slightly to meet her gaze.

“Good.” One word, delivered with quiet precision, and it hit deeper than it should have. Warmth spread through him, unearned and unwanted, mixing with the shame until he couldn’t tell them apart.

She reached for the silver tray, lifting the silk cloth to reveal a small vial of powder and a brush. The scent of baby powder hit him, faint but unmistakable, a memory he didn’t want to place. His stomach twisted, anticipation and dread coiling tight.

“Hold still.” She dipped the brush into the vial, her movements exact, like a surgeon with a scalpel. Then she leaned in, the brush hovering just above the lace at his hips.

The first touch was cold. A dusting of powder against his skin, just under the waistband, the bristles soft but invasive. He flinched, couldn’t help it, the sensation too intimate, too wrong.

“Relax.” Her tone was a command, not a comfort. She continued, brushing the powder along the edges of the lace, each stroke deliberate, cooling his heated skin while stoking something deeper.

His cock strained harder against the satin. The powder’s texture, the silk’s cling, her unyielding focus—it was too much. A low sound escaped him, half protest, half need, and he hated himself for it.

“Look at you.” Harlow’s voice was low, almost a purr, as she set the brush aside. “Already leaking into your pretty little panties.”

He glanced down. A dark spot bloomed on the pink fabric, undeniable, obscene. Shame burned hotter, his face flushing as he fought the urge to cover it.

Her finger tilted his chin up. Forced him to meet her gaze. “No hiding, Jordan. I see everything.”

His breath came in short, sharp gasps. The weight of her words, her eyes, the lace—it crushed him. Arousal pulsed, relentless, every rustle of satin a reminder of his loss.

She stepped back. Watched him tremble, her expression unreadable but her control absolute. “You feel it, don’t you? The way it clings, marks you as mine.”

He couldn’t answer. Wouldn’t. But his body did, cock throbbing, wet heat spreading further into the lace, a silent admission he couldn’t take back.

“You’re fighting it.” Her lips curved, the smallest hint of a smile, but her eyes stayed cold, calculating. “That’s fine. It makes the surrender sweeter.”

She crossed her arms. Stood there, just out of reach, her presence a wall he couldn’t breach. “We’re not done, not by a long shot.”

His chest tightened. The lace felt heavier now, saturated with his shame, clinging to every inch of him. He wanted to tear it off, to reclaim something, anything—but her gaze held him captive.

“Tomorrow, we go further.” Her voice was a promise, low and certain, as she turned toward the window, dismissing him without a glance. “You’ll come to crave this, Jordan. Even if you hate yourself for it.”

He stood there, half-naked, the satin rustling with every shuddering breath. The city lights mocked him through the glass, a reminder of the world he’d built, now slipping away under her silent eyes. And deep down, beneath the rage and humiliation, a flicker of dread burned—knowing this was just the start.

She didn’t touch him again. Didn’t need to. Her control was absolute, woven into every rustle of silk, every grain of powder cooling against his skin.

His cock pulsed once more, traitorously eager, and he bit down on the shame. Tomorrow loomed, a threat he couldn’t outrun. And Harlow would be waiting, her gaze already stripping him bare.


Chapter 3: A Name Not His

Jordan gripped his phone, knuckles white against the sleek black case. The screen glowed, a countdown to disaster—ten minutes until the conference call with the board. His other hand hovered over the desk, trembling, as the lace of the panties bit into his hips beneath his tailored trousers.

He could feel it. Every shift in his chair dragged the satin tighter, a cruel reminder of Harlow’s touch, her powder still clinging to his skin. The memory of last night burned—her gaze, her control, the wet spot he couldn’t hide.

His cock twitched at the thought. Traitorous. He clenched his jaw, forcing the heat down, but the lace rubbed just wrong—or right—against him.

A knock at the door. Sharp. Unmistakable.

Harlow entered without waiting for permission. Six feet of calculated elegance, her charcoal blazer tailored to every curve, her heels clicking on the hardwood with surgical precision. She carried a small silver case, her eyes locking onto him like a predator sizing up prey.

“Stand.”

He stood. The lace shifted, biting deeper, and a faint rustle of satin whispered under his clothes. His face burned, knowing she heard it too.

She set the case on his desk. Clicked it open. Inside, a tube of lipstick—deep crimson, almost violent in its sheen.

“Today, you’ll wear this.” Her voice was calm, clinical, as if discussing a contract clause. She held it out, her fingers long and steady, waiting.

He stared at it. A refusal clawed at his throat, but the weight of her gaze crushed it before it could form. His hand moved, took the tube, the metal cold against his palm.

“Good boy.” The praise hit like a slap, warm and sharp, stirring something low in him. He hated it, hated how it made his pulse jump.

“Apply it now.” Her tone didn’t waver, each word a command etched in stone. “I’ll watch.”

His fingers fumbled, the cap slipping off with a faint click. He brought it to his lips, hesitating, the scent of wax and pigment sharp in his nose. The first drag of lipstick was heavy, slick, painting his mouth with a weight he couldn’t ignore.

He caught his reflection in the phone screen. A stranger stared back—lips too red, too feminine, clashing with the sharp jawline he’d always relied on to command a room. Shame surged, hot and bitter, but his cock stirred again, pressing against the lace.

“Perfect.” Harlow’s voice cut through, her eyes never leaving his face. “It suits you, Jordie.”

Jordie. The name landed like a punch, stripping away years of boardroom battles, late-night coding, the empire he’d built as Jordan. His stomach churned, but her gaze held him, unyielding.

“Say it.” She stepped closer, her heels clicking, the sound a metronome of his unraveling. “Say your name.”

He swallowed. The lipstick felt thicker now, dragging on his lips with every word he didn’t want to speak. “Jordie,” he muttered, voice barely above a whisper.

“Louder.” Her tone was ice, precise, her presence towering over him. “Own it.”

“Jordie.” Stronger this time, but it still felt wrong, a name not his, a skin he didn’t fit. Yet the word vibrated through him, and the lace seemed to tighten, rubbing against his growing arousal.

Her lips curved, the barest hint of approval. “Good. You’ll answer as Jordie on the call. They’re waiting.”

His breath caught. The board—his board, the investors he’d fought to impress, the colleagues who knew him as the unshakeable tech founder—would hear this. His heart slammed against his ribs, dread pooling cold in his gut.

The phone buzzed. Incoming call. The screen flashed with the meeting ID, a digital guillotine.

“Answer it.” Harlow’s command was quiet, but it carried the weight of inevitability. She leaned against the desk, arms crossed, her posture relaxed but her eyes razor-sharp.

He tapped the screen. The call connected, voices crackling through the speaker—familiar tones of authority, skepticism, expectation. “Jordan, you there?” came the gruff voice of Tom, the lead investor.

“Answer as Jordie.” Harlow’s whisper was close, her breath warm against his ear, sending a shiver down his spine. She didn’t move, didn’t need to—her control was a leash he couldn’t escape.

“I’m here,” he said, voice tight, praying they’d let it slide. The lipstick dragged as he spoke, a constant reminder, his lips too slick, too foreign. His fingers dug into the desk, the lace under his trousers an unbearable friction.

“Jordan, we need the Q3 projections,” Tom pressed, impatience edging his tone. Other voices murmured agreement, a chorus of judgment through the speaker. The room felt smaller, the cameras in the corners suddenly too real—did they see the crimson on his lips?

Harlow’s hand rested on his shoulder. Light, but firm. A silent order.

“It’s… Jordie,” he forced out, the name tasting like ash. His face burned, the humiliation searing through him as the line went quiet for a beat too long. Under the desk, his cock throbbed, the lace rubbing with every tense shift of his hips.

A chuckle crackled through the speaker. “Jordie? What’s this, some kind of joke?” Tom’s voice carried a smirk, and Jordan—Jordie—wanted to sink through the floor. The shame was a physical weight, crushing his chest, but the heat between his thighs only grew, wet and desperate.

Harlow’s fingers tightened on his shoulder. “Answer them.” Her voice was low, meant for him alone, but it cut deeper than the board’s laughter.

“I’m serious,” he said, voice shaking now, the lipstick smearing slightly as his lips trembled. “It’s… it’s Jordie. I have the projections ready.”

Another pause. Then Tom, gruff but moving on: “Alright, Jordie, let’s hear it. Don’t waste our time.”

He fumbled with the tablet, pulling up the charts, his hands unsteady. The lace dug into him, the satin slick with his arousal, every movement a reminder of what he’d become under Harlow’s gaze. His voice cracked as he started, numbers spilling out, but all he could feel was the lipstick, the name, the weight of their unseen stares.

Harlow watched. Silent. Her presence a wall he couldn’t climb, her approval—or lack of it—hanging over him like a blade.

“Good boy,” she murmured, so quiet the mic wouldn’t catch it, but it hit him hard. Warmth flooded through him, unearned, mixing with the shame until his head spun. His cock pulsed, wet heat spreading further into the lace, a betrayal he couldn’t stop.

He kept talking. Projections, timelines, revenue streams—words that used to mean power, control, now hollow under the name Jordie. The board fired questions, each one a test, and he answered, lips dragging with crimson, voice faltering but pushing through.

The lace rubbed harder. His arousal was undeniable now, a pathetic ache he couldn’t ignore, the satin clinging to every inch of him. Shame burned hotter—how could he be this hard, this wet, while his identity bled out over a conference call?

Harlow’s hand slid down his back. Slow. Deliberate.

He froze mid-sentence. The touch was light, but it seared through his shirt, a promise of more. His voice hitched, a weak stutter, as Tom barked, “What was that, Jordie? Speak up.”

“I—I’m sorry,” he stammered, the lipstick smearing more, his lips a mess of red and nerves. Harlow’s hand lingered, her fingers tracing the edge of his spine, and his cock strained harder, leaking into the lace until the fabric felt heavy, saturated. He bit down on a groan, the humiliation and arousal a vicious loop he couldn’t escape.

“Focus.” Harlow’s whisper was a blade, cutting through his haze, her hand retreating but her control absolute. She stepped back, heels clicking once, twice, a sound that echoed in his skull.

He forced the numbers out. Voice thinner now, each word a struggle, the name Jordie echoing in his mind with every breath. The board didn’t notice—or didn’t care—about the cracks in his composure, but Harlow did, her gaze dissecting every flinch, every shudder.

The call dragged. Minutes stretched into eternity, his lips slick and heavy, the lace a constant torment. His arousal didn’t fade, didn’t let up, a throbbing need that shamed him more with every passing second.

Finally, Tom grunted, “Alright, Jordie, send the revised deck by tonight. We’re done here.” The line clicked off, the silence in the office deafening.

Jordan—Jordie—slumped in his chair. His chest heaved, the lipstick smeared across his mouth, a crimson stain of his defeat. The lace clung, wet and tight, a physical mark of his body’s betrayal.

Harlow stepped forward. Her heels clicked again, slow, deliberate, each sound a hammer on his nerves. She leaned down, her face inches from his, her eyes cold but burning with intent.

“You did well, Jordie.” Her voice was soft, almost tender, but it carried a weight that crushed him. “But we’re not done. Not even close.”

His breath hitched. The lace seemed to tighten, his cock still aching, still leaking, the shame and need twisting tighter in his core. Her gaze held him, stripped him, and he knew—knew with a sick certainty—that she’d already planned the next step.

“Tonight, we add more.” Her lips curved, the smallest smirk, as she straightened, towering over him. “Something tighter. Something prettier.”

He couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. The lipstick dragged as he licked his lips, the taste bitter, the sensation foreign, and yet his body responded, heat pooling low, wet and desperate.

Harlow turned toward the door. Her heels clicked one last time, a final note of her control. “Be ready, Jordie. I’ll be back for you.”

The door closed. Silence pressed in, heavy, suffocating. His reflection stared back from the phone screen—red lips, flushed cheeks, a man unraveling into something else.

His cock throbbed once more. Pathetic. Unstoppable.

And deep down, beneath the rage, the humiliation, a flicker of dread burned brighter—knowing tonight would strip away even more. Knowing Harlow would be waiting, her gaze already rewriting him. Knowing, worst of all, that part of him craved it.


Chapter 4: Dressed for Domination

Jordan sat alone in his office. The silence was a vice, clamping down after Harlow’s departure. His reflection in the darkened computer screen mocked him—smeared crimson lips, flushed cheeks, a man no longer himself.

Jordie.

The name burrowed deeper, a splinter in his mind. His fingers hovered over the keyboard, the revised deck waiting, but his focus was gone. The lace panties still clung to his skin, damp and tight, a reminder of the conference call’s humiliation.

His cock twitched. Traitorous. Unrelenting.

He pushed back from the desk. Stood on shaky legs. The lace shifted, rubbing against him, a silken torment that sent heat pooling low again.

Shame burned in his chest. How could he still want this? How could his body keep betraying him like this?

A knock at the door. Sharp. Unmistakable.

Harlow didn’t wait for an answer. She never did. The door opened, and there she stood—six feet of tailored perfection, black blazer hugging her frame, eyes cold and calculating.

“Jordie.” Her voice was smooth, a quiet command. “It’s time.”

His stomach dropped. Time for what? He didn’t want to know, but his body was already responding, that pathetic flutter starting again.

She stepped inside. In her hands, a garment bag—sleek, black, ominous. She laid it across his desk like a sentence being passed.

“Open it.”

His hands trembled as he reached for the zipper. The sound of it sliding down was too loud in the quiet room. Inside, silk and lace stared back at him, a full outfit designed to destroy what was left of Jordan.

A blush-pink blouse, sheer enough to hint at everything beneath. A pencil skirt, tight and short, meant to cling. Stockings, garters, and heels—black, sharp, impossibly high.

His throat closed. “I can’t—”

“You will.” Harlow’s tone was unhurried, clinical, as if adjusting a malfunctioning piece of equipment. “This is non-negotiable, Jordie. You signed the terms.”

The contract. That damned contract. He’d skimmed it, arrogant and desperate for funding, never imagining this.

His fingers brushed the silk blouse. Soft. Too soft.

Heat flared low in his gut. He hated it. Hated how his body leaned into the sensation before his mind could scream no.

“Strip.” Harlow’s command cut through his haze. She stood back, arms crossed, watching with that dissecting gaze.

He hesitated. Only for a second. But her eyes narrowed, and he knew—knew—there was no escape.

His tie came off first. Then the shirt, buttons fumbling under his fingers. The lace panties stayed, wet and clinging, a humiliating anchor as he stood bare-chested under her scrutiny.

“Put on the blouse.”

He lifted it from the bag. The silk whispered against his skin as he slid it over his shoulders. Cool, slick, it draped over him like a second shame, the sheer fabric teasing at his chest.

His cock hardened. Obvious through the lace. He bit down on nothing, the betrayal searing through him.

Harlow’s lips twitched. Not a smile. A calculation.

“Now the skirt.”

He stepped into it. The fabric hugged his hips, tight enough to constrict, short enough to expose. Every movement rustled, a soft hiss of silk against lace that echoed in his skull.

“Stockings.” Her voice was a scalpel, precise and cold. “Roll them up slowly. I want to see you struggle.”

His hands shook as he obeyed. The sheer nylon clung to his legs, the garters snapping into place with a faint click. Each adjustment was a battle, his fingers clumsy, his arousal a throbbing humiliation.

He glanced at the mirror on the wall. A stranger stared back—blush-pink silk, tight skirt, legs encased in sheer black. Jordan was gone, replaced by this… thing.

His breath hitched. Wet heat spread in the lace again. He hated himself for it, hated the ache, the need that wouldn’t stop.

Harlow stepped closer. Her fingers traced the edge of the blouse, adjusting the collar with clinical precision. “Perfect. Almost.”

She handed him the heels. Black patent leather, four inches at least. A weapon disguised as elegance.

“Put them on.”

He slipped them onto his feet. The arch was brutal, forcing his weight forward, his balance wavering. The click as he stood was deafening, a sound that branded him.

“Walk.” Harlow’s command was quiet but ironclad. “Across the room. Now.”

He took a step. The heels clicked on the hardwood, unsteady, loud. His skirt rustled, silk shifting over lace, each movement a reminder of his new skin.

His cock strained harder. Pathetic. Undeniable.

Shame clawed at him, sharper now. He wasn’t just aroused—he was on display, a mockery of the man who’d built this company from nothing. And yet, the silk, the heels, the lace—they felt… right, in some sick, twisted way.

Harlow watched. Her gaze was a weight, pinning him as he stumbled through the steps. “Better. But you’ll practice more.”

She straightened. Checked her watch. “We have a meeting. My office building. You’re coming as you are.”

His heart stopped. “What?”

“You heard me.” Her tone never wavered. “This is part of the terms. Public accountability.”

Public. The word was a punch. Colleagues, investors, cameras—everyone would see him like this.

“No, I—” His voice cracked. Desperate. “I can’t be seen like this.”

“You can. And you will.” Harlow’s eyes locked on his, unyielding. “Walk ahead. Show them who you are.”

Panic surged. His chest tightened, breath shallow. But beneath it, that heat, that ache, pulsed stronger, a traitor in his core.

She opened the door. Gestured for him to go first. The hallway beyond loomed, empty for now, but he knew the building was alive with eyes.

He stepped out. The heels clicked on the marble floor, each sound a gunshot in the quiet. The silk blouse shifted, teasing his skin, the skirt clinging to every curve he wasn’t supposed to have.

His cock throbbed. Wetness spread further in the lace. He wanted to die, to disappear, but his body wouldn’t stop wanting.

Harlow followed. Her own heels clicked in perfect rhythm, steady, controlled, a counterpoint to his faltering steps. She didn’t speak, didn’t need to—her presence was enough, a shadow of ownership.

The elevator doors loomed ahead. He pressed the button with a trembling hand. The ding as it arrived was a death knell.

He stepped inside. The mirrored walls threw his reflection back at him—pink silk, black skirt, stockings, heels. A sissy parody of the man he’d been.

His stomach churned. But his cock didn’t care, straining harder, the lace soaked now. Shame and arousal twisted tighter, a noose he couldn’t escape.

Harlow stood beside him. Her reflection was flawless, commanding, a stark contrast to his unraveling. “You’re doing well, Jordie. For now.”

The elevator descended. Each floor ticked by, a countdown to exposure. His heart pounded, dread and need warring in his chest.

The lobby awaited. Glass walls, marble floors, people milling about—colleagues, strangers, all potential witnesses. He couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think past the click of his heels, the rustle of silk under scrutiny.

The doors opened. A wave of cool air hit him, sharp against the heat of his shame. Eyes turned, subtle but piercing, tracing his form as he stepped out.

He froze. Just for a moment. But Harlow’s hand pressed lightly against his back, urging him forward.

“Walk.” Her voice was low, intimate, a command wrapped in velvet. “Let them see.”

He moved. The heels clicked louder on the marble, each step a declaration he couldn’t take back. The silk rustled, the skirt hugged, every inch of him screaming for attention he didn’t want.

Whispers followed. Or maybe he imagined them. But the weight of those gazes—real or not—crushed him, stripped him raw.

His cock pulsed. Wet, aching, undeniable. He hated it, hated himself, but the sensation of being seen, being exposed, fed something dark inside him.

Harlow walked behind. Her pace was unhurried, her control absolute. She didn’t need to say more—her silence was louder than any command.

They crossed the lobby. Each step grew heavier, the marble echoing his defeat. Eyes followed, lingered, judged, and he knew—knew with sick clarity—that this was only the beginning.

Harlow’s office door was ahead. A temporary reprieve. Or a deeper trap.

“Keep going, Jordie.” Her voice cut through the haze, soft but unyielding. “We’re not done yet.”

His breath hitched. The silk shifted, the lace clung, wet and tight, his arousal a constant humiliation. But he walked, heels clicking, skirt rustling, each step dragging him further from Jordan.

The door opened. A new stage awaited. And Harlow’s gaze burned into him, promising more.

He stepped inside. The click of his heels faded into the carpeted quiet. But the weight of those lobby eyes still clung to him, heavy as the silk on his skin.

Harlow closed the door behind them. Her presence filled the room, towering, inevitable. “Sit. We have more to discuss.”

He obeyed. The skirt rode up as he sat, silk and lace teasing his thighs. His cock throbbed, wet and desperate, shame burning hotter than ever.

She stood over him. Her eyes dissected every flinch, every tremble. “You’ve done well, Jordie. But tomorrow, we escalate.”

His heart stuttered. Tomorrow. More.

“What—” His voice was a whisper, broken. “What’s next?”

Her lips curved. Not a smile. A verdict.

“You’ll see.” She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. “Something tighter. Something public. Something permanent.”

He shuddered. The silk, the lace, the heels—they pressed in, branded him, and his body responded, wet heat spreading further, arousal and dread a vicious cycle.

She straightened. Checked her watch again. “Prepare yourself, Jordie. I’ll be watching.”

The door clicked shut behind her. Silence pressed in, suffocating. His reflection in the glass office wall stared back—pink silk, black skirt, a man rewritten.

His cock ached. Pathetic. Unstoppable.

And deep down, beneath the shame, a new fear took root. Not just of being seen, but of wanting to be seen. Of craving the next step, the next loss, the next piece of Jordan stripped away.

Harlow’s words echoed. Tomorrow. Escalation.

He sat there, silk against skin, heels still pinching, lace soaked and tight. The lobby’s eyes still burned in his mind, each step across that marble floor heavier than the last. And he knew—knew with a sick, trembling certainty—that Harlow had already planned it all.


Chapter 5: Assistant by Decree

Jordan sat rigid in the chair. Silk clung to his thighs, damp with sweat and something worse. The office air was sterile, cold, a sharp contrast to the heat burning beneath his skin.

He couldn’t look away from the glass wall. His reflection mocked him—pink blouse, black pencil skirt, legs crossed tight to hide the bulge of lace underneath. A stranger stared back, not Jordan the tech founder, not even close.

His heels pinched. Each tiny shift sent a jolt through him, the click muted by carpet but loud in his mind. A reminder of every step across that lobby yesterday, every eye that had lingered.

Harlow’s chair sat empty across the desk. Her presence lingered anyway—impeccable, towering, inevitable. He could still feel her hand at his back, her voice in his ear, promising more.

The door opened.

He flinched.

Harlow stepped in. Six feet of tailored perfection, charcoal blazer hugging her frame, not a hair out of place. Her eyes locked on him, dissecting, unhurried.

“Stand, Jordie.”

His legs obeyed before his mind caught up. The silk rustled, lace bit into his hips, a tight, wet grip that made him stifle a gasp. His cock twitched, pathetic and eager, already betraying him.

She didn’t move closer. Just watched. That gaze was a weight, pressing him smaller, peeling away the last scraps of who he’d been.

“Turn around. Face the glass.”

His breath hitched. He turned, heels wobbling, the reflection looming larger now—blouse too tight, skirt too short, a parody of professionalism. His face burned, but his body pulsed, wet heat spreading low.

“Good.” Her voice was smooth, clinical, a scalpel wrapped in silk. “Adjust your posture. Shoulders back.”

He complied. The movement tugged the lace tighter, a sharp bite against sensitive skin. Shame clawed at him, but so did need—undeniable, disgusting.

She stepped closer. Not touching. Just near enough that her shadow fell over him in the glass.

“You look the part now.” Her tone never wavered, each word deliberate. “But we’re not done refining you.”

His stomach twisted. Refining. As if he were a product, a prototype to be polished under her exacting hands.

A knock at the door.

He froze.

“Come in.” Harlow’s command was effortless, no hint of surprise.

The door swung open. A man stepped in—mid-forties, suit crisp, a venture capital colleague Jordan recognized from board meetings. His old life flashed before him, sharp and painful.

“Harlow, good to see you.” The man’s voice was casual, his eyes flicking to Jordan with mild curiosity. “Didn’t know you had company.”

Jordan’s heart slammed against his ribs. He wanted to shrink, to disappear, but Harlow’s presence pinned him in place. The silk felt louder somehow, the lace wetter, his cock aching under the scrutiny.

“Meet Jordie, my trusted assistant.” Harlow’s words landed like a gavel, final and damning. “She’s been indispensable.”

She. The word sliced through him, sharper than any blade. His face burned, but his body—goddamn it—responded, a fresh wave of heat pooling low.

The man nodded, a polite smile curving his lips. “Nice to meet you, Jordie. Harlow’s lucky to have such a dedicated team.”

Jordan couldn’t speak. His throat was tight, his mind screaming, but his lips stayed sealed. The betrayal loop spun faster—shame, arousal, self-loathing, more arousal.

Harlow gestured to a chair. “Have a seat, Richard. Jordie, fetch us coffee.”

His legs moved. He didn’t want them to, but they did, heels clicking on the hardwood near the door. Each step was a humiliation, the skirt swishing, silk brushing his thighs, lace rubbing raw against his cock.

The break room was down the hall. Every door he passed felt like a spotlight, every colleague a judge. He gripped the coffee tray with trembling hands, the porcelain clinking softly.

Back in the office, he set the tray down. Richard barely glanced at him, already deep in conversation with Harlow. But her eyes tracked every move, calculating, approving.

“Thank you, Jordie.” Her praise was a quiet barb, laced with ownership. “Stand by the door. We’ll need you soon.”

He stood. The lace dug deeper, the silk clung tighter, his reflection in the glass a constant taunt. His cock throbbed, wet and desperate, and he hated how much he craved her next command.

Richard droned on about quarterly projections. Numbers Jordan once wielded like weapons, now meaningless to him. He was just the assistant, a prop in Harlow’s carefully staged world.

His old life slipped further with every word. Tech founder, innovator, self-made man—those titles crumbled under the weight of “Jordie,” under the tight lace and clicking heels. His chest ached, not just from shame, but from loss.

Harlow’s gaze flicked to him mid-sentence. A brief, piercing look that promised more. His body reacted before he could stop it, heat spreading, cock straining against the damp lace.

“Jordie.” Her voice cut through the haze, sharp and calm. “Take notes. Richard’s points are critical.”

He nodded, fumbling for a notepad on the desk. The silk shifted as he bent slightly, the skirt riding up just enough to expose a sliver of thigh. He felt Richard’s glance, fleeting but real, and his face burned hotter.

Scribbling notes, his hand shook. The lace bit harder, a constant reminder of his demotion, his surrender. His cock wept, a slow drip of precum soaking through, and he bit his lip to keep from gasping.

Harlow watched. Always watched. Her lips curved faintly, not a smile, but a verdict.

Richard finished his spiel. Stood to leave. “Good meeting, Harlow. Nice work, Jordie.”

The door closed behind him. Silence pressed in, heavy and electric. Jordan stood frozen, notepad clutched like a lifeline.

Harlow rose. Slow, deliberate, her heels silent on the carpet. She stopped just behind him, her breath warm against his neck.

“You did well, Jordie.” Her voice was low, intimate, a caress and a cage. “But you felt it, didn’t you? The loss.”

He swallowed. Hard. The truth burned—yes, he felt it, the shredding of his old self, the public demotion stinging worse than any physical restraint.

Her hand rested on his hip. Light, but unyielding. The silk rustled under her touch, sending a shiver through him.

“Look at yourself.” She turned him toward the glass wall again. “See what you’ve become.”

He looked. Pink blouse, tight skirt, heels that wobbled under his weight—a stranger, a shell, Harlow’s creation. His cock pulsed harder, wet and aching, shame morphing into something darker, hungrier.

Her fingers tightened on his hip. “Feel the lace. Tell me how it bites.”

His voice broke. “Tight. Too tight.”

“And yet…” She slid her hand lower, grazing the edge of the skirt. “You’re wet for it.”

He was. God help him, he was, precum soaking through the lace, his cock straining against the fabric. Self-loathing surged, but so did need, a vicious, endless cycle.

She pressed closer. Her body a wall behind him, her scent—lavender and authority—overwhelming. “You’re learning, Jordie. Every humiliation teaches you.”

Her hand slipped under the skirt. Fingers found the lace, brushed the damp bulge, and he gasped, hips jerking involuntarily. The silk whispered, the lace clung, every sensation amplified under her touch.

“Not yet.” She pulled back, her tone cool, clinical, denying him. “You don’t cum until I say.”

His knees buckled. The ache was unbearable, his cock throbbing, wet and desperate, denied release. Shame burned hotter, but so did the craving for her approval.

She stepped away. Checked her watch, as if this were just another agenda item. “Clean yourself up. We have another meeting in an hour.”

He stood there, trembling. Silk against skin, lace soaked, heels still pinching. His reflection mocked him—a man erased, an assistant by decree.

Harlow’s gaze lingered. Piercing, possessive. “Prepare yourself, Jordie. This is just the start of your new role.”

The door clicked shut behind her. Silence crashed in, suffocating. His old life slipped further away, every word, every command, dragging him deeper into her world.

He moved to the private bathroom attached to her office. Hands shook as he lifted the skirt, lace clinging wetly to his cock. The mirror showed a stranger, lips parted, cheeks flushed, eyes wide with something between dread and desire.

Water ran cold over his hands. He wiped at the lace, uselessly, the dampness a constant reminder. His cock ached, denied, throbbing with every brush of silk, every memory of her touch.

Back at the desk, he sat. The skirt rode up, lace bit in, a relentless cycle of sensation. His old titles—founder, innovator—felt like ghosts now, fading with every click of his heels.

An hour. Another meeting. More eyes, more judgment, more of Harlow’s calculated exposure.

He stared at the glass wall. The reflection didn’t waver—a feminized shell, crafted by her hands, owned by her will. His cock twitched again, wet and pathetic, and he knew he couldn’t stop it.

Harlow’s words echoed. “Just the start.” A promise, a threat, a tether pulling him further from Jordan.

His breath hitched. The silk rustled. And deep down, beneath the shame, a new fear bloomed—not of losing more, but of wanting to lose it all.

The clock ticked. Each second heavier, each minute a step toward the next humiliation. He sat, lace tight, silk damp, waiting for her return.

And he knew—knew with sick, trembling certainty—that Harlow had already planned every piece of his unraveling.


Chapter 6: Ownership Sealed Tight

Jordan sat at the sleek glass desk, fingers hovering over a keyboard that no longer felt like his. The office hummed with distant voices, colleagues moving through the open-plan space beyond the glass walls. He shifted, and the satin skirt rustled against his thighs, a constant, humiliating reminder.

His reflection stared back from the polished surface of the desk. Pink blouse, collar too tight, lipstick a garish slash of red across lips that once barked orders. A stranger, a doll, Harlow’s design.

He clenched his jaw. The ache of loss gnawed deeper today—his company, his empire, teetering on the edge of final surrender. Every signature, every meeting, stripped another piece of Jordan away.

The door clicked open. Harlow entered, unhurried, her tailored blazer cutting a sharp silhouette against the sterile office light. Six feet of quiet menace, her dark hair pulled back, eyes already dissecting him.

“Jordie.” Her voice was smooth, a blade wrapped in velvet. “The papers are ready.”

His stomach dropped. The final transfer of ownership—his startup, his blood and sweat, legally hers. He’d built it from nothing, and now it was slipping through his fingers like sand.

She placed the contract on the desk. Thick, official, the weight of it a physical blow. Her manicured nails tapped once, a deliberate sound in the silence.

“Sign.” Not a question. A command.

His hand trembled as he reached for the pen. The satin sleeve brushed his wrist, cool and slick, and his cock twitched—traitorous, unwanted. Shame burned in his chest, hot and sharp.

He scrawled his name. Each stroke a surrender, each letter a piece of his old self dissolving. The pen scratched louder than it should have, echoing in his skull.

Harlow watched. Her gaze was clinical, detached, as if observing a specimen under glass. No triumph, just certainty—she’d planned this from the first term sheet.

“It’s mine now.” She slid the papers into her folder, movements precise, final. “You’re free of it.”

Free. The word sliced through him, bitter and mocking. Free of his dreams, free of his identity, free to be nothing but her creation.

He stared at the empty desk. His throat tightened, a lump of despair he couldn’t swallow. Everything he’d fought for—gone in a signature.

She stepped closer. Her heels clicked on the hardwood, each sound a hammer on his nerves. The air shifted with her presence, lavender and control, inescapable.

“Look at me, Jordie.” Her tone was even, unshakable. She tilted his chin up with one finger, forcing eye contact.

Her eyes pinned him. Dark, calculating, stripping him bare without effort. His pulse raced, heat creeping down his spine despite himself.

“You’ve lost it all.” Her thumb brushed his jaw, a clinical touch, assessing her work. “And yet, you’re still here, aren’t you?”

He was. Goddamn it, he was—satin clinging to his skin, heels pinching his feet, lipstick heavy on his mouth. His cock stirred again, wet against the lace panties, and he hated himself for it.

Her lips curved, a ghost of a smile. “Feel the satin. Tell me how it holds you.”

His hands moved to the skirt without thought. Fingers brushed the slick fabric, cool against his heated skin, rustling softly. “Tight. Restrictive.”

“And yet…” Her voice dropped, intimate, invasive. She leaned in, breath warm on his ear. “It excites you.”

It did. Fuck, it did—precum dampening the lace, his cock throbbing under the satin’s caress. Disgust surged, but so did need, a sick loop he couldn’t escape.

She straightened. Her gaze flicked to the glass walls, the colleagues beyond, oblivious or pretending to be. “Stand. Show me.”

He stood. The heels wobbled under him, clicking awkwardly on the floor. The skirt rode up, satin whispering against his thighs, exposing the lace edge of the panties.

Her eyes dropped. Took inventory, slow and deliberate, as if appraising a product on display. “Turn.”

He turned. Slow, unsteady, the heels forcing small, mincing steps. The satin shifted, teasing his skin, and his cock pulsed harder, wet and aching.

“Good.” One word, delivered with quiet approval, hit deeper than it should have. Warmth bloomed in his chest, pathetic and unearned.

She stepped forward. Her hand rested on his hip, light but possessive, fingers tracing the satin’s edge. The rustle filled the silence, a confession he couldn’t hide.

“Feel it, Jordie.” Her fingers slipped under the skirt, grazing the lace, finding the damp bulge. “Feel how much you want this.”

He gasped. Hips jerked toward her touch, involuntary, desperate. The lace bit into his cock, satin sliding against it, every sensation amplified.

Her fingers pressed harder. Rubbed through the lace, slow circles, clinical precision driving him to the edge. His knees shook, precum soaking through, wet and obscene.

Shame clawed at him. He was a tech founder, a leader, not this—this feminized shell, leaking for her amusement. But his body didn’t care, craving more, betraying him again.

“Not yet.” She pulled her hand away, voice cool, denying him. “You don’t cum until I decide.”

The ache was brutal. His cock throbbed, wet and denied, trapped in lace that clung too tight. He bit his lip, stifling a whimper, heels digging into the floor.

She stepped back. Checked her watch, as if this were just another task completed. “We’re not done with today’s lessons.”

His breath hitched. The satin rustled as he shifted, a constant reminder of his state. What more could she take when the company was already hers?

Her gaze lingered. Piercing, possessive, seeing through every fractured piece of him. “Prepare yourself, Jordie. I have plans for what’s left of you.”

She moved to the desk. Pulled out a small silver tin, opening it with deliberate care. Inside, a dusting of cool, silky powder—baby powder, the scent instantly recognizable.

“Lift the skirt.” Her tone was clinical, adjusting a product, not addressing a person. “We’ll ensure you’re properly… cared for.”

His hands shook. He lifted the satin, exposing the lace panties, damp and clinging to his cock. The air felt cold against the wet fabric, a stark contrast to his burning skin.

She dipped her fingers into the tin. Dusted the powder over them, the scent of it—sweet, infantilizing—hitting him like a wave. Then her hand moved, precise, under the lace.

Cool powder touched his skin. Dusted over his cock, the sensation soft but humiliating, a stark reminder of his defeat. His hips twitched, arousal spiking despite the degradation.

“There.” Her fingers spread the powder, slow and methodical, coating every inch. “Defeated skin needs protection, doesn’t it?”

He couldn’t answer. The coolness soothed and shamed in equal measure, his cock hardening further under her touch. Self-loathing burned, but so did desire, a vicious cycle tightening around him.

She withdrew her hand. Wiped it on a cloth from her pocket, every movement controlled, as if powdering him were just another boardroom task. “Lower the skirt.”

He did. The satin fell back into place, rustling softly, trapping the powder’s scent against his skin. The lace clung tighter now, powdered and damp, a constant torment.

“Look at yourself.” She nodded toward the glass wall, where his reflection waited. “See what you are without your empire.”

He looked. Pink blouse, satin skirt, heels, powdered and feminized—a man erased, a sissy owned. His cock pulsed, wet and pathetic, shame morphing into a darker, hungrier ache.

Harlow’s gaze followed his. Her reflection loomed behind him, tall and imposing, a predator who’d claimed every piece of his world. “No more hiding behind titles, Jordie.”

Her words cut deep. His dreams, his startup, his identity—all gone, signed away in ink and humiliation. Despair settled heavy, a weight he couldn’t shake.

Yet his body responded. Heat pooled low, his cock straining against the powdered lace, satin teasing with every breath. He hated it—hated himself—but the need wouldn’t stop.

She stepped closer again. Her hand rested on his shoulder, light but unyielding, a tether to her control. “You’ve lost everything you built. How does it feel?”

“Empty.” His voice cracked, raw with truth. “Like I’m nothing.”

“You’re not nothing.” Her tone softened, just enough to twist the knife. “You’re mine.”

That word—mine—hit harder than the loss of his company. Owned, claimed, reshaped by her will. His knees weakened, the heels nearly giving out under him.

Her hand slid down his arm. Fingers traced the satin sleeve, cool and deliberate, raising goosebumps on his skin. “Acceptance starts here, Jordie. With defeat.”

He couldn’t fight it. Not the loss, not the feminization, not the sick arousal her words sparked. His cock throbbed, wet against the lace, powdered skin a humiliating reminder of her touch.

She checked her watch again. A calculated gesture, reminding him of her endless control over his time, his body, his life. “We’ll continue this after hours. Prepare yourself.”

After hours. The threat hung heavy, a promise of more escalation, more stripping away of what little remained. His breath caught, satin rustling as he shifted, unable to escape the sensation.

She gathered her things. The contract folder, the silver tin, all tucked away with precision. Her heels clicked as she moved toward the door, each sound a countdown to the next humiliation.

“Jordie.” She paused, hand on the doorknob, her gaze cutting back to him. “With the company gone, what resistance remains?”

The door closed behind her. Silence crashed in, suffocating, broken only by the faint rustle of satin as he sank into the chair. His reflection mocked him—feminized, defeated, owned.

His cock ached, wet and denied, lace and powder clinging to his skin. Shame burned, but so did a creeping, terrifying thought—what if he had nothing left to resist? What if he didn’t want to?

The clock ticked. Each second heavier, each minute a step toward whatever Harlow had planned next. And deep down, beneath the despair, a new fear took root—not of losing more, but of craving the loss.


Chapter 7: Touch of Absolute Power

Jordan sat alone in the office, the silence thick after Harlow’s departure. The satin skirt clung to his thighs, powdered skin beneath it a humiliating reminder. His reflection in the glass wall stared back—pink blouse, delicate lace, a man undone.

His cock twitched. Wet, pathetic, trapped in the lace. Shame curled tight in his chest, a familiar burn.

The clock ticked. Each second dragged, heavy with the promise of “after hours.” His breath hitched, satin rustling as he shifted in the chair.

Colleagues moved beyond the glass, oblivious to his transformation. Their murmurs filtered through the walls—discussions of code, deals, deadlines. Once, he’d led those talks; now, he was a feminized secret, hidden in plain sight.

His heels clicked softly as he adjusted his posture. The sound echoed, sharp and feminine, a stab at his former self. Every movement amplified the lace’s grip, a constant, teasing bind.

The door opened. No knock, no warning. Harlow.

She stood there, tall and unyielding, charcoal blazer tailored to perfection. Her gaze swept over him, clinical, dissecting. A predator returning to her prize.

“Stand, Jordie.”

He stood. The skirt swished, lace biting into his hips. His cock stirred again, traitorously eager.

Her eyes lingered on his legs, tracing the sheer stockings she’d chosen. “Turn around. Slowly.”

He turned. Heels wobbled, satin brushing his thighs. The glass wall reflected it all—a sissy on display, owned by her stare.

“Good.” Her voice was quiet, deliberate, a scalpel cutting through his defenses. “You’re learning to move as I want.”

Heat flared in his core. He hated it—hated the rush her praise sparked. Yet his body leaned into it, desperate for more.

She stepped closer. Her presence filled the room, heavy and inescapable. Her hand reached into her bag, pulling out a slim, silver case.

“Face me.”

He faced her. Heart pounded, satin trembling against his skin.

She opened the case. A tube of lipstick, deep crimson, glinted under the fluorescent light. Her fingers held it with precision, a tool of transformation.

“Purse your lips.”

His breath caught. He hesitated, mind screaming against the indignity. But her gaze pinned him, unyielding.

He pursed his lips.

Her hand moved closer. The lipstick touched his mouth, cool and slick, dragging slow across his bottom lip. A shiver raced down his spine.

“Hold still.” Her voice was steady, a command wrapped in calm. She painted him, stroke by stroke, reshaping him with every pass.

The scent of wax and pigment filled his nose. The drag of it felt invasive, intimate, a claim on his identity. His cock hardened, wet against the lace, shame blooming fresh.

She stepped back. Her eyes assessed the result, cold but satisfied. “Look at yourself.”

He turned to the glass. Crimson lips stared back, bold and feminine, a stark contrast to the man he’d been. His stomach twisted, arousal spiking despite the horror.

“Perfect.” Her word hit like a slap, warm and cutting. “A proper sissy mouth.”

His knees weakened. The betrayal loop spun—shame at the compliment, arousal at the degradation, self-loathing for wanting more. His cock throbbed, undeniable.

She set the lipstick down. Her fingers brushed his jaw, tilting his chin up. The touch was light, but it seared through him.

“You’re mine to shape. Feel that.”

Her words sank deep. Ownership, absolute and unshakable, pulsed in every syllable. His body responded, heat pooling low, wet lace clinging tighter.

Her hand slid down. Fingers traced the edge of his blouse, cool against his flushed skin. Each touch was deliberate, a map of her control.

“Unbutton the top two.”

His fingers shook. He fumbled with the tiny pearl buttons, satin slipping under his grip. The blouse parted, exposing lace beneath.

Her gaze dropped. She studied the revealed skin, the delicate fabric framing his chest. “Beautifully vulnerable.”

His breath hitched. The words stung, yet his cock pulsed harder, wet and aching. He wanted to hide, but there was nowhere to go.

Her hand moved. Slid under the blouse, palm flat against his ribs. The warmth of her skin burned through him, intimate and invasive.

He gasped.

Her fingers pressed harder. Traced the edge of the lace bra, teasing the sensitive skin beneath. “Feel how soft you’ve become.”

He felt it. The silk against his chest, her touch amplifying every sensation. His mind recoiled, but his body arched toward her.

Shame burned hotter. His cock leaked, wet lace a humiliating proof of his surrender. He hated himself for this need, this weakness.

Her thumb brushed higher. Grazed the edge of his nipple through the lace. A jolt shot through him, raw and electric.

He bit his lip. The crimson lipstick smeared under the pressure. Another layer of defeat painted on his face.

Her eyes caught it. A faint smirk curved her mouth, but her voice stayed even. “You can’t fight what you are, Jordie.”

She was right. His body screamed it, cock throbbing, wet and desperate. His mind clung to scraps of resistance, but they crumbled under her touch.

Her hand withdrew. She stepped back, leaving him trembling, exposed. The sudden absence of her warmth felt like punishment.

“Button up.”

He obeyed. Fingers clumsy, satin slipping again. The blouse closed, but the sensation of her touch lingered.

She watched. Her gaze never wavered, cataloguing every shaky movement. “You’re learning to need me.”

His chest tightened. The truth of it stung, sharper than any insult. He did need her—her commands, her control, her humiliating approval.

His cock ached. Denied, trapped in lace, wet with precum. The betrayal loop spun faster, shame fueling desire.

She adjusted her blazer. A calculated move, reminding him of her untouchable composure. “Sit.”

He sat. Satin rustled, heels clicking as he crossed his legs. The lace bit deeper, a relentless tease.

Her eyes followed the motion. “You move like a woman now. Instinctively.”

Heat surged again. He wanted to deny it, to scream he was still Jordan, still a man. But the mirror, the lipstick, the lace—they all mocked him.

She leaned against the desk. Her posture was casual, but her presence suffocated. “Tell me how it feels, wearing my choices.”

He swallowed. “Tight. Humiliating.”

Her nod was small, approving. “And?”

“And… wrong.” His voice cracked. “But I can’t stop feeling it.”

Her smirk returned, faint but sharp. “That’s because it’s right for you. Deep down.”

His cock twitched again. Wet, aching, a traitor to his words. Shame morphed into a darker hunger, one he couldn’t name.

She straightened. Her hand reached for her bag, pulling out a small, velvet pouch. The motion was unhurried, a promise of escalation.

“Stand again.”

He stood. Legs shaky, heels unsteady. Satin whispered against his skin, a constant reminder.

She opened the pouch. A thin, silver chain glinted inside, delicate but heavy with intent. Her fingers lifted it, letting it dangle before him.

“Lift your skirt.”

His breath stopped. Fingers gripped the hem, trembling as he raised it. Lace exposed, powdered skin flushed beneath.

Her gaze dropped. Assessed the bulge in the lace, the wet spot betraying him. “So eager already.”

He burned. Shame and arousal twisted tighter, his cock throbbing under her scrutiny. He wanted to look away, but couldn’t.

She stepped closer. The chain dangled from her fingers, cool metal brushing his thigh. A shiver ripped through him.

“Hold still.”

He froze. Her hand moved, chain sliding against his skin, cold and deliberate. She looped it around his hips, just above the lace.

The metal bit lightly. A new layer of restraint, feminine and binding. His cock pulsed harder, wet lace straining.

Her fingers adjusted it. Tightened the chain, ensuring it pressed into his skin. “A reminder of who owns you.”

He felt it. Ownership in every link, every cold touch. His body surrendered further, mind reeling against the tide.

She stepped back. Admired her work, the chain glinting under the skirt’s hem. “Lower it.”

He lowered the skirt. Satin fell over the chain, hiding it but not its weight. The pressure lingered, a secret tether.

“Walk to the glass.”

He walked. Heels clicked, chain shifting with each step. The sensation was maddening, lace and metal teasing in tandem.

He reached the glass. His reflection stared back—crimson lips, satin skirt, a sissy shaped by her hands. His cock ached, wet and denied.

Her reflection loomed behind him. Tall, imposing, a shadow of absolute power. Her hand rested on his shoulder, light but unyielding.

“See what you’ve become.” Her voice was a whisper, cutting deep. “Mine, in every way.”

His knees buckled. The chain pressed harder, lace clinging wet to his cock. Arousal drowned out shame, leaving only need.

Her hand tightened. A subtle claim, grounding him in her control. “We’re far from done, Jordie.”

The words hung heavy. A promise, a threat, a hook into whatever came next. His body trembled, craving the loss she’d orchestrate.

She released him. Stepped back, her heels clicking as she moved to the door. “Prepare for tonight. It gets deeper.”

The door closed. Silence crashed in, broken only by the rustle of satin, the weight of the chain. His reflection mocked him, a feminized shell wet with desire.

His cock throbbed. Denied, desperate, a traitor to his fading will. And beneath the shame, a terrifying truth—he wanted deeper, whatever it meant.


Chapter 8: Serving the Past

Jordie stood in the penthouse suite, the city skyline a cold glitter beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows. The satin maid uniform clung to his feminized frame, black and sleek, the skirt barely brushing mid-thigh. Every breath made the fabric rustle, a whisper of his humiliation against powdered skin.

He shifted. The heels clicked on the polished wood floor, sharp and accusing. Each step tugged at the silver chain around his hips, hidden beneath the skirt, a cold reminder of Harlow’s ownership.

His reflection caught in the glass. Crimson lips, smoky eyes, hair swept into a tight chignon—Jordan was gone. Jordie, the sissy maid, stared back, a caricature of submission.

His cock twitched in the lace panties. Wet already. Shame clawed at his chest, raw and jagged.

He turned away from the glass. The dining room stretched before him, an expanse of gleaming mahogany and crystal stemware. Tonight’s private investor dinner was set for eight—familiar names, faces from boardrooms he once commanded.

His stomach churned. They’d see him like this. Stripped of his tech founder armor, reduced to a serving doll.

The door opened. Harlow entered, her presence a quiet storm in a tailored navy blazer and pencil skirt. Six feet of calculated grace, her heels clicking slower than his, each step a deliberate echo.

“Jordie.” Her voice was smooth, unhurried. “You’re ready.”

He swallowed. His throat was tight, the lace choker at his neck pressing just enough to remind him. “They’ll know it’s me.”

Her lips curved, a faint, clinical smile. “Of course they will.” She stepped closer, her gaze dissecting every inch of his feminized form.

His skin prickled. The silk uniform shifted, teasing his thighs. Arousal flared, unbidden, his cock straining against the lace.

She tilted her head. “Serve them well, Jordie. They’re watching.”

His heart slammed. Watching. The word hung like a blade, promising exposure.

She adjusted his choker with one manicured finger. The touch was light, precise, as if tuning an instrument. “Every movement must be perfect. Feminine.”

He nodded. The motion made the chignon pull at his scalp, a small, sharp pain. Another layer of her design.

Her hand dropped. “Start with the wine. They’ll arrive in ten.”

She turned, her heels clicking toward the private office. Leaving him alone with the weight of her command. His cock throbbed, wet lace clinging, a traitor to his dread.

He moved to the bar cart. The heels clicked, unsteady at first, then smoother. The silk rustled with every step, a constant taunt against his skin.

He gripped a bottle of Cabernet. His painted nails—deep burgundy, Harlow’s choice—gleamed under the chandelier. The bottle felt heavy, a reminder of hands that once signed million-dollar deals, now trembling to pour.

The doorbell chimed. His breath caught. They were here.

He set the bottle down. Adjusted the skirt, the chain shifting cold against his hips. Each movement amplified the lace’s grip on his cock, wet heat spreading.

The first guest entered. Mark, former angel investor, the man who’d clapped Jordan on the back after their Series A. His eyes widened, then narrowed, recognition slicing through.

“Jordan?” Mark’s voice was low, laced with disbelief. Then a smirk. “Or should I say… Jordie?”

Heat burned Jordie’s face. He wanted to vanish, to rip off the heels and satin. But his cock pulsed harder, shame twisting into a sick thrill.

“Wine, sir?” His voice came out soft, trained, feminine. Harlow’s doing. Another betrayal.

Mark’s smirk grew. “Sure, sweetheart.” The condescension stung, sharp and deep.

Jordie poured. The glass trembled in his grip, liquid sloshing. Silk rustled as he bent slightly, the skirt riding up just enough to tease.

More guests arrived. Claire from the seed round, David who’d brokered their first acquisition. Faces he’d once dominated, now staring with amusement, pity, hunger.

His heels clicked as he moved between them. Serving trays of canapés, refilling glasses, the silk whispering with every step. The chain pressed into his hips, a secret brand beneath the uniform.

Claire’s gaze lingered. “Never thought I’d see the great Jordan like this.” Her tone was mock-sweet, cutting.

His chest tightened. Old identity shredded with every word. Yet his cock ached, wet lace straining, arousal drowning the pain.

David chuckled. “Harlow’s got a knack for breaking stallions, huh?” He sipped his wine, eyes roaming Jordie’s legs.

Jordie’s hands shook on the tray. He wanted to scream, to throw the crystal at the wall. Instead, his hips swayed as he walked, heels clicking, silk teasing.

Harlow reappeared. She stood at the head of the table, a silent monarch surveying her court. Her eyes met Jordie’s—a command without words.

He approached her. The tray balanced, barely. Every step was a performance, silk and lace conspiring against him.

“Set it down.” Her voice was calm, precise. “Then stand by me.”

He obeyed. The tray clinked softly on the table. He took his place at her side, heels clicking one last time.

Her hand brushed his lower back. A subtle claim, felt through the satin. His cock jolted, wet heat spreading further.

The guests watched. Smirks and whispers rippled through the room. His old allies, his past, seeing the fall complete.

Harlow’s voice cut through. “Jordie’s been reshaped for service.” A statement, not a question, delivered with clinical pride.

His face burned. Service. The word stripped him bare, worse than the satin or heels.

Mark leaned back in his chair. “Impressive work, Harlow. He’s… unrecognizable.”

Claire nodded. “From boardroom to maid. Quite the pivot.”

Laughter scattered around the table. Jordie’s knees trembled, the chain biting into his skin. Arousal surged again, shameful and relentless.

Harlow’s hand pressed firmer. “He’s learning his place.” Her tone was warm, possessive, a blade wrapped in velvet.

His cock throbbed. Wet lace clung tighter, the betrayal loop spinning—shame, blame, more heat. He hated himself for wanting her approval.

She leaned in. Her breath was warm on his ear. “Bend over. Adjust the centerpiece.”

His heart stopped. Bend over. In front of them.

He hesitated. Only a second, but her fingers tightened on his back. A warning.

He bent. The skirt rode up, silk whispering, exposing the lace edge of his panties. The chain shifted, cold against flushed skin.

Gasps and chuckles filled the room. His face burned hotter, humiliation a living thing in his chest. Yet his cock pulsed, wet and desperate, craving more exposure.

“Perfect.” Harlow’s voice was a purr, clinical yet approving. “Stand straight.”

He straightened. The silk settled, but the chain’s weight lingered, a tether to his shame. His cock ached, denied, trapped in lace.

David’s eyes gleamed. “Does he… enjoy this?” The question was a barb, meant to wound.

Harlow’s smile was faint. “His body answers for him.” She gestured to the wet spot barely hidden by the skirt.

Laughter erupted again. Jordie’s hands clenched, nails digging into palms. Arousal drowned out reason, his cock leaking into the lace.

Harlow’s hand slid to his hip. Fingertips grazed the chain through the satin. “Serve the main course now, Jordie.”

He nodded. Moved to the kitchen cart, heels clicking, silk rustling. Every step was torture, arousal and shame a tangled knot.

The guests’ eyes followed. Predatory, amused, stripping away the last of Jordan. He was Jordie now, fully feminized, a toy for their entertainment.

He carried the platter. Beef tenderloin, rosemary scent sharp in the air. His hands shook, the silk teasing with every motion.

Mark watched. “Bet you never thought you’d cater to us, huh?” The smirk was back, crueler now.

Jordie’s throat burned. “No, sir.” The words were soft, broken, feminine.

Claire sipped her wine. “Harlow owns more than your company now.” Her laugh was a dagger.

His cock twitched again. Wet lace strained, the chain pressing harder. Shame morphed into a dark, hungry need.

Harlow observed. Her gaze was steady, unyielding, a silent claim over his unraveling. “Good girl, Jordie. Keep going.”

The praise hit deep. Warm, owned, pathetic. His body surrendered further, arousal a tidal wave against his will.

He served. Plate after plate, heels clicking, silk whispering, chain binding. Each movement was a performance of his fall.

The dinner stretched on. Conversations turned to deals and mergers, topics he once led. Now he was background, a feminized shell pouring wine.

His old allies smirked. Their glances lingered on the skirt, the heels, the choker. Jordan’s empire was dust, and they reveled in it.

Harlow’s hand found his back again. “You’ve done well so far.” Her voice was low, a mix of warmth and threat.

His cock pulsed. Wet, aching, denied. The betrayal loop spun faster—shame at their stares, blame for his arousal, more heat.

She leaned closer. “Dessert next. Make it flawless.”

He nodded. Moved to the cart, the silk rustling louder now, heels echoing on the wood. His reflection flashed in a silver tray—crimson lips, flushed cheeks, a sissy broken for their amusement.

The guests’ smirks followed. Old allies, old power, all witnessing his collapse. A final shredding of who he was.

Harlow’s voice cut through. “We’re far from done tonight, Jordie.” A promise, a hook, dangling deeper loss before him.

He trembled. The chain bit into his hips, lace clinging wet to his cock. And beneath the humiliation, a terrifying truth—he craved whatever came next.


Chapter 9: Captured in Frame

Jordie stood in the dining room’s aftermath, the scent of rosemary and wine still heavy in the air. The guests had departed, their smirks and whispers lingering like ghosts. His heels ached, the click muted now on the polished wood.

The silk skirt clung to his thighs, a constant tease. Lace panties bit into his skin, damp from hours of denied arousal. His cock throbbed, trapped, a traitor beneath the feminine layers.

He caught his reflection in the silver tray again. Crimson lips, flushed cheeks, the choker a dark slash against his throat. Jordan was a memory, buried under this sissy shell.

Harlow entered without a sound. Six feet of tailored perfection, her blazer unbuttoned just enough to hint at control beneath restraint. Her gaze pinned him, a predator assessing prey.

“Clear the table, Jordie.” Her voice was smooth, unhurried, a command wrapped in silk. She didn’t need to raise it—never did.

He moved. Heels clicked softly, silk rustled with each step. Plates clinked as he stacked them, the chain at his hips shifting, cold against his fevered skin.

Her eyes tracked him. Not a flicker of doubt in that stare, just cold calculation. He felt it—heat pooling low, his cock twitching in the lace, pathetic and eager.

He hated this. Hated how his body answered her before his mind could protest. Shame burned through him, sharp and bitter, yet the wet spot grew beneath the skirt.

“Stop.” Her word cut through the quiet. He froze, hands on a wine glass, breath shallow.

She stepped closer. Her perfume—lavender and something darker—wrapped around him. A hand lifted, not to touch, but to point toward the hallway.

“Follow me.” No room for refusal. Her stride was deliberate, heels a steady metronome on the hardwood.

He obeyed. Each step in his own heels sent silk whispering against his legs. The lace tightened, rubbing his cock raw with every motion.

They entered her office. A sleek space, all glass and steel, a testament to her dominion. A camera sat on the desk, lens glinting like a threat.

“Stand there.” She gestured to a spot by the full-length mirror. Her tone was clinical, adjusting a product, not addressing a person.

He stood. The mirror threw back his image—satin skirt, sheer blouse, the choker a collar of ownership. His cock pulsed, wet and aching, as shame clawed at his chest.

She adjusted the camera on its tripod. Every movement precise, unhurried, as if she’d planned this frame by frame. The lens aimed directly at him, a weapon of permanence.

“Lift your skirt.” Her instruction was calm, a doctor’s order. No malice, just expectation.

His fingers shook on the hem. Silk slid up, cool against his flushed thighs. Lace panties exposed, the wet spot glaring, his cock outlined in humiliating detail.

She didn’t react. Just tilted the camera slightly, framing his degradation with surgical care. His heart pounded, fear of exposure spiking through the haze of arousal.

“Turn to the side.” Another command, delivered with that same detached precision. She was sculpting his shame, not just capturing it.

He turned. The mirror caught his profile—curved hips forced by the skirt, heels arching his calves, a feminized silhouette he couldn’t escape. His cock leaked, the betrayal loop spinning: shame at the image, blame for his arousal, more heat flooding through him.

“Hold the pose.” Her voice was a tether, pulling him deeper. The camera clicked, a sharp, final sound that echoed in the sterile room.

Flash. Blinding white. He blinked, disoriented, the afterimage of his sissy self burned into his mind.

“Face forward again.” She didn’t pause, didn’t soften. The lens stared, unblinking, as she adjusted a setting with a faint click.

He faced it. Crimson lipstick dragged heavy on his mouth, a mask of femininity he couldn’t shed. His reflection mocked him—Jordan, tech titan, reduced to this wet, trembling thing.

Another flash. The light seared his shame into permanence. Fear clawed deeper—where would these images go, who would see them?

“You’re insurance now, Jordie.” Her words were cool, factual, as if discussing a contract clause. “A permanent record ensures obedience.”

His stomach dropped. Insurance. A chain tighter than the one at his hips, binding him to her will forever.

She stepped closer. Her hand reached out, not to comfort, but to dust cool powder over his flushed neck. The scent of baby powder hit, soft yet invasive, a ritual of ownership.

His skin prickled. The powder was a cold caress against the heat of his shame. His cock twitched harder, wet lace clinging, a desperate plea for release he wouldn’t get.

“Look at yourself.” She tilted his chin toward the mirror, her touch firm but unhurried. Her fingers were warm, a contrast to the powder’s chill.

He looked. Sissy Jordie stared back, powdered and primped, a toy preserved in her frame. Arousal surged, vicious and unbidden, drowning out the last of his resistance.

Flash. Another shot, capturing his dazed compliance. The lens didn’t blink, didn’t care about the war inside him.

“You’re beautiful like this.” Her praise was a blade, cutting deep with its warmth. “Pathetic, but mine.”

That word—pathetic—hit like a slap. Yet his cock throbbed, leaking into the lace, craving more of her cruel affection. Shame morphed into a dark, hungry ache.

She adjusted the camera again. “Spread your legs slightly. Show the chain.”

He hesitated. Only a heartbeat, but her gaze sharpened, a silent reprimand. He spread them, heels wobbling, the chain glinting under the skirt’s hem.

Flash. The image was frozen—his submission, his feminized form, the wet evidence of his betrayal. Privacy was gone, stripped as bare as his dignity.

“Who sees these?” His voice broke, soft and feminine, a whisper of the old Jordan begging for mercy. Fear of exposure gnawed at him—colleagues, investors, the world he’d built.

“Only those who need to.” Her answer was vague, deliberate, a threat wrapped in ambiguity. Her smile was faint, controlled, a reminder of her power.

His chest tightened. The idea of others witnessing this—his fall, his wet arousal, his sissy shell—sent a spike of terror through him. Yet his cock pulsed harder, the betrayal loop relentless.

She stepped behind him. Her hands smoothed the silk down his hips, a clinical adjustment, not a caress. The fabric teased his skin, lace biting deeper into his aching flesh.

“Look at the lens.” Her breath was warm on his ear, her tone still detached. “Let it see what you’ve become.”

He looked. The black eye of the camera stared back, unyielding, a witness to his collapse. His reflection beside it showed crimson lips parted, cheeks flushed, a broken thing aching to be owned.

Flash. Another blinding burst. His shame was a permanent artifact now, a file in her arsenal.

“Smile, Jordie. This is for keeps.” Her key line landed, soft but final, a sentence with no appeal.

He forced a smile. Lips trembled, lipstick dragging heavy, the choker tight against his throat. The camera clicked, sealing his fate in that frozen grin.

She stepped back. Surveyed him through the lens one last time, her posture flawless, unhurried. “Good girl. You’ve earned a moment.”

The praise sank deep. Warm, owned, pathetic—his body surrendered further, cock leaking into the lace with a desperate shudder. Yet release was nowhere near.

Her hand brushed his shoulder. A fleeting touch, powder still cool on his skin, before she turned to the camera. She ejected the memory card with a practiced flick.

“This stays with me.” She held it up, a tiny black square glinting in the light. “But one misstep, and it’s not just mine anymore.”

His heart stuttered. Exposure loomed, a guillotine over what little remained of Jordan. His cock throbbed, wet and aching, the fear only fueling his sick arousal.

She pocketed the card. Her gaze returned to him, steady, dissecting. “You thought dinner was the end of tonight’s display, didn’t you?”

He nodded. Barely a motion, heels unsteady, silk whispering against his trembling thighs. His reflection mocked him still, a sissy captured in her frame.

“We’re far from done.” Her voice was a promise, a hook dangling deeper loss. “Tomorrow, we test how far this image can travel.”

He froze. The chain bit into his hips, lace clinging wet to his cock. Beneath the terror, beneath the shame, a terrifying truth—he craved whatever came next.

Flash. One final shot, unprompted, blinding him again. The image lasted forever, even as the light faded.


Chapter 10: Signed into Forever

Jordie stood in Harlow’s office, the weight of the morning pressing down like a physical force. The silk skirt clung to his thighs, whispering with every slight shift. His heels—impossibly high, a glossy pink—clicked faintly on the hardwood as he adjusted his stance, the sound a constant reminder of his new reality.

The choker at his throat felt tighter today. Not from fit, but from meaning.

He glanced at the mirror on the wall, a fixture Harlow had installed weeks ago. His reflection stared back—crimson lips, powdered cheeks, lashes heavy with mascara. Jordan was gone, buried under layers of lace and gloss, replaced by this trembling, feminized shell named Jordie.

His cock twitched under the tight lace panties. Traitorous heat pooled low.

Shame clawed at him, sharper for how familiar it had become. He blamed himself—not for signing the initial contract, but for the way his body kept surrendering. The arousal burned hotter with every self-accusation, a vicious cycle he couldn’t escape.

The door opened without a knock. Harlow entered, six feet of tailored menace, her black blazer and pencil skirt a stark contrast to Jordie’s frills. Her presence filled the room, deliberate and unhurried, her dark eyes already dissecting him.

“Turn around, Jordie.” Her voice was smooth, clinical, a command wrapped in velvet.

He turned. The skirt flared slightly, silk brushing his skin like a taunt. His heels wobbled for a split second before he steadied himself.

Harlow stepped closer. Her gaze dropped to his hips, then his legs, cataloguing every inch of her creation. She carried a single manila folder, its contents a mystery that made his chest tighten.

“Lift the skirt.” Her tone never wavered, always a surgeon’s precision.

His fingers shook as they gripped the hem. He pulled it up, revealing the lace panties, sheer and pink, barely containing the bulge of his arousal. The fabric bit into his hips, a constant, intimate pinch.

She tilted her head. Assessed him like a product on a shelf. “Wet already?”

“No, Ms. Harlow.” His voice came out soft, high, a stranger’s timbre.

Her lips curved, just a fraction. She stepped forward, her hand reaching out, gloved in black latex. The cool material pressed against the front of his panties, her touch clinical yet invasive.

“Liar.” Her word was a blade, slicing through his denial.

He wasn’t wet. Not yet. But the heat was building, his cock throbbing under her gaze, the lace growing tighter with every heartbeat.

Her fingers pressed harder. Found the outline of him through the fabric. “There it is. Your little secret.”

His breath hitched. The silk and lace conspired against him, every texture a betrayal.

Shame surged, hot and bitter. He hated how his hips tilted toward her touch, how his body begged for more of this humiliation. The arousal only deepened, a sick feedback loop he couldn’t stop.

Harlow withdrew her hand. She opened the folder, pulling out a single sheet of paper, crisp and official. “Today is the last step, Jordie. The final signature.”

His heart stuttered. He knew what this was—the permanent transfer, the legal tether that would bind him to her design forever. No more loopholes, no more pretending this was temporary.

She placed the document on the desk. Set a pen beside it, black and heavy, its weight a silent threat. “Read it if you must. But you already know what it says.”

He didn’t move. Couldn’t. His reflection in the mirror mocked him—lips parted, cheeks flushed, a sissy on the edge of total collapse.

Harlow stepped behind him. Her hands smoothed the silk over his shoulders, adjusting the fabric with a tailor’s precision. “You’ve fought so hard to keep Jordan alive. But Jordie is who you are now.”

Her words sank deep. Warm, cruel, true. His cock pulsed, wet now, the lace clinging to his shame.

He hated himself for it. Blamed the mirror, the heels, the silk—but mostly himself for how much he craved this final surrender. The arousal was a wildfire, unstoppable.

“Pick up the pen.” Her breath was warm on his ear, her tone still detached.

His hand trembled as he reached for it. The pen felt heavier than it should, a guillotine in miniature. His heels clicked as he shifted, the sound echoing in the quiet office.

Harlow’s hand rested on his lower back. Not a caress, but a guide, steering him toward the desk. “Bend forward. Sign it slowly. I want to see every stroke.”

He bent. The skirt rode up, silk teasing his thighs, lace biting deeper. His reflection in the desk’s polished surface showed a broken thing, poised to seal its fate.

The pen touched paper. Ink bled into the page, each letter a chain link snapping into place. J…O…R…D… Every stroke felt like shedding skin, the last of Jordan slipping away.

His cock throbbed harder. Wetness spread in the lace, a pathetic confession of his surrender. The betrayal was complete—arousal at his own destruction.

Harlow’s gloved hand brushed his hair back. A clinical adjustment, not affection. “Good girl. Keep going.”

The praise hit like a drug. Warm, owned, pathetic. His hand shook as he finished the signature, ink drying into permanence.

He set the pen down. His breath came in shallow gasps. The choker felt like a collar now, tight and comforting, a symbol of his new reality.

Harlow took the document. Inspected it with that same dissecting gaze. “Perfect. You’re mine now, Jordie. Legally, irrevocably.”

His body shuddered. Relief—unexpected, overwhelming—flooded through him. No more fighting, no more pretending he could go back.

The lace felt different now. Tight, yes, but a comfort, a second skin he’d grown into. The silk against his thighs was no longer a taunt, but a tether to this new self.

Harlow stepped in front of him. Her height loomed, her presence a wall he couldn’t scale. She reached out, tilting his chin up, forcing him to meet her eyes.

“Smile for me.” Her command was soft, but unyielding.

He smiled. Lips trembled, lipstick dragging heavy across them, a final mark of his transformation. The mirror caught it—Jordie, smiling, surrendered, home.

Her thumb brushed his lower lip. Adjusted the gloss with a surgeon’s care. “Beautiful. Pathetic, but beautiful.”

His cock leaked more, the lace soaked now. Shame twisted into something softer, a quiet ache of acceptance. He wanted this—wanted her ownership, her design, forever.

Harlow’s gaze softened, just a fraction. A rare glimpse of something beyond control. “Sign it, Jordie. You’re home now.”

The words landed like a key turning in a lock. Final, binding, freeing. His body surrendered fully, a shudder running through him as relief and arousal collided.

She stepped back. Watched him tremble in his heels, silk whispering with every shake. “Kneel. Let’s celebrate your new beginning.”

He knelt. The hardwood was cold under his knees, the skirt pooling around him. His cock ached, wet and desperate, trapped in its lace cage.

Harlow’s hand rested on his head. Not a caress, but a claim. “Look up at me.”

He looked. Her eyes were dark, endless, a void he’d fallen into. The betrayal loop spun one last time—shame, arousal, surrender.

Her gloved fingers traced his jaw. Slow, deliberate, a silent promise of what came next. “Open your mouth, Jordie. Show me how grateful you are.”

He opened. Lips parted, lipstick dragging as his jaw trembled. His reflection in her polished shoes showed a sissy, kneeling, ready to serve.

Her thumb pressed against his tongue. Cool latex, invasive, controlling. “Suck. Show me you understand your place.”

He sucked. The taste of latex filled him, bitter and clinical, a perfect match for his submission. His cock throbbed, wetter now, the lace a cruel prison.

Harlow’s gaze never wavered. She watched, cataloguing every reaction, every shiver. “Good girl. You’ve earned this.”

The praise was a spark. His body ignited, cock pulsing hard, the edge so close but not yet granted. He sucked harder, desperate for her approval.

Her hand withdrew. She adjusted her stance, towering over him still. “Stand. We’re not done with your celebration.”

He stood. Heels clicked, unsteady, silk brushing his trembling thighs. His cock ached, wet and leaking, the lace a constant torment.

Harlow turned to the desk. Retrieved something from the drawer—a small, velvet box. Her movements were slow, deliberate, building dread and anticipation in equal measure.

She opened it. Inside, a thin silver anklet, delicate yet heavy with implication. “Lift your foot. This is your final mark.”

He lifted. The heel wobbled, silk shifting as she knelt—rare, shocking—to fasten the anklet herself. The cold metal kissed his skin, a permanent claim.

Her fingers lingered. Adjusted the chain with precision. “You’ll wear this always. A reminder of who owns you.”

His cock surged. Wetness spread further, the lace soaked through. Relief and arousal intertwined, a knot he couldn’t untangle.

Harlow stood. Her height loomed again, her gaze pinning him in place. “Look in the mirror. See your forever.”

He looked. The reflection showed Jordie—anklet glinting, lips glossed, lace clinging wet. A sissy, bound forever in Harlow’s design.

His body shuddered. A final wave of release—not physical, not yet, but emotional. He was home, broken in the best way.

Harlow’s hand brushed his shoulder. A fleeting touch, clinical yet possessive. “We’ve only just begun, Jordie. Tomorrow, we show the world what you’ve become.”

His heart stuttered. Exposure loomed again, a new guillotine. Yet beneath the fear, beneath the shame, he craved it—craved whatever she designed next.
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