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Obedience Training



Evan heard the front door close with a soft click. Not a slam. A slammed door would have been easier—simpler to confront. Slams meant anger. Slams meant noise. They meant a fight, something loud and heated, something he could brace against like wind in a storm.

But this?

This was worse.

Luna stepped inside quietly, her keys still in hand, fingers curled around them as though she hadn’t yet decided whether to put them down or hold on tight. Her expression was unreadable. Blank in a way that made his stomach twist. Her dark eyes flicked over him—once, quickly—then down to the laptop still open on the coffee table. She stared at the screen longer than she needed to.

Then her gaze rose slowly, and settled on him.

“You’re home early,” Evan said, too quickly. The words came out brittle, rushed—his tone too casual to pass as innocent. He tried to temper it with a smile, or something like one, the corner of his mouth tugging upward like a nervous tic.

She didn’t return it.

“I forgot my planner,” she said simply. Then, after a beat: “Looks like I came home just in time.”

She placed her keys on the table with a soft clink and walked past him. Her body moved with that smooth, almost feline grace he used to find impossible to ignore—hips swaying beneath tailored slacks, her black blouse still buttoned from what must have been a morning full of meetings. Everything about her was crisp. Controlled. Every button, every breath, purposeful.

Unlike him.

Evan stood too fast. The wooden chair screeched against the floor as it scraped backward. “Luna, it’s not what it looks like—”

She turned to face him. Slowly.

“Wow,” she said. Her brows lifted, voice flat, eyes unreadable. “This is what you watch when I’m not home?”

His throat tightened. The silence that followed pressed in hard, suffocating.

For a moment, he thought she might yell. That she’d finally lose it, call him perverted, broken. But when she spoke, her voice was calm.

Too calm.

“I’m not angry that you watch porn, Evan.” She let the words settle before continuing, her tone quieter now, but no less sharp. “I’m angry that this is what turns you on. That you get off watching women degraded. Silenced. Reduced to something small enough to fit under your heel.”

He opened his mouth to protest, but the words snagged. Died. Because she wasn’t wrong.

“I used to wonder,” she said, arms folding across her chest. Her fingers dug into the soft knit of her sleeves. “I used to wonder why you stiffened when I touched you gently. Why you only responded when I got rough. When I made myself harder. Less kind.”

She looked at him now with something deeper than disappointment—something closer to grief.

“You don’t want connection,” she said. “You want control. Or worse... you want someone beneath you.”

Evan took a hesitant step toward her, hands rising in a vague, open-palmed gesture that meant nothing and everything. “I didn’t mean for it to get like this,” he said.

Luna arched an eyebrow. “Like what, exactly?”

“I don’t know,” he admitted, voice cracking at the edges. “Sometimes I just... I click without thinking. It’s not—” He hesitated, searching for a softer excuse. “It’s just porn, Luna.”

Her eyes didn’t flinch.

“It’s not just porn when it starts changing the way you touch me,” she said. “When you stop looking at me like your partner, and start looking at me like a thing. A set of holes. A performance.”

He froze.

“I don’t think you even see it,” she continued, voice lowering. “That’s what scares me. You’re not curious anymore. You’re numb. You’re chasing a feeling that keeps getting darker, and I don’t think you even realize how far it’s gone.”

Evan looked down at the floor. His chest was tight. Too tight.

Luna let out a breath—long, steady, and heartbreakingly quiet. “I didn’t know what I’d find when I walked in today,” she said. “But I’ve been afraid for a while now. The distance. The way you look at me like I’m a stranger in your bed. I kept telling myself it was stress. That it was work, or a rough patch. Something we’d come out of.”

She paused. Her voice dropped just slightly.

“But deep down, I knew it was something else. Something I couldn’t fix by being softer. Or stronger.” Her eyes found his again. Steady. Measured. “So I started looking. Not for answers. For help.”

Evan lifted his gaze slowly, his whole body heavy with shame. But when he met her eyes—those eyes that had once looked at him like he was enough—he saw that she wasn’t just angry. She was disappointed.

“I think you need to talk to someone,” Luna said gently—her voice soft but with unmistakable steel threading beneath it. “Before you lose more than just me.”

Evan swallowed hard. The words settled in his chest like a stone. “You mean... like a therapist?”

She nodded once, the movement smooth and measured. “But not couples therapy,” she added quickly. “This isn’t about us. This is about you.”

The distinction hit harder than he expected—clean, sharp, and impossible to deflect.

“I found someone,” she continued, her tone steady. “Dr. Carina Blake. She specializes in behavior redirection. Sensory realignment. Emotional triggers.”

Evan’s brow creased, his expression wary. “That sounds... intense.”

“She’s not a psychiatrist,” Luna clarified, her arms still folded across her chest, though her voice softened by a fraction. “She’s a behavioral therapist. Her methods are immersive. Direct. But she’s highly effective. And completely discreet.”

He dragged a hand through his hair, fingers catching briefly at his scalp like he could massage clarity into his thoughts. “Wait—so you already contacted her?”

“I reached out last week,” she said, meeting his gaze without flinching. “I didn’t know exactly what I’d find, but... I had a feeling. She has an opening tomorrow at four. I booked it.”

Evan stared at her, blinking. Something in him shifted—a slow slide of panic, guilt, and something else he couldn’t name.

“You don’t have to go,” Luna said after a pause, her voice quieter now, but no less firm. “But if you don’t... I don’t think I can keep doing this.”

There was no edge in her words. No ultimatum. Just quiet certainty. It scared him more than shouting ever could.

He looked at her—really looked. Not just at the sculpted line of her jaw or the smooth olive tone of her skin, or the dark eyes that once held nothing but desire for him. He saw the weight she carried now. The fatigue that dulled the shine in her gaze. She wasn’t angry. She wasn’t threatening to leave out of spite.

She was tired. Of waiting. Of hoping. Of pretending this could fix itself.

“I’ll go,” he said finally, the words low and stiff. “For you.”

Luna didn’t smile.

But something in her shoulders released—barely perceptible, but enough to make the air shift between them.

“No,” she murmured. “You’ll go for you.”

Then she stepped forward, closer than she’d been all evening. Her hands reached for his collar, fingers smoothing the fabric with an instinctive tenderness that caught him off guard. It wasn’t romantic. Not quite. It was something older. Something maternal. Like a woman dressing a boy who didn’t yet understand the gravity of the day ahead.

She leaned in, close enough that he felt her breath warm against his skin.

“Maybe if you learn how to surrender,” she whispered, her lips just shy of his ear, “you’ll finally learn what it means to connect.”

Then she pulled back.

And walked away.
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Evan almost canceled. Twice.

The first time was when he pulled into the parking lot and saw how sleek the building looked—polished glass, brushed steel, and an angular modernity that belonged to a law firm or tech startup, not a place you’d associate with therapy. There were no tired ficus plants at the entrance. No faded signs promising "wellness" in serif fonts. It was clean. Sophisticated. Intimidating.

The second time was at the elevator. He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirrored silver doors and realized, with a sinking knot in his stomach, that he didn’t look like a man seeking help.

He looked like a husband who’d been caught.

But Luna’s voice echoed in his head—quiet and devastating.

Before you lose more than just me.

So he stepped inside.

Dr. Carina Blake’s office was on the third floor. The hallway leading to it was quiet, carpeted in deep slate gray, lined with soft sconces instead of fluorescent buzz. Her door stood wide open when he arrived. Not ajar—open. Intentional. As if she’d left it that way just for him.

The room he entered didn’t look clinical. It didn’t even look like an office. No sterile light. No cold white furniture or fake motivational posters with creased corners. Instead, the space exhaled warmth. The lighting was soft, golden-amber, casting a flattering glow across rich textures—wine-colored velvet cushions, dark wood accents, and a faint scent in the air. Vanilla, yes. But beneath it lingered something deeper. Earthier. Leather, maybe. Or musk. It was subtle, but intimate. Sensual.

And then she appeared. She stood near a low chaise, her hand resting gently along the back of it. Tall. Still. Composed.

Her black slacks fit her body, skimming the curve of her hips and tapering to elegant ankles. Her ivory blouse, light and silky, hinted just faintly at the delicate lace of a bra beneath—tasteful, but intentional. Her dark hair was pinned in a smooth twist at the nape of her neck. Not a strand out of place. She didn’t need to raise her voice or posture to claim the room. She already owned it.

“Evan,” she said, her voice low and fluid—feminine, but anchored with quiet authority. “Right on time.”

He nodded, a little too quickly, his throat dry. “Yeah. Hi.”

She smiled, just enough to disarm. “Come in. Sit wherever you’d like.”

She gestured not to a stiff-backed office chair but to a deep, inviting sofa in the center of the room, its velvet cushions slightly worn at the edges—lived-in. Safe.

He sat on the edge, awkwardly upright, hands clasped between his knees like a student summoned to the principal’s office. The cushions sank slightly beneath his weight, making him feel smaller than he intended.

Dr. Blake crossed the room and sat across from him in a matching chair. Her movements were unhurried. She crossed one leg over the other and rested a small notebook on her knee, though she hadn’t written a word.

“You don’t have to impress me,” she said gently. “There’s no audience here. No performance. Just you. Me. And a few patterned responses we may need to interrupt.”

He blinked. “Patterned responses?”

Her smile deepened—patient, but not indulgent. “Your reactions. Your cravings. The thoughts you reward with stimulation. They’re patterns, Evan. And patterns,” she added, “can be rewritten.”

He shifted slightly in his seat.

“I understand,” she continued, tone still neutral, “that you’ve been engaging with content centered around dominance and degradation. Material that objectifies. Diminishes.”

He flinched. “I mean... I didn’t start there. It just sort of... happened.”

“No one starts there,” she said softly. “But arousal isn’t static. It adapts. Stimulus, response, reward. The more you push the edge, the more it redefines where the edge even is.”

His gaze dropped to the floor. Heat prickled along the back of his neck.

“But we’re not here to dwell on what’s broken,” she said, her voice dipping lower, smoother. “We’re here to reorient. To recondition. To teach your body—and your mind—that there are other ways to feel.”

She shifted subtly in her chair, her blouse parting just slightly at the collar. Not enough to be overt. Just enough to remind him she noticed the way his eyes had flicked there—how his breath had caught.

Evan tried to look away. He failed.

“You’re already responding,” she murmured, her tone warm velvet. “That’s good. Awareness is the first step.”

He swallowed hard, pulse thudding behind his ears.

Dr. Blake uncrossed her legs and leaned forward slightly, not to intimidate—but to draw him in.

“You came here to change,” she said. “And change doesn’t begin with shame. It begins with surrender.”

He coughed lightly, as though trying to clear the tightness from his throat. “So… how does this work?”

Dr. Blake leaned back, uncapping her pen with a soft click that echoed in the warm quiet of the room.

“Simple exercises,” she said, her tone smooth. “Breathwork. Vocal modulation. Sensory realignment. Non-verbal cues and behavioral interruption.” She paused, letting the words settle. “And in some cases—embodiment.”

His brows drew together. “What does that mean?”

“It means experiencing softness,” she replied, her voice unhurried. “Practicing surrender. You’ve spent years tying arousal to dominance. What we’re going to do is teach your body to respond to something else. Something gentler.”

She said it so calmly that he barely noticed how intimate the phrase felt until it echoed back in his mind.

The hour passed in a strange, electric blur.

She began by guiding him through measured breathing, her hands light and precise—one resting against the center of his chest, the other at the base of his spine. With gentle pressure, she corrected his posture, coaxing tension out of his muscles with the same ease she used to coax him into stillness.

“Breathe into my hand,” she said softly, as her palm pressed against his sternum. “In. Pause. Out. Again.”

He obeyed. The feel of her so close—composed, sure, unflinching—made him hyperaware of every breath, every shift of weight. His body felt less like a thing he moved through the world and more like something under observation.

Then came the vocal work. She had him repeat short, simple phrases—I am safe. I am present. I am soft.—lowering his tone, softening each syllable, drawing the edge out of his voice until the masculinity he wrapped himself in thinned, thread by thread. It felt subtle at first. Then strange. Then personal.

She didn’t correct him harshly. She simply listened, then mirrored what she wanted to hear. And somehow, he followed.

Later, she led him to stand in front of a tall, full-length mirror. He resisted at first, uncertain what he was supposed to see—but she stepped behind him, her cool fingers gently adjusting the line of his shoulders, the tilt of his neck.

“Don’t look at yourself,” she said, her voice low, close. “Forget the reflection. Focus on how it feels to stand like this. Open. Unarmored.”

He blinked, unable to tear his gaze away from the unfamiliar softness in his own posture.

“You’re not made of armor, Evan,” she murmured. “You were just taught to act like you are.”

At some point, he returned to his seat, his head oddly light. She handed him a piece of pale silk—delicate and near weightless—and gestured for him to hold it.

“Close your eyes,” she said. “Let it move across your hand.”

He did. The sensation startled him. It was too soft. Too unfamiliar. Too much.

But he didn’t pull away.

He kept breathing. Just as she’d taught him.

And then—just when he thought the session was winding down—Dr. Blake stood, walked to a nearby cabinet, and retrieved something carefully folded. She returned and placed it in his lap without a word.

It was a camisole. Pale pink. Lightweight. Feminine.

“I want you to wear something soft next time,” she said, her gaze steady on his. “Something that unsettles you a little. That reminds you your body is capable of more than dominance. It doesn’t have to be this one. But it should make you think. Make you feel.”

Evan stared down at it. His fingers closed around the fabric slowly. It was impossibly smooth—like water held in cloth. It made his throat tighten.

“This is... part of the therapy?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Dr. Blake tilted her head slightly. “It’s part of the interruption,” she said. “You’ve built your arousal on patterns of control. We’ll dismantle those. Gently. Consensually. Precisely.”

He swallowed hard, the camisole soft in his lap like a secret too delicate to speak aloud.

She rose and walked him to the door. Her touch was light as it landed at the bend of his elbow, guiding him with the kind of quiet authority that made him forget, for a moment, who was leading.

“Next week,” she said, stopping just outside the threshold, “I want you to come in wearing it. Underneath.”

He nodded, dazed.

She paused. “And Evan?”

He turned, still holding the silk.

“Yes?”

Her expression softened just slightly. “No one else needs to know. Not yet. This is just between us.”

Then the door clicked shut behind him.

He stood in the hallway for a full minute, staring down at the silk still clutched in his hands.

He was confused. A little humiliated.

But beneath that—threading through everything else—was something undeniable.

Curiosity. Arousal.

And a quiet, aching need he didn’t yet have a name for.
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Evan stepped through the front door with the camisole still folded in his jacket pocket. He hadn’t touched it once during the entire ride home, but he’d felt its presence the whole time—an almost unbearable awareness of silk pressed against his side, like a secret burning through fabric.

He wasn’t sure what unsettled him more: that Dr. Blake had handed it to him without hesitation, or that he hadn’t protested. Hadn’t laughed. Hadn’t even flinched.

Luna was curled on the couch when he entered, bare legs tucked beneath her, wearing one of her oversized sweatshirts that hung loosely off one shoulder. Her hair was pulled back in a soft twist, a few strands loose around her temples. She looked relaxed—more so than he’d seen in weeks—but there was something in the way her eyes followed him that felt sharpened. Focused. Expectant.

“How’d it go?” she asked, her tone casual but edged with something firmer—curiosity laced with caution.

Evan hovered for a moment by the kitchen island, fingers brushing the seam of his pocket, then crossed into the living room. His movements felt uncertain.

“We talked,” he said, sitting down stiffly. “A lot of... new ideas. Stuff I’ve never really considered before.”

She patted the cushion beside her, her gaze steady. “Sit. Tell me.”

He lowered himself slowly, the tension still coiled tight in his spine. Luna didn’t reach for him—not right away. She simply sat close, legs folded beneath her, hands resting in her lap, eyes trained on his face like she was listening to more than just his words.

“She talked about patterned responses,” he said, staring at his hands. “How arousal can rewire itself over time. She called it... behavioral redirection.”

Luna nodded, a knowing smile playing faintly at the corners of her lips. “That makes sense.”

“And embodiment,” he added after a pause. “Posture, breath, voice. The way I hold tension in my body without realizing. She said I’ve trained myself to associate dominance with pleasure. That the goal is to shift that.”

Luna reached out then, her fingers brushing gently through his hair—slow, unhurried. A simple gesture, but one he hadn’t felt from her in what felt like forever. It was tender. Grounding. Intimate.

“You’re sweet,” she murmured.

He blinked, surprised. “What?”

Her hand moved to the back of his neck, fingertips tracing lightly at the base of his skull. “Just... you’re trying. That matters to me.”

Something in his chest loosened—a knot he hadn’t realized he’d been holding. He turned toward her, uncertain. “She gave me something,” he said. “Said I should wear it next time.”

“Oh?”

“She said to try something soft. Something that feels unfamiliar, but safe.”

He reached into his jacket and pulled out the folded camisole, placing it carefully in her hands. She examined it without speaking, smoothing the delicate fabric between her fingers, eyes unreadable.

“She’s easing you in,” she said quietly, more to herself than to him. “That’s smart.”

He flushed. His face felt hot, like the shame was creeping up from his collar. “It’s not really... me.”

Luna glanced at him, and her expression softened—not with pity, but with patience. “It’s not supposed to be. Not yet. That’s the point.”

She rose without another word and disappeared into the bedroom. He sat there, heart thudding, unsure whether he wanted her to come back—or what she might return with.

A minute later, she reappeared holding one of her own camisoles. It was cream-colored with delicate lace tracing the hem, the fabric soft from wear.

“Start with this one,” she said, handing it to him. “It’s familiar. Already broken in.”

Evan took it with both hands, surprised by the weight—or rather, the lightness—of it. It grounded him somehow, even as it made his pulse skip.

Luna sat beside him again, closer this time, her thigh pressing gently into his. She didn’t rush him. She didn’t explain. She simply let the silence bloom between them until he could breathe again.

“You don’t have to understand it yet,” she said, her voice low and smooth. “Just feel it. Let your body learn something new.”

Her hand slid down the length of his forearm—slow, sensual, but not overtly sexual. It was the kind of touch that lingered, made him shiver in his skin. Intimate in the way trust is intimate.

He nodded, though he wasn’t entirely sure what he was agreeing to. Only that something inside him had shifted, just enough to make space for the unfamiliar.

Luna leaned in and kissed his cheek—soft, warm, and lingering just a second longer than expected.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

And Evan—confused, aroused, strangely comforted—closed his eyes and let it sink in.
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Evan arrived a few minutes early this time.

The camisole clung to his skin beneath his shirt, whisper-thin and undeniable. It wasn’t tight, but he felt every inch of it—the way it slid over his chest when he moved, the subtle drag across his nipples, the unfamiliar softness tucked beneath denim and cotton. He hadn’t expected it to affect him this much. But by the time he stepped into Dr. Blake’s warm, amber-lit office, it was all he could think about.

He adjusted his posture reflexively, as if the fabric could be read on his face.

Dr. Blake looked up from her notes, her gaze lifting to meet his—and then drifting, slow and intentional, down the length of him. She said nothing for a beat. Just watched.

“Evan,” she said at last, her voice smooth as glass. She rose from her seat, the motion fluid and composed. “You’re early. That’s good. It shows intention. Respect.”

He rubbed the back of his neck, eyes dropping. “I guess,” he murmured.

She stepped closer, closing the space between them with a grace that felt almost choreographed. “Let’s see how you’re sitting today,” she said, motioning gently toward the plush, wine-colored couch he’d used last time.

Evan crossed the room and lowered himself carefully. He felt the camisole shift beneath his clothes as he moved. The fabric caught at the small of his back, cool and intimate. He sat upright, fighting the urge to slouch, to disappear into the cushions.

Dr. Blake circled behind him, her heels silent on the soft rug. He could feel her presence more than see it—precise, assessing.

“Relax your spine,” she said softly, her voice close to his ear. “You’re not being punished. Not here.”

Her hands came to rest lightly on his shoulders—cool, firm, grounding. She pressed gently, guiding him down into the seat.

“There. Let your weight settle. Let the couch hold you.”

He exhaled slowly, the breath leaving his chest with a quiet surrender. His muscles gave, inch by inch.

“Now uncross your arms,” she continued. “Open yourself. You don’t need to guard anything here.”

He obeyed. The motion felt strangely intimate, like shedding a layer of defense. His hands dropped to his thighs, palms open.

Dr. Blake moved in front of him again, standing tall for a moment before sinking gracefully into a crouch, knees folding neatly beneath her. She leveled her gaze with his, her expression unreadable but sharply attentive.

“Your voice next,” she said. “Say your name.”

He hesitated. “Evan.”

“Again. Slower.”

“Evan.”

Her head tilted, the curve of her mouth barely shifting. “Softer. Let it come from your chest—not your throat. Don’t push. Just allow.”

He drew a breath and tried again. “Evan.” This time it came out more grounded, less strained.

Her eyes stayed on him, watching something beyond the sound itself—his shape, his posture, his presence in the space.

“Better.” She nodded slightly. “Now say, ‘I’m learning how to let go.’”

He blinked. “What?”

“Say it,” she repeated. “Aloud. Own the words.”

He swallowed, his throat dry. “I’m learning how to let go.”

Her gaze flicked to his lips, then back to his eyes. “Again. But mean it this time.”

He said it more slowly, letting each word unfold from somewhere deeper in his chest.

“I’m learning how to let go.”

Dr. Blake’s expression didn’t change, but something in her posture softened. She placed one hand gently on his knee—not possessive, not guiding. Just present.

“Good boy,” she said.

The words landed like a drop of warm water down his spine. Not teasing. Not patronizing. Not maternal.

Just true.

Something in him shifted.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. The silence stretched, full of something tender and new.

And underneath it all—the camisole pressed quietly to his skin, reminding him that even hidden softness could have weight.

She stood, her movements fluid. “Take off your shoes.”

Evan blinked, caught off guard. “Sorry?”

Dr. Blake offered a small, knowing smile. “Posture is about presence. Bare feet will help ground you.”

He hesitated, then obeyed, slipping off his shoes one at a time. The rug beneath his feet was soft, warm from the amber lighting and the weight of the moment. She watched him in silence, her gaze unreadable but heavy with intent.

Then, without warning, she reached for his chin, her touch light but certain, and tilted his head just slightly.

“You sit like you’re still trying to impress someone,” she murmured. “What if you stopped?”

The question struck deeper than he expected. He opened his mouth, but no answer came.

“I want you to see what I see,” she continued, her voice calm. “Come with me.”

She led him to a full-length mirror tucked into the corner of the room, its frame dark and elegant, partially obscured by a velvet curtain. He followed, acutely aware of every step—the shift of his shirt, the subtle pressure of the camisole brushing against his chest, the exposed feeling of being barefoot in her space.

She positioned herself behind him, one hand resting lightly on his shoulder, the other gently nudging his jaw until his gaze lifted to meet the reflection.

“Stand straight,” she said softly. “Now breathe. Let your arms rest. Let yourself settle.”

He exhaled and did as she instructed. The man in the mirror felt unfamiliar—his posture looser, his shoulders not squared in performance but lowered in release. His gaze wasn’t defiant or controlled. It was quiet. Yielding.

“I want you to see softness,” Dr. Blake said, “and start associating it with power.”

He didn’t respond. He couldn’t. He just stared, as if the mirror were showing him a version of himself he hadn’t known he wanted to see.

Her eyes lingered on the faint outline beneath his shirt. “I can see it,” she said after a moment. “The camisole.”

His face flushed hot.

“It suits you.”

His breath caught.

“Not because of how it looks,” she added, and her hand brushed lightly down the center of his back, “but because of how it makes you move. How it changes what you notice. How it makes you think.”

He looked away, heart stuttering, chest tight with something he couldn’t name—shame, perhaps. Or desire.

Dr. Blake leaned closer, her voice velvet-soft. “There is strength in yielding, Evan. In letting go of who you think you’re supposed to be.”

Then she stepped back, giving him space. But her presence lingered—warm, watchful, unshakably in control.

She guided him through a few more movements. Nothing dramatic. Just the practice of existing in his body without rigidity. Sitting, then rising again, but slower, smoother. She instructed him to meet her gaze, to breathe while doing it. To feel the moment, not control it.

And then: silence.

“Sit again,” she instructed. “But this time, don’t act. Don’t correct. Don’t posture. Just let the moment move you.”

He did. And for the first time, he didn’t worry about what his hands were doing, or how much space he took up, or whether he looked strong. He simply sat.

Dr. Blake nodded once, a small affirmation. As if he’d passed something unspoken.

She returned to her chair, made a quick note in her pad, and looked up. “Next time, we’ll work on response training.”

He turned toward her. “What does that mean?”

Dr. Blake smiled, her lips curving just slightly. “You’ll see.”

Evan bent to retrieve his shoes, the act now feeling oddly distant, like returning to a version of himself he was already beginning to outgrow. The room had gone quiet again. But it wasn’t sterile, wasn’t cold. It was still. Expectant. Like the space was holding its breath with him.

She met him at the door, standing tall with that same unnerving calm. As he approached, she reached out and adjusted the collar of his shirt with a light touch—tender, but precise.

“Next time,” she said, voice low, “let the camisole show. Just a little. Let’s stop pretending it’s a secret.”

He nodded, slowly, almost involuntarily. He wasn’t sure if the tightness in his chest was fear, arousal, or something deeper—something closer to surrender.

“And Evan?” she added, her voice a breath against the air.

He looked up. “Yes?”

“You’re already learning to listen.” Her gaze held his. “Now let’s teach you how to obey.”

Then she opened the door.

And Evan stepped into the hallway, every breath shallow, every nerve quietly, achingly awake.
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Evan stood in the bedroom, the bag from the boutique still sitting unopened on the bed. The receipt tucked inside was labeled with only his first name, the handwriting looping and elegant. Dr. Blake had handed it to him after their session, her tone soft but insistent.

"This is your next assignment," she’d said, pressing it into his palm. "Let your body explore softness. Follow the impulse."

He hadn’t looked inside until now.

His heart beat faster as he opened the tissue paper. Inside were three carefully folded pieces: a blush-pink lace bralette, matching panties with sheer sides, and a pair of thigh-high stockings, delicate and glossy. Evan stared at them, frozen. It wasn’t just the taboo—it was how deliberate it all felt. As if someone had studied his shame and dressed it up in silk and lace.

He touched the bralette first. It was lighter than he imagined, soft as breath. Without overthinking it, he stripped off his shirt and pulled it over his head. The fabric caught slightly on his arms, then settled against his chest with an intimacy that startled him.

The panties came next. Sliding them up his thighs, he exhaled sharply at the feel—tight in the right places, too revealing in others. The stockings he saved for last, smoothing them up over his calves, feeling the rush of each pass. When he looked at himself in the mirror, he didn’t recognize the reflection.

He looked vulnerable. And—somehow—beautiful.

He stepped back, then turned, slowly. His breath caught in his throat as he felt his body respond—not with shame, but with arousal. Not the urgent, aggressive kind that had driven so many of his past urges. This was softer. Hungrier. Controlled.

He walked across the bedroom floor and caught himself moving differently. His hips swayed—not deliberately, but naturally, like his body was adjusting to the feel of what it wore. The lace clung and shifted with each step. And the more he surrendered to the sensation, the harder it was to stop.

At his dresser, he opened the top drawer. Luna’s makeup bag sat just where she left it. He hesitated, then slowly unzipped it. Lip tint, mascara, a shimmer of blush. He picked up a brush and ran his fingers over the bristles, then dabbed a touch of color onto his cheeks. Just to see.

The mascara wand trembled slightly as he lifted it to his lashes. It was clumsy, unfamiliar. But when he looked up—eyes darker, lashes longer—his breath caught. It wasn’t about becoming someone else. It was about seeing himself.

He sat down at the edge of the bed, legs crossed instinctively. The lace clung as he shifted, brushing against his cock like a secret. He smoothed a hand over his erection, feeling the way the fabric hugged him—how his body seemed to respond to being touched with care.

He closed his eyes. Let his fingers grip his cock through the panties.

When he touched himself, it wasn’t rushed. There was no frantic need, no shame-driven urgency. It was exploratory. Curious. As if he were mapping a new body, one shaped by sensation rather than force. Each stroke sent a fresh pulse through his thighs, his belly, the pit of his stomach.

He let out a quiet sound—half gasp, half moan—before he even realized he was breathing harder.

And then he imagined Luna.

Not how she looked when they used to tear at each other out of habit, all sharp angles and dominance. No. He imagined her still. Watching. Approving. Her smile curled, eyes heavy-lidded with something between curiosity and power. She leaned in close—not to grab, not to take—but to whisper. Something wicked. Something warm.

He shivered.

Her voice was velvet at his ear, telling him what a beautiful sight he made. Telling him how good he was being. Telling him not to stop.

His back arched. The lace slid slightly against the tip of his dick, drawing another moan.

He imagined her fingers guiding his wrist, slowing his pace. Making him feel each movement like an instruction—like worship. He imagined her lips brushing his temple just before the shudder overtook him.

The orgasm didn’t crash over him. It bloomed. Deep and full and slow, like something earned. He gasped as it hit, biting his lower lip, thighs trembling.

When it was over, he stayed still. Breathing. Flushed. Muscles loose, pulse steady. His hand still rested on his thigh, now sticky with the proof of how far he’d let himself go. But he didn’t feel ashamed.

He felt alive.

He walked back to the mirror. Smudged mascara. Cheeks flushed. A mess of femininity and release. He imagined Luna opening the door right now, catching him like this. And instead of hiding, he imagined lifting his chin.

Letting her see.

He ran a finger along the hem of the bralette and whispered aloud, just once: "Good boy."

It made him shiver.

Maybe this was the beginning of something he wasn’t supposed to understand yet. But that didn’t make it any less real. And fuck, he wanted more.
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Evan walked out of the bathroom, cheeks still faintly flushed from wiping off the last of his makeup. A thin line of eyeliner had clung stubbornly beneath one eye, and even now he wasn’t sure he’d gotten it all. He paused in the hallway, adjusting the collar of his shirt, trying to reorient himself.

Luna sat on the couch with her laptop open, her posture casual but her focus razor-sharp. She didn’t look up as he entered the room.

“Hey,” he offered, aiming for something light and neutral.

She didn’t respond. Her fingers kept tapping against the keys, the soft clack of them oddly loud in the quiet apartment.

He stood there for a moment, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. The warmth from his last session still clung to him like static, lingering beneath his clothes. The camisole under his button-down felt like a whispered secret—one that only grew louder in the silence between them.

“Rough day?” he asked, trying again, walking toward the kitchen.

“Not particularly,” she replied, her voice flat, cool.

He filled a glass with water, the hum of the faucet filling the silence. He could feel her watching him now. Not directly. Just a weight behind his back, pressing.

“You’re quiet,” he said over his shoulder.

“You’re secretive,” she replied, finally closing the laptop with a decisive click. When he turned, her eyes were on him—cool, unreadable, but unmistakably sharp. “You go to these sessions, come home like nothing happened. But I know something’s changing. I just don’t know what.”

Evan froze, glass in hand. His fingers tightened around the rim. Then he took a slow breath, feeling the fabric beneath his shirt shift subtly with the movement.

“Did you wear it today?” she asked. Her voice had dropped, soft but expectant.

He hesitated. “Yes,” he said at last. “Earlier. While you were out. I put it on again. The camisole. And… the other pieces Dr. Blake gave me.”

Luna’s eyebrow lifted, her tone still neutral. “Other pieces?”

He swallowed. “Panties. Stockings. From the same boutique. She gave them to me as part of the assignment. I didn’t tell you before. I wasn’t sure how you’d react.”

Her lips curved faintly—not a smile, exactly. Something more reserved. Measured. “Good.”

He looked down, suddenly self-conscious, the air between them heavy with implication.

“It felt… different,” he admitted. “All day.”

“That’s the point,” she said simply, as if there were nothing more to discuss.

But something shifted in her body language. Her posture softened—not with affection, but with interest. A keen, calculated kind of curiosity.

“Really,” she said, not quite a question.

Evan nodded again, slower this time.

She rose from the couch and crossed the room toward him, her movements fluid and deliberate. She stopped in front of him, close enough that he could feel the warmth of her body, and reached up to brush her fingertips along the collar of his shirt.

“That’s why you’ve been different today,” she murmured. “Softer. Quieter.”

He nodded once more.

Luna studied his face, then tilted her head slightly. “Maybe you’re finally changing.”

She leaned in and let her lips graze the edge of his cheek—not a kiss, not even quite affectionate. More like a mark. A subtle claim.

“I want to see it next time,” she whispered. “No more hiding. Before every session, you show me what you’re wearing.”

His breath caught. “Okay,” he said.

She stepped back, letting her eyes trail deliberately down his frame. “And maybe,” she added, her voice dropping an octave, “if I approve, I’ll help you take it off.”

Heat climbed his throat and settled in his chest. The idea shouldn’t have thrilled him the way it did.

She moved closer again, her gaze intense. “You want that, don’t you? To show me? To have me decide if you’ve been a good boy?”

He swallowed, his throat dry, and nodded—this time slower, more certain.

“Use your words,” she said, voice like velvet over glass.

“Yes,” he said, his voice rough with restraint. “I want that.”

Her hand lifted and pressed lightly against his chest. The camisole beneath his shirt was barely perceptible, but she felt it anyway. Her eyes stayed on his as her fingers trailed down, pausing just above his waistband.

“Are you wearing them now?” she asked softly.

He hesitated, then nodded.

Luna’s lips curved slightly, eyes darkening. She moved her fingers to the button of his jeans, her motions unhurried, confident. “Show me,” she said, already unfastening them.

He didn’t stop her.

When she tugged the fabric open and saw the lace panties hugging his hips, she let out a soft, almost approving sound—half sigh, half hum.

“Much better,” she murmured, more to herself than to him.

She traced the waistband lightly, not saying anything for a long moment. Then, without warning, she stepped back, picked up her laptop from the couch, and walked toward the bedroom.

“Next time,” she called over her shoulder, “you’ll wear something prettier. And you’ll ask me before you choose.”

Evan stood there, shirt open, jeans unbuttoned, the air cool against his flushed skin. But the heat from her words lingered—fierce, undeniable.

Something fluttered inside him. Obedient. Eager.

And already wondering what she’d ask for next.
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Evan stepped into Dr. Blake’s office and closed the door behind him, trying not to feel too aware of the way the lace hugged his hips beneath his jeans. Or the way his camisole’s straps kissed his shoulders under the oversized sweater Luna had chosen for him that morning.

Dr. Blake stood near the mirror this time, her long fingers adjusting something on the wall—a soft, warm light that made the space glow like candlelight. She turned toward him and smiled.

“You’re early again,” she said, voice like silk.

“I didn’t want to be late,” Evan replied, his throat dry.

She gestured to the chair, but he didn’t sit. She didn’t ask him to. Instead, she walked toward him with quiet purpose, taking in the way he held himself—his hands close to his sides, posture careful.

“You’ve softened,” she observed, brushing an invisible speck off his shoulder. “But there’s something still locked in here.” She touched his sternum, gently. “Something clinging.”

He didn’t know what to say.

She took a slow breath, then stepped aside, motioning to the full-length mirror behind her. “Take off your sweater.”

His breath hitched. He obeyed.

The camisole was cream today, sheer with delicate lace trimming that clung to his skin like it belonged there. As he adjusted the strap, his eyes caught something in the mirror—a curve, a subtle swell beneath the fabric that hadn’t been there before.

He blinked.

His chest wasn’t flat anymore. Not in a dramatic, unmistakable way—but enough that the lace no longer lay flush. It hugged a new softness, a suggestion of fullness just beneath his skin. He ran a hand lightly over it, fingertips grazing where firm muscle had once dominated. Now it felt... different. Tender. Responsive.

Not padded. Not stuffed. But not entirely male either.

His breath caught.

Had it always been like this? Had the fabric simply made him aware of it—or had something inside him begun to shift?

He swallowed, unsure whether it scared him or thrilled him more.

“Do you see the way your body responds when you’re given permission to explore?” she asked softly, moving behind him. “You’ve always been seeking something... but roughness didn’t bring you there. Control didn’t, either.”

She leaned in, her breath warm against the curve of his neck. Her voice, smooth as velvet, barely disturbed the air between them.

“I want to give you something to hold on to,” she murmured. “Something to help you step further into this.”

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “Okay.”

Their eyes met in the mirror—his full of tension and confusion, hers calm and unwavering. She didn’t blink.

“Ella.”

His brows furrowed.

“That’s the name I want you to try,” she said. “Not as a game. Not as a costume. Try it on like it belongs to you. Let it wrap around you. Let it sink in.”

He blinked. “Ella?”

“Yes,” she said, her voice low, but firm. “Say it. Out loud.”

He hesitated, the name caught in the space between his lips and lungs. Then, barely audible, “Ella.”

“Again.”

“Ella.”

Her hand slid lightly to rest on his hip, her fingers cool through the thin layer of fabric. “Say it like it belongs to you.”

He drew a shaky breath. “I’m... Ella.”

“Again.”

“I’m Ella.”

She stepped around him slowly, circling like an artist studying her subject, then came to a stop just in front of the mirror again.

“Louder.”

He looked at himself—at the way his posture had changed, at the soft way the camisole clung to his frame, at the pink flush climbing his throat.

“I’m Ella,” he said, more confidently now.

The name felt strange in his mouth. Strange, but also—right. It carried a weight he hadn’t expected. A strange intimacy. A power he didn’t understand but couldn’t resist.

Dr. Blake’s eyes drifted lower, observing without judgment.

“Do you feel that?” she asked softly.

He nodded. His breath was coming faster now. The lace panties clung tighter, the swell of arousal unmistakable against the delicate fabric.

“Say it again.”

“I’m Ella.”

Her gaze remained steady. “Again. But this time, with need.”

“I’m Ella,” he whispered. “I’m Ella. I’m Ella...”

Each repetition came with less hesitation and more heat, the sound of it dragging something deeper out of him. His voice dropped, thicker with each breath, trembling with something that lived between hunger and surrender.

Dr. Blake stepped closer. Her fingers grazed the hem of the camisole, barely touching, but enough to make him shiver.

“That ache you feel,” she said, voice velvet and steel, “that confusion—that’s your body trying to catch up to the truth your mind has spent years denying.”

He moaned under his breath, eyes fluttering shut. “I’m Ella...”

“Again.”

“I’m Ella... I’m Ella...”

The name wasn’t just a word anymore. It pulsed through him, matching the beat of his heart, the tightening in his thighs, the raw vulnerability beneath his skin. His legs shook beneath him. His breath was unsteady, and he was hard—aching—against the lace.

But still, she didn’t touch him.

She simply watched. Observed. Measured the way he trembled, the way he clung to that name like it might hold him together.

“You’re beautiful,” she said, her tone soft, clinical, unwavering. “And you’ve never been more honest than you are right now.”

His eyes closed tighter. His hands curled into fists at his sides. He was coming undone, silently and fully, under her gaze.

And she let him.

“Before next time,” she said at last, her voice slipping back into its composed, instructional cadence, “I want you smooth. Everywhere. Ella doesn’t wear lace over stubble.”

The words settled into him like warm water poured over a shiver. He nodded, still shaking, still breathless, but already committed.

Still whispering it under his breath.

Ella.
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Evan let himself into the apartment quietly, heart still racing from his latest session. His skin was flushed, nerves singing beneath the lacy bralette Dr. Blake had insisted he wear. Not just soft—delicate. Pale pink, with a satin bow between the cups. It hugged his chest in a way that made him feel... seen.

He toed off his shoes and moved carefully through the living room. The apartment was dim, the only light coming from a lamp in the corner. Luna was on the couch, legs tucked under her, scrolling her phone. She looked up when he entered, eyes sharp, assessing.

She didn’t smile. Not yet.

“Let me see,” Luna said, her voice quiet but threaded with expectation.

Evan hesitated, unsure whether she meant his face, his thoughts, or the truth he hadn’t yet said aloud. “See what?”

She tilted her head slightly, dark eyes focused and steady. “What she taught you.”

He swallowed. His hands, trembling just slightly, moved to the buttons of his shirt. One by one, he undid them, the silence thickening with every small click. When the fabric parted, it revealed the soft pink lace beneath—the bralette Dr. Blake had chosen for him. He stood there, exposed but composed, breathing carefully, deliberately.

Luna’s gaze traveled over him, unhurried. Assessing. Claiming. “That’s new.”

“She gave it to me today,” he said, voice low. “Dr. Blake. She said I was ready.”

Her brow lifted, intrigued. “Ready for what?”

He shifted his weight, fingers brushing the hem of the lace as if to anchor himself. “For... a name.”

That made Luna pause. She set her phone down on the side table with a soft click and leaned forward slightly, her focus now solely on him. “What name?”

His mouth went dry. He had rehearsed this. Whispered it in the mirror. But now, in front of her, it felt heavier—more real.

“Ella,” he said, just above a whisper.

A beat passed.

Then Luna smiled. It wasn’t mocking. It was approval—cool, quiet, and laced with something deeper. Possessiveness. Ownership.

“Say it again.”

“I’m Ella.”

“Louder.”

“I’m Ella,” he said, his voice firmer, steadier. The name didn’t catch this time. It landed.

Luna rose from the couch and crossed the room with slow, measured steps. She circled him once, her fingers grazing the delicate edge of the bralette, then trailing down the line of his arm. Her touch was light, almost absent—but every brush sent heat licking beneath his skin.

“Kneel,” she said softly.

He sank to his knees, the motion automatic, reverent. His head bowed, shoulders slightly curled inward. Not from fear—but from submission.

She stepped in front of him, close enough for her perfume to wrap around him—faint citrus, something floral beneath it, and clean linen. One hand curled into his hair, tugging just enough to lift his chin.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

The words cracked something open inside him. He shivered. It wasn’t the phrase itself—it was the way she said it. Not as if she were trying it out. As if she’d known it all along.

“Now,” she said, tilting her head. “Speak in your Ella voice. Tell me what you want.”

He hesitated. His throat tightened. Every instinct warred inside him—masculine pride, fragile shame, unspoken longing.

Her fingers tightened slightly in his hair. “Say it.”

“I want...” His voice trembled. “I want to be soft. I want to please you.”

Her smile curved like a secret. “What else?”

“I want you to touch me.”

Her hand slid down, fingers brushing his cheek, then lower. Over the lace stretched across his chest, across the swell of his ribs, until her fingers dipped beneath the waistband of his slacks. She didn’t rush. She eased her hand past the waistband of the panties—lace that now felt like a second skin—and found him.

He gasped.

“You’re already hard,” she murmured, amused. “Of course you are.”

Her fingers curled just enough to make his hips twitch. The friction was maddeningly light. Controlled.

He moaned softly. “Please...”

“Good girls ask nicely.”

He swallowed, barely able to hold still. “Please, Luna. Please don’t stop.”

She leaned in, lips grazing the shell of his ear. “But good girls wait.”

And just like that, her hand slipped away.

The sudden absence left him breathless. Trembling. The air around him felt colder, emptier. His thighs tensed. His body screamed for release, but she’d already stepped back.

“Please—” he whispered.

“Shhh,” she said gently. “You’ll wait. You’ll learn.”

She stood above him, a silhouette of power and grace. He knelt at her feet—shirt unbuttoned, lace bralette rising with each breath, desire radiating off him like heat. There was no shame. Only longing.

“I think Ella’s coming along beautifully,” she said, her voice almost clinical. As if assessing progress.

And then, without another word, she turned and walked away.

Evan—Ella—remained where he was, panting, flushed, aching in more ways than one. But deeper than the desire was something else.

The recognition.

He wanted to be seen. To be guided. To be hers.

And as the burn of want lingered in his body, he knew he already was.
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Evan stood just inside the office, palms damp, nerves alive under the thin cotton of his blouse. The bralette beneath wasn’t just lingerie anymore—it felt like armor. Identity. He didn’t correct Dr. Blake when she gestured him in with a single word.

“Ella.”

He crossed the room slowly, legs brushing as he walked—still not used to the sensation of hairless skin under soft fabric, the way the lace kissed the new swell of his hips. Something was happening to his body. He could feel it. Every morning, his reflection grew more foreign. Every night, his fantasies felt less like escapes and more like glimpses of something inevitable.

Dr. Blake sat beside the vanity, a sleek case of makeup open before her like a box of tools. She motioned for him to sit. He did.

“Have you played with makeup yet?” she asked, brushing a strand of hair behind his ear. “Have you been curious about it?”

Evan flushed. “I tried once. Alone.”

She smiled softly. “But now, you’re going to see what an expert hand can create.”

She began with primer, fingers cool and smooth as they glided over his cheeks. Then foundation, blurring what little stubble still tried to rise. He noticed his hair wasn’t growing as quickly as it used to and wondered why. This was just supposed to be therapy, but it felt like something bigger.

Blush bloomed across his cheekbones. Mascara darkened lashes until his eyes looked wide and doll-like. A soft coral gloss finished the look, slick and shiny. When she stepped back, Evan barely recognized himself.

“You’re beautiful,” Dr. Blake said.

He didn’t respond. He couldn’t. His mouth was dry, his breath uneven. The words didn’t feel like praise—they felt like truth. Inevitable and heavy.

Her eyes drifted lower, slow and clinical. “Undress, please.”

His breath caught.

She hadn’t said it seductively. Her tone was neutral, firm, professional. A command, not a tease. But somehow, that made it worse. Or better. He wasn’t sure anymore.

He rose slowly from the chaise and began unbuttoning the pale blue blouse he’d worn—soft fabric that still carried her scent from when she’d adjusted it earlier. His fingers fumbled slightly, nerves twisting through his stomach, but he didn’t stop. He let the fabric fall from his shoulders and down his arms. Beneath it, the pale bralette hugged his chest like a whispered secret.

She didn’t look away.

Her gaze dropped lower. “Everything,” she said.

The bralette. The skirt. The lace-trimmed panties. One by one, he peeled them off and folded them with care, placing them neatly on the bench by the wall as he’d been taught. When he stood upright again, he was naked. Completely exposed. Skin flushed, chest rising and falling in quick, uneven breaths.

But what startled him wasn’t just the vulnerability—it was the unfamiliar reflection caught in the mirror’s edge. His body. Changed.

His chest wasn’t flat. Not anymore. There was a distinct curve now, a real swell beneath his nipples. His waist dipped in tighter than before, his thighs fuller, softer. His skin had a glow he didn’t remember having. It wasn’t just posture or polish—it was his shape. His body had begun to shift.

“What’s happening to me?” he whispered, eyes wide, hands hovering near his sides as if afraid to touch himself.

Dr. Blake stepped closer, her heels silent against the plush rug. She placed a hand on his hip, thumb resting just above the bone with practiced intimacy. “You’re becoming who you were always meant to be.”

“But I haven’t—” His voice cracked. “There haven’t been any hormones. No medications. No surgeries. Just... you.”

She didn’t answer with logic. She didn’t need to.

Instead, she opened a drawer behind her and retrieved a folded bundle of bright pink lace. A bra. Matching panties. “Put these on.”

His fingers trembled as he took the garments. He stepped into the panties first. They clung tighter than the last pair—tailored for curves he wasn’t supposed to have. The lace cupped his growing arousal, pressing against him, not to shame or hide, but to reshape. To contain. To reframe.

The bra followed. He fastened it with shaky hands. The cups cradled the soft swell of his chest, firm enough to press inward. It felt real. It felt right.

Then she handed him a dress.

It was black. Sleek. Form-fitting. The neckline dipped low between his breasts like an invitation whispered against bare skin.

He stepped into it without question, lifting his arms as she zipped him up. The fabric hugged him with gentle pressure, smoothing his silhouette. The hem landed mid-thigh, skimming the tops of his stockings. When she handed him the heels, he stepped into them silently. No protest. No delay.

“Look,” she said.

She led him to the mirror.

And he saw her.

Not Evan.

Ella.

Fuller lips. Doe-like eyes rimmed with subtle shadow. Cheeks that curved with softness he didn’t remember having. His body—his posture—was different. Feminine. Confident. Unsettling.

The lace still pressed against his arousal beneath the tight fabric. The tension pulsed there, confused and insistent.

“I look...” He swallowed. “I don’t even—”

“Like a girl,” she said simply. “Exactly as you should.”

She stepped in behind him, her voice lower now, more intimate. A purr wrapped in velvet.

“Let’s end today with a cue.”

“A cue?” he asked, confused.

“Just listen. Let your body respond.”

He nodded.

“Now, Ella—stand tall. Legs together. Shoulders soft.”

And he did.

No hesitation. No inner argument. Just obedience. It wasn’t weakness—it was peace.

“Good girl,” she said.

The phrase wrapped around him like silk, making him shiver from scalp to heel. It echoed inside his chest, fluttering somewhere low in his belly. His voice, when it emerged, sounded different—lighter. Breathier.

“What was that?” he whispered, startled. “My voice—it sounds...”

She smiled, stepping close enough to brush a fingertip along his lower lip, correcting a smudge of gloss with gentle precision.

“Conditioning is most effective,” she said calmly, “when the subject doesn’t realize it’s happening.”

Heat crawled up his spine. He blinked once, then again. The room felt too quiet, too still, like it was holding its breath for him to finally understand.

“But don’t worry,” Dr. Blake added as she turned away, her tone sliding effortlessly back into clinical coolness. “Dolls don’t need to think.”

She paused at the edge of the room, casting him one last glance.

“They just need to be pretty.”

Ella stood there, spine straight, lips parted, breath caught in her throat. Her reflection stared back. Shaken. Aroused. Transformed.

And still—aching to obey.
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The apartment was dim when Evan returned, the hallway bathed in the soft golden haze of early evening. The black dress clung to his hips beneath his coat, a second skin that shifted with every step. The heels—still foreign, still unsteady—clicked softly against the hardwood floor, each sound a subtle reminder of how much had changed. How much he had changed.

He kicked the door shut behind him with the edge of his foot, heart fluttering from the aftershocks of the session. His skin still buzzed with sensation—the silk of the panties grazing the swell of his thighs, the delicate pressure of the bra cradling the weight of his subtly swollen chest. Even that—the weight—was new. Strange. Strangely arousing.

He swallowed hard. The bounce of his breasts when he moved, however slight, made his inner thighs press instinctively together.

“Luna?” he called softly, uncertain.

No response. Only her voice.

Low. Distracted. Muffled by distance—but familiar.

He froze.

She wasn’t speaking. It was a voicemail. Playing aloud from the bedroom.

Curious and uneasy, he padded down the hallway, careful not to let his heels give him away. The bedroom door was cracked just enough for the sound to spill out.

She hadn’t noticed him.

And then he heard her.

Dr. Blake.

Her voice, smooth as ever, flowed through the air with the same clinical calm that had guided his breathwork and stripped him bare.

“He’s nearly ready,” she said. “He doesn’t suspect a thing. His posture is improving, and the emotional markers are right on track. You were right—he just needed the right encouragement. The physical changes are accelerating. He’s responding even faster than expected.”

The world seemed to tilt.

Evan’s breath caught. A sick heat flushed his face.

“We’ll start phase two soon,” the voice continued. “But I have to say... you were right to get him in early. He’s showing real promise.”

The message ended with a soft electronic click.

And still, he stood frozen. The hallway felt too warm. His coat too tight. The lace beneath his dress too intimate. The words echoed inside him: ready, encouragement, phase two.

Luna stepped into view a moment later, phone still in hand.

She stopped cold when she saw him.

His eyes were wide, lips parted, breath shallow. The color had drained from his face, though a confused flush still bloomed high across his cheeks.

“You planned this,” he said, the words barely a whisper. “From the beginning.”

She didn’t flinch. She didn’t look away. She simply raised one brow and offered a quiet, satisfied smile.

“You needed to change,” she said softly. “To be softened. Feminized.”

He stumbled back a step, her words landing with more weight than he could carry. “Even the... my chest? My hips? That wasn’t just in my head?”

Luna’s eyes gleamed in the low light. “From the first time you called me a whore in bed,” she said. “When you grabbed me like you owned me. When I saw in your eyes the need to conquer, not care. That’s when I knew.”

His throat worked hard around the knot forming there. “So this was punishment?”

“No,” she said. “This was mercy. It’s transformation. It’s truth.”

His fists clenched at his sides, but it was his body—not his anger—that betrayed him. That slow, insistent ache returned. The strain beneath the lace. The low pulse of desire coiled tight in his belly.

“You manipulated me,” he said, his voice breaking—raw and rough and painfully honest.

“And you loved it,” Luna said, stepping closer. “You begged to wear my panties. You came home flushed and glowing. You breathe differently now. You walk differently.”

He shook his head, but she wasn’t finished.

“You’re softer,” she continued. “And you don’t even realize how pretty you’ve become.”

His breath hitched. Shame and arousal warred beneath his skin.

“I didn’t ask for this,” he murmured.

“You didn’t have to.” Her voice dropped, velvet-soft. “But now? Now you’ve got a cute pair of tits and you moan when I brush your cheek.”

She stepped closer still.

“And look at you—standing there in that tight black dress, in heels, in lace—trembling because you finally figured out what’s been happening.”

His knees weakened.

The humiliation was thick, clinging. But beneath it was something else—something darker, deeper.

A need.

His nipples stiffened beneath the bra. His thighs squeezed closer. He didn’t trust his voice. He didn’t trust his body.

Luna reached out and traced one fingertip down his cheek slowly.

“You want to be mad,” she said softly. “But what you really want is to belong. To someone who sees you. Who knows exactly what you need, even when you don’t.”

Her lips brushed his ear, and she whispered, “Ella.”

“You broke me,” he murmured, voice barely audible, as if speaking any louder might make the truth collapse around him.

Luna tilted her head, eyes gleaming with something that wasn’t quite cruelty—but wasn’t softness, either. It was certainty. Control.

“I refined you,” she said, her tone smooth and unwavering.

His breath caught in his throat.

The air between them thickened—humid with tension, tinged with that dangerous mix of shame and longing. His heart thudded in his chest, each beat echoing through the lace that clung to his chest, hugging the softness that hadn’t been there weeks ago.

“Say it,” she whispered, stepping closer. Her voice was low, intimate, insistent. “Tell me who you’ve become.”

He hesitated. His chest rose and fell in uneven waves. There was a trembling in his hands he couldn’t hide. A war inside him he was losing beautifully.

She leaned in, her mouth brushing the shell of his ear. “Say it,” she repeated, her tone sharper now. Not angry—but commanding. Authoritative.

His lips parted. “I’m...” He swallowed hard. His eyes fluttered shut. “I’m Ella.”

She smiled—slow, satisfied, possessive. Her hand slid over the curve of his hip, down the smooth slope where his waist had begun to taper. Her fingers moved, tracing the delicate fabric, slipping just beneath the band of the bra as if she owned the skin beneath it.

“Good girl,” she murmured. The words were a kiss and a collar.

Then she pulled back, her hand lingering for one final, featherlight stroke before she turned.

“I’ll be going with you to therapy next time,” she added casually, as though she hadn’t just unraveled him in four syllables.

And with that, she walked away—hips swaying, the motion hypnotic. She didn’t look back.
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Evan stood nervously in Dr. Blake’s private office, arms at his sides, chin lowered. The frilly pink dress he wore shimmered faintly in the soft lighting, delicate lace trimming fluttering just above his bare knees. White satin panties clung underneath, hugging his backside like a whispered secret. Matching garters kept his thighs snug, the stockings sheer enough to make his skin look like porcelain.

He didn’t speak—not that he could. Not with Luna circling him like a predator savoring her prize, and Dr. Blake watching from her chair with an amused little smile, legs elegantly crossed beneath a silk skirt.

“Look at her,” Luna purred, her voice like velvet soaked in honey. “Isn’t she perfect?”

Dr. Blake rose with grace, the sharp click of her heels echoing across the tiled floor like punctuation. She approached slowly, her gaze sweeping over the figure in front of her, predatory and appraising. When she reached him, she tilted Evan’s chin upward with two fingers, forcing his eyes to meet hers.

“She’s coming along beautifully,” the doctor murmured, her tone clinical yet dripping with admiration. “Soft. Obedient. Curves in all the right places.”

A warm flush crept across Evan’s cheeks, spreading down his neck in visible waves of embarrassment—or was it anticipation? He didn’t speak. Didn’t flinch. He simply held still beneath her scrutiny.

Luna circled behind him with practiced ease, her presence a slow, intimate burn. She let her hand glide down the delicate curve of his spine, pausing just above the small of his back. Her palm lingered.

“Now, sweet girl,” she cooed, her voice saccharine with an edge of command, “it’s time to make a choice.”

Evan’s lips parted slightly. His breath was shallow, each inhale trembling at the edge of decision.

“You can walk out of here as Evan,” Dr. Blake said softly, her voice now low, persuasive, “or you can kneel as Ella… and belong to us.”

The room fell utterly still. Even the air seemed to hush around them.

Evan stared forward, motionless—his lashes fluttering like he was struggling to hold onto the last threads of resistance. Then, slowly, he let go. He dropped to his knees, the rustle of his frilly pink dress the only sound in the room.

“Oh,” Luna whispered, her voice a breath of pleasure. “There she is.”

“Ella,” Dr. Blake echoed, almost reverently, like she was trying the name on for size—and finding it a perfect fit. “How fitting.”

But Luna wasn’t finished.

“Hands on the floor, princess,” she ordered, the word laced with sweet condescension.

He hesitated, a visible flicker of doubt still clinging to him, but only for a moment. Then, with measured submission, he lowered himself further, pressing his palms flat to the cool tile. The hem of his dress flared up slightly, revealing more than it concealed—his pale, trembling thighs and the curve of his ass framed by taut white satin, stretched almost indecently over his skin.

“Good girl,” Luna praised, her voice indulgent as she reached for a small bottle of lube resting on Dr. Blake’s desk. She unscrewed the cap, then looked to the doctor, who handed her a thick, glossy pink dildo with a knowing smile.

Evan caught a glimpse of it from the corner of his eye and whimpered softly. His body shivered, thighs tightening, breath catching in his throat.

Luna crouched behind him, her presence enveloping him in heat and control. “Shhh,” she murmured, brushing the backs of her fingers along his inner thigh. “Be still for me, baby.”

With a practiced motion, she hiked up the dress, exposing him fully. Her fingers moved with intention, pulling the delicate panties aside and letting the cool air graze his bare skin. The satin bit into the soft creases of his hips, a gentle pressure that grounded him in his vulnerability.

Dr. Blake stood a few feet away, her arms crossed but her eyes locked on the scene unfolding. Her fingers absently traced the inside of her thigh, just above the hem of her skirt, her expression unreadable—but undeniably aroused.

Evan jolted as the first touch of lube met his skin. The chill made him gasp, his back arching involuntarily. Luna took her time, coating the toy in a slow, glistening layer, then pressing the cool slickness gently against him. She circled his entrance with teasing precision, letting anticipation build like a tremor under the skin.

“Relax,” she whispered. “You want to be a good girl for us, don’t you?”

He nodded, the motion jerky and helpless. His cheeks were aflame, and his fingers dug into the tile, desperate for something to hold onto.

Luna didn’t wait.

With one firm, unyielding push, she began to press the toy inside him. Evan cried out—a ragged, desperate moan torn straight from the back of his throat. His hips jerked reflexively, but Luna steadied him with both hands, her grip confident, unrelenting.

“Breathe,” she whispered, easing the toy deeper. “You’re doing so well, sweetheart.”

Dr. Blake rose from her seat, every inch a woman in control. With a practiced flick of her wrist, she slid off her blazer and draped it across the back of the chair. Then, without hesitation, she reached for the hem of her skirt, bunching it up over her hips to reveal smooth, bare skin—and nothing beneath.

Evan turned his head, catching a glimpse of her exposed flesh. His breath hitched at the sight. She wasn’t wearing a thing under that tailored skirt.

“You’re doing so well,” Dr. Blake murmured, her voice low and velvety, thick with restrained desire. “Now I want you to thank me properly. Show me just how much you appreciate everything I’ve done for you.”

Behind him, Luna maintained her slow, torturous rhythm. The dildo moved in and out with steady control, each thrust angled with purpose, pressing deeper, coaxing more from him than he knew he could give. Evan’s hips rocked backward instinctively, seeking out the pressure, greedily chasing the next pulse of sensation.

Dr. Blake sank gracefully to her knees on the plush carpet in front of him. She reached forward, fingers firm as they gripped his chin, guiding his flushed face between her open thighs. Her scent met him first—ripe, musky, impossibly aroused. Then came the warmth, soft and humid against his lips.

“You know what to do, Ella,” she said, her tone leaving no room for hesitation. One hand fisted in his hair, her nails a sharp reminder of who held the reins. “Tongue out.”

He obeyed, dazed and desperate to please.

As Luna pushed the toy deeper into him, slow and unrelenting, Dr. Blake pressed herself against his mouth. His lips found her slick folds, and he moaned instinctively, the sound swallowed by her body. The vibration only made her grip tighten, her thighs flexing on either side of his cheeks.

Luna let out a dark laugh behind him, amused and aroused. “Now that’s a picture,” she purred. “Our sweet little sissy, stuffed and serving at both ends.”

Dr. Blake began to roll her hips against his mouth, her rhythm controlled and commanding. Every tug of his hair guided him deeper into her, setting a pace he scrambled to follow. He licked with urgency, tongue flicking and sucking, drowning in the taste of her. His breath came in ragged gasps between each stroke, but he never stopped. Couldn’t stop.

Luna’s thrusts grew more focused, each one brushing that secret spot inside him that made his thighs quiver and his cock pulse helplessly inside the confines of his delicate panties. The lace felt tighter now, soaked through and clinging to him, the humiliation only adding fuel to his fire.

“Good girls get rewarded,” Luna whispered, bending down until her lips hovered just above his ear. Her breath was hot against his skin. “And you’ve been very, very good.”

She punctuated the praise with a sharp bite to the back of his neck, and he cried out into Dr. Blake’s heat, a moan thick with surrender.

He was lost in the moment. Every nerve ending was alive, overloaded. His tongue worked between her folds while his body trembled from Luna’s relentless touch. Pleasure coursed through him in waves, drowning out thought, shame, even memory.

Dr. Blake let out a low, feral moan as she came, her thighs quaking against his cheeks. Her fingers tightened in his hair one last time, holding him there as her release shuddered through her.

And then—Ella came too.

It wasn’t just the heat of the toy or the ache of fullness—it was everything. The rhythm. The praise. The way Dr. Blake’s body clenched around his tongue. The way Luna’s voice wrapped around him like silk and command. He came hard, spilling into his panties with a muffled cry. The wetness bloomed instantly between his legs, soaked and sticky and unashamed.

Luna groaned, her own climax building in sync with theirs, her movements faster, deeper. She didn’t stop until she felt every tremor ripple through him, until both women were satisfied and Ella was shivering, limp, and undone.

Only then did she ease the toy from his body, slow and careful, savoring every inch of the withdrawal.

“There,” she said softly, a note of satisfaction curling around her words. “Now we’ve completely broken you in.”

Ella was no longer just a name, a role, or a mask. She was breathing now. Fully formed. Real.

And Evan knew with startling clarity—she wasn’t going away.

He didn’t want her to.
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Ella moved gracefully through the office—heels whispering against polished concrete, her pencil skirt hugging every soft curve of her hips. A pale pink blouse clung delicately to her chest, the fabric thin enough to tease the lace of her bra beneath. Her long lashes fluttered when she looked up from her clipboard, lips parted in that habitual, submissive half-smile she wore like second skin.

She lived to serve now. To anticipate Carina’s needs. To impress her with quiet competence and polished obedience. Every morning, Ella arrived early, ensuring Carina’s desk was immaculately arranged—coffee steaming just the way she liked, tablet charged, blinds adjusted to let in only the softest light. And every evening, Ella stayed behind, organizing papers, restocking supplies, waiting for praise she’d earned with a wag of her tail.

Not that Carina said much. She didn’t have to. A glance from her dark eyes, a faint raise of her brow, was enough to send Ella’s heart into a flutter of panic and arousal.

“Ella,” Carina murmured one morning, her voice cool and measured. “Run down and fetch the new client contracts. Folder should be on my secondary desk.”

“Yes, Miss Carina.” Ella dipped her head and turned immediately, her blush blooming as she caught her reflection in the elevator glass. She looked like she belonged there—hair done up in soft waves, heels just tall enough to remind her to keep her steps small, dainty, feminine. She used to be someone else. Someone stiff, uncertain. But she’d been shaped, softened, silkened.

Luna saw to that.

Luna visited frequently, under the guise of “check-ins.” She’d breeze through the office lobby with that confident stride, dark lipstick flawless, sunglasses perched high in her hair. Dr. Blake never asked questions when Luna arrived. She simply stepped back, giving the other woman the space she needed.

Because everyone knew: Ella belonged to them both now.

Sometimes, the office door stayed open when Luna came. Sometimes, Ella was called inside with a simple snap of fingers and the command: “Close the blinds. But leave the door cracked.”

Her hands would tremble a little, but her thighs trembled more.

She loved those days.

Luna would sit back in Carina’s chair, legs crossed, voice low and syrup-slick. “How have you been behaving, little thing?”

Ella would kneel. Always.

“I’ve been good,” she’d whisper, lashes lowered.

“Show me,” Luna would say.

And Ella would obey.

On those afternoons, her panties would be tugged down to her knees, her dress bunched around her waist, bare ass raised just enough to tempt. Luna always had something in her purse—a favorite toy, a little bottle of lube. Just enough to remind Ella that her submission wasn’t some fleeting performance.

It was her identity now.

She belonged on her knees.

She belonged to them.

And she needed everyone outside that office to hear the faint sounds—the soft, breathless moans, the gentle slap of skin against skin, the way she sometimes whimpered “Thank you” with her face pressed against the floor and her whole body quivering.

She never asked them to close the door.

She wanted the reminder.

By the time she returned to her desk, cheeks flushed and steps just slightly unsteady, the interns averted their eyes. The assistants blushed behind their keyboards. No one said a word. But they all knew.

Ella didn’t mind.

She smoothed her skirt back over her thighs, touched up her lip gloss, and resumed typing up Carina’s emails with perfect posture and an obedient little smile.

Because she was proud of who she’d become.

A polished, pliant, pretty little thing.

A sissy, through and through.

And finally… home.
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