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Chapter One




Sebastian York stood at the glass wall of the twelfth-floor conference room, staring out at a row of wind turbines like they personally offended him. The building was new, too new—smelled like engineered wood and curated vibes. Someone had piped lemon verbena through the vents. Sebastian hated lemon verbena.

Behind him, the room hummed with soft jazz, some kind of lo-fi playlist playing off a tablet resting next to a stack of employee wellness brochures. The conference table was white acrylic. The chairs were chrome and cream leather, annoyingly comfortable. Everything felt like it had been selected by a lifestyle blogger with a Pinterest addiction.

He tapped his heel twice. Black Oxfords. Perfectly shined. The suit? Midnight navy, custom tailored in Milan. Tie? Subtle navy pin-dot silk, the exact shade of his eyes. Hair? Tight part, surgical fade, not a strand out of place. He looked like he belonged on a trading floor, not in this estrogen-scented, influencer-core company that had somehow wriggled its way into a $14.8 million investment from Vevo Ventures.

That’s why he was here. To fix it. Or more likely, gut it and flip the bones for a quick return.

The door creaked open behind him.

“I was wondering how long you'd make me wait before the intimidation bit wore off.”

Sebastian didn’t turn right away. He knew who it was. That voice—casual, playful, soaked in mockery—matched the photo on the dossier. Chase Holloway, founder and CEO of PermaPretty Inc., former makeup vlogger turned biotech entrepreneur. Twenty-nine. Genderfluid. Known for his early viral skincare reviews, a scandal involving a polycule, and a shocking rebranding as a “body-hacking pioneer.” He had a reputation for being brilliant, untouchable, and utterly allergic to hierarchy.

Sebastian turned slowly.

Chase stood barefoot on the faux-marble floor, holding a smoothie in one hand and a tiny dog in the other. He wore tailored champagne-colored trousers that clung to his hips, no shirt, just a long, sheer cardigan that looked like it had been stolen from a resort catalogue. His chest was smooth, his collarbones elegant, and his nails were painted lilac with holographic stars.

Sebastian’s expression didn’t flinch.

“You’re late,” he said.

“You’re early,” Chase replied, stepping into the room with a grin. “Tells me everything I need to know about you.”

Sebastian eyed him, gaze traveling from the dog to the cardigan to the single silver ring dangling from his left earlobe. “We were scheduled for nine.”

“Time’s a construct, babe. Have a seat.”

Chase glided past him like gravity didn’t apply, settling into one of the chairs with his legs crossed and the smoothie balanced in his lap. The dog, some rat-sized designer creature with more attitude than fur, climbed up and curled into the crook of his elbow.

Sebastian sat across from him without adjusting his suit. The tension in his shoulders never left.

“I’m Sebastian York. Consultant for Vevo Ventures. They brought me in to assess your quarterly trajectory, sustainability, and leadership efficacy.”

Chase sipped his smoothie, watching him over the rim.

“So the guy with the machete.”

Sebastian opened his briefcase. “The guy with the spreadsheet. You’re bleeding cash, your R&D burn rate is obscene, and your latest prototype launch underperformed expectations.”

Chase set the smoothie down.

“And yet,” he said, “our engagement metrics are the highest they’ve ever been. Customer retention’s up thirty percent since we added the serum protocol, and our pilot demographic is showing an emotional affinity index of 4.8.”

“That’s not a real metric.”

“It is now.”

Sebastian’s mouth twitched, the faintest shift toward a sneer. “This isn’t a social experiment. You’re funded. You answer to the board. They want numbers. Not vibes.”

Chase leaned forward, folding his arms on the table. “You come into my house, in that Wall Street funeral suit, acting like you’ve already written my eulogy. But do you know why Vevo didn’t just cut us off?”

“Because I asked them not to. Pending review.”

“No, darling. Because they’re curious.”

Sebastian didn’t blink.

Chase smiled wider.

“They want to see what happens next.”

Sebastian tapped a folder onto the table and slid it toward him. “I’m authorized to restructure operations. Effective immediately.”

“You mean fire half my staff and sell off the tech.”

“If necessary.”

Chase tapped his nails on the folder but didn’t open it. “You ever worn makeup, York?”

Sebastian narrowed his eyes. “Excuse me?”

“Moisturizer? Primer? Lip stain?”

“This is not relevant⁠—”

“Oh, it’s very relevant.” Chase stood, stepping around the table, slow and unbothered, until he was right beside Sebastian’s chair. “You’re here to evaluate my product. And I won’t let you destroy what you haven’t even experienced.”

Sebastian tilted his chin up. “I’m not a beta tester.”

“You are now.” Chase walked over to the corner, pulled open a slim drawer from a recessed cabinet, and produced a pale pink jar. “Full immersion, York. That’s how we operate.”

“I’m not putting anything on my face.”

“Don’t be such a top about it.”

Sebastian exhaled through his nose. “Is this your idea of a power move?”

“No,” Chase said, unscrewing the lid. “This is my idea of consent culture.”

He dipped two fingers into the serum. It shimmered with an opalescent glow, the color of pink champagne. The scent hit the air instantly—subtle, floral, with something deeper underneath. Musk and heat and something addictive.

Chase turned to him, holding the serum up like a challenge.

“You apply this once. Just once. Let it sit overnight. That’s it. No needles. No drugs. Just skin-to-skin biomolecular transdermal absorption. You’ll see why the board is keeping us alive. And maybe you’ll stop acting like you’re the goddamn executioner.”

Sebastian stared at him. At the serum. At the fucking dog yawning in Chase’s arm.

“This is unnecessary.”

Chase smiled. “Or are you afraid?”

Silence. Long enough to feel like a negotiation.

Sebastian took the jar.

Sebastian laughed. Once, sharp and humorless. The kind of laugh that cut the room in half.

“Afraid?” he said, voice cool as steel. “Chase, I’ve done M&A raids in eleven countries. I’ve told CEOs with net worths in the billions to pack their shit and hand over their passwords. I don’t get afraid.”

Chase didn’t blink. Just raised a perfectly sculpted brow and waited. The serum glimmered on his fingertips like it had been poured from a fucking rainbow.

Sebastian stared at it. Then, with a flick of his wrist, he unsnapped the briefcase and pulled out his Montblanc.

“Fine. Where do I sign?”

Chase’s grin widened, slow and satisfied. He glided to the end of the table and retrieved a black folder—sleek, matte, logo-embossed. No paperclips. No staples. Just one thin document on heavy cream stock.

“Non-Disclosure and Behavioral Consent Agreement,” he said lightly, flipping it open. “Clause one: You agree to trial the active nanocosmetic compound as instructed.”

Sebastian reached for the pen, but Chase tilted the folder back, just enough to make him pause.

“There’s more.”

Of course there was.

Chase’s voice stayed breezy. “Clause two: You agree not to interfere with the product’s effects in any way—including removal, counteragents, or concealment.”

Sebastian’s jaw flexed.

“Clause three: You acknowledge that secondary and tertiary effects may include, but are not limited to, physical alteration, shifts in gender presentation, hormonal response, and psychological adaptation to perceived self-image.”

He looked up sharply. “Psychological adaptation?”

Chase’s smile showed teeth.

“Clause four,” he continued, “You accept that any feelings of confusion, arousal, pleasure, identity shift, or emotional vulnerability are normal and to be observed rather than resisted. For data purposes, of course.”

Sebastian said nothing. His fingers were still curled around the pen, knuckles pale.

Chase’s gaze dropped briefly to his hands, then met his eyes again.

“And clause five: You won’t stop. Not until the trial’s complete. Forty-eight hours minimum.”

A full breath passed.

Sebastian’s voice, when it came, was lower. “You really expect me to sign this?”

“I really expect you to read it,” Chase said. “But sure, darling. You can walk out right now, tell the board you got spooked by a little skincare. That’ll go over great.”

Sebastian reached for the folder again. This time Chase let him have it.

He flipped through the pages, eyes scanning each paragraph like bullets in a legal warzone. Everything was clean. No weird language. No traps. Just… terrifyingly well-worded consent clauses and biotech jargon that made him want to scrub his skin raw.

The pen hovered.

Chase had already gone back to his seat, crossing his legs in that impossible way that made his calf press flush to the inside of his thigh. He looked completely unbothered.

Sebastian signed.

The pen clicked shut.

Chase clapped once, delicate and satisfied. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”

He stood again, crossed back to Sebastian with the jar in hand.

“Roll up your collar. I’ll apply it.”

“I’ll do it myself,” Sebastian said, voice clipped.

“Suit yourself,” Chase murmured, handing over the jar. “Just a dab. Base of the neck. Like perfume. Let it sit. You’ll feel… something.”

Sebastian opened the jar.

The scent was stronger now. Richer. Like velvet and heat, something floral over something almost sweaty, feral. It made him think of sex, and shame, and the deep-buried memory of a summer night in college that he hadn’t revisited in over a decade.

He dipped two fingers in and pressed it to the base of his throat.

It was warm. Not just temperature-warm. Alive. Like it moved.

He blinked.

Chase watched him like a cat. “Good boy.”

Sebastian bristled, immediately snapping the lid back on.

Chase only smiled wider.

“You’ll sleep like a baby tonight.”

Sebastian stood. “We’re done here.”

“For now.”

“I’ll be back tomorrow. With a revised assessment plan.”

“You’ll be back tomorrow,” Chase said, slow and soft, “with a mirror and a very different idea of who you are.”

Sebastian didn’t respond. He just grabbed his briefcase and walked out, the sound of his shoes echoing off the hallway tile like a countdown.

Chase didn’t watch him leave. He just picked up the pink jar, turned it once in his hands, and whispered something to the dog in his lap.

The dog sneezed.
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The hotel suite was exactly the kind Sebastian preferred—high floor, low noise, no personality. Gray and navy color palette, blackout shades, climate control set to 68. He entered without a word, tossed his keycard on the counter, and locked the door behind him with the mechanical finality of a man used to shutting the world out.

His suit came off in sequence. Tie first. Then jacket. Cufflinks placed neatly in the valet tray. Shirt unbuttoned with sharp, efficient fingers, folded across the back of one of the armchairs. He didn’t wear cologne—never had. He hated the idea of being smelled before he entered a room.

He draped his trousers over the single wooden hanger in the closet, the fabric still crisp, unwrinkled. Shoes aligned heel-to-wall. Belt coiled like a weapon.

Only once he stood in briefs and undershirt did he exhale.

“What a fucking jackass,” he muttered, rubbing the back of his neck where the serum had sunk into his skin.

Chase Holloway. Walking distraction. Playing CEO like it was a kink. No discipline. No edge. Just glitter and smugness and that constant air of knowing something you didn’t.

Sebastian turned toward the bed, then paused.

The air in the room was cool—he’d made sure of that—but it touched his skin like silk, like breath. Goosebumps prickled across his arms, too fast, too sharp. He moved one hand up to rub at his shoulder, and stopped again.

The fabric of his undershirt felt... wrong. Softer. Not cheap-soft. Delicate. Like it wasn’t cotton anymore but some weird microblend designed to cling to sensation. His fingertips dragged along the hem and he actually shivered.

“Jesus,” he muttered.

He went into the bathroom.

Bright, clean lights. Slate tiles. A mirror too large, too honest.

He stared at his reflection.

Nothing obvious. Skin looked good—maybe a little too good. There was a faint glow to it, like he’d exfoliated. Or been sweating, but without the redness. He leaned in. Eyes still his. Sharp. Narrow. But his lashes...

He squinted.

They looked longer. Or darker. Had he rubbed his eyes? No. He never touched his face. That was the whole point of skincare—not needing any.

He turned the faucet on, splashed cold water, wiped his face with a towel.

The towel felt incredible. Too incredible. He held it there for a moment, confused at the slight flutter in his chest, the weirdly pleasant pull of terrycloth against his cheeks. When he dropped the towel, his lips felt... puffy.

No. Not puffy.

Plush.

He stepped back. Stared harder. The glow hadn’t gone away.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” he said under his breath, and killed the lights.

Back in the bedroom, he slipped beneath the sheets, sharp and irritated at how nice the comforter felt against his legs. It was just fabric. Just air. Nothing was happening.

Except—his thighs were sore.

He frowned.

It was a low ache. Familiar, in a way he couldn’t place. Like post-workout burn, but deeper. More internal. He spread his legs slightly, shifted positions, and felt the ache shift with him.

Residual tension. That’s all. Too much sitting today. Bad posture. Or maybe the serum was a gimmick full of caffeine and mint oil and whatever other marketing buzzwords these influencer-run startups liked to smear on their overdesigned packaging.

He turned onto his side. His shirt bunched slightly at the waist. The hem brushed his stomach.

The contact made him inhale.

Not in pain. Not pleasure, either. Just... startling. Like the nerves just beneath his skin had been turned up by half a dial.

His cock twitched in his briefs.

“Fuck off,” he whispered, to the room, to his body, to the thought of Chase’s fingers dipping into that jar with practiced elegance.

He rolled onto his back, stared at the ceiling.

His nipples were hard.

He didn’t know why. The room wasn’t cold enough for that.


Chapter Two




Morning came like a slap of light across his face.

Sebastian surfaced from sleep groggy and irritable, the taste of hotel air‑conditioning dry on his tongue. The clock read 7:14. He never slept past six. His body had other ideas.

He sat up, rubbed his temples, and caught the faintest whiff of something floral on his skin. Not soap. Not shampoo. That serum.

For a second he laughed under his breath. “Christ, Holloway. You actually got in my head.”

He swung his legs off the bed and stood. Muscles pulled oddly. His body felt… lighter? Softer? Like he’d done an entire yoga retreat in his sleep. He blamed jet lag, blamed the mattress, blamed Chase and his smug little smile.

He crossed to the bathroom, flipped on the light.

The man in the mirror looked almost the same. Almost.

Skin clear enough to look airbrushed. Shadows under his eyes gone. His mouth—damn it—looked different. Fuller, a hint of color that hadn’t been there yesterday.

He leaned closer, frowning. “It’s the lighting.”

He splashed cold water on his face, grabbed a towel. The towel brushed his chest and he froze. The texture sparked through him like static. His fingertips went to the spot, expecting nothing—just smooth muscle and the usual hard plane of pectoral.

Instead he felt a faint, tender rise beneath his fingertips.

He looked down.

Two pale circles, faint but unmistakable, dusted the skin.

Not imagination. Not shadow.

“What the—” He stepped back so fast the towel hit the floor. His pulse kicked.

He pressed both hands flat against his chest, as if he could push the impossible back inside. The skin tingled under pressure, too warm, too sensitive.

“No. No, no, no.”

He grabbed his phone, thumbed the camera, turned it on himself. The reflection matched what he saw in the mirror. Smooth, healthy, wrong.

His thoughts sprinted in circles. It’s allergic reaction. It’s a prank. It’s some dermal irritant. Elise probably slipped something in. Holloway’s testing me.

He opened the hotel mini‑fridge, dug for an ice pack, pressed it to his chest. The cold shot through him and he gasped, dropping it to the floor.

He caught his reflection again—skin glowing against the sterile light—and felt the bottom drop out of his composure.

“This shit actually works,” he whispered.

The words echoed in the tiled room, thin and unreal.

He stared at the mirror until the first tremor of panic gave way to strategy—next steps, plausible deniability, legal recourse—but none of it mattered. The proof was right there, pink and new and breathing with him.

He stormed back into the bedroom, grabbing his briefcase off the armchair like it had personally wronged him. The signed NDA was still inside, neatly tucked in the back sleeve. He pulled it out, flipped past the branding fluff, past the marketing copy, straight to the legal language he’d skimmed less carefully than he should have.

Clause Two: No interference.

Clause Three: Psychological adaptation.

Clause Five: Forty-eight hours, minimum.

His name was at the bottom. Ink dry.

His stomach twisted.

There has to be a loophole.

He scanned for one, eyes flicking through paragraphs with trained precision. But PermaPretty’s lawyers had done their jobs well. Everything was couched in language just ambiguous enough to cover their asses and just bulletproof enough to screw him.

Even the data clause—Clause Four—feelings of confusion, arousal, vulnerability—was covered under emotional observance and consented psychometric tracking. Chase could probably livestream his breakdown to the fucking board if he wanted.

Sebastian slammed the folder shut and gripped the edge of the desk until his knuckles whitened.

“This isn’t possible,” he muttered. “That smug smoothie-drinking bastard is bluffing.”

But his body said otherwise.

The warmth hadn’t faded. His chest still tingled, still swelled with a phantom pressure. His skin looked too smooth. His lips—God, what was wrong with his lips?—felt like they were pulling into a pout every time his face relaxed.

He opened the phone camera again, held it up.

Snap.

The screen showed his reflection. Bright bathroom light. Bare shoulders. Subtle curves. A faint blush spreading beneath the skin. Soft lips. Long lashes.

He cursed out loud.

Then tapped forward to the messages app. He didn’t even hesitate.

York: What the fuck is in this shit?

He attached the photo. Pressed send.

The reply came in less than thirty seconds.

Chase: You feel it yet, kitten? [image: kissing cat]

Sebastian flinched like the phone had hissed at him.

“Son of a bitch.”

He stabbed his fingers against the screen.

York: I’m coming in. I’ll be at the office in under an hour.

York: We’re discussing this.

He didn’t care if it was 8:00 a.m.

Didn’t care if Chase was still curled up with that rat-sized excuse for a dog in his weird silk robe. Someone was going to explain what the hell was happening to his body, or Sebastian would flip that damn office upside down.

Chase’s reply came a few moments later.

Chase: Oh yes.

We’ll definitely be discussing some things.

Sebastian nearly threw the phone. Instead, he took a breath, forced himself to walk to the closet, and pulled out his backup suit. No way was he walking into that place looking like this. He could fake it. Clean shave. High collar. Tinted moisturizer. He’d hide it.

He’d handle it.

But as he pulled the shirt over his shoulders, the fabric brushed his nipples and he gasped out loud.

This wasn’t just skin-deep.


Chapter Three




The elevator dinged on the twelfth floor.

Sebastian stepped out like a bullet in a boardroom. New suit. Gray pinstripe. Collar high, crisp. The walk was fast, sharp. No phone, no briefcase this time. Just him, locked and loaded.

Reception was empty.

Of course it was.

He didn’t wait. Marched straight past the minimalist logo wall—PermaPretty in soft gold cursive that made his teeth clench—and threw open the frosted glass doors into the main office space.

And immediately slowed.

The scent was stronger today. That same lemon verbena, but with something sweeter layered in. A soft floral note. Something creamy. Feminine. He caught himself inhaling and stopped, annoyed at his own body’s betrayal.

The lo-fi jazz was playing again. Different track. Same genre. He hated how warm the music made the place feel.

He stalked down the open hallway toward the lounge area, past work pods arranged like a Scandinavian Pinterest board. Glass desks. Pastel chairs. Potted plants. No cubicles. No order. No one in sight.

He spotted the damn dog first.

It was curled up on a plush velvet ottoman in the sun, wearing a rhinestone collar and yawning dramatically like it, too, was recovering from a long night. Chase was nowhere.

Sebastian sat—grudgingly—on one of the chrome-legged conference chairs. He crossed his arms and immediately grimaced.

The seat was even softer than yesterday.

Too soft.

Memory foam. Or some upgraded ergonomic gel. Whatever it was, it sank around him, hugging his thighs and ass in a way that made him shift uncomfortably. The material clung. His pants felt tighter than they should have.

He looked around. The walls were matte cream, trimmed with pale blush accent lines. The floor tiles had rose-gold flecks in the marble. Had that been there yesterday?

A vase of lilies on a side table glowed softly in the morning sun. The petals matched the little dog’s collar.

How the fuck do you work here without going insane, he thought.

Footsteps.

Then, of course, Chase appeared—coffee in one hand, tablet in the other, barefoot again, because of course he was. This time he wore loose white trousers and a silk camisole tucked in at the waist. His hair was tousled. Lips faintly glossed. And the only thing on his face was a grin like he'd just won a bet.

“Morning, sunshine,” he said breezily, stepping over to scoop up the dog.

Sebastian stood, barely containing the heat rising in his neck. “What the fuck is happening to me?”

Chase cocked his head. “Oh, so we’re skipping past small talk today?”

“I signed your joke of an NDA, applied your freakshow serum, and woke up with fucking areolas. I want answers. I want an explanation. And I want the effects reversed—immediately.”

Chase leaned against the edge of the lounge table, coffee cup raised like a toast. “Well, that’s a shame.”

Sebastian blinked. “Excuse me?”

Chase took a sip. “Because the board loved your selfie.”

There was a pause.

A long, horrible pause.

Sebastian’s mouth twitched. “You showed them?”

Chase’s eyes sparkled. “Of course. Full consent, darling. Clause eight—image rights. Remember that part?”

His jaw clenched so hard it cracked. “You violated professional boundaries, medical boundaries, and personal fucking decency.”

“And yet,” Chase said, tapping his tablet, “they think you're the most compelling case study we've had to date.”

Sebastian crossed his arms. “You’ve had others?”

Chase grinned. “Not like you.”

He handed the tablet over.

Onscreen was a draft campaign deck.

First slide: ‘PermaPretty: Reprogrammed Confidence.’

Second slide: A shot of him. Bare-chested, flushed, confused.

Not sexy. Not posed. Raw.

Sebastian’s stomach twisted.

“You’re fucking insane.”

Chase shrugged. “You’re under contract.”

“I’ll sue.”

“You’ll lose. And you know it.”

The dog sneezed again. Chase petted its head.

Sebastian threw the tablet onto the table.

“I’m not going to be your goddamn lab doll.”

Chase set his coffee down, walked over to a slim cabinet near the wall, and opened it with a quiet click.

He pulled out a folded stack of fabric. Laid it gently across the desk.

Silk blouse. Pale lilac. Cap sleeves. High collar.

Next came a pencil skirt—black, tight, pristine, with a subtle side zip and a small satin bow stitched inside the waistband.

Panties, too. Lace. Soft blush pink.

Sebastian stared at them like they were weapons.

“You can’t be serious.”

“I’m completely serious.” Chase's tone was light. “You're our test subject and brand ambassador. Effective immediately. That blouse is wrinkle-free. Looks great tucked.”

“You’re delusional.”

“You’re employed.” Chase stepped closer, lowering his voice. “And currently violating dress code.”

Sebastian’s eyes narrowed. “There is no way⁠—”

Chase held up a slim black folder. Different from the NDA.

“Brand alignment contract. Reinforces aesthetic consistency, product immersion, and behavioral authenticity. You signed the standard version. This is the extended clause. Comes with a clothing stipend, don’t worry.”

“I’m not putting that on.”

“You don’t have a choice.”

Sebastian laughed bitterly. “You think this is humiliation? You think you’re in control? This whole company is a house of cards—one bad quarter from collapse—and you’re dressing me like your personal f⁠—”

Chase stepped into his space. Not touching, but close enough for heat.

“This isn’t humiliation,” he said, soft and slow. “Not yet.”

Then he handed Sebastian the folder.

The dog barked once, sharply, as if echoing the moment.

“Sebastian,” Chase said lightly, “this is Elise Tanaka. Head of R&D, co-developer of the serum protocol, and the reason you still have a jawline.”

Sebastian turned toward the hallway entrance. The woman standing there looked... normal. Not what he expected. Petite, mid-thirties, long black hair pulled into a low twist. She wore flats, no makeup, and a faded PermaPretty hoodie with sleeves pushed to the elbows. A minimalist smartband blinked soft green on her wrist.

And yet, her gaze cut straight through him.

“Mr. York,” she said. Her voice was gentle, almost sweet. “Nice to meet you in person.”

He nodded stiffly. “You're the chemist.”

“Among other things.” She walked forward, tablet under one arm. “I oversee all biological integration trials. Behavioral adherence, hormone metrics, tissue responsiveness, emotional shift tracking.”

“Jesus.”

She smiled faintly. “We don’t track religious metrics. Yet.”

Chase laughed quietly.

Sebastian stepped back, away from the skirt and blouse like they might leap up and strangle him.

“This has gone far enough. I came here for answers.”

“You did,” Elise said. “And now we’ll get them. But first, you need to change.”

Sebastian folded his arms. “I’m not putting that on.”

“I’m not asking.” She turned slightly, gesturing toward a frosted side door just off the hallway. “There’s a fitting suite through here. We’ll handle everything.”

He didn’t move.

Elise tilted her head. “Would you prefer Chase assist?”

That got his legs moving.

The suite was smaller than he expected. Cool, indirect lighting. Wall-mounted screen. Full mirror. A floating rack of hangers. Fabric softeners and serums lined up like a skincare altar. A low bench upholstered in velour.

He stepped in, and the door clicked shut behind him.

Elise followed.

“What—are you supervising?” he snapped.

“I’m guiding. That’s my job.” She set the tablet down and opened a drawer under the bench. “If we’re going to monitor the serum’s effects, you need full environmental adherence. No external contaminants. No tight fabrics or artificial compression that interferes with neurodermal mapping.”

“Speak English.”

“You need a cleansing regimen,” she said calmly. “And new clothes.”

She pulled out a sealed, satin-lined tray.

Inside: a pale pink razor, a bottle of cleansing foam, a cloth-wrapped bundle of wipes, and a sleek little metal ring with silicone bands—like a wearable tech gadget crossed with a chastity cage designed by a luxury watchmaker.

Sebastian blinked at it.

“That,” he said flatly, “is not happening.”

“It's for biometric calibration,” Elise replied, entirely unbothered. “The serum alters tissue elasticity, sensitivity, and responsiveness. The body begins interpreting arousal differently. We’ve found it’s useful to capture those metrics in real-time.”

“With a cage?”

“With a monitor.” She held it up delicately. “It’s streamlined. Sleek. Non-intrusive.”

“It locks.”

“Yes,” she said. “Just in case.”

Sebastian shook his head. “I am not doing this.”

Elise stepped closer. “Mr. York. You are already doing this. You signed the contract. You’re under NDA. You’ve agreed to full product immersion. You’ve submitted photographic data and psychological compliance metrics.”

“I didn’t submit anything⁠—”

“You sent it. To Chase.” She tilted her head again. “He’s legally company leadership. Which makes it a submission.”

His stomach turned.

“You don’t need to like it,” she added. “You just need to follow procedure.”

She handed him the tray.

He didn’t take it at first.

She didn’t move.

Eventually, he reached for it, not looking at her.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

He flinched.

She turned away, tapping the tablet. “There’s a robe on the hook. Use the cleanser first. Full body, especially legs, underarms, and groin. Dry with the microfiber towel. Apply the serum booster—that’s the smaller tube. Then we’ll fit the monitor.”

“I’m not showing you my⁠—”

“You’ll be covered. Mostly.” Her tone didn’t change. “And I’ve seen all of it before. Yours won’t impress.”

He said nothing.

She gave him one last look. “Ten minutes.”

The door closed behind her.

Sebastian stood there, gripping the tray, staring down at the cage like it was radioactive. His chest tingled again. Skin warm. His waistband suddenly too tight.

He swallowed hard.

The serum was working.

And there was no fucking way out.


Chapter Four




The mirror took up the entire wall.

Sebastian stood in front of it like it was a firing squad, arms stiff at his sides, lips pressed into a line so thin it barely existed. The skirt hugged his hips too tightly. The blouse, sheer silk with pearl buttons, clung to his torso with a whisper-light tension that made it impossible to forget he was wearing it.

And beneath it all, the soft pull of lace panties against freshly-shaved skin.

The soft trap of the cage. Cool, snug, inescapable.

Elise stood behind him, tablet in hand, posture patient.

Chase lounged on a chaise just to the side, barefoot again, legs crossed, sipping something green through a glass straw.

“I look ridiculous,” Sebastian said.

“Not yet,” Chase said cheerfully. “But we’re getting there.”

Sebastian turned toward him, eyes sharp. “You think this is funny?”

“No,” Chase replied, taking another sip. “I think this is necessary.”

“Necessary for what?”

Chase leaned back, one arm draped along the back of the chaise. “For the brand. For alignment. For your little internal… reboot.”

Elise stepped forward, tapping something on the screen. “Turn to the side. I want to assess hip response.”

Sebastian didn’t move.

Chase clicked his tongue. “Don’t make her ask twice. It’s rude.”

Sebastian turned, jaw clenched so tightly he tasted copper.

“Notice anything?” Elise asked, voice neutral.

Sebastian stared at his profile.

His waist tapered more than yesterday. Not much—but enough to notice now that the skirt exaggerated it. His chest still looked flat enough, but the silk clung to subtle curves that hadn’t existed before he met Chase and applied the serum. The skin under the blouse looked unfairly smooth. A faint glow pulsed from collar to hem.

“Posture is power,” Chase said lightly, rising from the chaise.

He came up behind Sebastian slowly, hands clasped behind his back.

“Right now, you’re hunched. Shoulders up. Arms stiff. You look like you’re waiting to be punished.”

Sebastian flinched.

“Stand up straight,” Chase said, voice softer. “Now roll your shoulders back. Chin slightly down. Tuck your pelvis. That’s it.”

He reached out—without asking—and ran a brush of fingertips along Sebastian’s spine.

“Good. Now try again.”

Sebastian shifted his weight. His calves ached from standing in the heels, too narrow and unfamiliar. He took one step forward, the skirt pulling taut across his thighs.

Chase sighed. “No. Try again. From the hip.”

“I am.”

“No,” Chase said, circling him now, eyes narrowed in mock critique. “You’re walking like a man in a skirt. Not a woman who owns the fucking room.”

Elise tapped her screen. “Hips are showing slightly increased range of motion. Femoral flexibility at six percent above baseline. Heels accelerating it.”

Sebastian spun toward her. “You’re tracking my hip sway?”

“Of course,” she said simply. “It’s part of the transformation index.”

Chase laughed under his breath. “Your hips are starting to listen, Sebastian. Even if your mouth isn’t.”

He stepped behind him again, close enough that Sebastian could smell the vague sweetness of his cologne—citrus, sugar, heat.

“Let’s work on your strut,” Chase murmured.

“I don’t have a strut.”

“You will.”

He tapped the top of Sebastian’s ass lightly with two fingers. “From here. That’s where the sway comes from. Small shifts. Controlled. Now walk. Slowly.”

Sebastian stepped forward, the heels forcing his steps into narrower lines.

Again. And again.

“Better,” Chase said. “You’re walking like you know someone’s watching. Not bad for a little Wall Street war dog in a pencil skirt.”

“Go fuck yourself.”

“Oh sweetheart,” Chase said, voice all silk. “That attitude is so outdated. I thought we moved on from there.”

Sebastian didn’t answer. He didn’t care what Chase thought.

He crossed in front of him, then suddenly stopped and pointed at the mirror again.

“Look.”

Sebastian turned. Froze.

There he was. Standing in the center of a sunlit training suite, dressed like a showroom mannequin. Blouse tucked. Skirt high. Legs smooth. Posture poised, like he’d been groomed for this exact moment.

It didn’t look like a man in drag.

It looked like someone halfway to her.

He looked away. “This is temporary.”

“Of course,” Chase said gently. “So is denial.”

Elise looked up from the screen. “Hormone modulation markers are spiking. That’s a good sign.”

“I don’t feel good,” Sebastian muttered.

“No,” Chase said. “You feel soft. That’s different.”

He walked forward, brushing a stray strand of hair behind Sebastian’s ear.

“You want to know the best part, kitten?”

“Don’t call me⁠—”

“It’s not just the serum working,” Chase interrupted. “It’s your body working. Aligning. Listening. Your nerves are waking up. Your balance is shifting. You’re not just becoming.”

He leaned in, lips close to Sebastian’s ear.

“You’re adapting.”

Sebastian turned sharply. “This isn’t me. I’m not this.”

Chase smiled.

“Oh honey,” he said softly. “That’s what every Sabrina says at first.”

The name hit like a slap.

“What?”

Chase circled him again, amused. “Sabrina. It suits you. Soft, sharp, sleek. Just enough consonants to remind us who you used to be.”

“I’m not answering to that.”

“You already did,” Elise said, eyes still on the tablet.

Sebastian opened his mouth to protest—but no words came.

The silence said it for him.

She turned away from the mirror. “This isn’t—this isn’t me.”

“Then why are you standing like her?” Chase asked, voice maddeningly soft.

Sabrina—because that’s what they kept calling her now, and even if she refused to answer to it, the name was there—tightened her jaw. “I’m still Sebastian York.”

“You keep saying that,” Chase said, stepping closer. “Like it’s going to stop what’s happening.”

He didn’t raise his voice. Didn’t smirk. He just moved, slow and precise, like someone entering a chapel. The silk of her blouse shifted as he reached behind her, fingers grazing between her shoulder blades.

Sabrina froze.

His fingertips trailed down the center of her back, light as breath. The fabric barely buffered it—but the sensation still hit like heat lightning. Her spine arched instinctively. Her breath caught. And then, involuntarily, she moaned.

Not loud. Not desperate. Just soft. Feminine.

It slipped out before she could stop it. A little exhale of something fragile and embarrassing.

Her cheeks flushed hot.

“No,” she whispered.

But Chase was already smiling, close to her ear.

“You moan like her,” he said. “Why fight it?”

Sabrina’s entire body locked up.

“I didn’t mean to⁠—”

“Didn’t mean to arch your back? Didn’t mean to lean into it?” His voice didn’t mock. It observed. “That’s not me teasing you, sweetheart. That’s your nervous system reorganizing itself.”

She turned away, humiliated. “This is chemical. It’s reaction. It’s not identity.”

“And yet,” Chase murmured, “you didn’t call yourself Sebastian just now. I did.”

The room felt too warm. The blouse clung to her skin. Her thighs were trembling and she hated it, hated how the heels made her stand differently, how her weight shifted to the balls of her feet like she’d been trained in some invisible finishing school.

“You’re not listening to me,” she said, voice shaking. “I didn’t want this.”

“No,” Chase said gently. “But you need it.”

Sabrina’s hands curled into fists. Her eyes burned. She stared at the mirror again and saw the truth of her posture. The flush across her cheeks. The curve of her body not just formed—but performing.

“This isn’t over,” she hissed.

“Oh, it’s barely begun.”

Chase stepped back, brushing her shoulder lightly with his knuckles on the way out.

And this time—she didn’t flinch.


Chapter Five




The office lights were low and golden, dimmed just enough to smooth the sharp corners of reality, but not so low that Chase couldn’t see every twitch in her thighs.

Sabrina was curled into the corner of the velvet lounge, legs tucked beneath her like a practiced doll, skirt tight across her ass. The heels were off—barefoot now, toes curling into the plush fabric—and yet the posture was immaculate. Shoulders drawn back, chest forward, chin lifted the way he’d taught her. And that was the part Chase enjoyed most.

Not the clothes, not the cage, not the serum doing its quiet work under her skin. No—he liked that she listened. That even now, leaking and frustrated, face flushed and breathing shallow, she kept her fucking posture. Like a good girl.

He shut the door behind him with an audible click.

Sabrina’s eyes snapped up.

Chase smiled, slow and lazy. “You’re already trembling, sweetheart.”

“I—” She wet her lips. “I think something’s… wrong.”

He crossed the room in a few easy steps, perching himself on the edge of the chaise beside her. That casual intimacy was always the most dangerous. The way he leaned in without asking, warm thigh brushing hers, wrist draped over her shoulder like a boyfriend too comfortable. His nails were glossy. The scent of citrus and spice clung to his skin like it had every right to own the air around them.

“You mean the wet spot?” he asked, tipping his head as he looked down. “Or the ache?”

Sabrina stiffened. Her thighs pressed tighter together—pointless, really. The cage left no room for relief. Only tension. Only the slow, maddening pressure of being so close to stimulation she couldn’t process anything else.

She exhaled, shakily. “It’s been hours. I can’t focus.”

“That’s not your job anymore.”

Chase’s fingers curled around her chin, guiding her to look at him properly. She hesitated for a beat, then gave in, eyes wide and glassy. Mascara, perfect. Gloss, a soft pink. Her lips looked kissable in a way Sebastian’s never had. Not because they’d changed much—though they had—but because she wore them differently now.

With expectation. With submission.

“What is my job, then?” she asked, voice quiet.

“To be adored.” He tilted her face further, examining the blush that had crept high onto her cheekbones. “To be seen.” His voice lowered. “To ache.”

Her breath hitched.

He brushed his thumb across her lower lip, slow, coaxing. She didn’t pull away. If anything, she leaned in, lashes fluttering like some desperate little tease.

“It’s leaking,” she whispered, voice barely audible.

Chase’s brow lifted, playful. “And?”

Her eyes fell, ashamed. “I didn’t touch it. I didn’t do anything. It just—started.”

“Good.” His thumb slipped into her mouth, resting on her tongue. “It means the conditioning’s working.”

She made a soft sound, somewhere between a whimper and a protest. Chase didn’t move. He watched her lips close obediently around his finger, the hollow of her cheek caving slightly as she sucked, tentative and automatic. He didn’t say a word. Didn’t need to.

Sabrina’s eyes fluttered shut.

When he pulled his thumb out, it left a delicate strand of saliva bridging them. He wiped it across her lower lip, smearing the gloss just slightly. She looked ruined. Ruined and perfect.

“You like this,” he said, voice low. “You like sitting here, dripping in your little cage, mouth open, waiting for attention like a pet in heat.”

She shook her head, but not convincingly. “I want to cum.”

“That’s not on the menu.”

“Please.”

Chase reached down. Lifted the hem of her skirt with two fingers. The black lace panties were damp through—evidence, as if he needed any. The chastity cage beneath was clear and cruel, snug around her swelling cock, locked firm. The bead of fluid smeared the inside, glistening under the low light.

Her thighs jerked when the air hit her. She bit down on a moan.

“You think that’s what you need?” Chase asked, rubbing one slow finger along the line where fabric met skin. “An orgasm?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t even remember what your cock feels like anymore, Sabrina. You’ve forgotten how to use it.”

“That’s not—” She choked on her own breath when his palm cupped her through the panties, applying just enough pressure to make her brain misfire. Her hips lifted instinctively.

“That’s not what?” he murmured.

She swallowed. “I don’t know. I don’t know anymore.”

Chase smiled, satisfied. “Good girl.”

He leaned in close enough for his breath to touch her ear.

“You’ve given up control. Not because I took it from you.” His hand tightened against the cage, fingers pressing firm enough to hurt. “But because you begged me to.”

Sabrina gasped. Her thighs trembled again, traitorous.

“You remember what I said,” he continued, voice soft, sing-song. “This is how you learn. Orgasm is a reward, not a right. Not for you. Not anymore.”

“I can’t stop thinking about it,” she whispered. “It won’t stop.”

“That’s the point.”

He shifted, pulling her into his lap. Not roughly—no, the movement was too smooth for that. She found herself astride him before she could protest, knees bracketing his hips, skirt hiked. His hands cupped her thighs, stroking up and down with infuriating calm.

“There’s no escape from your own body now, Sabrina. You feel pretty. That’s not a mistake. That’s your new reality.”

“I hate how much I like it,” she said, and her voice cracked right on the word like.

Chase laughed, full of warmth and cruel affection. “No, darling. You love how much you like it.”

He rocked his hips slightly beneath her. Just enough pressure to make the cage throb. Sabrina jolted, clutching his shoulders.

“Fuck—Chase⁠—”

“No swearing. Not in this body. Not with this mouth.”

She trembled. He kissed her neck, once, softly.

“You want to cum?”

“Yes.”

“You want to cum so badly.”

“Yes.”

He gripped her waist tighter. “Then keep aching. The ache makes you mine.”

Sabrina whimpered. No resistance now. Just the raw, searing need humming through her blood, pooling between her thighs with no release, no end.

She hated how much it turned her on.

She hated how right it felt.

Chase let her grind into his thigh for another long, breathless moment. Then he whispered, “Off.”

She slipped off his lap without a word. Stood, shaking. Adjusted her skirt.

“Clean yourself up,” he said, already scrolling on his phone. “You’ve got three TikToks to film today. And I want you smiling in all of them.”

The bathroom mirror didn’t lie. It never had. But it didn’t exactly tell the truth anymore, either.

Sabrina stood in front of it barefoot, skirt hiked slightly from where she’d fumbled it down too fast, thighs pressed together, breath still catching in her throat. Her palms rested on the edge of the counter like she was trying not to float off. Everything tingled—her lips, her neck, her chest. Her cock throbbed pathetically in the cage, dribbling one last drop that slid down along her inner thigh, soaked into the black lace.

She didn’t reach for a towel right away. She just… stared.

The girl in the mirror didn’t look scared. Didn’t look furious. That’s what twisted her stomach most.

She looked needy.

Her makeup was still mostly intact—gloss smudged, lashes clumped just slightly, a little color flushed high on her cheeks. No contour. No filter. Just the raw blush of arousal softening a face that shouldn’t have belonged to her.

Sabrina blinked. She didn’t know when her eyes had gone that wide. Or when her cheekbones had lifted just enough to catch the light like that.

Focus.

She grabbed one of the plush branded towels—PermaPretty: Unleash Your Self stitched in pink cursive along the edge—and pressed it between her legs. It was warm from the counter heater, too soft, too luxurious. The moment it touched the damp lace, she sucked in a sharp breath.

Fuck.

She tried to pat instead of rub. That was the rule, right? Be delicate. Be a lady. Don’t grind against the fabric like a desperate little doll.

But her thighs had a mind of their own. They squeezed, rubbed just enough to make the plastic cage throb in cruel protest. Another drop smeared against her inner thigh.

She cursed under her breath.

Her hand, traitorous and slow, moved up. Fingertips ghosting across her lower stomach, over the faint softness that had never been there before. Not fat. That was the worst part. It wasn’t weight—it was shape. Feminine curve. Smoothness. The edges she’d taken pride in were slipping, softening, vanishing under silk and denial.

She wasn’t supposed to notice. Chase told her to ignore the serum's pace. Said it was “subconscious-forward.” Said the mind would accept what it couldn’t fight.

But her mind wasn’t cooperating.

Her fingertips reached higher, brushing across her chest.

No reason to pause there. No logical reason. But she did.

She looked down slowly.

Just above the swell of the lace bra Elise had fitted her in yesterday, there was fullness. Barely noticeable. But it pushed against the fabric when she leaned. Not padded. She knew that. She’d checked. Hell, she’d yelled about it.

Now, even the yelling felt far away.

Sabrina brought her hand up, palm hovering. Hovering. Then, one finger dipped under the edge of the bra. She squeezed—lightly, gently.

A gasp escaped her throat.

It was real. Not just skin and bone and imagined sensitivity. There was softness. Resistance. And it hurt a little. The good kind of hurt. The kind that made her nipples pull tight and her thighs twitch.

She squeezed again, slower this time. Her knees trembled.

The mirror caught everything.

The cage pulsed. The aching drip smeared across the inside of the lace. Her lips parted. She didn’t say anything. Didn’t make a sound beyond breath. But her eyes locked on the girl in the mirror who was squeezing her own chest and shivering like a fucking nympho.

She should stop. She had to stop.

Instead, she tugged both cups down, just an inch, just enough for the cool air to kiss the puffy little nubs of her nipples. They weren’t flat anymore. They looked swollen. Flushed.

She pressed her palms in, both hands now. Lifted. Squeezed.

She didn’t mean to moan. But the sound came anyway—quiet, broken, full of need.

A bead of spit welled on her lip. She bit it, hard.

No release. That’s what Chase said. No orgasm. No cock-touching. No begging.

But he hadn’t said anything about her tits.

She leaned forward slightly, bracing one hand on the counter, squeezing the other breast again. Harder. Her hips twitched forward. Nothing. The cage held her locked and leashed. She could feel her heartbeat in it.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

Her knees gave, just a little. She didn’t fall—but she almost wanted to.

She stayed like that a minute longer. Panting. Watching the girl in the mirror with her tits out and her lip quivering and her cock caged and wet.

She didn’t hate her. That was the worst part.

She pulled the cups back into place, adjusted the lace, wiped the gloss from her lip with a shaking hand, and reached for the mouthwash.
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The glass walls were mostly opaque by this hour, filtering the outside sun into soft gold ribbons across the floor. From the hallway, anyone passing would only see silhouettes, the occasional flicker of motion, the shape of two figures—one seated, one straddling.

Sabrina wasn’t sure how she got there.

One moment, she’d dropped off a file. The next, Chase had looked up from his desk, slid a hand beneath hers, and guided her into his lap like it was the most natural place in the world.

“I’m taking a call in two,” he’d said, voice smooth. “Don’t squirm.”

She’d tried to laugh it off. Weakly. But he didn’t.

Now his arms were around her waist, firm and still. Not possessive. Not even especially affectionate. Just placed. As if to remind her that her body belonged where he’d set it.

She wasn’t allowed to move.

Not really. Not noticeably. But the rhythm was there—tiny shifts in her hips. Barely anything. Just enough to feel his thigh under her, to feel the pressure between her legs, just enough to not feel nothing.

The cage didn’t forgive her. It pressed cruelly against her lace, every inch a reminder. Full. Denied. Leaking.

Chase tapped her side with a knuckle.

“Posture.”

Her spine straightened. Instinct. Shame. Something between the two.

She hated him. She remembered that.

He’d taken everything—her job, her control, her name. Replaced it with lace and serum and humiliating little outfits. She’d been a shark. A killer in boardrooms. And now her thighs were trembling on a man who wore nail polish and didn’t even bother putting on shoes to meetings.

But the worst part?

She’d been here before. Not in the office, not on the lap—but in the power. She’d pulled moves like this. She’d placed interns beside her to show dominance. Touched shoulders mid-sentence to shut people down without a word. She’d played the game.

Chase wasn’t playing. He was reprogramming the board.

She glanced at the tablet in his hand. There were bullet points about a brand partnership. Something with a TikTok skincare duo, hundreds of thousands of followers. He scrolled lazily, using his thumb on the screen.

“I’m not part of the meeting, am I?” she asked.

Chase didn’t look up. “Of course you are.”

“I’m not talking.”

“You don’t need to talk to be involved, sweetheart.”

His voice was so soft. So assured.

She felt her cheeks go hot.

Every breath she took shifted her hips just slightly. She tried to hold still. Really tried. But her body wouldn’t listen. It wanted.

Not orgasm. Not exactly. Just pressure. Attention. Contact. Something.

“You’re squirming,” he murmured, just loud enough for her to hear.

“I’m trying not to.”

“That’s cute.”

His hand returned to her waist, steadying her again. No more motion. Just heat. Just awareness.

He picked up the call.

“Camilla,” he said into the headset, voice snapping into its breezy, polished register. “You’re ten minutes late. That tells me you’re going to pitch me something boring.”

Sabrina didn’t breathe. She couldn’t.

He was fully in business mode. Leaning back, one arm around her, one hand gesturing mid-air as he spoke into the mic. His tone sharp, then charming, then sharp again. The full Chase Holloway experience.

And she was in his lap.

A prop. A trophy. A live-in ornament to his authority.

The call went on. He debated margins. She kept her thighs clenched. At one point, he rested his chin lightly on her shoulder, idly stroking her arm with his fingertips.

She hated how fast her pulse jumped at that.

“Mmhm. Of course,” Chase said into the mic, nodding like the woman on the other end could see it. “We’ll circle back next week. I’ll send over Sabrina’s availability—she’s my brand ambassador now. You’ll want her in the pitch.”

Her head snapped toward him.

He smiled, didn’t break stride.

“Yes, that Sabrina. Same one from the billboard downtown. She’s very effective.”

The call ended. He clicked off.

She turned slowly, jaw tight. “You said I wouldn’t have to do client meetings.”

“I said you wouldn’t have to run them,” he replied, calmly. “But you’re gorgeous. And they trust gorgeous.”

“I’m not—” she stopped. Voice failing. “I don’t know what I am right now.”

“Frustrated,” he said. “And sitting exactly where you belong.”

He reached around her with both arms and rested his hands in her lap, covering her thighs. No movement. Just weight.

“You’re not supposed to like this,” she whispered. “I’m not supposed to⁠—”

“You’re not supposed to be leaking in your pretty panties, either.”

She tensed.

There was a knock at the door.

They both froze.

Chase grinned. “Come in.”

The door opened just enough for Elise to step inside, tablet in hand. She stopped the moment she saw the position. One blink. Then another.

Her expression didn’t shift.

“Elise,” Chase said smoothly, not budging. “Perfect timing.”

“I was going to update you on the formula metrics,” she said softly, voice as clinical as ever. “But I can come back.”

“No need.”

Sabrina looked at Elise—pleading silently.

Elise met her eyes. Then lowered them slowly.

To the lap.

To the hands.

To the slight sheen on Sabrina’s inner thighs.

To the faint tremble in her breath.

And then, without a flicker of expression, Elise said, “Increased irritability and hypersensitivity are consistent with estrogenic priming.”

“Irritability?” Chase echoed. “You think she’s irritated?”

“I think she’s conflicted,” Elise said. “Which means it’s working.”

Chase gave Sabrina a light pat on the thigh. “See? Science says you’re pretty.”

Sabrina wanted to vanish.

“Elise,” she hissed. “Could you—maybe not⁠—”

“Don’t be embarrassed,” Elise interrupted, looking down at her tablet. “Most test subjects become highly compliant by this stage. The more they deny themselves, the faster they attach emotionally to perceived sources of reward.”

Chase beamed. “You hear that? I’m your perceived source of reward.”

Sabrina groaned, curling forward slightly in his lap. “I hate you.”

“No you don’t.”

“I should.”

“But you don’t.”

Elise backed toward the door, still reading. “I’ll send over the serum data. Oh—and she’s due for another dose tomorrow morning. I’ll prep it.”

The door clicked shut.

Sabrina didn’t lift her head.

Chase kissed the top of it, lazily. “You did great.”

She didn’t move.

“Want to stay there a little longer?”

Her voice came out barely audible. “Yeah.”

He didn’t say anything. He just leaned back in the chair again and held her. Like it was normal. Like she’d always belonged there.


Chapter Six




The photoshoot prep room was all white tile and silver accents, clean enough to feel sterile, but warm with scent—vanilla, soft citrus, something flowery and light clinging to the air like perfume had been misted over every surface. Sabrina stood in the middle, arms crossed, her eyes locked on the garment bag hanging in front of her like it was a firing squad.

“You said I’d be wearing the suit today,” she said without looking at Chase.

“I did,” he replied casually, lounging in the open doorway. “And you are. That.” He pointed with his smoothie straw. “Is the suit.”

She turned toward him, her face already flushed. “That’s not a suit. That’s gauze with buttons.”

Chase tilted his head. “Technical fabric, actually. Breathable. Transparent by design. Our serum responds to light. And exposure. You know—transparency, vulnerability, the usual buzzwords.” He sipped loudly. “Try it on.”

Sabrina stayed frozen. She knew better than to outright say no. That hadn’t gone well before. But her stomach twisted when she reached for the zipper. The bag unzipped with a slow, cruel whisper.

The outfit inside wasn’t really clothing. It was a whisper of something. Semi-sheer, peach-toned mesh with a built-in bodice that would hug her just enough to make her silhouette obvious. No pads. No shaping. Just her. Her hips. Her waist. Her faint swelling on top. Thin, high-cut bottoms that wouldn’t even cover the cage.

“No bra?” she said flatly.

“You’re the product, sweetheart. Products don’t get bras.”

Her pulse jumped.

Chase walked inside slowly, smoothie still in hand, eyes roaming over the room like he hadn’t been here hundreds of times before. He stopped beside her, leaned close enough to breathe in her ear. “Think of it like this,” he murmured. “You’re not being exposed. You’re being marketed.”

“That’s not comforting.”

“Didn’t say it was.”

Her fingers tightened around the hanger. “You want them to see everything.”

“I want them to see how effective the serum is. The skin. The changes. The sheen.”

He turned her gently by the shoulders to face the mirror across the room. It was a full-length pane, edge-lit, the kind of mirror that didn’t allow you to lie to yourself.

“Look at you,” he whispered. “They want to know the serum works. You’ve got to show them what it’s doing. They want to see thighs that weren’t there three weeks ago. A waistline. Maybe a little curve on top. They want to see your nipples pucker when you get nervous. It’s science.”

“You just want them to see how far I’ve fallen.”

“Oh, no, kitten.” He brushed her hair back from her shoulder, then leaned in to kiss her cheek—just the air next to it. “You haven’t fallen. You’re ascending.”

Sabrina didn’t say anything. She couldn’t. Her fingers clenched around the soft fabric like it might shield her. Like it wasn’t about to expose her whole body to a livestream.

She stepped toward the changing screen.

“I’ll need a minute,” she muttered.

“You’ll get two,” he said brightly. “Be camera-ready.”

The fabric was lighter than she expected—almost nothing. Like being wrapped in a breeze. It clung to her body in ways that felt personal, invasive, as if it had read her shape the moment it touched her skin. She hadn’t stepped into clothing. She’d stepped into visibility.

And now she was standing in front of the camera.

The backdrop behind her was pastel pink, embossed with the PermaPretty logo in glossy white, soft-lit to make her skin glow. Two ring lights pointed at her like interrogators, perfectly round reflections captured in her pupils.

Chase stood behind the monitor, arms crossed, sipping something green again. Always sipping. Always watching.

“Turn a little to your left,” he called. “We want the light to catch that new hip curve. Yes—there. Hold.”

Sabrina shifted.

The bodice lifted her chest slightly, creating the illusion of cleavage where, frighteningly, there was starting to be none. Her nipples were stiff through the mesh—visible, obvious, inescapable. The bottoms rode high, thin and curved like something from a dancer’s drawer. The cage was... prominent. Not exposed, but not hidden, either. Hinted. Framed. Teased.

Her knees wanted to buckle.

She kept her chin up. Just like he taught her.

"Look at the lens," Chase said, tone playful but absolute. "Think about how much your body aches. Don’t hide it. Show it."

She met the lens with her eyes, lips slightly parted.

There was a soft beep. Livestream active.

Chase began narrating from off-camera, casual, conversational. “Hey beauties. We’re here with Sabrina York, our live ambassador for the new Nanocosmetic Serum 2.1. You’ve seen the posters. You’ve read the stories. But today, you get a real-time look.”

She wanted to die.

Not because of the exposure—though that was part of it. Not because of the comments she could see ticking up on the monitor:

OMG is that a cage??

She’s actually leaking lol

Her skin is unreal. Is this live??

It was because a part of her liked it.

That tiny part, buried deep beneath the protest, that sat up straighter when the compliments came. That part that squeezed her thighs together and imagined Chase’s hands on her, correcting her posture, praising her curves.

She breathed through her nose. Let the ache build.

Chase walked into frame slowly, dressed sharp in cream linen and pearls, barefoot as always. He circled behind her like a predator who knew the cameras were watching.

“Let’s talk about application,” he murmured.

She flinched.

He held up a slim white jar—PermaPretty Signature Glow. Unscrewed the cap. Dipped two fingers in.

“Tell them what you feel, Sabrina.”

She swallowed. “I... feel flushed.”

“Where?”

She hesitated. “My thighs. Chest. It’s...warm.”

Chase smiled, then knelt beside her.

He dipped his hand low, into the curve of her thigh where flesh met fabric. Rubbed the serum there in slow, hypnotic circles. The light shimmered against her skin as the product melted in.

Her whole body jerked slightly.

The camera caught it all.

“You’ll notice,” Chase said smoothly, “the serum activates under body heat. Especially near high-sensitivity areas.” He looked up at her, voice dropping. “Which you’ve been developing beautifully, darling.”

Her voice failed her.

The cage pressed tight. Her skin buzzed. Her nipples strained against the bodice like they knew they were being watched.

“And if you’re wondering,” he added, eyes still locked on her while his fingers traced another shimmering streak along the inside of her thigh, “yes—it’s safe for live use. Especially on subjects with Sabrina’s level of self-discipline.”

A beat.

The chat exploded.

she’s DYING rn holy shit

keep rubbing her thighs!!

did he say self-discipline? she looks 2 seconds from begging

Sabrina’s breathing was ragged now. She couldn’t close her legs. Not in this pose. Not in this outfit. The cage had started to ache again, a deep, wet pulse radiating through her like the serum itself was vibrating in her blood.

Chase stood, slowly, wiping his hand clean with a branded towel.

“She’ll be demonstrating the overnight serum later tonight. Tune in at 9. But for now—” He looked into the camera. “We let the tension build.”

He reached up. Brushed a single knuckle across her flushed cheek.

“Sabrina, darling, smile for our fans.”

She did.

It wasn’t fake. That’s what terrified her most.

The lights clicked off one by one, and the sudden drop in brightness made her sway.

Someone took the mic off her dress—she didn’t see who. Another hand gently removed the headband holding back her hair. The pink backdrop disappeared behind a folding panel, wheeled away without ceremony. The production crew moved around her like she was a mannequin: useful, but not consulted.

Sabrina didn’t move.

She just stood there, glittering under the leftover shimmer of serum, legs trembling slightly. The high-cut mesh of her bottoms still clung tight, damp in all the wrong places, the cage pulsing against her with a cruel, dull ache that made her feel lightheaded.

Someone spoke. She didn’t register the words.

Her fingers flexed at her sides like they needed to grab something, ground her, anchor her. Her breathing came fast. Shallow. If she opened her mouth, she might sob.

She wasn’t sure if it would be out of humiliation or need.

“Sabrina?”

Elise’s voice broke the haze. Calm. Gentle. Too gentle.

Sabrina blinked hard and turned her head. Elise was standing just inside the prep room doorway, holding a clipboard. As if this was just another clinical trial, another update.

Her face felt hot. She realized she was still smiling—frozen in place for the camera.

“Hey,” she rasped, voice cracked. “You—you saw?”

Elise stepped forward and nodded. “Of course. You were excellent. Exposure metrics are already climbing.”

“That’s not what I meant.”

Elise glanced down at her tablet, tapped something, then looked back up. “You’re trembling.”

Sabrina crossed her arms tightly over her chest, then uncrossed them, as if unsure of what would draw more attention. “It—it won’t stop. The ache. I can’t... turn it off.”

There was a pause. Then Elise walked toward her and carefully placed the tablet down on the nearest table.

“You’re in a chemically-induced state of heightened sensitivity,” she said, clinically. “Hormonal swelling, denial feedback loops, psychological displacement. All expected.”

Sabrina bit her lower lip. Her legs buckled just slightly. Elise reached out, catching her arm before she slipped.

“I can’t even think straight,” she whispered.

“I know.”

“It hurts.”

Elise’s expression didn’t change. “I know.”

“I need—I just need something. Anything. Just—” Sabrina’s voice broke, and she looked down at the cage, her whole face twisting. “You don’t get it, I haven’t—since—he won’t—he just⁠—”

She couldn’t finish. Her throat closed.

Elise stepped behind her without a word. Smoothed her palms over Sabrina’s shoulders, then down her arms. She guided her gently to sit on the edge of the prep bench, the cold tile shocking against her thighs.

Elise knelt, reached under the bench, and retrieved a warm towel. She began wiping down Sabrina’s trembling legs, slow and methodical, like she was handling delicate equipment. Not a girl mid-breakdown.

Sabrina’s head fell forward.

“This is cruel,” she murmured. “I’m leaking in my own underwear, and he just says—wait. And I do. Like it’s normal.”

Elise didn’t respond right away. She folded the used towel neatly and set it aside.

Then she met Sabrina’s eyes.

“Denial deepens femininity,” she said gently, like a mantra. “That’s science, sweetie.”

Sabrina let out a sound—half laugh, half cry. She buried her face in her hands, mascara streaking her palms.

Elise placed a clean robe over her shoulders and didn’t say anything else.

The ache didn’t stop.

The robe clung awkwardly to her skin, catching on the places the serum still slicked her thighs. Elise had already left, moving like she always did—quiet, clinical, merciful in her own detached way. No one else had come back in. The studio was empty now, lights low, silence dense.

Sabrina stood.

The ache between her legs was still there. Less sharp, but no less present. Like a ghost hand pressing against the cage from the inside. Every breath kept it alive. Every motion reminded her of it.

She adjusted the robe, tied it too tightly, then loosened it again, frustrated.

Her eyes lifted to the mirror mounted near the door. She hadn’t looked before. Couldn’t.

Now she did.

The girl staring back was flushed, cheeks red and glowing from the serum and embarrassment. Her lips looked plumper than she remembered. Gloss long gone, but still soft. Her lashes were darker, fuller. Her collarbone showed under the loose knot of the robe, a faint sheen along her throat where Chase’s fingers had lingered earlier.

She looked wrecked.

Used.

Gorgeous.

Her stomach twisted.

Sabrina reached up, touched her cheek with the back of her fingers. It was warm. She didn’t recognize the softness there—how skin that had once been hard with razor burn and jaw tension now gave under her own touch.

Her mouth opened slightly. She leaned in, just an inch.

She could almost see what Chase saw.

And she hated that she could.

She turned away, pulled the robe tighter again, and walked out without looking back.


Chapter Seven




The restaurant didn’t even have a sign. Just a narrow brass handle on a deep mahogany door, tucked into a side street in the Arts District between a concept gallery and a silent minimalist boutique. It was the kind of place that didn’t need to announce itself. People who were meant to be there simply knew.

Inside, the air was warm with scent—burnt butter, saffron, white pepper, something faintly herbal that clung to the linen like memory. Everything was dark wood and velvet. The light came from low amber sconces and candles in blown-glass cups that glowed like tiny altars. The music was slow jazz, but quiet enough to keep the clinking of glasses intimate.

Sabrina stood just inside the entrance, breathing too shallowly, the maître d’s polite smile flickering across her. He hadn’t asked her name. Just gestured toward the coat check with the kind of professional indifference that meant she looked like she belonged.

She didn’t feel like she belonged.

The dress was deep burgundy velvet, backless and sleeveless, high-necked in front but dipping so low in the back that she could feel the draft between her shoulder blades. The hem skimmed just below mid-thigh, tight enough that every step felt like a performance.

She wasn’t wearing a bra. The fabric clung to her chest like it wanted to mold her into form. Her nipples—sensitive and flushed since the shoot—rubbed just enough to keep her breath tight. And the heels. God. The heels were a solid six inches, glossy pearl-white with gold accents, straps tight around her ankles like jewelry. She walked in them now. She didn’t stumble.

But every click of her step across the dark tile was a reminder.

Click. Click. Click.

She was Sabrina.

Chase was already seated. He looked like money—white silk shirt unbuttoned just enough to show his collarbone, pearl cufflinks, wrists bare, nails manicured, skin glowing with the same serum she was wearing. He wasn’t reading the menu. He never did.

He looked up the moment she entered.

The smile spread slowly across his face. “My god.”

Sabrina felt her legs lock. “Don’t.”

“Turn around for me, sweetheart.”

She didn’t move.

He rose from his chair, slow, fluid, every gesture just shy of theatrical. He walked toward her—not rushed, not showy. Confident in that way she used to be. Back when she still wore tailored suits and had handshakes that meant finality.

When he reached her, he didn’t kiss her cheek. He didn’t touch her waist.

He leaned in, barely brushing her earlobe with his breath.

“They’re going to love you.”

She exhaled, finally.

He led her by the hand. Not her wrist. Not her elbow. Her hand.

She hated how natural it felt.

They passed tables filled with sharp faces and sharper clothes. No one looked too long. They looked just enough. A glance. A nod. A recognition. She didn’t know if they saw a woman. A brand. A product. All of the above.

She could feel the serum still working—under her skin, beneath the neckline, warming her from the inside like a secret.

They sat.

The waiter arrived instantly. Called Chase “Mr. Holloway.” Called her “Miss York.”

Sabrina didn’t correct him.

“Two glasses of the Sancerre to start,” Chase said without looking at the list.

“Of course.”

The wine arrived cold and crisp, and Chase clinked his glass gently against hers before taking the first sip.

“To transparency,” he said.

Sabrina gave a small, bitter smile and sipped. It was dry, mineral-bright, expensive.

She shifted in her seat. The velvet dress moved like liquid around her thighs, reminding her again that she was locked. Still. The pressure of the cage hadn’t eased. It never did. She pressed her thighs together and crossed her ankles beneath the table, trying to find some kind of relief that wouldn’t show in her face.

Chase watched her over the rim of his glass.

“You’re fidgeting.”

“I’m uncomfortable.”

“Liar,” he said softly. “You’re glowing.”

“I’m being paraded.”

“No,” he said. “You’re being celebrated.”

The waiter brought the amuse-bouche—something tiny and elaborate on a silver spoon: quail egg, caviar, edible flowers. Chase plucked one and held it toward her lips.

“Open.”

She didn’t.

So he leaned in, closer, and whispered: “Don’t make me remind you who’s paying for that little dress.”

Her mouth opened.

He slid the spoon between her lips, slow and deliberate. She chewed. Swallowed. Hated how her legs pressed tighter.

“There’s a rhythm to this,” he said, watching her throat. “Feed. Praise. Starve. Repeat.”

“I’m not hungry.”

“No,” he said. “But you’re needy.”

Her face flushed.

He reached under the table—she jumped. But he only rested his hand on her thigh. Fingers splayed, warm, unmoving. His thumb traced the edge of the velvet.

“It’s worse when you look this good, isn’t it?” he murmured. “That ache. That little flutter in the cage when someone watches you sit up straighter, touch your neck, lick your lips.”

“Please don’t.”

“But it’s working, Sabrina. You hate that it’s working.”

She shut her eyes.

Because he was right.

She hated the ache. Hated the way her body wanted attention now. Hated the feel of the fabric over her chest and the way her nipples pressed against it, tight and sensitive and waiting for a brush of contact that never came.

She hated the pulse between her legs. She hated how wet she was.

But she didn’t want to leave.

Chase leaned back and smiled. The waiter returned with the first course, murmured something about poached trout with lemon foam. Sabrina didn’t taste it. Her tongue was too busy pressing against the back of her teeth, trying not to whimper.

She felt every breath. Every beat. Every hungry second.

And then⁠—

A voice behind her. Familiar. Amused.

“Well, well. Sebastian York.”

The name hit like a slap. Not loud. Not cruel. Just precise.

Sebastian.

Sabrina’s body flinched so subtly most wouldn’t notice. But Chase did. His fork paused mid-air. His fingers tightened just slightly on her thigh, pressing in—not enough to bruise. Enough to remind.

She turned.

Milo Hartley was exactly as she remembered. And worse.

Charcoal-gray suit, black shirt open at the collar, tan from somewhere inappropriate for October. He had that investor glow—too much money, not enough stress. Tall, broad, and smug as hell, the kind of man who’d close a hostile acquisition while sipping cucumber water and flirting with your assistant.

She hadn’t seen him in years. Not since she’d crushed his board proposal at AscendTek and made him flinch on-camera during Q3 projections. Not since she’d smirked across the table and said, “Your numbers are fluff, Milo. Next.”

Now, his smirk was back.

And hers was gone.

“Didn’t recognize you at first,” he said, stepping closer. “But Chase has a type, doesn’t he?”

Chase didn’t look at him. Didn’t blink. He cut a piece of fish and ate it slowly, like this was entertainment and not war.

Sabrina couldn’t stand. Couldn’t run. The velvet dress wrapped around her like a trap. Her body betrayed her. Her heart thumped so hard in her chest she was certain it was visible.

Milo stepped into the low amber light, hands in his pockets. His eyes flicked down her body like a scan. Not lewd. Just clinical. Inventorying the damage.

“No,” he said after a moment. “You know what? I take that back.” He leaned in slightly. “He doesn’t have a type. He makes them.”

Sabrina tried to speak. Her mouth opened. Closed.

“Careful,” Chase murmured, finally looking up. “You’re drooling, Milo.”

Milo chuckled. “Oh, I’m impressed, not desperate.” His eyes locked on Sabrina’s. “Though that depends. Does it talk? Or just pose?”

“I—” Sabrina managed, but it came out wrong. Soft. Lilted. Not Sebastian’s voice. Not even close.

Milo’s eyebrows lifted. “Wow.” He stepped around her chair, slow, circling. “You were a bastard, you know that? Like, proper mean. People used to call you the executioner. Even your interns hated you.”

Chase refilled Sabrina’s wine glass, unbothered.

“And now look at you.” Milo’s voice was lower now. Not cruel. Not kind. Just curious. “Tits and shimmer. Eyes all glassy. Sitting in his lap, practically humping dinner.”

“I’m not—” she started, voice rising.

But Chase’s hand squeezed her thigh.

And she stopped.

Milo watched that happen. His smirk deepened. “Wow,” he said again, quieter this time. “It’s real. You’re really his.”

“I’m no one’s,” she said sharply, trying to square her shoulders.

But the dress shifted. The bodice tightened. The cage throbbed. And Milo’s eyes drifted.

“You’re locked,” he said, low and delighted. “Holy shit.” He looked at Chase. “You locked him?”

Chase didn’t answer. Just poured himself more wine and stirred it with a lazy swirl.

Milo leaned down, hand braced on the back of her chair, voice warm against her neck.

“I used to think no one could break you. Honestly. I said it once, over drinks—York’s a machine, no soul, no feelings, just cuts and closings. But this?” His eyes sparkled. “This is a masterpiece.”

Sabrina stared ahead. Her wine glass was full. Her fingers trembled as she lifted it to her lips.

He tilted his head, almost affectionate.

“I always knew you’d break pretty.”

She hated how wet she was. How loud the cage felt.

“Drink up,” Milo said softly. “You’re selling him billions.”

He straightened. Adjusted his cufflinks. Looked at Chase. “Let me know if you open a round. I’d invest in her.”

Then he walked away. Smooth, slow, like nothing had happened.

Chase said nothing.

Sabrina sat, silent, body humming like a live wire.

The ache was unbearable. Her hands clenched on her lap. She was humiliated. Violated. Seen.

And underneath it all—horribly, terrifyingly—she was aroused.

The wineglass was half-empty before Sabrina realized her hand was shaking. Not visibly. Not enough to draw attention. But enough that the reflection in the base of the glass showed the ripple of tremble across the stem. Her other hand gripped the hem of her dress beneath the table, fingernails digging into velvet.

Chase hadn’t spoken since Milo left.

He’d gone back to eating, clean and casual, like Milo hadn’t just carved her open in public with a few soft words and a smile. Like she wasn’t vibrating with rage, shame, and something far worse: arousal.

When Chase finally stood, he didn’t announce it. Just smoothed down the front of his shirt and reached for her wrist.

“We’re taking a walk.”

It wasn’t a question.

She followed him without a word. The other guests faded into the warm lighting, polite and oblivious. Chase didn’t move quickly. He led her with one hand lightly on her back, fingers spread between her bare shoulder blades, the pressure just firm enough to steer.

The velvet of her dress clung to her thighs as she walked. Every step made her aware of how wet the lace was beneath, how the cage pressed with maddening weight, how tight the dress had become as if her skin itself had swelled in shame.

They didn’t go far. Just down a narrow hallway past the private dining rooms, into a marble alcove near the restrooms. No one else was there. The music was muted. The walls were dark, polished, rich with the scent of something musky and clean.

Chase stopped and turned.

She didn’t meet his eyes.

“What are you feeling?” he asked softly.

Sabrina pressed her back to the wall. “Angry.”

“Try again.”

She swallowed. “Exposed.”

“That’s closer.” He stepped in. “Try again.”

She lifted her chin. “Humiliated.”

He smiled. “There it is.”

Her eyes glinted. “And you love that.”

“I need that.”

He placed both hands on the wall, caging her without touching. His voice dropped, not harsh—warm. Like they were still at dinner, still tasting wine.

“He saw what you are,” he murmured. “And you hated it, didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Because it wasn’t his to see.”

Her breath caught.

“You wanted to scream,” he went on. “Wanted to stand up and shout, ‘That’s not me. I’m not hers. I’m not some toy in heels.’” He leaned in. “But you didn’t, Sabrina. You sat there. In silence. Locked. Wet. Obedient.”

“I didn’t want to cause a scene,” she said, but it was weak.

“No. You didn’t want me to stop owning the scene.”

His hand slid down—not touching her, just trailing the air between them—hovering at her hip. Her knees weakened.

“You belong to me,” he said gently. “Not because I took you.”

“I didn’t choose this.”

“No,” he agreed. “But you’re choosing to stay.”

She trembled.

“And Milo?” Chase’s voice softened even more. “He doesn’t get to look at what’s mine and think he could’ve shaped it. He didn’t lock you. He didn’t guide your voice down that perfect octave or teach you how to walk in heels. He didn’t hold your thighs still during a livestream while you whimpered.”

Sabrina looked up at him finally. Her eyes were wet.

“Why does it feel good?” she whispered.

He tilted his head. “Because you’re not fighting anymore.”

She shook her head. “I still hate you.”

Chase smiled. “You’re allowed to. As long as you keep listening.”

She didn’t speak.

So he leaned forward, brushed his lips over the shell of her ear, and whispered, “Say who you belong to.”

She bit her lip. Her throat bobbed.

He waited.

The silence stretched.

Then, so quietly it might have been a breath⁠—

“You.”

He kissed her cheek. Not soft. Not rough. Just final.

Then he stepped back, adjusted his cuffs, and nodded toward the dining room.

“Fix your lipstick, darling. We’re not done with the night.”


Chapter Eight




The next morning began too late.

Not late in hours—but late in obedience. The serum sat untouched on the marble counter, little more than a glossy pink jar with her name printed on the label: SABRINA YORK — DAILY: AM. It waited patiently, unjudging, while she stumbled out of bed, half-dressed and half-aware, her robe slipping off one shoulder.

The bathroom lights were too bright. Her tongue was dry. Her thighs still slick from the ache she hadn’t relieved. Couldn’t relieve.

And she’d forgotten.

Or she hadn’t wanted to remember.

The night with Chase had left her so shaken, so raw, so seen, that when she crawled into the sheets alone, she’d pressed her face into the pillow and whispered just one morning.

One morning without lotion. One morning where she wasn’t softening under the touch of chemicals and suggestion and whispered affirmations. One morning without the discipline of serum and silk.

The camera light on the mirror blinked red. She’d already missed the scheduled upload.

It was Elise’s voice that caught her first.

From the speaker mounted on the corner of the ceiling—clinical and calm.

“Sabrina. No data detected from your AM application. Is this an error?”

Sabrina jumped. Her robe slipped lower. She yanked it up, heart hammering.

“No, I just—” she looked up, half-expecting a camera lens to shift focus on her. “I forgot. That’s all.”

“Noted,” Elise said after a beat. “Deviation logged.”

Then silence.

Sabrina exhaled. “Jesus.”

She turned back to the mirror. Her face looked… sharper this morning. Not masculine, but less softened. Less pink. Her lashes looked a shade thinner. It could’ve been lighting. But it could’ve been more.

She rubbed her eyes. “Just one morning.”

Thirty minutes later, her tablet pinged.

→ NEW SCHEDULE ALERT: PRIVATE SESSION — CHASE / CONFERENCE LOUNGE / 10:00AM / ATTIRE: SUBMISSIVE

She stared at the notification.

Attire: Submissive.

That wasn’t a category in the closet. Not officially.

But she knew exactly what it meant.

The elevator chimed at the top floor, and Sabrina stepped out like she was walking into judgment.

The conference lounge was nothing like the rest of PermaPretty’s gleaming white hallways. This room had been redesigned—walls draped in muted blush velvet, lighting lowered to a soft amber haze. Even the air smelled different. Richer. Something like sandalwood, citrus rind, and skin after sex.

She wasn’t sure when Chase had made this room. It hadn’t existed when she was Sebastian, stalking these halls in polished oxfords and tailored gray suits. But it existed now. And it had been made for her.

Her heels clicked against the lacquered floor. Slower, this time. Not hesitant—but hesitating.

She wore a pale lavender slip dress—thin straps, high hem, no bra. The fabric clung like it didn’t care about her nerves. It wasn’t meant to hide. Nothing Chase assigned was ever meant to hide.

She didn’t knock. She didn’t need to.

Chase was already seated.

Not at the head of the conference table—but in one of the oversized chairs by the window, legs crossed, tablet balanced on his knee. Barefoot, of course. Always barefoot. A white button-down, sleeves rolled. Lavender socks discarded neatly beside the chair.

“Close the door, Sabrina.”

Her stomach twisted.

She obeyed.

The latch clicked behind her with the kind of finality that made her thighs twitch. She turned back toward him, spine straight. He hadn’t looked up yet.

“I assume you know why you’re here.”

“Yes.”

“I assume you also know,” he continued, tapping lazily on his screen, “that Elise tracks serum compliance in real-time.”

“I do.”

He set the tablet aside and finally looked at her. His eyes weren’t angry. That would’ve been easier. No—his expression was something worse.

Disappointment.

“You didn’t forget,” he said quietly. “You chose not to.”

Sabrina’s lips parted, but no words came.

He stood. Slowly. Smoothly. Walked toward her with no urgency—just purpose. His presence filled the room like heat. She stayed still.

“After all this time. All this effort. You looked at that serum and said, not today.”

“I just needed a break.”

He circled behind her. She didn’t turn.

“You needed a break from what?” he murmured. “From becoming the most beautiful version of yourself?”

“From you.”

She felt the silence behind her stretch thin. Then:

“That’s honest,” he said.

Fingers brushed the back of her neck.

Not harsh. Not demanding. Just… present.

She shivered.

“I spend my days building a brand,” Chase murmured, his lips near her ear. “And you’re my masterpiece. So when you skip a dose, you don’t just interrupt your feminization, Sabrina.”

He took a slow step closer.

“You insult my vision.”

Her knees wanted to give.

“I didn’t mean to⁠—”

“You didn’t want to feel it that morning.” His hands now on her shoulders. “Didn’t want to ache. Didn’t want to see how much softer you’re getting. Didn’t want to love the way your voice lifts at the end of a question now. The way your hips sway without thinking.”

“I didn’t⁠—”

“But you do,” he whispered. “And that scares you. So you disobeyed. To feel in control. To see if you could.”

She squeezed her eyes shut. Her voice barely held. “So what happens now?”

Chase leaned in, breath warm at her throat.

“Now,” he said, “you learn what happens when you lie to yourself.”

He turned her by the shoulders. Guided her backwards until her thighs hit the edge of the velvet sofa. He said nothing as she sat.

Then he dropped to one knee.

Not worshipful. Not kind. Strategic.

His hands smoothed over the tops of her thighs, not pushing the dress up—not yet. Just reminding her that he could. That he owned the space between her legs, even if she didn’t.

“You want pleasure, don’t you?” he asked softly.

She nodded.

“You want release.”

Her voice was a whisper. “Yes.”

“And you think missing a dose earns that?”

“No.”

He smiled. “Good.”

Then he stood.

Walked back to the table. Picked up the pink serum jar she hadn’t noticed before. It was already open.

He dipped two fingers in. Held them up—shimmering, slick.

“Apply it now.”

She blinked. “Here?”

“Now. While I watch. You want discipline? It starts with obedience.”

Her cheeks burned. Her thighs tensed. But her hands moved.

She took the jar. Scooped the lotion. And, slowly—shaking—began rubbing it into her own skin.

First her neck. Then her collarbones. Then lower.

Chase didn’t look away.

And the ache only deepened.

Her fingers moved in slow, trembling circles. Serum spread across her chest, leaving a faint sheen wherever it touched—dewy, luminous, deceptively soft. It wasn’t just skincare. It never had been. Each sweep rewired her. Reclaimed her. Reaffirmed who she was becoming.

She didn’t look at Chase. Couldn’t.

He was watching, arms folded, not smirking—not taunting. He was patient. Like he was watching a student relearn her vowels.

When she moved to her thighs, her breath hitched. She rubbed the serum higher, higher still. The hem of the slip rose with her hands. The cage throbbed under the lace. No contact. Just closeness. Just that unbearable pressure reminding her of everything she wasn’t allowed to feel.

When she finished, she sat still. Waiting. Her hands in her lap.

Chase walked over and took the jar from her without a word.

Then he knelt again.

Not romantic. Not soft. Intentional.

His hands found her wrists first. Held them. Then guided them above her head, laying them gently across the arm of the couch.

“Keep them there.”

She obeyed.

The first touch wasn’t a touch at all—it was breath. Chase leaned in, lips grazing the edge of her jaw, down her throat, slow and calculated. Her skin prickled. Her knees squeezed together.

“You think skipping a dose means you control the tempo?” he whispered. “That you can dodge the ache?”

“No.”

“No?”

“No, sir.”

He smiled. Kissed just below her ear. “Better.”

He traced his hands down her sides. Stopped at the curve of her waist. Gripped—not harshly, but with purpose.

“You want to cum?”

She exhaled. “So badly.”

“You won’t.”

She whimpered.

“I’m going to remind your body that obedience is the only path forward.”

His hands moved again—down, around, under. Lifting her just enough to reposition her on the couch. Her dress slipped higher. He adjusted her legs with gentle pressure, parting them slightly, enough to make her breath catch.

And then… nothing.

He sat beside her. Close enough to touch. But he didn’t.

His fingers tapped a rhythm on his thigh. Waiting. Measuring.

“You’re going to sit in that ache, Sabrina,” he murmured. “Until it carves you open. Until your body sings for me. Until you forget what control ever felt like.”

She blinked fast. “Please⁠—”

“Shh.”

A beat.

Then a hum. Deep in his throat. Like he was considering a recipe.

One finger trailed down her thigh. Slowly. Carefully. Stopping just before the lace edge.

“Beg to be touched,” he said.

“Please.”

“That’s not begging.”

“Please, sir. Please—I need it, I can’t⁠—”

“You can.”

“I’m soaked. I can’t think. I can’t breathe⁠—”

He touched her.

Not her sex. Not directly. Just the inside of her thigh, firm and warm and present.

She cried out—not loud, but raw.

His hand stayed there. Not moving. Not giving her what she wanted. Just being.

“You disobeyed because you wanted to feel powerful again,” Chase murmured, voice soft as silk. “But power doesn’t suit you anymore.”

She trembled.

“You like this,” he said. “Being told when to ache. When to moan. When to speak. When to beg.”

She tried to speak. Failed.

His hand pressed slightly deeper. Her hips jolted. The cage did its job—held her fast, held her empty.

“No release,” he whispered. “Not until you’re mine again. Fully. Without hesitation.”

“I—” she gasped. “I am⁠—”

“No,” he said, calmly. “Not yet.”

His hand slipped away.

The loss made her moan.

She couldn’t help it.

“Put your hands in your lap,” he said.

She obeyed. Clutched them together like she was praying.

“You’re going to sit here,” he continued. “And ache. And think about how good it felt to be disciplined. And when you’re ready to surrender fully...”

He stood. Adjusted his sleeves. Picked up his tablet.

“...you’ll ask me to take the control you’ve been pretending to keep.”

And then he left.

The door shut quietly behind him.

And Sabrina sat, trembling, leaking, lips parted in silent devastation.

She didn’t know when she’d speak again.

But she knew exactly what her first words would be.


Chapter Nine




The door to her apartment was already unlocked. Chase had been there. Or Elise.

Someone with authority. Someone with a key.

Sabrina didn’t notice it at first—not consciously. She stepped out of her heels, kicked them toward the mat, rubbed the ache from her arches with fingers that still trembled from how close she’d been. The cage hadn’t stopped throbbing since the conference lounge. Her skin was flushed in places she hadn’t touched, and her mind… her mind wasn’t hers anymore.

It took five steps into the bedroom before she froze.

The closet was open.

Not just open—gutted.

Gone were the suits. The pressed button-downs. The tailored jackets, the pants with sharp creases, the belts, the shoes polished to dull perfection.

Gone.

In their place: lace. Silk. Pastels and blush and lavender. Dresses in every silhouette. Camis and sheer slips and bras with tags still on them.

A drawer left slightly ajar revealed a careful row of padded push-up bras, matching panties in delicate lace, thongs in bright cherry red and powdery pinks. Folded beside them: fishnet stockings, sheer thigh-highs with satin bows, two delicate silk blindfolds, and a note:

“Pick one.”

Her breath hitched.

She turned—slowly—to the full-length mirror by the window.

Sabrina.

Not Sebastian.

Not a man who once walked into boardrooms like he was pulling the plug on someone's future. No—just Sabrina now, in a lavender slip dress, collarbone bare, legs long and shaking. Still locked. Still aching.

The note on the drawer didn’t ask for resistance. It didn’t ask for opinion.

Pick one.

So she stepped forward.

One hand hovered over the lingerie, shaking. Her fingers brushed lace—cool, soft, obscene in its delicacy. A soft lavender bra with embroidered flowers. Thin straps. No padding. No hiding.

She picked it up. Beneath it, a matching thong.

The cage pulsed hard.

She hated how fast her thighs pressed together.

She stepped out of the slip. Let it fall silently to the floor.

Her skin was flushed, glowing in the low light. Breasts still small, still growing—but enough. Nipples tight. Sensitive.

She clipped the bra closed behind her. Adjusted the cups.

It fit.

She reached for the thong. Hesitated.

Then stepped into it.

The lace hugged the cage perfectly. No hiding. Just framing. Like it belonged there.

A new ache bloomed in her chest. One part humiliation. One part… surrender.

The closet door clicked softly behind her.

She turned.

Chase stood there, one hand on the frame, gaze fixed on her body like it was already his.

He smiled.

“Good girl.”

Chase didn’t step fully into the room. He didn’t have to. His presence, framed in the doorway like a collector admiring his prize, was more than enough to steal her breath.

Sabrina stood still, frozen in lace.

His eyes traced every inch—how the bra curved along her ribs, how the embroidered cups just barely framed the soft swell of her chest, how the thong hugged the cage with cruel precision.

“You chose lavender,” he murmured.

She swallowed. “It matched the serum.”

He smiled. “It matched your need.”

Sabrina’s throat tightened. Her body throbbed in response to the praise.

Chase walked in, slow, unhurried, like he was stepping into his own closet. He brushed past her, his hand barely grazing the swell of her hip. Her body tensed with the contact. Not from fear—from anticipation.

He opened the vanity drawer. Inside: makeup, perfume bottles, hair brushes, and a row of accessories laid out like sacred tools.

A pearl-studded collar. A velvet choker. A rose gold plug nestled in a satin pouch. Lip glosses in half a dozen shades of fuck me.

He looked back at her.

“Which perfume makes you feel pretty?”

She didn’t answer immediately. Her eyes fell to the tray. One bottle called to her—clear glass with a pink bow, its label in loopy script: Bloom No. 3

She picked it up.

Chase nodded. “Spray behind each ear. And once between your thighs.”

Her hand trembled as she obeyed. The scent bloomed instantly—bright, floral, dizzying. She watched herself in the mirror as she lifted one leg, sprayed just above the lace, and felt the air cool her soaked skin.

Chase opened another drawer. Pulled out a small pink box and set it on the vanity.

He opened it. Inside: a small, jewel-toned plug with a slender base.

“For discipline,” he said. “And posture.”

Her breath caught. “I—I don’t…”

“You do.”

He took the plug out and set it gently on a soft towel. Walked to the closet. From a hidden hook, he retrieved a small tube of serum-laced lubricant.

Her knees nearly buckled.

Chase’s voice lowered. “You want to feel owned again?”

“Yes.”

“You want the ache to have meaning?”

“Yes.”

He nodded to the edge of the bed. “Then bend.”

She turned, legs trembling, and braced herself on the mattress. The cool air kissed her thighs as he knelt behind her again. She couldn’t see him—but she could feel the soft click of the cap, the warm glide of serum-slick fingers spreading her, preparing her, teasing her open.

Not fast. Not rough. Patient. Methodical. Her breath hitched with every slow movement, her body twitching forward as the plug pressed against her.

Then—pressure. Stretch. A slow, unrelenting slide.

She gasped, hands clenching the sheets.

It settled inside her, snug and humiliatingly perfect.

Her whole body clenched around it. The cage throbbed. The perfume coated her thighs. She could taste her own arousal on the back of her tongue.

She stayed bent forward, gasping.

Chase leaned close, his lips at her shoulder.

“You wear it all day. You sit with it. You squirm with it. And you thank me every time it reminds you what you are.”

She nodded, too quickly.

He kissed her shoulder.

“Now come. It’s time to tuck.”

The full-length mirror caught everything: her flushed cheeks, the bra hugging her modest, swollen chest, the thong clinging to the cage like it had been stitched around her need, the soft curve of her thighs parting just slightly under the pressure of the plug.

She hadn’t moved from the edge of the bed. Not yet. Her breathing was shallow, skin gleaming in patches where the serum had sunk in, the perfume leaving its mark like a lover's kiss between her thighs.

Chase stood behind her again, one hand ghosting down the back of her neck. Not pushing. Guiding. Always guiding.

“Tucking isn’t about hiding,” he murmured. “It’s about intention.”

Sabrina nodded, wordless.

He stepped beside her, pulled open the lower vanity drawer. Inside was a tray of specially cut gaffs—tight, minimal, stretchy with reinforced panels—alongside sheer pantyhose in various nude tones, and a small bottle of toner labeled “Stay-Flat Serum.”

He held it up. “This helps. But it’s not a cheat. Your submission does more than chemistry ever could.”

She shivered.

“Lay back,” he said. “Legs up. I’ll show you once.”

Sabrina obeyed.

Her body sunk into the cool sheets as she eased back, raised her legs. She felt obscene—exposed in lavender lace, the plug still seated inside her, thighs trembling, nipples stiff from the air and the ache and the sheer wrongness of how right it all felt.

Chase knelt at the foot of the bed.

His hands were slow, but firm. He peeled the thong down—not off, just enough to access what he needed. The cage came into view, glistening slightly, wet with pre-ache tension. The sight of it alone made her legs twitch.

“Breathe,” he said. “And don’t move.”

She obeyed. She always did.

His fingers gripped the base of the cage, lifting her carefully. With gentle, trained hands, he tucked her—folding the ache downward, pressing her into herself, firm and controlled. It wasn’t violent. It wasn’t rough. It was final.

Then came the gaff. Soft. Pale lilac. Smooth and elastic, he slid it into place with the precision of a man who'd done this before. It hugged her down, held her still.

It was gone.

She gasped at her own reflection. The bulge was erased. There was just skin now. Lace. Softness. A flat front where her humiliation used to live.

Chase stood. Took her by the chin. Turned her head gently toward the mirror.

“Look.”

She did.

Her chest heaved.

“I’m… flat,” she breathed.

“No,” he corrected. “You’re feminine.”

Her legs squeezed. The plug pulsed.

“You look like you’ve always wanted to,” he said. “You just needed someone to tell you it was allowed.”

Her lips parted. “I don’t know if I want this.”

He leaned in, his breath ghosting across her lips.

“You keep saying that,” he whispered, “but you haven’t asked to stop once.”

Sabrina didn’t move.

He adjusted the lace of her bra, smoothing it tighter against her chest, framing the soft swells properly. He took a light blush from the tray, brushed it across her cheeks in slow, careful circles.

“You’re not Sebastian anymore,” he said. “That name doesn’t belong in this mirror.”

She stared at her reflection. At the girl with flushed cheeks and trembling legs and wet lips parted in confusion and awe.

“No,” she whispered. “I’m not.”

Chase didn’t tell her where they were going. He just opened the closet and pulled out the outfit.

Sabrina stood frozen at the vanity, still reeling from the mirror, from the way she’d whispered “I’m not.” That moment rang inside her skull like a bell tolling for the death of a man she no longer missed.

He laid the dress on the bed like a gift. It was tight, powder-pink latex with molded cups and a zip-up back that shimmered like polished candy. Strapless. High hemline. Nothing to hide.

Heels next—nude patent leather, six inches minimum.

“No questions,” Chase said. “Just steps.”

She nodded. Didn’t dare speak.

Dressing was a ritual now. He helped her step into the dress—lifted her, zipped her up, smoothed the latex across her flattened front. She gasped when it hugged her cage, framing it beneath the gaff with a tension that bordered on painful. Her plug pressed deeper. Her thighs trembled again.

Then came the collar. Soft pink leather with a heart-shaped charm.

Chase buckled it gently. Kissed her neck once.

No leash. That would’ve been too easy.

“You’ll walk like you’re proud,” he said. “Because I am.”

Her breath caught.

They left the apartment together, walking side by side. She didn’t ask who might see her. Didn’t ask what people would think. She couldn’t. Her heels clicked sharp against the marble, and every step made the plug remind her who she was.

The elevator ride down was silent. Her reflection in the gold-tinted doors was all legs, gloss, ache, and submission.

They exited into the lower level lounge—public enough for people to notice. Private enough that no one would dare interrupt.

Chase guided her to a table near the back, his hand never leaving the small of her back.

Two junior marketing execs were already seated, eyes wide. One of them dropped her pen. The other smiled with barely contained excitement.

“Sabrina,” Chase said calmly, “is joining us for client onboarding.”

Sabrina sat. Carefully. The plug reminded her of its presence immediately, her cheeks flushing as her knees touched and her thighs refused to stop twitching.

One of the women leaned in. “You look incredible.”

Sabrina smiled. Too tight. “Thank you.”

“I love how the latex hugs your hips. You’re really showing off the serum’s work.”

Chase didn’t say anything. He didn’t have to.

Sabrina just nodded. “It’s… very effective.”

They went over campaign slides. Sabrina nodded where she was meant to. Smiled when Chase looked at her. Spoke when prompted.

And all the while—she ached.

She ached with every pulse of the plug. Every twitch of her cock in the cage. Every shift of the latex dress against her oiled thighs.

She was leaking again. Slowly. Silently.

But she stayed seated. Straight-backed. Lip-glossed. Obedient.

Back upstairs, in the apartment, Chase unzipped her slowly.

He said nothing until the dress peeled off her shoulders and fell to the floor.

Then, he pulled her in close. Forehead to forehead.

“You were perfect,” he whispered. “You made every man in that room wish they were me. And every woman wish they were you.”

Her breath hitched.

“You’ll never wear slacks again.”

She didn’t protest.

“You’ll wake up tomorrow and choose a plug before you choose your lipstick.”

She nodded.

“You’re ready now,” he whispered. “To be watched. To be claimed.”

She bit her lip. “On camera?”

He smiled.

“Tomorrow, sweetheart,” Chase murmured. “The world’s going to see what you’ve become.”


Chapter Ten




The studio was warm. Not hot. Not uncomfortable. But warm in that way that made the skin hyperaware—of fabric, of air, of breath. It was intentional. Everything Chase designed was.

The couch at the center of the frame wasn’t sleek or modern. It was soft, feminine, pale pink with scalloped edges and gold legs. It matched the day’s theme: “Soft Power, Maximum Control.”

Sabrina stood just off-camera, ring lights circling her in a slow, steady glow. Her skin had already been powdered, serum applied—twice, just to enhance the shimmer along her collarbones and inner thighs. The plug was still inside her. She hadn’t asked to remove it. No one had offered.

She wore a white lace teddy, semi-sheer, with pearl snaps between her thighs and no padding at the chest. Her breasts didn’t need it anymore. They filled the cups on their own now. Slightly. Sweetly. A little bounce when she shifted. The nipples stayed hard, painfully so.

And the cage.

Still locked. Still framed by lace. Still the center of the ache radiating through her every time she so much as breathed.

“Camera rolling in ten,” Elise called from the control monitor.

Chase was behind her now. Not hovering. Not saying a word. Just there. Watching.

She glanced toward him—an instinct now.

He didn’t nod. Didn’t smile. He simply tapped two fingers against the inside of her thigh.

Permission.

She stepped into the frame.

The livestream began without fanfare.

No flashy title card. No jingle. Just Sabrina seated on the edge of the couch, legs crossed neatly, posture perfect, hands folded in her lap.

She was glowing. Literally.

Her skin reflected the light with that soft-focus shimmer that only came from PermaPretty 3.0—and months of denial, discipline, and devotion.

She looked directly into the camera.

“Hi, everyone,” she said, her voice smooth, sweet, just a little breathy. “I’m Sabrina York. You might’ve seen my story.”

There were already thousands of viewers. Comments streaming:

She looks so soft [image: smiling face with heart-eyes]

Wait—wasn’t that Sebastian York??

omg that cage is still on holy shit

Chase better ruin her tbh

She kept going.

“I started as a consultant,” she said. “Cold. Controlled. Efficient. And miserable.”

She smiled.

“Then I met Chase. And the serum. And—” she glanced down, pressing her thighs together just a little too tightly. “—discipline.”

There was movement behind the camera. Barely audible.

Sabrina paused.

“He showed me that femininity isn’t weakness,” she whispered. “It’s attention. It’s power. And when you surrender to it…”

She uncrossed her legs. Shifted. Let the lace rise just enough to tease.

“…you become more than beautiful.”

That’s when Chase stepped into the frame.

Chase didn’t speak as he entered the frame.

He didn’t have to.

The moment he appeared—barefoot, button-down unfastened at the throat, sleeves rolled to the forearms—the chat erupted.

THERE HE IS

RUIN HER

this is better than any launch I’ve ever seen

watch how still she gets [image: loudly crying face]

Sabrina didn’t look at him. She kept her eyes forward, lips parted, glossed just enough to catch the light when she breathed. She could feel him, though—his presence behind her like a second gravity.

He sat beside her. Close. Not touching.

And yet her body jolted like he’d slapped her.

She cleared her throat, tried to continue.

“The serum’s designed to work with your instincts,” she said softly. “To draw out what’s always been there. What you’ve buried under clothes, expectations, roles…”

Chase reached forward and placed a single jar on the table. PermaPretty Inner Glow: Serum 3.1.

Then he opened it. Slowly. The sound of the lid twisting off echoed into her core.

Sabrina kept speaking. “It works best when paired with regular denial. Focused… behavioral reshaping.”

His fingers dipped in. Pearlescent pink, almost glowing in the light.

He lifted it. Reached for her thigh.

She didn’t stop him.

He pressed the serum to her skin—just above the knee—and began rubbing slow, lazy circles into her inner thigh. Not rough. Not fast. Just patient.

She inhaled sharply.

The audience noticed.

did she just moan [image: loudly crying face][image: loudly crying face]

she’s trying so hard to stay composed

rub higher pls

Sabrina’s voice shook. “It increases sensitivity to touch. Not just physically, but emotionally. It creates… ah… um…”

Chase’s hand slid higher. Right up to the lace. He didn’t move past it. Didn’t need to.

The plug shifted as she clenched.

Her hands gripped her thighs. Her head tipped back just slightly.

“She’s leaking,” someone wrote.

She’s fighting it so hard, poor thing

no one’s saving you now, sweetheart

Chase leaned in, close to her ear, and whispered—off-mic, but the camera caught the tension in her neck.

“Tell them what you’re feeling.”

Sabrina blinked fast. She opened her mouth. Closed it. Tried again.

“I feel…” Her voice cracked. “I feel full. I feel… stretched. I feel like I’m not allowed to want what I want.”

“Good girl,” Chase murmured.

She whimpered.

He licked his thumb and wiped a smear of serum from her thigh with his tongue.

The chat exploded.

he LICKED her??!!

she’s gonna break on stream

is she gonna cum??

NO. HOLD HER THERE.

Chase pulled back. Took a second scoop of serum. Reached for her other thigh.

“You think this is the climax?” he said now, to the camera. “It isn’t. She doesn’t get to break here.”

Sabrina gasped.

“She’ll talk through the ache. Answer questions. Smile for you. All while the plug twitches and her cock begs and her throat tightens with everything I won’t let her have.”

He looked down at her.

“You’ll keep going, won’t you?”

Her breath hitched. “Yes, sir.”

“Because good girls don’t cum until they’re told.”

Her eyes fluttered closed.

“Now,” Chase said, smiling at the lens, “let’s open the Q&A.”

The comments screamed.

FUCK SHE’S NOT ALLOWED TO CUM

her thighs are shaking—she’s soaked

this is art

she’s gonna cry before he finishes her

And Sabrina smiled.

Tears pricked the corner of her eyes.

But she smiled.

Because she wasn’t allowed to do anything else.

The chat was a blur.

Thousands of comments a second. Emojis, hearts, raw need spelled out in capital letters. People begging to see more. People begging for mercy on her behalf. No one looked away.

Sabrina’s lips were parted. Her thighs clenched. Her skin glowed under the ring light, sheen catching on her chest, her arms, her trembling stomach. Her eyes were glassy now—wet at the corners but not falling. Not yet. She blinked too often. Her breath hitched too high in her throat.

But she didn’t cry.

Not until Chase made her speak.

“Tell them,” he said calmly, smoothing his palm along the serum-shined skin of her thigh again. “Tell them what you want.”

She hesitated. Just for a breath.

Then—quiet, nearly inaudible—“I want to be touched.”

“No.”

She gasped.

“Try again.”

“I want release.”

Chase leaned in, brushing her hair behind her ear. “Not the words I gave you, sweetheart.”

Her voice broke. “I want to be… used.”

The chat erupted.

SHE SAID IT

fucking hell she’s GONE

this is the best product demo of all time

Sabrina, you’re perfect

Chase smiled. “That’s better.”

She didn’t even blink now. She just shook—tiny tremors running down her arms, through her chest, deep into her locked-up core. The plug was still inside her, unmoving, but every second it wasn’t moving made her whimper.

And then Chase reached forward.

Two fingers. Pressed against the gaff. Firm, unyielding pressure. Not a touch. Not stimulation. Just presence.

Sabrina gasped like she’d been electrocuted.

Her hands gripped the couch cushion, white-knuckled. Her spine arched. Her mouth fell open. Her eyes slammed shut.

And then⁠—

He pulled his hand away.

“No,” he said softly. “You don’t get to come on camera. Not with your cock.”

She sobbed. Not loud. Not broken. Just this quiet, fractured, trembling sound like something precious had been taken from her.

The chat begged for more.

PLEASE PLEASE LET HER CUM

she’s WRECKED

CHASE PLEASE

look at her—look at that little broken smile

She sat there, panting. Chest rising. Legs shaking. Completely denied.

Completely undone.

And then Chase crouched down beside her again. Brought his lips to her ear.

“Now thank me.”

Sabrina turned, mascara threatening the corners of her lashes. She met the camera. Her voice was low.

“Thank you, sir.”

He tilted his head. “For what?”

Her lip trembled.

“For the ache.”

She looked straight into the camera.

“For not letting me come. For keeping me pretty.”

Chase kissed her cheek.

The screen faded to the PermaPretty logo, and the stream ended.

The silence after the stream was louder than the comments had ever been.

Sabrina sat alone in the studio, under the same lights that had caught the serum on her skin, the desperation in her voice, the obedience in her eyes. They were still warm, humming softly above her like the room itself hadn’t noticed the performance was over.

She hadn’t moved.

The lace clung to her, soaked in places she couldn’t name, twisted slightly at the hips where her body had jerked forward during those final seconds. Her breath was shallow, chest rising too fast, skin flushed in waves across her collarbones and cheeks.

The plug was still in.

The cage, still locked.

Her thighs twitched now and then, like her muscles hadn’t gotten the message that it was over.

Was it over?

She blinked. Slowly.

The couch under her was damp from her skin. Her lipstick was worn at the corners, smeared into something less like makeup and more like surrender.

She leaned forward, elbows on her knees, head in her hands.

What the fuck was that?

She’d performed. She’d sold. She’d delivered the brand message. The product benefits. The transformation pitch. All with her body pulsing and her mind screaming and her cock begging.

And she hadn’t even thought to stop.

The words had come from somewhere lower than her throat. Somewhere in her spine. Her bones.

“Thank you, sir.”

It hadn’t even felt forced.

And now… now she couldn’t stop hearing herself say it. Over and over.

Not with shame. Not with pride.

With longing.

Sabrina stood—barely. Her legs wobbled, and the plug reminded her of its presence in a pulse that shot straight through her belly. She stumbled to the mirror mounted beside the door, the one she hadn’t dared look in before the stream.

She saw a girl.

A mess. A wreck.

Gloss-wrecked lips. Eyes rimmed in black. Cheeks glowing from highlighter and humiliation. Her hair slightly damp near the nape of her neck, one strap of her teddy slipping down her shoulder like it couldn’t cling to her fast enough.

She looked…

“Fucked,” she whispered.

Then corrected herself.

“No. Used.”

Her hands rose to her chest. Pressed the bra cups in gently, watching the shape lift. The serum had worked. Was working. Her body was a canvas now—and Chase was painting in strokes of ache and denial and discipline.

She exhaled. Slow. Measured.

And then whispered something she hadn’t said yet. Not even to herself.

“I wanted that.”

Her reflection didn’t argue.


Chapter Eleven




The conference room was cold again.

Not like the studio. Not like the lounge. No velvet, no perfume, no carefully placed lighting to flatter her skin. This space still belonged to the old world—the world of Sebastian York. Glass walls. Sleek chairs. Frosted table. A view of the skyline that screamed, deals are made here.

It was perfect.

Because Sabrina came in thinking she was ready to make one.

She wore a blouse this time. Silk, blush pink. Modest neckline, tight cuffs. A pencil skirt that clung to her hips like it had been tailored to Chase’s fantasies. The cage was still on. Of course it was. It always was. But she’d tucked herself again. Dressed with purpose. Controlled.

There were no tremors in her steps as she walked across the room. No hesitation when she pulled out the chair across from him and sat.

Chase looked up from his tablet like he hadn’t expected her. But the slow curl of his lips said otherwise.

“Miss York.”

“Don’t,” she said. Not harsh. But firm.

His brow arched. “Something on your mind?”

“I want to renegotiate.”

He leaned back, folding his hands across his stomach. “That word still tastes good in your mouth, doesn’t it?”

She ignored the heat that flickered behind her breastbone.

“I’ve delivered,” she said, voice level. “You wanted visibility? Done. I’m the face. The voice. The body. I’ve hit every metric Elise throws at me. Conversion rates are through the roof.”

“You're not wrong,” he said softly. “You're also not in control.”

She didn’t flinch.

“I want out of the cage.”

Chase smiled. Just a little.

“And what exactly do you think you’d do with your cock, sweetheart?”

She flushed. She hated that she flushed. “I want release. Orgasm. I’ve earned it.”

“Have you?”

“I say when I’ve earned it.”

He hummed, amused. “That’s cute.”

She leaned in. “You don’t need me denied anymore. The campaign’s running itself. People love me. They don’t need to know I’m still locked. The cage doesn’t matter now. So take it off.”

He stood. Walked slowly toward the window. Didn’t look at her when he said:

“You don’t get it.”

Sabrina clenched her fists.

“I’m not asking,” she said.

“No,” he replied. “You’re begging. You just haven’t realized it yet.”

She stood too. “If you won’t unlock me, I’ll walk.”

He turned. Finally met her eyes. “Walk where?”

“I’ll end the contract.”

He smiled like a teacher watching a child pretend to write a thesis.

“Darling,” he said. “You are the contract.”

Sabrina’s breath caught.

Chase walked back to the table, slow, precise. Stopped just in front of her. Close.

“You think the cage is a symbol. A gesture. A control mechanism.”

“It is.”

“No. It’s identity.”

His voice softened—dangerously.

“You’ve become everything you are because of that lock. You’ve learned grace. Need. Presentation. Posture. Your whole personality has been sculpted by denial.”

He stepped closer.

“Take it off, and what are you?”

Her lips parted.

He brushed a knuckle under her chin.

“You think your audience loves you because you’re pretty?” His voice dropped. “They love you because you’re ruined. Because you leak during interviews. Because you flinch when I praise you. Because you say thank you every time I don’t let you cum.”

Her knees wobbled.

Chase smiled.

“You think you’re here to make a deal.”

She nodded, weakly.

“But you’re here,” he said, “to surrender.”

And then, gently, he sat back in his chair. Crossed his legs.

“Now.”

He tapped the table once.

“Show me you understand.”

Sabrina didn’t move right away.

Her knees had locked. Her breath stilled. Chase had told her to show him—but she stood there instead, caught in the narrowing space between obedience and defiance.

That final strand. The thinnest thread of Sebastian still curling, coiled in the hollow beneath her ribs, begging not to be cut.

She tried to speak, but her throat burned.

“I…” Her voice cracked.

Chase said nothing. He only watched. Calm. Collected. Smiling like the ending had already been written.

And maybe it had.

Sabrina’s gaze dropped to the table.

There, waiting, was the open jar of serum. Her name on the label:

SABRINA YORK — VOLUNTARY APPLICATION

Not mandatory. Not scheduled. Not prompted by Elise’s voice on the intercom.

Voluntary.

Her hand twitched.

“You don’t have to,” Chase said quietly, like he could hear the scream beneath her silence. “You can walk out now. The cameras won’t roll. The plug comes out. The cage stays on, but unused. You’ll wear a suit again. In six months, they won’t remember your name.”

She looked up.

He met her eyes.

“But if you stay,” he said, “you apply that serum. You re-lock yourself. And you call me sir. Not because I asked you to. Not because I told you to. Because you need to.”

Silence.

A long, low throb from the cage pulsed through her body.

Her hand reached for the serum.

She stared at her reflection in the polished chrome of the jar’s lid. The girl looking back had glossed lips. Collarbone exposed. Eyes too soft to be Sebastian’s.

She unscrewed the lid.

Hesitated.

Then dipped two fingers in.

The serum was warm. Smooth. Familiar. The scent—soft rose and musk and the faintest trace of citrus—hit her like muscle memory.

She smeared it across her throat. Her chest. Down to her hips. Over the flat gaff holding her still.

It sank into her skin like a promise.

Her knees buckled slightly. Her lip trembled.

Chase didn’t speak.

She looked at him. Eyes wide. Desperate.

“I…”

Her voice wavered. One last flicker. One last breath of the man she used to be.

Then it broke.

“I want to be yours.”

Chase stood.

She dropped to her knees.

“I want to wear it.” Her voice cracked. “The cage. The plug. All of it.”

“And?”

She looked up at him. Tears spilling now—not from pain. Not even humiliation.

From relief.

“Please,” she whispered. “Let me stay pretty, sir.”

He reached down. Touched her cheek.

And smiled.

The lights in her apartment were dim. Not off. Just low enough to soften the corners of things, blur the harsh lines, make the mirrors less confrontational.

Sabrina sat on the edge of her bed in a soft rose-pink teddy, knees drawn up under her chin. No heels. No lashes. No mic. No pressure.

Just lace.

The serum had finished sinking in. Her skin glowed in all the right places—like she was lit from within, or maybe like her body was still reacting to Chase’s voice in the conference room.

He hadn’t said another word.

After she knelt, he simply touched her face, then left. No instructions. No reward.

And somehow, that was worse.

Better.

She couldn't tell.

The cage was still locked. The plug still inside her. But there was no tension. Not anymore. She wasn’t clenching, wasn’t biting her lip, wasn’t trying to hold herself together.

She was already together.

Exactly the way she was meant to be.

A melody drifted from her lips before she noticed she was humming—soft, slow, something classical she'd forgotten the name of. She pressed her cheek against her knees and let it rise again.

It felt right.

She'd begged today. She’d surrendered on camera. She’d thanked the man who denied her. And now, sitting alone in lingerie soaked with warmth and identity, she felt… full.

Not finished.

Just full.

There was still more ahead. There always would be.

But for now, the serum tingled on her skin, the gaff hugged her close, and her voice hummed without trembling.


Chapter Twelve




The key was smaller than she remembered.

Sabrina stared at it sitting in Chase’s palm, perfectly centered like it weighed nothing at all. Silver. Smooth. A little worn at the teeth. It didn’t gleam—it didn’t need to. The power wasn’t in the shine.

It was in what it had denied her.

Chase said nothing at first. Just watched her. Patient. Amused. That calm expression he wore whenever she was on the edge of something irreversible.

She stood across from him barefoot. Dressed in a sheer powder-blue babydoll that clung to her hips and fluttered when she shifted. No bra. No panties. The plug was still inside her. The cage still hugged her cock tight and gleaming, tucked beneath the sheer hem.

“Do you want it?” he asked, finally.

Her heart pounded.

“Yes.”

“You want me to take it off?”

“…Yes.”

“Why?”

That question was harder. She didn’t answer right away. Her fingers curled in at her sides. Her thighs clenched. The pressure, the ache, the constant throb of denial—it was all boiling just beneath the surface.

“I want release.”

“Not good enough.”

Her eyes lifted to his. “I want to come.”

He shook his head, smiling. “Still not it.”

Sabrina took a breath. Her voice softened.

“I want to surrender the way you want me to.”

That made him move.

He stepped in close—close enough she could smell his cologne and feel the warmth of his body through the air. His hand came up, two fingers brushing her jaw.

“I’m not taking it off to give you what you want,” he said. “I’m taking it off because you’ve finally stopped pretending you have a choice.”

She didn’t flinch.

Chase reached down. Tilted her chin.

“You’ll come,” he said, “but not with your cock.”

Her breath hitched.

“You’ll come the way I choose. You’ll cry when you do it. You’ll call it perfect. And when it’s done, you’ll beg for the cage to go back on.”

Sabrina nodded, lips trembling.

He smiled.

“Good girl.”

Then—slowly, ceremonially—he brought the key to the lock.

It clicked.

The release was subtle. Almost unremarkable. The cage loosened, then came off in his hand. He set it on the nearby tray like he was placing a surgical instrument back into its case.

Her cock throbbed—free, flushed, leaking, but untouched.

Her thighs trembled instantly. The sudden exposure made her breath catch, made her body twitch. But Chase didn’t touch it. Not once.

“Lie down.”

She did.

He knelt beside her. Took the serum again. Coated his fingers. And began touching her everywhere else.

Not her cock. Not even close.

Her nipples, slick and stiff and aching. Her thighs. Her hips. Her stomach.

The plug was still seated.

He moved lower.

But not for the cage.

For the plug.

“Take a breath,” he said.

Then pressed.

And her moan cracked the ceiling.

Sabrina's fingers clutched the edge of the duvet like it might save her.

It wouldn’t.

She lay flat, legs trembling, thighs parted just enough to expose the flushed, straining tension in her hips. Her cock, finally free, throbbed helplessly against her stomach—untouched, leaking, twitching with a desperation so thick it almost had a voice of its own.

But Chase ignored it completely.

He traced slow, serum-slick circles around the base of the plug, watching the way her body reacted—each twitch, each gasp, each clench like a confession she couldn’t speak.

Not yet.

Her breath came in shallow pulls. Her lips were parted. Hair stuck to her cheek.

She was already close. Too close. And he hadn’t even done anything.

"How does it feel," he murmured, voice like silk soaked in command, "to be unlocked and still denied?”

Her eyes fluttered.

“I—it hurts.”

Chase smiled. “That’s not pain.”

She tried to close her legs. He pressed one palm flat against her inner thigh and kept her open with no more force than a whisper.

“I can feel everything,” she breathed.

“You were meant to.”

The air was thick now. Heavy with the scent of serum, arousal, perfume.

She felt like a wire stretched to the edge of snapping.

"Please..." she whispered.

But Chase only tilted his head.

"You’re not begging yet."

He dipped his fingers lower. Just a hair’s breadth from the plug, but still not pressing. Not yet.

Her whole body clenched. Her cock twitched. Her eyes welled.

She bit her lip hard enough to color it crimson.

“I need⁠—”

“You’ll come when I want you to.”

She whimpered.

“Not a moment before.”

Then he pressed in, just a little. Not inside. Not yet.

Just a shift. Just a hint.

And she nearly screamed.

It didn’t feel like a release.

Not at first.

Sabrina’s body had gone taut—arms flexed, jaw clenched, back arched in a bow across the sheets. Her cock throbbed against her stomach, slick and aching, but untouched. Still ignored. The plug, however, was no longer passive.

Chase had his fingers inside her. Not cruel. Not indulgent. Just right. Two fingers, slick with serum and purpose, pressing deep, slow, deliberate. Finding that spot she never wanted to acknowledge before she was hers.

Now, it owned her.

And he knew exactly where to touch.

Her moans weren’t pretty anymore. They cracked. They rasped. She was gasping like a girl drowning in her own need—like there was too much sensation to contain in her chest and she might split from the inside.

Every stroke sent a lightning bolt through her pelvis, ricocheting down to her toes, back up her spine, and into the root of her skull.

She couldn’t speak.

She couldn’t beg.

Her body had become the language now.

Chase watched her face, calm, collected, as she thrashed beneath him. No shame. No rush. He curled his fingers again.

She wailed.

That was when it hit her⁠—

The build didn’t climb. It snapped.

One second, she was hovering on the edge. The next, her body detonated.

Her whole frame seized. Her mouth opened in a silent cry. Every muscle locked as her cock twitched against her own stomach—unattended, unworshipped—just there, pulsing uselessly while her climax came from somewhere else.

It wasn’t just pleasure. It was identity collapse.

Her eyes blurred. Her thighs shuddered. Tears poured freely now, no effort to stop them.

“Good girl,” Chase whispered.

She sobbed. That praise hit harder than the orgasm.

Her body kept twitching—long after the wave passed, as if the aftershocks were teasing her for ever thinking she had control.

Chase withdrew his fingers slowly, reverently, wiping them on a cloth like he’d just completed a delicate sculpture.

Sabrina laid still. One hand draped across her stomach. Her chest rising in shallow, trembling pulls.

The cage still sat on the table. Open. Gleaming. Waiting.

She stared at it.

“I want it back on,” she whispered.

Chase turned.

“I didn’t ask you,” he said. “You have to ask me.”

She nodded. She sat up, slow, and pulled her legs under her. Her voice was hoarse.

“Sir… please lock me again.”

He stepped close. Picked up the cage. Kneeling in front of her, he held it like something holy.

“You’ll never come with your cock again.”

“I know,” she whispered.

“You’ll never pretend to be him again.”

“I don’t want to.”

“You’ll take orders. Denial. Toys. Submission.”

She looked into his eyes, wet and clear.

“Yes, sir.”

He pressed the cage back into place.

The click was louder this time.

Final.

Her lips trembled into a smile.

“I’m yours,” she said. “For good.”


Chapter Thirteen




Flashbulbs popped like fireworks the moment she appeared at the top of the runway.

Not because she was late. Not because her name had been announced. Just because the crowd had been waiting. And when Sabrina York—locked, lacquered, and completely claimed—stepped into the spotlight, they rose to their feet like she was the star of a religion they didn’t know they worshipped until now.

She didn’t look nervous.

She didn’t stumble.

Six-inch heels carried her down the glass-paneled catwalk like she’d never known how to walk any other way. Each step deliberate. Balanced. Her hips swayed just enough to make the latex ripple against her thighs. The dress was blushing pink—skin-tight, high hem, strapless, with a satin bow cinched at the small of her back.

And underneath it?

The cage.

Still locked. Still her. Still everything.

The plug, too. Chase insisted.

Her hair had been styled into a glossy cascade over one shoulder, lips slicked the color of crushed strawberries, her lashes long enough to bat without effort. A delicate silver collar gleamed at her throat.

It didn’t say PermaPretty.

It said Property.

The back of the room was nothing but money. Investors, CEOs, press. They whispered as she walked, shifting in their seats, watching her every motion like they were witnessing the product itself—because they were.

Sabrina was the product now.

When she reached the end of the runway, she stopped. Turned.

Hands on her hips. Chest high.

She didn’t smile. Not yet.

That came when she saw Chase.

He stood in the wings, just out of sight of the cameras, hands folded, smirking like he knew what she’d become long before she did. She held his gaze.

Then she smiled.

And the room lost its mind.

The moment she stepped off the runway, the silence hit like a velvet wall.

Sabrina paused just beyond the curtain, hand resting on the frame, her body still thrumming from the attention. The room behind her exploded into applause, but in here—in the narrow hallway between presentation and aftermath—it was just her. Her heartbeat. The slow squeeze of the plug with every movement. The distant crackle of voices through a monitor.

She exhaled. A long, trembling breath that fogged the mirror to her left.

She looked at her reflection.

Her lipstick hadn’t smudged. Her collar was straight. The latex clung flawlessly. Her thighs still glistened where the serum caught the light, a subtle shimmer designed to photograph perfectly in 4K.

She looked unstoppable.

And yet—she was owned.

The contradiction sat heavy in her chest, pulsing in time with her blood.

Her cock hadn’t twitched once since the cage had gone back on. Not in protest. Not in rebellion.

It just sat there, snug and obedient.

Like her.

“Sabrina.”

She turned. Elise stood just behind her, holding a tablet.

“You need to see this.”

The screen lit up in her hand.

On one side: the live stream metrics. Viewer count in the millions.

On the other: PermaPretty’s stock price.

Climbing.

Faster than it ever had.

There was a brief silence as Sabrina stared.

Elise gave her a soft smile. “You’re the best investment we’ve ever made.”

“I thought I was the sacrifice,” Sabrina said quietly.

Elise’s eyes twinkled. “You are. And the altar loves you for it.”

The applause from the other room swelled again.

She turned toward it, hearing her name echo through the speakers.

“Please welcome back our brand ambassador and keynote speaker… Sabrina York!”

Elise tucked a curl behind her ear. “You ready, kitten?”

Sabrina nodded.

Then turned back to the mirror for one last look.

Not to fix anything.

Just to see herself.

And she smiled.

Not for the cameras. Not for the audience.

But because she knew—finally, absolutely—submission hadn’t made her small.

It had made her impossible to ignore.

The green room was quiet, but only barely.

Sabrina sat in front of the vanity mirror, posture perfect, legs crossed at the ankles, hands resting on the silky pink clutch she’d been given—more accessory than utility. Her makeup had been touched up, not that it needed it. She looked flawless. She was meant to.

The earpiece blinked red once. Then came the voice.

Smooth. Low. Dangerous.

“You look delicious, sweetheart.”

Her eyes closed.

“Thank you, sir.”

“You know what you’re about to do?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Say it.”

She inhaled. Her voice was quiet but steady.

“I’m going to sell them a future they don’t understand yet.”

He chuckled. “And why will they buy it?”

She opened her eyes. Looked directly into the mirror.

“Because I’m what they want to become.”

Chase’s voice dropped to a whisper.

“No.”

She paused.

“They want to own what you are,” he said. “But only I do.”

Sabrina’s thighs pressed together unconsciously. The cage pulsed.

“Yes, sir.”

The knock came on the door.

“They’re ready for you, Miss York.”

She stood.

And Chase? His voice, soft as silk:

“Smile, baby. Make them beg.”

The stage was open now.

No catwalk. No choreography. Just Sabrina, a sleek podium, and a single spotlight that followed her every move as she walked to center stage.

The room fell to a hush.

She stood behind the mic. Paused. Let them watch.

They saw the latex. The heels. The collar.

They didn’t see the cage.

But they felt it.

“Good evening.” Her voice purred—breathy but clear. “My name is Sabrina York. And I used to be a problem.”

There were a few chuckles. Nervous. Curious.

“I was the fixer. The axe. The asshole in the corner office. I was called efficient. Effective. Ruthless.”

She smiled.

“But I wasn’t whole.”

The screens behind her lit up. Images flashed: Sebastian in suits, arms crossed, expression dead. Then: the first serum test. The skirt. The heels. Her.

Now.

“I was told I needed control to be powerful. I was wrong.”

She stepped out from behind the podium. Let them see her full silhouette.

“PermaPretty didn’t feminize me. It freed me.”

The audience didn’t breathe.

“Submission isn’t weakness. It’s precision. Discipline. Transformation.”

Another beat.

“I am soft. I am locked. I am everything they told you to fear.”

She smiled.

“And now I am your brand.”

The applause didn’t come in waves. It crashed.

Sabrina stood there, soaking in the flood of noise and light, and knew—truly, completely—she didn’t need her cock to own them.

She just had to be exactly what Chase made her.

The moment she stepped offstage, the world swarmed her.

Not with hands. Not with voices. With eyes. With cameras. With attention so thick and immediate it felt like stepping into hot water—boiling and heavy, clinging to her skin in waves.

“Miss York!”

“Sabrina—who designed the dress?”

“Over here—look left!”

“Smile, baby, you’re trending!”

She smiled. Not for them, not really.

It was the same smile she wore when Chase clipped the leash to her collar.

She posed.

One hand on her hip, the other gently touching her thigh—highlighting the shimmer of serum they’d applied backstage, one last touch to make sure she glowed.

Her lips were parted just slightly. The camera caught the wet shine of her gloss. Her cage pressed faintly under the latex, perfectly hidden to the naked eye, but every click of the lens made her cock twitch inside it.

Because this wasn’t attention.

This was worship.

And she loved it.

Flash. Flash. Flash.

“Tell us—what’s it feel like, being the face of the most controversial product in biotech?” someone called.

Sabrina turned, brushing her hair over her shoulder, careful not to show how her thighs kept pressing together.

“It feels,” she said sweetly, “like the product works.”

The crowd screamed.

She caught a glimpse of herself on one of the monitors—latex pink, powdered shoulders, legs for days. Her cheeks glowed like blush, but it wasn’t from makeup.

It was from being wanted.

Another photo. Another pose. She shifted slightly and felt the plug inside her shift too, and the smile twitched—just a little.

Behind her, someone leaned close.

It wasn’t Chase.

But the voice was familiar. Low.

“She ever get to come?”

A smirk answered.

“No,” came Chase’s voice, now directly behind her. “But she gets this.”

And Sabrina, still smiling, nodded once.

Because he was right.

This? This was the climax.

The cameras. The worship. The cage. The ache.

This was everything.


Chapter Fourteen




The boardroom had changed.

Not in decor. Not in furniture. But in atmosphere.

The last time Sabrina stood here, she’d tried to make a deal. She’d worn a skirt she thought would give her leverage. She’d spoken in a voice she still thought belonged to Sebastian.

Now?

Her heels clicked on the polished floor like they owned it. Her collar was fastened tighter. The leash trailed down her front, looped once around her wrist.

She didn’t wear a skirt.

Chase didn’t ask for one.

He told her to arrive in garters. Nothing else.

The air-conditioning bit at her nipples. The cage was gone—for now. The plug wasn’t. Her body still ached from the keynote, the photos, the worship. Her thighs trembled when she breathed too deep.

And Chase—Chase was seated at the head of the table like he was conducting a quarterly review.

Dark shirt. Open collar. Not a single hair out of place.

She didn’t sit.

She knelt.

He didn't make her beg—not yet. His belt unbuckled with a soft clink, and then the warmth of him pressed against her, hard and eager through the lace of her panties. She moaned, low and unfiltered, arching back as his hands skimmed her thighs, thumbs slipping the fabric aside with care. The cool air teased her, but his touch was heat, steady and sure. He freed himself with a quiet groan, positioning at her entrance, the tip nudging just enough to make her breath hitch.

It wasn’t dramatic. It wasn’t performative.

It was inevitable.

His voice didn’t rise when he spoke.

“Turn around.”

She did.

“Hands on the table.”

Her palms hit the glass.

“Bend.”

Her breath caught. She obeyed. Slowly. She could see her reflection in the surface—arched, exposed, wet.

“This is how you close,” he said, voice behind her now. Closer.

“Not with numbers. Not with signatures.”

His hands found her hips.

“You close with surrender.”

Her cheek pressed to the table.

“Yes, sir.”

The first touch made her knees buckle.

Not rough. Not fast. But final.

He gripped her like she was his. Like this wasn’t a reward—it was a claiming. A seal. A signature written in moans.

She cried out. Her fingers curled. Her back arched deeper.

No mercy. No warning.

Every stroke carved her further from who she’d been.

And she wanted it.

Her cheek slid against the glass with every thrust. The sounds were obscene. Slick. Desperate. She heard herself sob his name—once, then again, then louder.

“Please.”

“More.”

“Yours.”

He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to.

He fucked her like it was proof. Like this moment had been promised long before she knew it existed.

And when she started to break—when her thighs trembled and her voice cracked and she gasped his name like a prayer—he finally leaned in.

Fingers in her mouth.

“Who do you belong to?”

She moaned around them. Bit down. Swallowed her own answer.

He pulled back just long enough to hear her say it.

"Chase—please," she begged, voice fracturing against the wood, nails digging into the edge for leverage. The powershift hummed between them, a delicious reversal where her old control fueled this surrender, making it sweeter. "Make me yours. I've wanted this—us—like this. No games. I need you. All of you."

He hummed, a low, resonant sound that vibrated through her, his rhythm stuttering as he drove deeper. "Say it again," he urged, lips brushing her ear, his own strength a steady anchor in the storm.

"I'm yours," she panted, the vow spilling free. "Yours, Chase. Fierce and mine right back."

Her release shattered her, waves crashing through her body, clenching him tight as ecstasy blurred her vision. He tumbled after, thrusting home with a broken moan, spilling warm and deep, his frame shuddering against hers in quiet waves. They lingered, fused, breaths syncing in the boardroom's hush, his arms circling her waist to draw her up against him—chest to back, hearts hammering in tandem.

And then again—louder.

“Yours.”

And when she came, it wasn’t a climax.

It was a rebirth.

The room had gone quiet. Not the stillness of shock; the stillness that follows a storm.

The lights from the city painted slow bars of color across the glass walls. Sabrina lay against them, cheek resting on her folded arms, hair loose and wild against her shoulders. Her breath came in shallow waves. Each one felt earned.

Chase was the one who moved first. He didn’t speak. He crossed the room, closed the blinds, and returned with a soft blanket from the cabinet that usually hid extra files. He draped it over her back.

It was heavier than she expected. Warm.

When she tried to lift her head, he said, “Stay.”

So she did.

He pressed his hand against the blanket between her shoulder blades until her breathing evened out. The pressure wasn’t restraint anymore; it was permission to stop holding herself up.

“You did well,” he said. His voice was lower than before, roughened by what had just passed between them. “You kept your head when I took the rest.”

She made a sound that might have been a laugh. Or a sob. It ended somewhere between the two.

“I didn’t know I could.”

He smiled, just barely. “You learn by doing.”

The words fell quiet between them. Chase sat on the floor beside her chair, both of them out of sight of the long table, just two shadows in the corner of the room. He reached for her hand, the same one that used to hold contracts, and threaded his fingers through hers.

No leash. No cage. No commands.

For a while, they just breathed together.

Her voice, when it came, was small. “What happens now?”

He brushed his thumb over her knuckles. “Now you rest. Tomorrow, we build the next version of the brand. And you decide how much of Sabrina the world gets to see.”

She turned her head toward him. “And if I want all of her?”

“Then all of her,” he said simply.

She closed her eyes.


Chapter Fifteen




The first thing she felt was warmth.

Real warmth, not studio lights or serum heat. Just skin, cotton, breath. A slow pull of soft sheets up the back of her thighs. A hand on her waist, steady but not claiming.

Sabrina didn’t open her eyes right away.

She didn’t have to.

The scent told her first—clean linen, sandalwood, the faint trace of Chase’s cologne soaked into the pillowcase. And beneath that, a sweetness she now associated only with him.

When she finally turned, her voice was barely a whisper.

“What time is it?”

Chase was already awake. Lying on his side, arm under his head, watching her with the calm detachment of a man who had no meetings until noon and no guilt about it.

“Too early to be important.”

Sabrina’s lips curled. Not a smile, not yet. Just… peace.

She shifted onto her back and stretched—slow, content. Her camisole rode up an inch, the strap slipping off one shoulder. She didn’t pull it back.

The cage was still on.

Of course it was.

But there was no ache this morning. No tight pull. No frustration. Only a quiet hum that reminded her what she’d chosen.

“You always look like that when you wake up?” he asked, voice rough with sleep.

“Like what?”

“Wrecked.”

Now she smiled. “That’s rude.”

“It’s true.” He reached across the sheets, traced his thumb across her bottom lip. “You glow like a girl who’s been completely fucked.”

She bit down gently on his thumb.

“And owned,” he added.

That made her shiver. Just slightly. The good kind.

“I like that you don’t ask anymore,” she said. “You just say it.”

“Was I supposed to ask?”

“Not now.”

Chase sat up slowly, pushing his hair back with one hand. Shirtless. Barefoot. The man was all angles and confidence, even first thing in the morning.

“You have a shoot today,” he reminded her. “And your first shareholder strategy meeting.”

“I remember.”

“You’ll wear the navy blouse. Hair down. Cage locked. Plug optional.”

She nodded. “Sir.”

He leaned down. Kissed her forehead.

“No. Not today.”

She blinked. “No?”

“Today you’re not my submissive. Not until after five.”

Sabrina propped herself on one elbow. “What am I, then?”

He looked down at her, voice soft and slow.

“You’re my partner.”

That word landed differently. She swallowed.

“I like that.”

“You should.” He grinned. “You earned it.”

They stayed there another few minutes. She curled into his side. His fingers played absently with her collar strap. Nothing was being asked of her. Nothing demanded.

And yet⁠—

She wanted it.

All of it. The schedule. The shoot. The power she wore in pencil skirts and locked metal.

Because this was hers now, too.

The softness after. The morning before.

The girl who used to be Sebastian was gone.

And the woman beside Chase Holloway had no desire to bring him back.
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The lobby of PermaPretty Inc. had been redesigned overnight.

Gone was the soft-glam influencer fluff, the floral wall backdrops and minimalist furniture meant for curated TikTok selfies. In its place: gold trim, marble accents, a massive curved LED display that shimmered overhead.

At the center of it all stood the new brand campaign in motion.

One frame: Sabrina in a slate-blue power blouse, collar visible, arms folded. Eyes narrowed like she was considering your quarterly performance.

Next: the same woman in a corset and heels, back arched, laughing breathless on a chaise, her cock barely a curve beneath silk.

The tagline:

AUTHENTIC. UNTOUCHED. UNDENIABLE.

She stood at the front of the crowd now—center stage—with Chase at her side.

Reporters packed in, shoulder to shoulder. Flashbulbs like a wave. Every journalist from Forbes to Cosmo to anonymous gossip blogs begged for her attention.

And Sabrina gave it to them.

In small, precise doses.

She wore white today. A fitted sheath dress with cutouts at the hips, heels that screamed status, and a new collar—thinner, sleeker, platinum.

The cage? Still on.

The plug? Also.

But no one saw that part.

No one had to.

Because everything about her presence told the same story.

Poised. Feminine. Untouchable.

And when she spoke⁠—

“I’m not here to prove I can lead. I already do.”

—the room froze.

Chase watched her with quiet pride, fingers hooked into his pocket, content to stand half a step behind her.

She continued.

“What you’re looking at isn’t rebranding. It’s realization. This—” she gestured to herself, from the sleek hair to the straining hips “—is not an image. This is identity.”

The screen behind her flipped again. A reel: her walking the runway, applying the serum, knelt at Chase’s feet. But this time, the voiceover wasn’t his.

It was hers.

“My name is Sabrina Holloway‑York. I’m not the product. I’m the proof.”

The room exploded.

Stock tickers lit up. Analysts blinked at their tablets. Investors called their assistants.

And Chase?

He leaned in. Brushed a kiss just behind her ear.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t blush.

She smiled.

Because now the world knew.

Not just who she was.

But who she belonged to.

And that she’d never trade it for anything.

Not power.

Not control.

Not freedom.

Because this was freedom.

Sabrina Holloway‑York. Locked. Loved. Lethal.

And perfect.


About the Author
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