
        
            
                
            
        

    
Prototype Plaything

Reluctant First Time Feminization by My Femdom Ex

Dolly Darling


Copyright © 2025 by Dolly Darling 
All rights reserved.

No part of this work may be reproduced or transmitted in any form without written permission from the copyright holder. This ebook is enrolled in Amazon Kindle Unlimited and distributed exclusively through Amazon platforms.

Adult Content Warning: This book contains explicit sexual content, strong language, and mature themes intended for readers 18+ only.

Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction. All characters, events, and locations are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons or events is coincidental. All depicted activities are consensual and fictional.


Contents


Dear Reader,
1. Chapter 1
2. Chapter 2
3. Chapter 3
4. Chapter 4
5. Chapter 5
6. Chapter 6
7. Chapter 7
8. Chapter 8
9. Chapter 9
10. Chapter 10
DD About the author



Dear Reader,

"Prototype Plaything" is a dark, explicit, high-tech office romance that explores themes of power exchange, forced feminization, and biometric control. It is intended for a mature audience that enjoys intense psychological and sexual dynamics.

This story is a work of fantasy. While it begins with blackmail and coercion, it is ultimately a journey of self-discovery and redemption that leads to a loving and consensual relationship.

For your consideration, this book contains the following:

	Explicit BDSM and Kink

	Forced Feminization & Sissification

	Blackmail as a Central Plot Point

	Erotic Humiliation & Degradation

	Power Exchange (Female Dominant/Male Submissive)

	Chastity Play & Orgasm Denial

	Anal Play (Receiving)

	Graphic Sexual Scenes & Language




And most importantly...

A very satisfying Happily Ever After (HEA).

Please enjoy responsibly.

With love,

Dolly Darling


Chapter one
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Initializing Protocol


The code unfolded like a puzzle box in my head, each line snapping into place with the satisfying click of a well-executed algorithm. I leaned back in my chair, fingers drumming against the desk's edge as Jenkins finally stopped throwing errors across the junior dev's screen.

"Jesus, Marcus," I drawled, not bothering to hide my smirk. "It's just a race condition. Your async calls are stepping on each other like drunk freshmen at a frat party."

The kid's face flushed crimson. Twenty-three years old, fresh out of Stanford, and he'd spent three hours debugging what took me ninety seconds to spot. Classic.

"Thanks, Leo. I—I was looking at the wrong thread pool, I think—"

"Don't think. Know." I spun my monitor toward him, highlighting the fix with sharp, precise movements. "See? Mutex around the shared resource. Not rocket science."

He nodded too fast, backing away like I'd physically struck him. Good. Let them all remember who actually kept this place running while Isabelle played CEO dress-up in her glass-walled corner office.

My fingers found their familiar rhythm against the desk—tap, tap, tap—while I watched her through the floor-to-ceiling windows. She stood silhouetted against the city skyline, tablet in hand, that same unnerving stillness she'd perfected since college. Not a wasted motion. Not a single gesture that didn't serve some calculated purpose.

Still thinks she's better than me.

The lie tasted bitter even in my own head. Because she was better. Smarter. More ruthless. While I'd been coasting on raw talent and the kind of arrogance that came from being the only kid in my CS program who could code circles around the professors, Isabelle had been building an empire.

I remembered the last time I'd seen her before Synergex. Three years ago, at that shitty coffee shop near campus. She'd slid into the booth across from me with the same precise movements, tablet already open to some presentation I'd refused to look at.

"You should see this, Leo. The neural interface patents—"

"I should see you crawling back, begging forgiveness for thinking you could compete with me?" The words had spilled out, ugly and desperate. "You're just a—"

"Just a what?" Her voice had been soft, dangerous. "A woman with ambition? Someone who didn't wait around for you to notice she was worth more than your casual convenience?"

I'd said something vicious then. Something about her being a novelty hire, a diversity checkbox. Watched her face go perfectly blank, watched her close the tablet with that same controlled grace.

"Goodbye, Leo."

She'd walked away without looking back. Six months later, Synergex announced her as CTO. My CTO. My fucking boss.

My fingers drummed harder against the desk. The junior dev had slunk back to his cubicle, probably texting his friends about what an asshole Leo Vaughn was. Let him. They all knew who solved the impossible problems, who stayed until midnight optimizing algorithms while Isabelle played corporate politics in her tailored suits.

Except she doesn't just play politics, does she? She's actually good at this.

The thought crawled under my skin like a parasite. I'd built half the core architecture for Synergex's flagship platform, but she'd somehow turned it into something that mattered. Something that had venture capitalists throwing money at us like we were printing it.

I pulled up her latest demo video—ostensibly for "research purposes." She stood on stage at some tech conference, that tiny smirk playing at the corner of her mouth as she walked through the new AI integration. The audience hung on every word, every deliberate pause. She commanded the room like I'd never managed to command anything in my life.

My hand moved to adjust myself through my jeans before I caught the motion, disgusted. Three fucking years, and she still got under my skin like a virus. Still made me feel like that scared kid who'd realized too late that he'd pushed away the only person who'd ever really seen him.

The cursor blinked on my screen, mocking me. I'd been staring at the same function for ten minutes, seeing nothing but Isabelle's face when she'd said goodbye. When she'd looked at me like I was already irrelevant.

She's going to regret that.

Another lie. She'd never regretted anything in her life. Especially not cutting me loose.

My phone buzzed. Calendar notification.

Performance Review. My Office. Now.

The words stared back at me, simple and terrifying. As if she'd read my thoughts and was about to reprimand me for it. Isabelle's office. Now.

I pushed through the smoked-glass door and the temperature dropped five degrees. Walls of matte aluminum, a single slab of black walnut for her desk, and that massive screen—dead center—waiting like an executioner’s block.

"Close the door, Leo."

The words cut through the silence like a scalpel. I obeyed before my brain caught up, the click of the latch echoing too loud in the sterile space.

Isabelle didn’t look up from her tablet. One finger rose, a metronome tick: come in, stand there, don’t speak. I planted my feet wide, chest forward, the way I always did when I needed to fill space. She let the silence stretch until the air felt stretched with it.

Then she flicked her wrist. The screen woke.

My stomach dropped through the floor.

Username: CryptoKing_V.

Thread titles scrolled past—Why Female Devs Tank Productivity, Tits or GTFO: The Token Hire Bingo, Leak the Whale-Wallet, Make Her Cry. My own smug avatar winked from every post. The server logs underneath were worse: timestamps, IP ranges, bandwidth siphoned straight from Synergex’s private cloud.

Every post. Every private message. The entire fucking forum laid bare.

"Project Alpha Wolf." Her voice was soft, almost gentle. "Cute name. Very... masculine."

I couldn't breathe. The numbers scrolled past—dozens of posts, hundreds of interactions, all timestamped and cross-referenced with our internal network logs. She'd traced every packet, every connection. My side hustle, my little rebellion against the corporate machine, turned into a smoking gun.

"Termination effective immediately." She ticked off points on her fingers like she was reading a grocery list. "Lawsuit for misuse of company assets—conservative estimate, three point seven million in damages. Permanent blacklisting with every tech firm in the valley. I've already spoken to my contacts at Google, Amazon, Microsoft. They're very interested in your... creative use of server architecture."

The room tilted. My knees felt liquid, like the bones had been replaced with wet sand. Three point seven million. I'd never see that kind of money in my lifetime. I'd never work in tech again. I'd be lucky to get a job managing a fucking Starbucks.

"But."

That single word hung in the air like a lifeline and a threat rolled into one.

"There's an alternative." She stood, moving around the desk with that same controlled grace that used to drive me insane. "My personal R&D division needs a dedicated beta tester. The Aura Integration Suite—proprietary biometric hardware. Cutting edge neural interface technology."

I barked a laugh. It cracked halfway out. “You want me to wear your science-fair project?”

She stopped directly in front of me, close enough that I could smell her perfume—something expensive and sharp that made my chest tight.

“I want compliance.” She tapped the screen; the forum posts dissolved into a contract. One line pulsed red: Voluntary reassignment to Lead Prototype, effective immediately. “Sign, and the server logs disappear. Decline, and HR is waiting outside with security.”

“You’re bluffing,” I said. “The board won’t let you—”

“The board answers to me.” She eases her hips against the desk’s edge, palms meeting in a perfect, silent pyramid. “They signed off on a classified R&D budget this morning.”

She pushed off the desk, crossing to a brushed aluminum console I hadn't noticed before. Her palms rested on a sleek black case, featureless as a void.

"Your new job title is Lead Prototype." Her fingers brushed against the case, leaving invisible calculations in their wake. "Full benefits. Salary continuation. And when the testing phase concludes, the slate gets wiped clean. No lawsuit. No blacklisting. Like this never happened. You simply… change roles."

“What exactly does a Lead Prototype do?” My voice came out smaller than I wanted.

“Whatever the test protocol demands.” She remained standing, a silhouette of power against the sterile backdrop of the room. “Daily calibration sessions. Sensor mapping. Behavioral compliance metrics. Think of it as an extended code review—of your entire operating system.”

Oh God. Oh fuck. This can't be happening. How did she get so much power over me?

"Just—just give me a minute to think, okay? This is insane, Isabelle. There has to be another option."

"This is the other option. This is your severance package, Leo. One way or another, your time at Synergex ends today."

I stared at the case. At her reflection in its polished surface—those analytical eyes watching me fall apart in real time. We used to fight like this in college, trading blows in coffee shops and lecture halls, each of us convinced we were the smartest person in the room. But this wasn't a debate about algorithm efficiency or whose startup idea was better.

This was checkmate.

The screen behind her kept scrolling. More posts. More evidence. The weight of it pressed against my chest until I could barely pull air into my lungs.

"What's in the case?" My voice cracked on the last word.

She tilted her head, that almost-smirk ghosting across her lips for just a moment. The same expression she'd worn when she'd corrected my code in front of the entire CS department. When she'd proved me wrong about distributed systems architecture. When she'd looked at me after I'd said those things about women in tech and simply walked away.

She’s already counting the victory points in her head—I can see it in the fractional lift at the corner of her mouth—and I hate her for it, hate that she’s mapped every exit and found them all sealed, hate that the smug little flicker of triumph is the same one I used to dream about kissing away before I understood what she was really capable of.

"Let's call it your… onboarding kit, Lead Prototype."

She snaps the clasps. The lid lifts with a soft sigh, and for one surreal heartbeat the tilt of her head, the glint in her eyes, feels like Valentine’s Day in our old apartment—like she’s about to hand me the watch I’d circled in a magazine. That trace of warmth hovers, soft and unsettling, until the cold plug and ring snap me back to the real purpose of this party.

I stared at the thing nestled in black foam like it was a coiled snake. Medical-grade silicone, polished steel ring, a gentle taper that looked almost… elegant. Like something out of an Apple commercial if Apple had decided to get into the business of violating their employees.

"Core Stability Sensor," Isabelle said, as if she'd just handed me a new keyboard. "Baseline readings require full insertion. Neural interface won't initialize until it recognizes your unique physiological signature."

My mouth opened, closed. The words fuck you balanced on my tongue, but the screen behind her kept scrolling. More posts. More evidence. The numbers kept climbing.

Isabelle slides the tablet across the desk, stylus balanced on the glass like a scalpel.

“Execute the final clause, Lead Prototype.”

My fingers close around the stylus—cold, too light—and the screen glows with my own forged signature waiting beneath the cursor.

I sign.

The nausea hits in a slow, acidic wave, but the cursor stops blinking.

"The executive washroom is down the hall. Third door on the left. I'll expect notification of successful pairing within the next five minutes."

She turned back to her desk, dismissing me like I'd already ceased to exist. Like I was already just another data point in whatever twisted experiment this had become.

I walked. Each step felt surreal, like my legs belonged to someone else. The hallway stretched longer than it should have, carpet swallowing the sound of my shoes. I passed Jenkins—Jonas, James, whatever his name was—and he gave me that same terrified nod from earlier. Probably wondering why the CTO's golden boy looked like he was walking to his own execution.

The executive washroom door clicked shut behind me with the finality of a coffin lid. Marble counters. Gold fixtures. The kind of place where company executives probably did coke off the backs of their phones. I locked the door with shaking hands.

This isn't happening. This can't be fucking happening.

I pulled the sensor from its foam cradle. It felt heavier than it looked, the steel ring cool against my palm. There was something obscene about how perfectly designed it was—like someone had spent actual engineering hours optimizing the curve, the weight distribution, the exact angle of insertion.

Just do it. Get it over with. Treat it like ripping off a band-aid.

But band-aids didn't hum to life when you touched them. Didn't vibrate with this low, almost purring resonance that I could feel in my teeth. The silicone warmed under my fingers, and I hated that it felt… nice. Sleek. Expensive.

My belt buckle sounded like a gunshot in the sterile quiet. Jeans pushed down just enough. I braced one hand against the marble counter, staring at my reflection in the mirror above the sinks. Same smug face from the forum posts. Same arrogant bastard who'd thought he was untouchable.

The tip pressed against me, and every muscle in my body locked up. This wasn't happening. I wasn't actually going to—

You don't have a choice.

I pushed.

The stretch burned in a way that made my vision go white around the edges. Not pain, exactly, but something deeper. More intimate. The kind of violation that went straight to your bones. I felt my body fighting it, clenching, resisting, until suddenly it slid home with a soft click that seemed to echo off the marble.

The hum intensified. Not just sound now, but sensation—a warm, rolling wave that started low in my spine and spread outward like liquid heat. My hand shot out to grip the counter as my knees buckled.

No. No fucking way. This is not happening.

But it was. The sensor pulsed inside me, each vibration perfectly calibrated, like it knew exactly where to touch. My cock stirred against my will, traitorous and eager, and I choked on a sound that was half-sob, half-groan.

I squeezed my eyes shut, grinding my teeth until my jaw ached. Think about something else. Think about the code. Think about—

Another pulse, stronger this time. The pleasure hit like a fist to the gut, unexpected and overwhelming. My hips jerked forward involuntarily, seeking more friction, more contact, more of whatever this thing was doing to me.

Stop. Stop it. You're not—this isn't—

But my body wasn't listening. The device brushed a place deep in me that turned the world hazy around the rim, made my breath come in short, desperate gasps. I could feel myself getting hard, could feel the shame burning hot in my chest even as my hips rolled against the counter.

I tore my hand away from where it had somehow moved toward my cock, nails digging crescents into my palms. The hum faded to a low thrum, almost soothing now. Like it was settling in. Making itself at home.

My reflection stared back at me—flushed face, dilated pupils, the unmistakable bulge in my boxers. I looked exactly like what I was: a man who'd just been broken open by a piece of corporate hardware.

My phone buzzes on the counter like a live wire.

Text from I.M.:

Sensor sync confirmed. Metrics look… vigorous. Tell me, Leo—does your new firmware feel as invasive as it should, or are you already begging for the next update?

I almost hurl the phone at the wall. My cheeks burn hotter than the plug pulsing inside me. I stab out a reply—

Go to hell.—

then delete it, thumb shaking, because she’ll see every keystroke anyway. Instead I just stand there, jeans half-zipped, hating how the screen’s reflection shows my traitorous hard-on still tenting the denim.

I pulled up my jeans with shaking hands, the sensor shifting inside me with every movement. A constant reminder. A brand burned into the most private part of me.

Isabelle was waiting.


Chapter two
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System Overload


My badge spat red at the turnstile—three angry beeps, then silence. The engineering floor was locked to me now, like the rest of my life.

Security redirected me to the executive level, where a single workstation waited outside Isabelle’s glass box—white desk, pink Aeron chair, monitors angled so anyone walking by could read every pixel.

My battle-scarred monitors, the clackety keyboard I’d tuned like a piano, every smug sticker I’d hoarded—vanished. Erased the way my name, my swagger, my last scrap of pride got wiped clean.

I sat. The chair felt cold through my jeans. My reflection in the glass showed a man trying not to look like he was clenching around corporate hardware.

Isabelle appeared without sound. She wore graphite silk today, the skirt ending just above the knee, stockings whispering against each other as she approached. In her hand: another matte-black case, smaller than yesterday’s but heavier in implication.

“Morning, prototype,” she murmured. The smirk flickered, gone before I could be sure I’d seen it.

She set the case on my desk and popped the lid. Nestled in charcoal foam lay a stainless-steel chastity cage, mirror-polished, the lock already snapped to a slim silver band. Beside it, a tiny hex driver and a biometric fob that matched the plug’s alloy.

I pushed back from the desk. “No.”

One eyebrow lifted. She tapped her watch. The glass wall behind her turned opaque, projecting a graph labelled STRESS CORRELATION: CORE SENSOR. A red spike marched across the timeline—last night, 2:14 a.m., the moment I’d woken hard and hating myself.

“Your cortisol and testosterone surges are corrupting the data set,” she said, voice pitched low enough that the passing VP of Sales didn’t even turn. “The Peripheral Restriction Module isolates hormonal noise. Non-negotiable.”

I stared at the cage. The steel looked surgical, almost elegant. A vented slit at the tip, a subtle ridge designed to stop any growth before it started. My mouth went dry.

“You can’t just—”

“I already have.” She lifted the device between thumb and forefinger, letting it catch the overhead LEDs. “Bathroom. Stall three has a privacy bolt. You have four minutes before my next meeting.”

I didn’t move.

She angled the biometric fob so I could see the tiny display: 03:59… 03:58…

My feet moved on autopilot. The executive washroom greeted me with gleaming marble and a mirror that seemed to sneer, you again?—its polished surface already reflecting a man who’d surrendered the last scrap of dignity.

Every chrome faucet, every whispering hand-dryer knew my secret: the plug, the cage, the shame.

The air smelled of bergamot and judgment, and I swear the stall door sighed when I pushed it, as if it pitied the broken thing I’d become. I shot the bolt, ripped my belt loose. My dick—already swollen from the plug’s overnight torment—jerked when the chill hit it.

The cage came in two parts: a base ring and the sheath. I fumbled them together around myself, skin prickling. The ring snugged behind my balls, unforgiving. The sheath slid forward, guiding my shaft into its narrow channel. When the magnets kissed shut, the lock clicked with a finality that echoed in my ribs.

I stared down. Nothing protruded, nothing swayed. Just smooth steel where my erection should have been. The cage felt heavier than its ounces, a cold weight tethering me to her dashboard.

My phone buzzed.

I.M.: Peripheral sync detected. Excellent. Return to station.

I zipped up, my pulse jack-hammering against the ring like it’s trying to punch through steel. Walking back, every step nudges the plug—no escape, no slack, just that steady pressure against the spot that keeps whimpering please. The cage rides forward with each stride, a cold little fist reminding me what I’m not allowed to feel, what I’m never going to feel again unless she decides I’ve earned it.

I swallow, tasting copper. She’s shrunk me to firmware—locked, updated, remotely debugged. The humiliation isn’t the cage; it’s that I just installed it for her, like a good little patch script.

The summons came at 3:12 p.m.—a single line on Slack.

I.M.: Office. Cable maintenance.

I stared at the words until they blurred. Cable maintenance. Translation: crawl.

The few feet between my cubicle and her threshold stretch like a runway, fluorescent glare buzzing overhead like a jury of gnats. The cage taps a frigid rhythm against my leg, each pulse shaving another sliver off whatever pride I’m still carrying. With every shift of weight the plug rolls, a silent memo that nothing inside me is under my command anymore.

Isabelle’s door slid open without a sound. She didn’t look up from her screen, just tilted her head toward the space beneath her desk.

“Power brick’s tangled. I need full charge before the board call. Knees, Leo.”

The carpet was plush, corporate gray, but it might as well have been broken glass. I lowered myself, palms hitting first, then knees. The cage pressed forward, the ring biting into my skin. I crawled under the desk, the world shrinking to a rectangle of shadow and the scent of her stilettos—sharp, polished, and absurdly expensive.

The cable was a black snake knotted around itself, the USB-C head wedged against the wall. I reached for it, fingers trembling. The plug inside me gave a low, rolling hum—sync mode, maybe. Or just her idea of a joke. My pulse thudded in my ears, louder than the HVAC.

Behind me, the chair creaked. Isabelle leaned back, one stiletto dangling from her toes. The heel—black patent, four inches—hovered an inch from my knuckles. A deliberate pendulum.

“Remember when you told me ambition was an unattractive quality in a woman, Leo?”

Her voice was soft, almost conversational, but it cracked across my back like a whip. I froze, cable half-looped around my wrist.

I remembered. The cramped kitchen of our old studio, all those years back. I’d lounged against the counter, arms folded, smirk locked in place. “Guys don’t marry the résumé, Iz. They marry the girl who smiles and nods.” She’d stared at me then, too, but her eyes had been glassy with hurt. Now they were surgical.

The plug pulsed again—stronger. The cage squeezed as blood rushed south, traitorous, unstoppable. My dick strained against steel, skin stretching until it burned. A low, mortified sound crawled out of my throat.

Her heel tapped once, twice, a metronome of contempt. “I archived that recording, by the way. Along with the forum logs. A complete data set of your… preferences.”

I yanked the cable free, the knot unraveling like my composure. My hands shook so hard the connector rattled against the port. I needed to move, to breathe, to disappear.

But my body had other plans. The arousal was a living thing, coiling low in my gut, tightening every muscle. My hips rocked—barely, involuntarily—grinding the cage into the fabric of my jeans, the tense air between us. The friction sent sparks up my spine. Shame flared hotter. I bit the inside of my cheek until I tasted iron.

“Plug it in,” she said, tone mild. “Slowly.”

I obeyed, guiding the head into the brick’s port with the care of a bomb tech. The click felt like a lock snapping shut on my last exit. Power surged; her monitors brightened, casting white light across my face.

She shifted. The stiletto brushed my wrist—just a whisper of leather, but it detonated behind my eyes. My breath hitched. I could feel the wetness at the tip of my cock, trapped, nowhere to go. The cage throbbed in time with my heartbeat, a steel heartbeat of its own.

“Metrics look promising,” she murmured. “Stress spike at 3:17. Correlates with… verbal stimulus. Interesting.”

I wanted to scream. Instead I stayed on all fours, head bowed, hair falling into my eyes. The carpet fibers scratched my palms. My thighs trembled. Every second under her desk stretched like taffy, sticky and suffocating.

Her foot lifted, settled on the small of my back. The pressure was light, possessive. “Stay.”

I feel every ounce of her weight—no more than a whisper, but it might as well be a fucking anvil pinning me to the floor. My breath stalls in my throat, a trapped animal squeak. My knees burn against the carpet, and the cage bites harder, steel teeth reminding me I’m not going anywhere unless she lifts that foot.

I want to crawl out from under this desk, bolt down the hall, and never stop running until the city is a smear behind me. I want to rip the plug out, smash the cage off, burn every scrap of data she has on me. I want to scream that I’m not her fucking prototype, not her pet, not—

Her toes flex. The pressure shifts, tracing a slow, deliberate stroke down my spine. It’s a signature, a claim scrawled across my back in stiletto ink. My hips jerk—just a twitch, a betraying roll that grinds the cage against my trapped cock. The plug answers with a low, rolling thrum that feels like laughter. My stomach flips, heat pooling so fast I see sparks.

I hate that my body answers her like this. I hate that the shame is a hot, slick pulse behind my ribs, indistinguishable from want. I hate that some filthy, traitorous part of me wants to arch into her foot like a cat, wants to purr when she says stay. My face burns so hard I’m sure the monitors can see it. I squeeze my eyes shut, but the darkness behind my lids is full of her: the graphite silk, the clinical smirk, the way she said knees, Leo, like a dare.

My pulse is a drumline in my ears. Every breath smells of submission and carpet glue and my own fear. The cage leaks—just a bead, a humiliating proof that my body is already hers to tune. I swallow a whimper, bite it back until my jaw aches.

I stayed. The plug buzzed again—three short pulses, then a long one. Code, maybe. Or mockery. My erection didn’t care. It strained, aching, desperate for friction that would never come. My lungs felt too small.

My skin prickles like it’s no longer mine—every hair stands at attention, tiny antennae tuned to her frequency.

Even the carpet fibers feel sharp, individual needles branding my knees through the thin fabric of my trousers.

Sound warps: the plug’s buzz isn’t just vibration anymore, it’s a voice, whispering directly into my spine in a language made of pressure and denial.

My own heartbeat thuds wrong, too fast, too light, like it’s trying on a new rhythm that doesn’t fit the body I thought I knew.

Somewhere above me, she typed something. The soft clack of keys was a lullaby of control. I counted them—one, two, three—trying to anchor myself in anything but the humiliation pooling in my gut.

The foot on my back pressed harder. “You’re leaking, prototype.”

She sees it—every pulse, every twitch, every betraying drop—because she designed the program that reads me like an open log file.

I squeezed my eyes shut. A single tear slid down, hot and ridiculous, and landed on the cable I’d just plugged in.

Her shoe lifts off my spine like a switch flipped to OFF.

“Session metrics archived. You're no longer needed for now, prototype.”

Humiliation was a physical thing, a hot spike driving up from the carpet into my core. I couldn’t stay there another second. Scrambling backward, I crab-walked out from under the desk and rose on trembling legs, refusing to meet her eyes. I didn't wait for dismissal.

I bolted for the elevator, badge slapping against my chest like a scarlet letter. The city streets were a blur of noise and motion that didn’t penetrate the roaring in my ears. Horns, sirens, the chatter of passing crowds—it was all just white noise. I stumbled through it, a ghost in my own life, until the smell of burnt garlic and stale coffee cut through the fog. A deli. Anonymity. A place to pretend I was still human.

The cage kept time with my sprint—click, click, click—steel on denim, a metronome of surrender. Every pulse from the plug echoed it, a second heart beating between my cheeks.

I needed air. I needed the street. I needed someone to tell me I was still Leo Vaughn, senior coder, king of sarcasm and late-night commits.

The deli on the corner smelled of burnt garlic and normal life. I ordered the usual—turkey on rye, no mayo, extra pickles—then realized I’d forgotten to speak. The cashier just stared until I croaked the words. My voice cracked like a thirteen-year-old’s.

I found a corner table, phone shield angled against the wall so no one could see my screen. My thumbs hovered. I typed:

how to remove biometric chastity device

Backspace. Too specific. I tried:

forced submission workplace legal advice

Nothing but HR blogs and consent workshops. Useless.

I scrolled Reddit, incognito tabs stacking like poker chips. r/BDSMcommunity, r/legaladvice, even r/sysadmin—surely some poor bastard had debugged this exact scenario. All I found were stories of people who wanted this. Safe words. Aftercare. Smiling selfies in pink collars.

I didn’t want this. Did I?

My knee bounced. The plug answered with a low, warm swell, like it heard the question. I slammed my thighs together. The cage pinched, reminding me: Nope. Not yours to close.

I typed again, desperate:

how to stop arousal from prostate stimulation

The search bar auto-filled sissy hypno. I hurled the phone face-down. The couple at the next table glanced over. I stared at my sandwich, appetite curdling.

Pickles tasted like metal. The rye turned to cardboard. My reflection in the napkin dispenser looked wrong—cheeks flushed, eyes too wide, lips parted like I was waiting for something.

I opened Twitter. Scrolled past crypto bros flexing gains, past Isabelle’s own account retweeting a keynote on “integrated biometric ecosystems.” She’d captioned it: Precision is love. My stomach twisted.

I typed a DM to my old roommate, fingers shaking:

hey man weird q but have u ever felt like ur body was hacked

I deleted it before hitting send. What would he say? “Get a lawyer”? “See a shrink”? He’d screenshot it and laugh in the group chat.

I was alone inside my own skin, a locked device running someone else’s firmware.

I closed the phone. The deli buzzed around me—plates clattering, espresso machine hissing, normal humans doing normal lunch. I tried to anchor myself in the sounds, the smells, the scrape of chairs. None of it reached me. I might as well have been sealed in glass.

The plug pulsed—one soft, deliberate beat. Not a glitch. A message.

I’m here.

I froze. My breath hitched. The throb ebbed, leaving a slow burn that settled deep in my belly and seeped outward like a tipped glass of merlot.

I wasn’t Leo anymore. Not here, not anywhere. I was a node in her network, a metric in her dashboard, a prototype that had stepped outside the lab and discovered the world no longer recognized its name.

The deli kept spinning. My phone stayed dark. The only thing moving was the slow, inevitable throb between my legs—Isabelle’s quiet, intimate reminder that the leash was wireless, and it reached every room I’d ever run to.


Chapter three
[image: ]
Public Beta


The ping hit my watch at 6:47 a.m.—the same pulse pattern the plug uses when it wants my attention.

Subject: Field Deployment.

Location: Conference Hall C, Moscone West.

Role: Executive Assistant, Aura Suite Live Demo.

Dress code attached.

I stared at the thumbnail until my reflection in the black screen looked like a hostage reading a ransom note.

She was already in the “prototyping lab”—the nickname for her office that she’d tossed out with a half-smirk a few days ago—when I stepped through the door, poised beside a rolling rack that screamed designer boutique instead of server farm. She wore graphite wool and silence. Her fingers flicked once; the rack spun, presenting the day’s armor.

Pantsuit: midnight gabardine, nipped waist, no lapel, cut close enough that hips I didn’t have now suddenly existed.

Blouse: dove-gray silk, cut on the bias, so light it felt like breath sliding over my nipples.

Boots: black soft leather, two-inch block heel, ankle strap. Feminine, but not flashy—just enough to tilt my pelvis forward and remind me what was locked underneath.

She lifted the jacket off the hanger with surgical care. “Chassis iteration 3.2. Thermal regulation mesh, noise-dampening weave. You’ll stand under stage lights for ninety minutes. Comfort is data.”

I reached for it; she twitched it away. “Undress first. Layering sequence matters.”

The cage caught on my boxers. Heat flared up my throat. She watched without comment until I stood in nothing but steel and silicone, gooseflesh racing across my skin. The plug gave a welcoming throb, like it recognized the acoustics of its home lab.

She dressed me like I was a doll. Jacket sleeves slid along my arms; silk pooled against my chest. Every inch of fabric whispered yes against hairless skin. When she knelt to buckle the boots, the motion put her mouth inches from my caged cock. I felt the warm gust of her exhale through the gabardine. My pulse spiked; the suit’s inner sensors registered it—green dot flashed on the wall monitor.

“Baseline stress acceptable,” she murmured. “Hold still.”

She opened a small black palette. Concealer first—cool swipe under each eye, thumb feathering the edges. Brow gel next, tiny spoolie brushing hairs into an arch I’d never possessed. Her fingertips were steady, clinical, yet the way she tilted my chin felt intimate enough to bruise.

“Facial recognition accuracy in varied lighting,” she said, repeating the lie we both pretended to believe.

I swallowed. “Isabelle—”

“Miss Mercier in public, Lia.” The correction landed soft as silk and sharp as a scalpel.

The syllable lands like a branding iron—Lia—and every cell in me flinches, because I already know: the name Leo is gone, deleted, overwritten.

My name—my real one—died in my mouth. She capped the gel tube, stepped back, and studied her work the way engineers eyeball a clean compile. Then she did something she hadn’t since we dated: she reached out and tucked a stray lock behind my ear, nail grazing my temple. The touch was brief, proprietary, and it detonated heat straight through the cage.

I hated that I leaned into it. Hated the whimper I swallowed. Hated that the plug answered with a low, approving pulse, like it was applauding.

“Last item.” She produced a slim lanyard: ACCESS—EXECUTIVE ASSISTANT, AURA SUITE. My photo—taken this morning without my knowledge—stared back, eyes wide, lips parted. Feminine. Almost pretty.

She clipped it around my neck. The badge rested just above the silk’s top button, cold plastic against frantic pulse.

“Conference opens at nine. You’ll shadow me, manage the demo tablet, and maintain posture metrics within three degrees of optimal. Every eye in the room is a data point.” Her gaze dropped to my boots. “Walk. I need to be sure you're ready.”

I took one step. Heel sunk into carpet; the plug shifted; the cage gripped. My spine straightened automatically, shoulders back, hips finding the narrow sway the suit demanded. The sensors chirped approval.

Isabelle’s micro-smirk surfaced, razor-thin. “Barely adequate. Don’t embarrass me, Lia. The room will know whose toy you are.”

Toy. The word brands the air, brands me. My stomach flips, cage biting tighter as if the steel itself is preening. A hot-cold flush races over my collarbones, prickling beneath silk like I’ve been stroked by a live wire. I hate the way my skin drinks it in—hungry, traitorous—because for one heartbeat I’m not sure whether I want to bolt or drop to my knees.

"You're done," she said, already turning toward the door. "Don't waste my time with second-guessing. Nine o'clock sharp. The board wants flawless data, and I want them to see my prototype perform without a single tremor."

The week between her office and the Moscone escalators felt like living inside a pressure cooker lined with silk and steel. Every morning she recalibrated the cage, fingers brushing my hipbones while her mouth delivered the day’s KPIs in that same quiet, lethal tone.

I told myself I hated her. I told myself a lot of things.

Hall C swallowed sound. Ten-foot LED walls pulsed with our demo reels, but all I heard was the click of Isabelle’s heels and the softer echo of mine trying not to trip. She moved like a shark; I trailed half a step behind, clutching the tablet against my chest like a shield. The badge swung with each breath, slapping silk, announcing Lia to anyone who glanced down.

They glanced. God, they glanced. Laughter didn’t come—worse, it hovered behind every polite smile, every raised brow. My skin prickled under gabardine that suddenly felt tissue-thin. I caught fragments: “…Mercier’s new assistant?” “…bit young for a CTO side-piece…” I wanted to vanish, wanted to sprint, wanted to rip the cage off and prove I was still—something. Anything.

Then he stepped into the aisle.

Tall, silver at the temples, suit cut like he’d been born in Savile Row. I recognized him from TechCrunch panels—Adrian Hale, Valiant Systems. He paused mid-sentence, gaze sliding over me like warm oil. Not the quick appraisal men give other men. Not the sneer reserved for jokes. Hunger, plain and naked. His eyes traced the taper of the jacket at my waist, the slight flare where hips met thigh, and lingered there as if memorizing geometry.

My lungs forgot how to work.

Heat detonated behind the cage, a molten pulse that had nowhere to go. My thighs tensed; the plug answered with a sympathetic throb, amplifying every heartbeat into a drumroll against my prostate. I felt the blush crawl up my throat, stain the concealer she’d layered so carefully. I was sure it glowed neon.

Across the sea of suits, Isabelle stood beside the stage steps, one brow lifted in cool amusement. Her fingers brushed her watch. One tap.

The Core Sensor purred—three short pulses, unmistakable code. I see you, Lia.

My knees weakened. The tablet wobbled; I clutched it harder, knuckles whitening. Hale’s gaze tracked the motion, lips curving in slow appreciation, as if the tremor was part of the show. He took a single step closer, the sharp bite of cedar laced with a lightning-clean scent flooding my senses, and murmured, “Looking forward to the demo.”

I managed—barely—a nod. My voice had evaporated somewhere between shame and need.

Isabelle’s next signal came: a longer vibration, steady, possessive. Mine. The word pulsed through silicone and steel, branding every nerve. I felt my shoulders square without permission, chin lift, hips settle into the tiny sway she’d drilled into muscle memory. Hale’s pupils darkened; he smiled like a man who’d just been handed a gift.

The room noise rushed back in—applause, chatter, the rustle of programs—but it sounded distant, underwater. All I knew was the ache between my legs, the answering throb inside me, and Isabelle’s eyes locking onto mine across the crowd. Her smirk flickered, razor-quick, then vanished behind professional calm.

She turned toward the stage. My cue.

I followed, heels striking the floor in perfect rhythm, pulse hammering the same cadence as the plug. The laughter I’d feared never came—only the echo of Hale’s stare, burning down my spine, and the secret, electric certainty that every step was taking me deeper into whatever she’d decided I was becoming.

Once the last champagne flute had clinked into place on a waiters tray, and the elevator doors had left us alone in the penthouse suite, I stood in the middle of the room like furniture she hadn’t decided where to place. The door clicked shut behind me, sealing out the outside world and the last scrap of normal air. Isabelle’s laptop balanced on her thighs, screen throwing pale light across sharp cheekbones. She didn’t glance up.

“The external validation metrics were off the charts.” Fingers drummed once—precise, satisfied. “Fascinating. It seems your value as an asset isn’t just in your compliance, but in your appeal. You’re far more effective as a pretty lure than you ever were as a coder.”

The words slid under the gabardine and sank into bone. I opened my mouth; nothing came. My reflection in the window showed a stranger in a perfect suit, badge still dangling like a dog tag. Lia. Property tag.

She looked up then. Triumph glittered, cold and sharp. A lazy tap on her watch.

The plug woke with a growl—deeper than before, rolling through me like bass through club walls. My knees buckled. I caught the edge of a chair, knuckles whitening around polished walnut. The cage pinched, steel shrinking against flesh that swelled helplessly inside it. Each pulse nudged my prostate with deliberate patience, a metronome counting down to surrender.

“I don’t—this isn’t—how did I even get here, Izzy?” What the hell is happening to me—my own body’s staging a coup and my brain’s still trying to file an HR complaint.

“Get used to being wanted, my little prototype. It’s your primary function now.”

I tasted copper—bitten tongue—and forced my spine straight. “I—I did everything you asked.” My voice cracked, higher than I remembered. “The demo went flawlessly.”

“Flawlessly,” she echoed, savoring the syllables. “Yet Adrian Hale requested your contact details for a private dinner. He’s prepared to pay a premium for your exclusive attention.” She angled the laptop so I could see the email: I’d like to book Lia for tomorrow night. Name your price.

The plug surged again, longer, hungrier. My hips jerked forward; the chair creaked. Heat flooded my face, my chest, pooling low and useless behind locked metal.

“I’m not—” I swallowed. “I’m not an escort.”

The thought hits like bile in my throat—I was that guy, wasn’t I? Back then, I’d scroll through Tinder like a broker pricing livestock, rating women by ROI, smirking at their bios as if they were bids. I’d laughed when a friend bragged about “renting” a date for a VC dinner, called it smart leverage. Now the same calculus is being applied to me, and the hypocrisy burns rawer than the plug grinding against my nerves.

“You’re whatever generates the highest ROI.” She rose, skirt skimming thighs, and crossed the carpet until her shoes bracketed my boots. “And right now, the market wants you on your knees in a cocktail dress.”

My stomach flipped. “You can’t be serious.” My pulse spikes so hard I swear the cage rattles. Would she? The thought slams into me like a freight train: Izzy’s been cataloging every shitty thing I ever did—every swipe-right dismissal, every smug laugh at someone else’s expense—and now she’s cashing in.

Maybe this whole “prototype” charade is just a slow-motion execution, a way to make me feel every ounce of the humiliation I handed out like party favors. My lungs shrink; the plug pulses again, and I wonder if this is the moment she finally drops the act and tells me the price tag is my soul.

“I’m always serious.” She cupped my chin, thumb brushing the faint stripe of concealer still clinging to my cheekbone. “Besides, you liked it.” Her eyes flicked down; I felt the cage throb in traitorous answer. “Your cortisol spiked, yes, but oxytocin matched it beat for beat. The system recorded every micro-tremor when Hale looked at you. You were radiant.”

Radiant. The word scorched. I wanted to scream that it was fear, not desire, but my body remembered the warmth of his gaze, the way my hips had swayed without permission, and shame licked up my spine like fire.

Her fingers tightened on my chin, forcing my gaze to meet hers. The pressure was almost tender, the way you'd handle something fragile but not particularly valuable. That tiny, razor-thin smirk appeared—the one I'd learned meant she was savoring a private victory.

"However," she said, thumb tracing a small circle against my jawline, "you're still my prototype in testing. I'm not ready to test you on the open market yet."

The phrase open market slithered through me like ice water, conjuring images of auction blocks and price tags. Yet beneath the revulsion came a perverse, unwelcome flutter—relief mixed with something darker. Not being "ready" meant she still had plans. Still had use for me.

"What does that mean?" I whispered, hating how breathy my voice sounded.

Her smirk deepened. "It means Hale will have to wait his turn. Your calibration is still... incomplete." She released my chin, fingers trailing down my throat to rest at the hollow where my pulse hammered. "We have so much more data to collect before I'm willing to share my little investment."

I should have felt relief. Instead, I felt owned. Worse—I felt grateful for it.

Isabelle's fingers lingered at my throat, the touch almost tender. For one disorienting moment, I could almost pretend we were back in her apartment three years ago—her hand resting on my chest while we watched some indie film I'd pretended to understand. The familiar scent of her perfume—jasmine with something darker underneath—wrapped around me like a memory.

"You're trembling," she observed, her voice softer than I'd heard since this nightmare began.

I was. The realization that she'd protected me from Hale—from being passed around like party favors—had cracked something open inside me. A relief so profound it bordered on gratitude.

And with it came the memory: that hotel bar in Austin during the tech conference, the blonde sales rep from Microsoft, how easily I'd justified it. It was just one night. It didn't mean anything. The text messages Isabelle found. The hollow look in her eyes when she'd asked, "Why?" and I'd shrugged, muttered something about her always working late.

I'd broken something in her that night. Something I was now paying for in inches of silk and steel.

"Izzy," I whispered, the old nickname slipping out before I could stop it. "I never—"

Her eyes widened slightly at the name. For a heartbeat, I saw a flicker of the woman I'd loved, not the architect of my humiliation. My throat tightened. I wanted to tell her I was sorry, that I understood now what I'd thrown away, that the casual cruelty I'd shown her had haunted me far longer than I'd admitted.

The plug buzzed—a sharp, warning pulse. Reality crashed back. This wasn't reconciliation. This was recalibration.

A flush of anger surged through me, but it died almost instantly, drowned by the hot wave of arousal that followed the vibration. My hips jerked forward involuntarily; a small, pathetic sound escaped my throat.

Isabelle's expression shifted, that familiar micro-smirk returning. She reached up and adjusted my collar, smoothing the silk with deliberate care, her knuckles brushing my collarbone.

"We're moving to phase two." She tapped her smartwatch again, and this time the plug inside me began to throb with a deep, insistent rhythm, making my knees buckle. "Get used to being wanted, my little prototype. It's your primary function now."


Chapter four
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User Experience Testing


I sat rigid on the edge of the hotel sofa, trying to ignore the ceaseless, low-grade thrum inside me. The plug had settled into a steady pulse—not enough to push me over any edge, just enough to keep me perpetually aware, perpetually on edge.

Isabelle hadn't spoken in over an hour. The soft blue glow of her laptop painted her face in cold light as she typed, scrolled, typed again. Occasionally, she'd glance at her watch, and the vibration would shift patterns, as if she were idly tuning a radio frequency.

Each time, my breath hitched. Each time, she didn't look up.

The silence was worse than any verbal humiliation. I existed in her peripheral vision—a lab rat in an experiment she checked on periodically between more important tasks.

"Lia." Her voice sliced through the quiet. "Pour me a glass of wine."

I startled, nearly stumbling as I stood. The plug shifted with my movement, sending a jolt up my spine.

"The Cabernet," she added, not bothering to look up. "The one on the credenza."

I moved stiffly toward the bottle, hyperaware of how the suit pants clung to my hips, how the silk blouse whispered against my skin. My fingers trembled as I reached for the corkscrew.

"You know," Isabelle said, her voice deceptively casual, "I remember a time you told me that a woman ordering a complicated cocktail on a date was 'high maintenance.'" She finally looked up, eyes glittering. "Let's see if you can handle a simple corkscrew, shall we?"

The memory hit like a slap. Our third date. The cocktail lounge in Palo Alto. Her asking for some seasonal gin concoction with muddled herbs. The dismissive comment I'd made to the bartender when she'd stepped away. Women, right? Like they need to prove they're special with these ridiculous drinks.

I hadn't known she'd overheard until now.

The corkscrew slipped in my sweaty palm. I struggled with the foil, then the cork, acutely aware of her watching every fumble. When it finally popped free, I nearly spilled the deep red liquid as I poured.

"Careful," she murmured. "That's an eight-hundred-dollar bottle."

I felt sick. How many small cruelties had I inflicted? How meticulously had she cataloged each one?

I carried the glass to her, focusing on not spilling a drop. When I held it out, she took it without acknowledging me, taking a slow sip before setting it aside.

Then she pushed back from her seat and stretched, arching her back like a cat.

"My feet are killing me after that conference," she said, her voice silky smooth. She patted the floor beside her chair. "Be a dear and take care of them for me."

Another memory surfaced—her collapsing onto my couch after a product launch, groaning about her heels. My eye roll. It's your choice to wear those ridiculous things. Don't expect sympathy from me.

I start to perch on the low table, but her fingertip slices the air.

“Kneel.” The single syllable detonates in my skull like a bug report marked CRITICAL.

My knees fold before the thought even finishes compiling—muscle memory from every time she’s crashed my code and left me rebooting in humiliation.

The carpet rasps against my shins, a sensory error I can’t patch.

Cage bites, plug throbs, pulse spikes.

I’m kneeling for her, again, and the worst part is the hot slide of shame that already feels like home.

The plug pulsed once, hard, as if in approval.

Fuck.

With shaking hands, I reached for her right foot, carefully unbuckling the thin strap of her stiletto. Her skin was warm as I slid the shoe off, her toes flexing slightly in relief. The vulnerability of holding her bare foot in my hands made my throat tight.

"The left one too," she said softly. "Then you can start with the right arch. It's particularly sore."

I obeyed, hating myself for the strange, tender feeling blooming in my chest as I cradled her delicate foot in my unworthy hands.

I slipped the arch of her foot between my palms, thumbs sweeping in clumsy circles. The skin was silk over steel—tendons that had held her through twelve-hour board meetings, a faint trace of leather from her heels, the clean salt of her. My hands shook so hard I nearly dropped her ankle.

Isabelle’s fingers settled over mine. The contact was electric—then I felt it. A tremor. Barely a vibration, but it cracked her marble composure wide open.

“No, Lia.” The tremor vanished as quickly as it came. “I don’t want a massage. I want you to show your appreciation.”

She eased her foot from my grip and lifted it until the ball rested against my lower lip. The message was unmistakable.

My stomach flipped. Every neuron screamed humiliation, but my body leaned in before my brain caught up. I pressed a chaste kiss to the warm pad beneath her toes. The scent hit me—vanilla lotion, the faint musk of a long day, something that was only her. My mouth watered like I was starving.

“Better,” she murmured. “Again.”

I tasted the delicate ridge of each toe, the tender hollow beneath them, the fine dust of her skin. Each pass of my tongue felt like signing another line of code I could never roll back. My pulse pounded in the cage, a frantic drumbeat against unforgiving steel.

She shifted, hooking her heel over the ridge of my trapped cock. The pressure was gentle, almost lazy, but it lit every nerve like a server farm on overload. The plug synced to her rhythm—slow, deliberate pulses that matched the glide of her foot.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “On your knees, mouth full of me, cock straining like a good little prototype.”

Heat flooded my face, my chest, my useless, leaking dick. I licked the arch of her foot in long, reverent strokes, chasing the taste, chasing the soft exhale she didn’t mean to give. My world narrowed to the salt on my tongue and the pressure between my legs.

She rolled her ankle, pressing harder. The cage bit. The plug throbbed. I was a live wire, every circuit overloaded. Her sole flattened against the steel, grinding in slow circles that sent sparks shooting through my balls.

My hips jerked forward without permission, chasing the pressure like a desperate animal.

Her toes found the gap between the bars, sliding through to graze the slick head of my cock—just the barest touch, but it was lightning. I whimpered, the sound raw and pathetic.

“Stay still,” she warned, voice silk over steel.

I couldn’t.

My body betrayed me, hips twitching as her big toe traced the ridge of my crown, circling the slit where precome beaded and dripped. She painted it across my skin like lipstick, then dipped lower, tickling the sensitive seam beneath. My thighs shook. The plug pulsed harder, syncing to her rhythm—throb, circle, tease—until I was leaking in a steady stream, soaking the inside of my cage.

Her other foot joined, toes pinching my balls through the fabric, rolling them gently, then tugging just enough to make me gasp. I bucked again, grinding against her sole, shame burning hot as the cage scraped my shaft. The friction was torture—too much, not enough. My breath came in ragged bursts, each exhale fogging the air between us.

“Tell me what you want,” she said, voice low and dangerous.

The words clawed up my throat before I could firewall them. “Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please—” I swallowed, tasting her, tasting shame. “Please let me come.”

Isabelle's laugh cut through my desperation, cold and crystalline. "Oh, look at you dripping. Such a messy girl."

Her toes pressed harder, forcing a strangled moan from my throat. My cock throbbed uselessly against steel.

"Isabelle, please—" I gasped.

Her foot stilled. "No." She twisted her ankle, grinding her heel against my balls. "Try again."

"Miss Mercier—"

"Wrong." The plug surged to life, vibrating so violently my vision blurred. "Who am I to you now?"

My resistance shattered. "M-Mistress."

"Good girl." She smiled, eyes glittering with triumph. "Say it again while you beg."

"Mistress, please let me come," I whimpered, hips bucking helplessly. "I need it so fucking bad."

She leaned forward, one perfect fingernail tracing my jawline. "Look at those pretty eyes, all wet with need." Her foot resumed its torturous rhythm. "Tell me how it feels to be nothing but a desperate little cunt in a cage."

"It's... humiliating," I panted, tears streaming. "And I fucking love it. Please, Mistress."

Her pupils dilated, breath quickening. "Almost convincing," she whispered, pressing her toe against my slit, collecting the fresh pearl of precum. "Almost."

Her heel lifted. Cool air hit the wet patch on my trousers. Denial slammed down like a kill switch.

“But no.”

The word no flashes across me like a server crash, wiping every coherent thought. I’m nothing but static, a hollow shell of need.

Fuck, fuck, fuck—I was so close, so fucking close I could taste the edge of release, and she just yanked it away like it was a failed build.

My hips jerk, chasing air, chasing her, but the cage bites and the plug taunts and I’m left gasping, sobbing, every nerve screaming for the one thing she won’t give.

I’m not a man, not even a person—just this raw, aching thing that exists only to beg.

I sagged forward, forehead resting against the top of her foot. My lungs wouldn’t fill. My entire body trembled, a system caught in an infinite loop of need.

She drew her foot back slowly, deliberately, until only the tips of her toes brushed my cheek. “You’re learning,” she said. “You’re finally learning what it means to please a woman.”

I stayed there, kneeling, broken open. The craving she’d ignited wasn’t just in my cock—it was in my marrow. Every cell screamed for her touch, her approval, her next command.

The plug gave one final, gentle pulse—like a signature on the commit.

I was hers.

I knelt there, gutted and empty, my mind a scrambled mess of ones and zeros that no longer compiled into anything coherent. My body heaved with each breath, still straining toward a release that would never come. The world had narrowed to the pulse between my legs and the merciless woman standing over me.

Isabelle rose from her chair, her shadow falling across me like a system update I couldn't refuse. She stood there, silent, watching me tremble. I couldn't meet her eyes. Couldn't look away. Couldn't do anything but exist in this hell of need she'd crafted for me.

"Look at you," she finally said, her voice softer than I expected. "You're adapting beautifully to the new protocols."

My cheeks burned hotter. The praise slipped past my defenses, hooking into something primal and needy. I wanted more of it. God help me, I wanted more.

"Stand up, Lia."

The name no longer registered as foreign. It felt like a command line that executed something deep in my code. I rose on unsteady legs, my body no longer my own.

"Follow me."

She turned and walked toward the bathroom, not looking back to see if I obeyed. She didn't need to. We both knew I would.

The hotel bathroom was all marble and mirrors, brutally bright after the dim sitting area. Isabelle positioned me in front of the largest mirror, her hands on my shoulders, her reflection watching mine with cool calculation.

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

I saw a stranger—flushed cheeks, disheveled hair, lips swollen from worshipping her feet. Eyes wild with shame and hunger. The suit that had felt so wrong this morning now looked like it belonged on this body—my body—highlighting curves I'd never noticed before.

"Now we're going to get you ready for bed," she said, fingers sliding to the top button of my blouse.

One by one, she undid each button, her knuckles occasionally grazing my skin. Each touch was electric, sending fresh jolts to my caged cock. The blouse fell open, revealing my heaving chest. She slipped it off my shoulders, letting it pool on the floor.

"Arms up."

I raised my arms like a child, letting her pull the undershirt over my head. Cool air hit my bare torso, making me shiver. Her fingertips traced the waistband of my pants, lingering at the button.

"You're doing so well," she murmured, undoing it with deliberate slowness.

My mind was fragmenting, spiraling. The shame was still there, a background process running constantly, but it was being overwhelmed by something stronger—a desperate, animal need for her touch, her approval, her control. I couldn't stop replaying the feeling of her foot on my cock, the pressure, the denial, the way she'd called me a good girl.

God, I wanted to be her good girl again.

I hated myself for it. I hated how much I craved it. But the craving was winning, rewriting my entire operating system until all I could think about was pleasing her, earning another scrap of praise, another touch.

I was so fucking fucked.

The zipper slid down. My pants joined the growing pile of clothes. I stood there in nothing but boxer briefs, the cage clearly visible beneath the thin fabric, a wet spot spreading where I couldn't stop leaking.

"These won't do," she says, tugging the waistband with two cool fingers. "Time for panties that actually match the brand, Lia."

The word lands like a software patch—no firewall, no crash. My body just installs it, warm and seamless. I knew exactly what it meant. And fuck, I liked it.

The briefs slid down my legs, leaving me naked except for the steel cage and the plug still throbbing inside me. I looked utterly pathetic, utterly exposed, utterly hers. I stare at the crumpled cotton on the floor and realize—cold, certain—that I’ll never pull on another pair. Briefs are obsolete hardware, deleted.

Isabelle reached for a washcloth, dampening it with warm water from the tap. She wrung it out, then turned back to me with a clinical expression that somehow made everything worse.

"Spread your legs," she instructed. "Hands behind your back."

I complied, trembling as she reached around me. The warm cloth touched the inside of my thigh, wiping away the trails of precome that had leaked down my leg. She worked methodically, cleaning every inch of skin around the cage, occasionally brushing against the steel bars.

"Look at me," she commanded, meeting my eyes in the mirror as she cupped my balls in the warm cloth. "Don't you dare look away."

I held her gaze, drowning in humiliation as she cleaned my most intimate parts like I was a child. Or a doll. Her doll.

"Such a messy girl," she murmured, the cloth now sliding between my ass cheeks, circling the base of the plug. "But we'll train you to be better, won't we?"

My cock strained against its prison, desperate for a touch that would push me over the edge. But she was careful, clinical, giving me just enough stimulation to keep me on the knife's edge of arousal without any hope of release.

When she finished, she stood, tossing the cloth in the sink. Her hands settled on my shoulders, turning me to face her directly. For a long moment, she simply studied my face, her expression unreadable.

Then she leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to my cheek, her lips lingering against my skin.

"Come to bed, Lia," she whispered, the words achingly familiar from our past life together.

Something cracked open in my chest—not just lust or shame or fear, but a tangle of emotions I couldn't begin to decode. That simple phrase, the one she'd whispered countless nights when we were together, tugged at memories I'd buried deep.

As I followed her to the bedroom, a tiny, traitorous flicker of hope kindled in my chest. Maybe this wasn't just punishment. Maybe this wasn't just humiliation. Maybe this was how our relationship was always meant to be—her in control, me surrendering everything. Maybe, just maybe, this was the path back to her heart.

And God help me, I wanted to follow it.


Chapter five
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Live Demo


Three weeks passed like a digital torture chamber. Isabelle's control became an operating system that ran every aspect of my life. She'd perfected the art of keeping me on edge—a brush of her hand during meetings, a whispered command as we passed in hallways, sudden vibrations from the plug when I least expected it. Always pushing me to the precipice, never allowing me to fall.

Every morning, I woke with her name on my lips, my first conscious thought a desperate need for her approval. My old life, my old self, was being systematically deleted, replaced with a new protocol: please Isabelle, earn her smile, live for her praise. The cage remained locked, my arousal a constant, painful companion. When she'd call me "her good girl" in that low, private tone, I'd nearly collapse from the rush of validation. I was becoming addicted to her control, reformatting my identity to fit her specifications. The most terrifying part wasn't that she was changing me—it was how completely I'd begun to crave the change.

"The annual Innovator of the Year gala is tomorrow night," Isabelle announced, not looking up from her tablet as I placed her morning coffee on her desk. The perfect distance from her hand, exactly how she liked it. "We'll be attending together."

"Yes, Mistress," I replied automatically, the submissive response now my default setting.

She finally looked up, her eyes coolly assessing. "The Aura Suite has exceeded all performance metrics. We're moving to full aesthetic integration."

My stomach dropped. "What does that mean?"

Instead of answering, she gestured to a garment bag hanging on her office door. "Your attire for tomorrow. Try it on after hours. I need to verify the fit."

That evening, alone in her office, I unzipped the bag with trembling fingers. Inside hung a midnight blue evening gown, backless, with a plunging neckline and a slit that would reach mid-thigh. Next to it sat a sleek black box. Inside: perfect breast forms, a long blonde wig, effortlessly sleek, and a professional makeup kit.

I was still staring at it all in horror when Isabelle entered.

"I seem to recall you telling me that a girl who took too long to get ready was 'trying too hard,'" she said with a cruel smile. "Tomorrow, you will be my perfect date. Don't disappoint me."

The humiliation crashed over me in waves. I wasn't just her assistant anymore. I was being upgraded to arm candy, a trophy, a bimbo. I was becoming the very type of woman I used to despise—the kind I'd dismissed as vapid and attention-seeking. The kind I'd dated and discarded.

"I can't," I whispered, a final, feeble firewall against the inevitable.

Isabelle stepped closer, her perfume enveloping me. "You can. You will." She lifted my chin with one finger. "Because deep down, you want to. Your metrics don't lie, Lia."

My resistance crumbled like outdated code. She was right. Despite the shame, despite the terror of being seen this way by my colleagues and industry peers, a part of me—a growing, undeniable part—wanted to be beautiful for her.

"The breast forms are custom-made," she continued, opening the box. "Medical grade silicone. They'll feel real against your skin." Her voice dropped to a whisper. "And against mine."

She lifted one, placing it in my trembling hand. It was heavy, warm from the heating element in the box, and impossibly soft. It felt obscenely intimate to hold it.

"I've arranged for a professional to help with your makeup tomorrow," she said. "But tonight, I want you to practice walking in these." She pulled out a pair of stiletto heels that matched the dress. "Four inches. Nothing a real woman can't handle."

I took them, feeling their weight. How many times had I rolled my eyes at women complaining about heels? How many dates had I rushed because she "took forever" getting ready?

"The gala starts at eight," Isabelle said, heading for the door. "I'll pick you up at seven. Be ready." She paused, looking back over her shoulder. "Oh, and Lia? Everyone who matters in tech will be there. The entire industry will see exactly who you are now."

After she left, I stood alone in her office, holding the breast form in one hand and the heel in the other. Tomorrow night, in front of everyone who'd ever known Leo Vaughn, I would cease to exist. In my place would stand Lia, Isabelle's perfect creation.

And God help me, I was already wondering if she'd like the way I looked in the dress.

The next evening, I stood frozen in front of the mirror, barely recognizing the creature staring back at me. The midnight blue dress hugged curves I didn't know I had, the breast forms creating a perfect, enticing cleavage. The makeup artist Isabelle had hired had worked miracles, contouring my face into something softer, more delicate. The blonde wig cascaded over my shoulders in gentle waves. My legs, freshly waxed and painful, looked impossibly long in the four-inch stilettos.

"Who the fuck are you?" I whispered to my reflection.

The doorbell rang. Showtime.

When I opened the door, Isabelle's eyes widened—the first genuine surprise I'd ever seen crack her perfect composure. She wore a tailored black tuxedo, her hair swept back, red lipstick accentuating her mouth. The gender reversal wasn't lost on me. This was her final checkmate.

"Exquisite," she murmured, circling me slowly. "The calibration is perfect."

The car ride to the gala was silent. My heart hammered against the silicone breasts attached to my chest. Every tech executive, every coder, every person who'd ever known Leo Vaughn would see me like this. The thought made me want to vomit. Or maybe it made me want to come. I couldn't tell the difference anymore.

"Remember," Isabelle said as we pulled up to the venue. "You're my date. My asset. My creation." She leaned close, her breath warm against my ear. "Make me proud, Lia."

The name sent a shiver through me. Not Leo. Lia.

Walking into that ballroom on Isabelle's arm was like diving into shark-infested waters. Conversations stuttered to a halt. Heads turned. I felt their eyes—hungry, curious, judging. The shame I expected crashed over me, but then... something else happened.

A woman complimented my dress. A senior VP asked where I'd gotten my shoes. The CTO of a rival company kissed my hand, his eyes lingering on my face with unmistakable interest.

They didn't see Leo in drag. They saw Lia.

"You're a natural," Isabelle whispered, her hand possessively on the small of my back. "Look at them all wanting what's mine."

I felt a subtle vibration inside me—she'd tapped her watch. The plug pulsed, sending a jolt of pleasure up my spine. I nearly gasped, forcing myself to smile through it as a group of investors approached.

"Isabelle! Who's your stunning date?" one asked.

"This is Lia," she replied smoothly. "My newest acquisition."

The way she said it—like I was property, like I was a thing she owned—should have infuriated me. Instead, it sent another wave of arousal crashing through my caged cock.

As the night progressed, I found myself relaxing into the role. The heels no longer felt awkward; they became an extension of my body, forcing my hips to sway with each step. The dress wasn't a costume but a second skin. I laughed at jokes, touched arms flirtatiously, leaned in to hear whispers. I was performing femininity, yes, but it didn't feel like performance. It felt like... liberation.

"You're enjoying this," Isabelle observed during a quiet moment, her eyes glittering with triumph.

"No," I lied.

She tapped her watch again. The plug inside me vibrated more intensely, making my knees weak. "Your metrics disagree," she said softly. "Your body is honest, even when you're not."

She leaned in, her breath warm against my ear, hand sliding onto my thigh with possessive intimacy that made me shiver. "I know you," she whispered, abandoning her clinical demeanor.

"I see you, Lia. I've always seen you, even when Leo was too stubborn to accept it. Always pushing back, fighting what was inevitable." Her fingers tightened slightly on my flesh, the gesture both warning and promise.

God, maybe she’s right. Was every argument just me thrashing against a cage I’d built myself? All that swagger, the interruptions, the need to win—was it just Leo screaming look at me, notice I’m still here?

Izzy always saw through it; she watched me flail like a bug under glass and waited. Maybe this, me, soft and trembling in her grip, is what she wanted all along.

Later, as we mingled near the bar, I caught sight of us in a mirrored wall. Isabelle, powerful and commanding in her tuxedo. Me, soft and feminine in my gown. We looked... right together. Balanced. Complete.

A senior executive from a major tech firm approached, his eyes roving over me appreciatively. "Isabelle," he said, "you've been holding out on us. Where have you been hiding this beautiful creature?"

"She's been in development," Isabelle replied, her arm snaking around my waist. "A personal project."

"Well, she's stunning," he said, addressing me directly. "Lia, was it? Would you like to dance?"

Before I could respond, Isabelle tapped her watch. The vibration was so intense I had to grip her arm to stay upright.

"I'm afraid Lia is exclusive to me," she said, her voice pure ice. "Aren't you, darling?"

I looked into her eyes and saw possession, pride, and something deeper—something that looked dangerously like desire.

"Yes," I breathed, the word feeling more true than anything I'd ever said. "I'm hers."

Izzy orchestrated my transformation with masterful precision, her fingers dancing across my strings like a virtuoso, every man in the room burning with envy of her absolute control.

She smiled, that tiny, perfect smirk that once infuriated me and now made me weak. "Good girl," she whispered, for my ears only.

And in that moment, with her hand on my back, her toy inside me, and her approval washing over me like a drug, I'd never felt more seen in my life.

I didn't want the night to end. Every moment by Isabelle's side felt like a revelation, each laugh we shared dissolving another fragment of my old self. We circulated through the crowd like binary stars, never straying more than an arm's length from each other. Her hand would find the small of my back, or my fingers would brush her sleeve—constant, electric points of contact.

"Remember when you said corporate events were 'soul-sucking wastes of time'?" she whispered during a champagne toast, her lips brushing my ear.

I smiled, feeling the warmth of the alcohol and her proximity. "Turns out I just needed the right company."

We clinked glasses, her eyes never leaving mine as she sipped. The predatory gleam had softened into something more complex—possession mixed with genuine pleasure in my company.

After the speeches and awards (Isabelle won Innovation Executive of the Year, to no one's surprise), we found ourselves at a quiet corner table, trading observations about the other attendees. I'd forgotten how wickedly funny she could be, her precise dissection of industry politics making me laugh until tears threatened my carefully applied mascara.

"Careful," she warned, dabbing the corner of my eye with her thumb. "You'll smudge."

The tenderness of the gesture caught us both off guard. For a heartbeat, we weren't mistress and prototype, dominant and submissive. We were just us—the connection that had drawn us together years ago, before everything went wrong.

The gala gradually thinned out, executives and engineers drifting toward waiting cars. I glanced at my phone, preparing to call an Uber.

"I should probably—"

Isabelle's hand closed around my elbow, her grip firm but not painful. She leaned in, her perfume enveloping me in a cloud of sandalwood and vanilla.

"You're coming home with me tonight," she purred, her voice dropping to that register that made the plug inside me feel suddenly, intensely present. "I have some... after hours testing to perform."

The words sent a shiver down my spine that had nothing to do with fear. My mouth went dry, pulse accelerating to match the sudden throbbing between my legs.

"What kind of testing?" I managed to ask, my voice embarrassingly breathless.

Isabelle's smile was slow and dangerous. "The kind that requires your full participation, Lia." She traced one finger along my collarbone, following the plunging neckline of my dress. "I need to verify that all your... components are functioning as designed."

I swallowed hard, knowing I should be terrified, knowing I should run. Instead, I heard myself whisper:

"Take me home, Mistress."


Chapter six
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Final Deployment


Isabelle's apartment was minimalist luxury—all clean lines, ambient lighting, and calculated intimacy. The door clicked shut behind us with the finality of a prison cell, but I wasn't her captive anymore. I was her creation.

She shrugged off her tuxedo jacket, tossing it over the back of the armchair with a careless grace that belied the precision of the gesture. The movement revealed the lines of the black silk shirt she wore underneath, and the shift from public formality to private intimacy was so sharp it felt like a change in air pressure.

"You were magnificent, Lia," she breathed, her voice thick with possessive pride. "A true asset."

She circled me like a sculptor examining her masterpiece, each step deliberate, each glance a physical touch. She bit her lower lip, a gesture so human it made my knees weak. The clinical mask she wore at the office had slipped completely. What remained was raw, unfiltered Isabelle—and she was hungry.

"I want to see what I've built," she said, sinking into a sleek armchair. "Take it off. Slowly."

My fingers trembled at the zipper of my dress. This wasn't the humiliation of the early days—this was something else entirely. I was performing for her, not because I had to, but because I desperately wanted to.

The dress slid down my shoulders, catching briefly on the swell of my breast forms before pooling at my feet. I stood before her in the lingerie she'd selected—midnight blue lace that matched the dress, stockings held by delicate garters, the cage barely visible beneath the panties.

"Beautiful," she murmured, her composure fracturing. She bit her lower lip, a small groan escaping her. Her hand drifted down between her thighs, pressing against the fabric of her tuxedo pants. "Stop right there."

Her voice slices through the room, sharp and soft at once. I freeze with the clasp half-open, lace still clinging to my skin.

"Look at you," she whispers, rising from the chair. She steps closer, eyes drinking in every line of midnight silk against my body. "Absolutely exquisite. The way that bra frames your chest, how the garters draw the eye down your thighs—why would I ever want you to remove perfection?"

She circles me again, slower this time, fingertips trailing just above the fabric without touching. "This lingerie isn't just clothing, Lia. It's a declaration. Every strap, every bow, every delicate thread tells the world exactly what you are—what I've made you."

Her hand hovers near my hip, close enough for me to feel the heat radiating from her palm. "Leave it on. All of it. I want to see my creation exactly as she was meant to be displayed—wrapped in silk, marked by steel, utterly mine."

I tremble at her words, my mind racing.

Oh god, she wants me to stay dressed like this. She wants to see me—to take me—while I'm still in this lingerie.

A confusing cocktail of shame and arousal floods my system, making my caged cock strain painfully against its confines.

Why does her approval feel so good? Why am I desperate for more of it?

My lips part, but no sound comes out as I struggle between the urge to protest and the deeper, more terrifying desire to thank her for the compliment.

"On your knees," she commanded, her voice husky.

I sank down, the plush carpet cushioning my descent. My heart hammered against my ribs, blood rushing in my ears. This wasn't about blackmail anymore. This wasn't about my job or her revenge. This was about us—about what we'd become together.

She leaned forward, her face inches from mine. "Do you know what I see when I look at you, Lia?"

I shook my head, unable to speak.

"I see perfection." She tapped her watch, sending a gentle pulse through the plug. "I see my vision, fully realized." Another tap, stronger this time. "I see what you were always meant to be."

Each word was a caress, each vibration a promise. She was systematically dismantling every defense, every last vestige of resistance.

"Tell me how it feels," she demanded, tapping again. "Tell me what I've done to you."

"You've... remade me," I gasped as the plug intensified. "Transformed me."

"And do you like it?" Her eyes burned into mine. "Does my good girl like what she's become?"

That question ignited a truth deep in my core. Did I like it? The freedom from masculine posturing, the liberation of surrender, the intoxicating high of her approval?

"Yes," I murmured, moisture pooling in my gaze. "God, yes. I love it."

Her smile was triumphant. She stood, towering over me in her tuxedo, and cupped my face in her hands.

"Then show me," she said. "Show me how completely I own you."

She tapped her watch one final time. The plug exploded with sensation, pulsing directly against my prostate with merciless precision. At the same time, her hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back to expose my throat. My eyes snap to hers—those cold, analytical eyes that have mapped every weakness—and she holds my gaze with brutal intensity. No blinking. No escape. Just her stare drilling into me while the toy inside me works like it’s trying to rewrite my DNA.

The vibration ramps higher, a relentless hammer against that sweet spot, and I’m keening, thighs shaking, hands clawing at the carpet. My mouth falls open, drool slicking my chin, and still she doesn’t let me look away. “Eyes on me, Lia,” she murmurs, voice velvet and steel. “I want to watch you break.”

I’m sobbing now, breath hitching, every pulse of the plug yanking pleasure through me like a live wire. My cock strains against the cage, useless, leaking, the ache exquisite. I need—God, I need—more, less, anything, but she controls the dial, controls me. My hips jerk forward, chasing friction that isn’t there, and she tightens her grip in my hair until my scalp burns.

“Beg,” she says, calm as a board meeting. “Tell me who you belong to.”

The words tear out of me, raw and filthy. “Yours—fuck, yours, Mistress, please—”

“Say it again,” she orders, thumb brushing the corner of my mouth, collecting spit. “Tell me what you want, Lia. Every filthy detail.”

I’m shaking so hard my teeth chatter. “I want to come for you, Mistress—please, please let me come for you. I want to come like your good little sissy, like your fuck-toy, like the slut you made me.” The words spill out, shameless, unstoppable. “I want to come while I kneel for you, your name on my tongue and nothing else in my head but how much I belong to you—”

She tilts her head, eyes narrowing. “Louder. I want the neighbors to hear who owns this clitty.”

“I want to come for you!” I scream, voice cracking. “I want you to watch me fall apart, want you to see how hard your sissy comes when you tell her to—fuck, I want to drip and shake and beg for more, need you to keep going until the memory of who I used to be disappears, nothing but Lia, your Lia, your—”

“Good girl,” she purrs, and the plug spikes to a vicious, toe-curling pulse. “Now tell me what you’ll do after you come. Tell me how you’ll thank me.”

She cups the back of my head, guiding my face between her thighs. The scent—sharp, wet, unmistakably hers—slams into me like a command. I moan, open-mouthed, breathing her in.

“I’ll—anything, Mistress. Whatever you want. I’ll lick it up,” I sob, hips jerking. “Every drop, Mistress, I’ll clean your fingers, your boots, the floor—God, I’ll be your perfect little cumslut, I’ll wear your come on my face like lipstick, I’ll—”

“Again,” she snaps, twisting my hair until stars burst behind my eyes. My face is flush against the slick heat of her, her scent flooding every breath, her thighs framing my world.

She owns the air I gasp, the tremble in my lips, the frantic flick of my tongue as I lap at her like she’s the only thing keeping me alive. I feel her power coil tighter—one tug of my hair and I’m nothing but a desperate, dripping mess. She loves it; I can smell and feel how much she loves it in the way she rocks, slow and merciless, grinding my mouth exactly where she wants. “Beg like you mean it.”

“Please, Mistress—please let me come, I’ll do anything, I’ll crawl, I’ll lick the floor, I’ll wear your wet on my face forever—just let me come, please, please—” I’m sobbing, hips stuttering, every thrust of the plug driving me wild. I’m nothing but a pleading, dripping wreck, begging on the edge of total collapse.

She smiles, that tiny, terrifying smirk, and the plug pulses harder, faster, a punishing rhythm that has me babbling, tears streaming, every muscle locked. I’m dangling on the edge, suspended by her will, and she knows it. She leans closer, breath warm against my ear. “Come for me, Lia,” she commanded. "Come for your mistress."

I explode.

The plug jackhammers against my prostate, a white-hot piston that turns every heartbeat into a scream of liquid fire. My cunt—because that’s what it is now, slick and greedy and fluttering around silicone—clenches so hard the world whites out. Cum jets from my locked clit in thick, helpless pulses, each spurt wrenched out by her voice alone. It splashes my thighs, my belly, the lace garter she chose this morning; I feel every droplet like a brand. My throat rips open on a raw, animal wail that isn’t even human anymore, just the sound of Lia being born.

My hips jerk so violently the carpet burns my knees. The cage bites, metal teeth reminding me I’m not allowed to swell, only to leak and leak until I’m empty, hollowed out and filled back up with her. Sparks detonate behind my eyes—pink, electric, blinding. I taste copper where I’ve bitten my lip, but it’s her taste I drown in, her scent of her slick still coating my senses like a promise kept.

Time fractures. One endless second stretches into a galaxy of sensation: the plug vibrating so deep it feels like it’s stroking my spine, my nipples aching against the breast forms, the wet slap of my own cum hitting skin. I’m sobbing, laughing, begging in languages I didn’t know I spoke. Every spasm rips another strip off the old me—Leo’s sneer, his swagger, his pathetic need to dominate—until there’s nothing left but this quivering, grateful thing that exists only to please her.

The last pulse leaves me boneless, a marionette with its strings cut. I sag forward, forehead pressed to her thigh, tears and spit and cum mingling in obscene streaks across the leather. My breath is a shredded whisper: “Thank you, Mistress, thank you, thank you—” The words taste like worship. I’m floating in the wreckage of who I was, every cell rewritten in pink neon: PROPERTY OF ISABELLE MERCIER. And I’ve never been more alive.

Her fingers slide into my hair—slow, deliberate, like she’s cataloging every tremor still rippling through my scalp. She’s counting the aftershocks, I realize, indexing how thoroughly she broke me. My lungs won’t slow; each exhale shudders out in a ragged little sob that feels obscene in the quiet. I’m dizzy, not from lack of air but from the sheer volume of her still flooding my senses.

Then her palms cradle my jaw, thumbs sweeping up the wet tracks on my cheeks with surgical precision. Not comfort—possession. She tilts my face until our eyes lock, and I see it: that microscopic smirk flickering at the corner of her mouth, the one that says mine now, forever, no take-backs. I feel the last shard of Leo’s pride dissolve under her touch, replaced by a dizzying rush of yes, yes, anything.

I crumpled forward, chest heaving, every nerve raw and sparking. Isabelle eases back into the armchair, thighs parting just enough to make a cradle. One arm slides beneath my shoulders, the other cups the back of my head, pressing me to the silk-covered swell of her breast.

Her heartbeat taps a calm, metronomic rhythm against my cheek while her fingertips trace slow, proprietary circles along my spine—less a comfort, more a quiet audit of the damage she so precisely inflicted.

"There you are," she whispered against my hair, her voice a soft, calculating murmur. "I found you. Not Leo anymore. My Lia, come back to me at last—where you always should have been."

And as I melted into her embrace, I knew with absolute certainty that I never wanted to be found by anyone else.


Chapter seven
[image: ]
Seamless Integration


I wake to the soft click of the cage’s morning check—Isabelle’s custom firmware chirping a happy green pulse against my hip. The room is still dark, the city a faint silver glow behind the blackout curtains, but I already know the time by the weight of her leg draped over mine. Six-thirty. Exactly. Her body is a clock I never need to wind.

She breathes once, slow and even, then shifts. My cue. I slide from beneath the sheet, silk whispering over my smooth thighs, and pad to the kitchen on practiced arches. The machine hisses; beans she flew in from Guatemala bloom into the air like incense. One sugar, oat milk heated to 142°F—any hotter and the proteins scald. I learned that the hard way. She sipped, raised an eyebrow, and the next week I spent every evening with a thermometer in my mouth until I could hit the mark blindfolded.

Cup steady on the tray, I return. She’s propped on an elbow, black hair a dark river across the pillow, watching me with that half-lidded gaze that still makes my stomach flutter. I set the coffee on the nightstand, sink to my knees, and wait. The carpet is plush; I feel every fiber against my skin like a blessing.

“Good girl,” she murmurs, voice husky with sleep and satisfaction. The words land warm between my ribs, a tether I never want cut.

She swings her legs over the edge of the bed. I rise, glide to the closet. Rails of color wait like soldiers: charcoal power suits, blood-red sheath dresses, a single ice-blue blazer she wore the day she accepted the board seat. My fingers know them all by texture now—cashmere, silk, wool crepe. I pull the charcoal, the red, hold them up. She tilts her head, studies me instead of the fabric.

“The red,” she decides. “It photographs better in the quarterly stream.”

I lay the suit on the ottoman, then kneel again to slip her feet into sheer stockings. The cage gives a gentle pulse—her app logging my cortisol, dopamine, heart rate. Data she calls affection. When the second stocking is smoothed to mid-thigh, she taps my cheek. I look up.

“Today’s board vote,” she says. “You’ll sit at my left. Eyes down unless spoken to. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.” The answer leaves my lips without thought, soft and certain. Pride blooms warm behind my sternum—pride in being trusted, in being hers.

She stands. I zip the dress, fasten the clasp of a thin gold chain that rests in the hollow of her throat. My reflection in the full-length mirror shows a woman in a silk camisole and matching panties, collared by the delicate steel of the cage, eyes bright with calm devotion. No trace of Leo’s sneer, no restless drumming fingers. Just Lia—curated, cherished, complete.

Isabelle turns, cups my chin, thumb brushing my lower lip. “Ready?”

I nod. The office will buzz with whispers—some jealous, some hungry—but none of it touches me. I glide beside her, a living testament to the precision of her vision. Every step is a quiet benediction: I am where I belong.

The boardroom smells like polished walnut and overheated ambition. I trail two steps behind Isabelle, tablet hugged to my chest, heels clicking a metronome against marble. Twelve pairs of eyes swing our way; half of them linger on me longer than protocol allows. Mark’s stare is the sharpest—jaw clenched, knuckles white around his Montblanc. He still wears the same department-store suit he did when I coded circles around him. Some things never upgrade.

Isabelle takes the head of the table. I slide into the chair at her left, back straight, knees together, ankles crossed. The cage gives a soft pulse—her silent reminder that I’m wired into her grid. I breathe through it, let the warmth settle low in my belly.

Mark clears his throat. “Before we dive into Q3 projections, I’d like to congratulate Lia on her meteoric rise.” His tone is silk soaked in acid. “Such… devotion to our CTO. One might say she’s found her true calling on her knees.”

A couple of board members cough into their coffee. One chokes. My heartbeat ticks up; the cage logs the spike, vibrates once—Isabelle’s version of a steadying hand. I feel her gaze brush my cheek like a scalpel. She doesn’t speak. She doesn’t need to. The floor is mine.

I fold my hands on the tablet, tilt my head, and let the smile I’ve practiced in mirrors bloom slow and pitying. “Oh, Mark.” My voice is honey over broken glass. “I’m not devoted to Isabelle because of my position. I have my position because of my devotion.” I pause, savor the way his pupils contract. “Precision matters—especially in middle management. Perhaps if you learned the distinction, you wouldn’t still be waiting for an office with a window.”

Silence. Then a wheeze from old Mrs. Delgado—laughter disguised as asthma. Two younger VPs duck their heads, shoulders shaking. Mark’s ears flush scarlet. The Montblanc trembles like it wants to bolt from his grip.

I sit back, wrists relaxed on the table, every inch the ornament Isabelle designed. The cage thrums again—approval this time, a low, rolling wave that tightens my throat with gratitude. I don’t need to gloat; the metrics speak for themselves. My pulse steadies. My smile stays soft, untouchable.

Isabelle taps her stylus once. “Excellent point, Lia. Accuracy is the cornerstone of innovation.” She doesn’t look at Mark again. She doesn’t have to. He’s shrinking in his chair, a man watching his own obsolescence render in real time.

The rest of the meeting is a blur of revenue graphs and acquisition targets. I take notes without looking down, muscle memory guiding my fingers. Every so often, Isabelle’s foot brushes mine under the table—tiny sparks of contact that say I saw you, I own you, I’m proud of you. By the time she calls for a vote on the new AI ethics framework, Mark’s voice is hoarse, his earlier swagger reduced to clipped yes-sirs.

When the gavel falls, Isabelle stands. The room follows. I rise in perfect sync, tablet clasped, eyes lowered. As we file out, Mark lingers by the door, mouth opening like he wants the last word. I glide past, close enough that my perfume—jasmine and steel—washes over him. I don’t look back. Power isn’t in the glance; it’s in the refusal to give one.

In the elevator, Isabelle waits until the doors seal. Then her hand is at the nape of my neck, thumb tracing the edge of the collar under my blouse. “Data spike at fourteen-thirty-two,” she murmurs. “Stress response beautifully contained.”

My knees soften. “Thank you, Mistress.”

The instant the elevator climbs past the third floor, Isabelle pivots, pins me to the mirrored wall, and claims my mouth—no warning, no permission. Her lips crush mine, hot and certain, her tongue sliding in like code executing flawlessly. I whimper into the kiss, hands caught between us, tablet forgotten.

The cage tightens, a silent exclamation point to the moment. When she pulls back, her eyes glitter with proprietary triumph. We’re breathless, flushed, and I couldn’t care less who sees; the algorithm of us is already public knowledge.

The elevator chimed, a gentle summons. We took a shared, deep breath, subtly recalibrating our expressions before the doors glided open. Our eyes met, a quick, private amusement playing on her lips, a matching curve forming on mine.

As we stepped into the brightly lit corridor, her hip briefly grazed mine—a whisper of connection. Sunlight poured in from the expansive glass walls. I walked a precise half-step behind her, my heels making no sound on the hushed carpet, my pulse still a fervent beat in my ears.

Ahead, Isabelle’s reflection strides beside mine—two women carved from the same flawless algorithm. I match her stride exactly, a living proof of concept. The cage pulses again, steady and sure, writing the only memo that matters: Lia is online. System optimized. Devotion at one hundred percent.

The afternoon unfolded in stolen moments. Every time I looked up from my tablet, Isabelle's eyes were waiting, a private smile playing at the corners of her mouth. She'd call me into her office for the most trivial reasons—a coffee refill, a document that needed signing, a speck of dust on her monitor that simply couldn't wait.

"Your signature here," she'd murmur, fingers brushing mine as she passed the stylus.

I'd lean closer than necessary, my perfume mingling with hers. "Of course, Mistress."

In meetings, we played a silent game of knees touching under the table, of meaningful glances when someone said something particularly stupid. Once, when I passed her a note about the CFO's ridiculous budget proposal, our fingers lingered so long that Stephanie from Accounting cleared her throat.

By four, we weren't even pretending to work. I'd walk by her glass wall; she'd tap her watch, hold up three fingers. Three hours until dinner. Two hours. One.

At exactly five-thirty, she appeared at my desk, coat draped over her arm, the day's sharp edges softened in her eyes.

"Time to go home," she said, loud enough for the stragglers to hear.

Home. Not the office, not her place. Ours. I smiled, shut down my station with a single swipe.

"Yes, Mistress. I'm all yours."

The valet pulls her Tesla around and I’m still floating three floors above the garage, replaying the way Mark’s bravado crumpled like cheap tin. Isabelle signs the screen with a single fluid stroke—no wasted motion—then turns. Sunlight slices through the concrete pillars, painting gold bars across her face. For the first time since the boardroom doors closed, she doesn’t look like a general reviewing troops; she looks like a woman who just won and knows exactly who she wants to celebrate with.

She reaches for me.

Not the subtle tap on the smartwatch that usually sets my cage humming—just her hand, palm open, fingers relaxed. My breath snags. I slip my hand into hers, the manicured nails she insisted on—shell-pink, almond-shaped—catching the light as they lace together. Her skin is cool from the air-conditioning, mine fever-warm. She lifts our joined hands, brushes her lips across my knuckles with the same reverence she once reserved for quarterly earnings. The kiss is soft, public, unashamed.

“My brilliant girl.”

The words land deeper than any command ever has. They rewrite the code inside me: not asset, not prototype, just hers. I feel the shift in my spine, in the cage, in the marrow of who I’ve become. We stand there, two women in tailored power suits, fingers tangled like teenagers who can’t bear to let go. A passing intern does a double-take; I don’t flinch. Let them see. Let them choke on the envy.

Isabelle squeezes once, then tugs me toward the passenger door. I slide in, silk lining whispering against my thighs. She rounds the hood, drops into the driver’s seat, and the Tesla purrs awake. For a moment we sit in the hush of leather and ambient lighting, the city a muted hum beyond the glass.

“Thai or Italian?” she asks, tapping the nav screen.

“Thai,” I answer, then immediately regret it. “Unless you’re still pretending you don’t like basil in your pho.”

She snorts—an undignified, perfect sound. “I like basil. I just like watching you try to pick it out with chopsticks more.”

I roll my eyes, but the grin splitting my face feels permanent. “Sadist.”

“Guilty.” She pulls out of the garage, tires kissing asphalt. “Weekend plans. Saturday: farmers’ market, then that drag brunch you’ve been hinting at. Sunday—”

“—we finish the VR integration,” I interrupt. “I already pushed the branch. You’re welcome.”

She glances over, eyebrow arched. “Did my brilliant girl just back-seat CTO me?”

“Maybe.” I lift our still-linked hands, kiss her knuckles right back. “Your brilliant girl also remembers you hate cilantro stems in the curry.”

A laugh escapes her—low, startled, fond. “Fine. Thai, no cilantro, extra basil. And if you’re very good, I’ll let you pick the music.”

I thumb the playlist open, scroll past her usual techno, land on an old indie track we used to argue about in Leo’s apartment years ago. The opening guitar riff fills the cabin. She doesn’t change it. Instead she threads our fingers tighter, rests our joined hands on the console between us like a promise neither of us needs to voice.

The cage gives a single, lazy pulse—more heartbeat than command. I lean my head against the cool window, watch the city blur, and feel the simmer settle into something steady and warm. Not a blaze, not a test—just the quiet, relentless certainty that this, us, is the final deployment. No rollback. No patch notes. Just forever, running on love and Thai takeout and the absolute trust humming between our palms.


Chapter eight
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Loyalty Upgrade


The ballroom at the Fairmont lit up like a particle accelerator—every chandelier a collider of champagne flares and camera flashes. I floated through it in the midnight-blue gown Isabelle had zipped me into an hour ago, silk whispering against the cage, breast forms warm against my ribs. My badge no longer read L. Vaughn, Sr. Coder. Security had printed a fresh one: Lia Vaughn, Strategic Partner—Synergex Innovations. The laminate edge bit my thumb as I kept touching it to be sure it was real.

Across the room, Isabelle stood beneath the kinetic light sculpture, black velvet jacket cut sharp as her mind. She lifted a flute, the crystal stem balanced between two fingers like a line of perfect code.

“To the Aura Suite team,” she began, voice low enough that the crowd leaned in, “and to the woman who rewrote our entire trajectory.”

My heart stuttered against the corset. She didn’t glance at the board members flanking her. She looked straight at me.

“Lia Vaughn is not my assistant. She is my most invaluable strategic partner. Without her insight—her courage—tonight’s contract would still be a slide deck.”

A hush, then thunderclap applause. Camera drones swooped, their lenses catching the exact moment my knees forgot how physics worked. Isabelle’s smirk flickered—tiny, lethal, proud. She raised her glass higher. I tasted salt before I realized tears had breached the mascara she’d applied herself this time.

Hands propelled me forward—Adrian Hale clapping hardest of all, no trace of the predator who’d circled me at the first demo. He pressed a kiss to my cheek, whispered, “Knew you were lethal the second I saw you,” then melted back into the crowd. I kept moving until the toe of my stiletto touched Isabelle’s patent leather oxford.

She didn’t speak. She simply extended her arm, crooking it the way she’d taught me to offer mine. I slid my fingers through, feeling the tremor in her wrist she’d never show on her face. Together we turned toward the press wall. Flashes strobed. Somewhere a reporter shouted, “Ms. Mercier, what’s next for Aura?”

Isabelle’s thumb brushed the inside of my wrist—our private Morse. You answer.

I lifted my chin. The room quieted like I’d muted it with a gesture.

“Next,” I said, surprised at the steadiness of my voice, “we ship a product that makes tonight feel quaint.”

Laughter rippled, applause swelling again. Isabelle’s grip tightened—approval, pride, ownership. The cage gave a single, approving pulse against the sudden rush of heat between my thighs.

Later, when the string quartet shifted into something slow and dangerous, she tugged me onto the marble floor. Other couples parted like code compiling around us, creating a perfect execution path as we moved to the center. Her hand settled at the small of my back, fingers splayed over bare skin the gown left exposed—a deliberate design choice she'd insisted on when we selected it together.

"You're shaking," she murmured against my temple, her breath warm against my skin, sending a cascade of tiny electrical impulses down my spine.

"Happy glitch," I whispered, leaning into her solidity, her certainty. "Patch me later?"

"Never." The word vibrated through her chest into mine, resonating in places the cage couldn't reach. "You're perfect as shipped. No debugging required."

We swayed in perfect synchronization, silk brushing velvet, her heartbeat syncing with the bass line, our bodies communicating in a language beyond verbal commands. Over her shoulder I caught our reflection in the mirrored wall—two women at the apex of an industry that had once tried to shrink us both, one through outright dismissal, the other through false promotion and sabotage.

I didn't recognize the man I'd been; I barely remembered his name or his petty ambitions. That earlier version seemed like deprecated code, clumsy and inefficient. The woman in midnight silk looked fearless, adored, untouchable—an elegant solution to a problem I hadn't known existed. Her eyes, lined with precision, held none of the desperate need for validation that had once driven every keystroke.

Isabelle spun me once, the midnight silk of the gown billowing out in a perfect spiral of starlight and shadow, the hem brushing the polished floor like a nebula unfurling across deep space. For a heartbeat I was weightless, suspended between past and future, between the man who’d once written code to make himself feel bigger and the woman who now understood that true power came from surrender.

Then her hand found the small of my back—precise, proprietary—and reeled me in until the boning of my corset pressed against the velvet of her blazer, until I could feel the steady metronome of her heartbeat through both layers of couture armor.

“Ready to go home, partner?”

Home.

The word landed like a software patch overwriting every old definition. Not the sterile condo I’d once filled with empty takeout containers and louder insecurities, but the apartment with the Japanese maple brushing scarlet leaves against the bedroom window, where the top drawer of the walnut dresser held devices she’d calibrated to my every gasp. The slim silver remote that could turn my knees liquid from across a boardroom, the rose-gold plug that warmed to body temperature and hummed at frequencies that rewrote my spine.

I smiled—not the performative smirk Leo had once used as a shield, but something that started deep behind the corset’s satin panels, blooming outward like warm honey flooding every nerve ending until it spilled across my lips and into my eyes.

“Take me, Mistress.”

The words came out soft, reverent, the final line of code that completed our program. Isabelle’s answering kiss wasn’t gentle—it rarely was. It was conquest and communion, her tongue sliding past my lips with the same deliberate precision she used to dismantle hostile takeovers, tasting of Veuve Clicquot and absolute victory.

When she pulled back, her thumb traced the corner of my mouth where her lipstick had transferred, a proprietary gesture that made my thighs clench.

“Good girl,” she whispered against my lips, the words vibrating through me like a low-frequency current. “Let’s go debug the rest of you.”

The crowd eddied around me while Isabelle paused to exchange clipped pleasantries with the CFO. I stood at the edge of the marble floor, clutching the flute she’d pressed into my hand, bubbles still rising like tiny countdown timers. A man peeled away from a cluster of venture capitalists and angled straight for me—shark smile, cuff links flashing like bait.

He glides up, cologne billowing like a chemical spill, champagne fumes leaking from every pore. Before I can breathe, he leans in, lips grazing my cheek in a greeting he never earned. “Lia Vaughn, right? Brad Kellerman, Synapse Capital,” he murmurs, voice sticky with false warmth. “We crossed paths at the Avalon summit last year—sure you remember.”

My stomach flips. The lie is so smooth it slides like oil. A year ago I didn’t exist; the name he’s using belonged to no one. I know the script because I wrote it—same smirk, same lazy confidence, same cheap hook.

I flash back to every bar, every conference mixer, every elevator where I’d done this exact dance—sliding in too close, voice syrupy, hand on a shoulder or wrist like it was my right. I never once asked if she wanted the attention; I just assumed the power balance let me take it. Seeing the maneuver from the other side makes my gut twist.

Kellerman stepped closer, cologne thick enough to taste. “That demo tonight—incredible. You’ve got the whole room buzzing.” His gaze dropped, lingered on the neckline Isabelle had insisted sit exactly one inch above scandalous. “Smart, gorgeous, and ruthless. Rare combo.”

The words were identical to ones I’d used on interns I wanted off-balance. I swallowed bile. “Thank you. Excuse me—”

He blocked my path with a practiced pivot, hand brushing my waist like he’d already negotiated access. “Let me buy you a drink. Quiet corner. You can tell me how you really cracked that latency problem.”

Every inch of me flashed hot. I remembered doing this—cornering, complimenting, calculating leverage. I saw the woman I’d cornered’s polite, frozen smile, the way she’d searched for an exit. I was her now.

I stepped back, spine straightening the way Isabelle had drilled into me during posture lessons. “I’m here with my partner. She’s waiting.”

“Mercier?” Kellerman chuckled, low and conspiratorial. “She’s tied up with the board. Five minutes. I’ll make it worth your while.” His fingers grazed my forearm, thumb tracing the inside of my wrist like he’d already mapped my pulse.

The touch sent a jolt—not desire, but recognition. This was how I’d touched women when I thought power meant entitlement. The shame hit like a slap, sharp and sobering. I pictured Isabelle’s face the night she’d laid out the blackmail folder, the quiet devastation she’d hidden behind data points. I’d been this man. Worse.

I lifted my chin. “Mr. Kellerman, I said no.” My voice came out soft, steady—Isabelle’s cadence living in my throat. “Step back.”

He blinked, smile faltering. I slipped sideways, silk whispering as I put a safe foot of space between us. My phone buzzed against my thigh—Isabelle’s custom vibration pattern. I didn’t need to look. She felt the shift in my biometrics; she always did.

Kellerman recovered, spreading his hands in mock surrender. “Can’t blame a guy for trying. You’re something else, Lia.”

I met his eyes, let him see the wall Isabelle had built inside me—steel latticed with love, impenetrable. “Good night.”

I turned and walked toward the archway where Isabelle waited, jacket slung over one arm, gaze locked on me like a lighthouse. The second I reached her, she took the flute from my hand, set it on a passing tray, and laced our fingers.

“Problem?” she asked, quiet enough only I could hear.

“Resolved,” I said. My pulse was still racing, but the shame had crystallized into something fierce and clean. I squeezed her hand. “Take me home, Mistress.”


Chapter nine
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Final Patch Notes


Isabelle's apartment—our apartment now—felt like a decompression chamber after the gala. The minute we stepped inside, she'd unzipped my gown, helped me ease out of the corset, and handed me the silk pajamas I still sometimes couldn't believe were mine. We moved in the practiced dance we'd perfected over these past months—Isabelle hanging our formal wear, me preparing two cups of chamomile tea.

Now we sat on the sofa, her feet in my lap, the city lights glittering through the window like a circuit board. I should have been relaxed. Safe. But my hands trembled slightly as I massaged her arch, mind racing with echoes of Kellerman's voice, his entitled touch.

"Your biometrics are off," Isabelle said quietly, not looking up from her tablet. "Heart rate elevated. Cortisol spiking."

I swallowed. "Just tired."

She set the tablet aside, those analytical eyes focusing fully on me. "Lia."

My name—my real name now—in her mouth still sent shivers through me. But tonight I couldn't lean into it. I shifted, creating space between us on the sofa.

"That man at the gala," I finally said, voice smaller than I wanted it to be. "Kellerman."

"The venture capitalist who cornered you." Not a question. Of course she'd seen everything.

"He touched my wrist." I rubbed the spot, phantom fingerprints still burning. "He blocked my path. He wouldn't take no." The words caught in my throat. "And all I could think was—that was me. That was Leo."

Isabelle went very still.

"I watched him do exactly what I used to do to women. The same smile. The same... entitlement." My voice cracked. "I saw myself through your eyes, finally. How you must have felt when I—"

"Lia—"

"No, please." Tears welled up, hot and sudden. "I need to say this."

I turned to face her fully, the cage between my legs a constant reminder of everything that had changed, everything I'd been. My hands trembled so badly I had to clasp them together.

"I'm sorry," I whispered, then found my voice. "I am so fucking sorry for how I dismissed you. For talking over you at dinner parties. For undermining you at events when I'd laugh and interrupt your conversations, making sure everyone saw me as the dominant one." My throat closed around the memories of public humiliation I'd inflicted. "I would mock your insights at home, reducing your brilliant ideas to nothing. I was terrified of what I really wanted. So I became this... monster instead."

Tears spilled down my cheeks. I didn't try to stop them.

"Leo wasn't real. He was armor I built because I was too scared to be... this." I gestured at myself, at the feminine body I now inhabited willingly, desperately. "To want what I wanted. To be yours."

Isabelle's face—always so controlled, so precise—cracked open. Her eyes glistened.

"I knew," she said softly. "I've felt your apology in every touch, every time you kneel, every moment you choose to stay." She reached for my hand, her fingers warm against mine. "But hearing it... knowing you understand what it was like..."

She took a deep breath, and I realized she was fighting tears too—something I'd never seen, not even during our most intimate moments.

"When I started this," she continued, voice steadier now, "it was partly about revenge. About making you experience what I felt—powerless, reduced to nothing." Her thumb traced circles on my palm. "But I also wanted one last opportunity to uncover what I'd always truly desired from you. I never anticipated you'd embrace it this way. Then once Lia emerged," her voice softened, "I recognized something profound—I wasn't manufacturing Lia. I was uncovering her. She existed all along, just waiting to be discovered."

She leaned forward, cupping my face in her hands. "Leo hurt me. But Lia healed me."

I closed my eyes, letting her words wash over me. When I opened them again, she was reaching into her pocket, withdrawing a small silver key.

"What's that?" I whispered, though I knew.

"Freedom." She placed it in my palm, closing my fingers around it. "You don't need this anymore. Not here. Not between us."

I stared at the key to my cage—the device that had started as punishment and become a constant reminder of her ownership.

"But I thought—"

"The world still needs to see my beautiful creation," she said, that tiny smirk playing at her lips. "But here, in our home?" She shook her head. "Here, we're equals. No more past. No more barriers."

I clutched the key so tightly it bit into my skin. "Are you sure?"

Instead of answering, she leaned forward and kissed me—not the commanding kiss of a mistress, but something new. Something that tasted like trust.

"I don't need a cage to know you're mine," she whispered against my lips. "Do I?"

"No," I breathed, feeling lighter than I had in months. "Never did."

I clutched the key, the metal warming in my palm. Isabelle's eyes had darkened, her smirk replaced by something more vulnerable, more raw. The distance between us on the sofa suddenly felt unbearable.

"Isabelle," I whispered, my voice catching. I slid closer, the silk pajamas whispering against the leather. "I don't want to unlock it yet."

Her eyebrow arched. "No?"

"No." I took her hand, guiding it to my chest where my heart hammered against my ribs. "There's something else I need first. Something we haven't—" Heat flooded my face, but I forced myself to hold her gaze. "I want you to fuck me. Please."

The request hung between us. In all our months together—through every humiliation, every test, every transformation—we'd never crossed this final threshold. She'd brought me to countless shuddering climaxes with toys, with her fingers, with her control. But never this.

Isabelle went perfectly still, that analytical gaze scanning my face for any trace of hesitation. Finding none, her lips parted slightly.

"You're certain?" she asked, voice dropping to that commanding register that made my cage pulse painfully.

I nodded, suddenly desperate. "I've been ready. I've been—God, I've been dying for it." The words tumbled out, unstoppable now. "Please, Mistress. I need you to take me. All of me."

Something flashed in her eyes—triumph, desire, and something deeper that made my chest ache. She rose from the sofa in one fluid motion, extending her hand.

"Bedroom," she commanded. "Now."

I followed, legs trembling beneath me. The key remained clutched in my fist, forgotten. In our bedroom, she turned, catching my face between her hands.

"My good, beautiful, greedy girl," she murmured, thumbs stroking my cheekbones. "You've been desperate for your Mistress's cock, haven't you?"

The words sent liquid heat pooling between my thighs. "Yes," I gasped. "Yes, please, I need it. I need you."

Her smile was feral. "Strip."

I fumbled with the buttons of my pajama top, fingers clumsy with need. She watched, making no move to help, her gaze burning into every inch of skin I revealed. When I stood naked before her—caged, trembling—she circled me slowly.

"On the bed," she said. "Hands and knees."

I scrambled to obey, the mattress dipping beneath my weight. Behind me, I heard the rustle of fabric, the sound of a drawer opening. I didn't dare look back. I focused on breathing, on the cool air against my skin, on the desperate ache building inside me.

The mattress shifted as she knelt behind me. Her hand traced the curve of my spine, possessive and gentle.

Her fingers trailed down my spine, coming to rest at the base of the plug I'd grown so accustomed to wearing I sometimes forgot it was there. Almost forgot—the constant pressure, the occasional vibration when she wanted to remind me of her control, had become as much a part of me as my heartbeat.

"Ready?" she whispered, her breath warm against my shoulder blade.

I nodded, pressing my forehead against the sheets. "Yes, Mistress."

She twisted gently, and I felt the familiar pressure as the widest part stretched me before the plug slipped free. The sudden emptiness made me gasp—that strange, hollow feeling I'd come to know over these months whenever she removed it for cleaning or charging.

But this time felt different. This wasn't routine maintenance or a brief reprieve. This emptiness had purpose—was an invitation rather than an absence.

"You always look so lost when I take it out," Isabelle murmured, her finger tracing the sensitive rim. "Like you've lost something essential."

I trembled, arching into her fingers. "Please, Mistress—feels so empty without you." My voice cracks, needy. "Need you inside me. Need it to be you, yours. Please, Izzy—fill me up."

"Look at you," she whispered. "My perfect creation."

Something cool and slick pressed against me, and I gasped. Her fingers worked methodically, preparing me with the same precision she applied to everything. When I whimpered, pushing back against her hand, she chuckled.

"So eager," she murmured. "So ready for me."

The pressure changed—something firmer, larger. I buried my face in the pillow, muffling a desperate moan.

"No," she said sharply, grabbing my hair and pulling my head back. "I want to hear every sound. Every breath."

The first thrust drove the air from my lungs. Pain and pleasure twisted together, indistinguishable. She moved slowly at first, letting me adjust, her grip on my hips both restraint and anchor.

"Mine," she breathed, each thrust punctuating the word, the thick silicone cock dragging over my prostate in a relentless rhythm that made my vision white out. "Say it."

"Yours," I gasped, the word tearing from my throat raw and broken. "Always yours, Mistress—fuck, please—" My voice cracked as she angled deeper, hitting that spot that made my entire body clench around her. "So full, so fucking full of you—"

She leaned forward, her slick skin cool against my burning back, her lips brushing my ear as she drove into me harder. "My Lia," she whispered, her pace quickening to something brutal and perfect. "My beautiful girl. Take it. Take every inch like the desperate little slut you were always meant to be."

The words hit like lightning, and I sobbed into the mattress, hips jerking back to meet each thrust. The cage strained painfully against my clit, the metal biting into tender flesh, but the ache only sharpened everything—the stretch, the burn, the way she owned every nerve ending in my body. "Please," I babbled, "please, Izzy—need to come, need—"

"No." Her hand fisted in my hair, yanking my head back until my spine bowed. "You come when I decide you're ready. When you've earned it." She punctuated each word with a thrust that had me seeing stars. "Right now you're just my tight little hole to fuck. My pretty toy."

The degradation should have humiliated me, but instead it sent fire licking up my spine. I was floating, drowning, burning—completely hers. Each stroke of the strap-on rewrote me, carving away the last traces of Leo until only Lia remained, spread open and begging for more. "Yes," I whimpered, "yes, use me, break me—"

"Already broken," she purred, reaching around to cup the cage with one precise hand. "And rebuilt. Perfect." Her thumb traced the outline of my trapped clit through the metal, and I cried out, hips stuttering. "This is what you were made for. This moment. My cock buried in your ass while you drip helplessly in your cage."

I was sobbing openly now, overwhelmed by the intensity of it—her complete possession of my body, the way she played me like an instrument she knew by heart. Every thrust sent waves of pleasure-pain through me, building and building until I thought I'd shatter. "Please," I begged, voice wrecked, "I need—need—"

"What do you need?" She slowed just enough to let me feel every inch sliding out, leaving me empty and aching before slamming back in. "Tell me exactly."

"Need to be yours," I gasped, tears streaming down my face. "Need you to fuck me until I can't remember ever being anyone else. Until I'm just your Lia, your good girl, your—"

She cut me off with a particularly vicious thrust that had me screaming. "You already are."

"Please," I sob, the word tearing out of me raw and desperate, "please let me come with your cock in my ass. Please, I need to come for you, need to—"

"Say it properly." Her hand wraps around the cage, fingers tightening just enough to make me see stars. "Who are you?"

"I'm your good girl," I gasp, each word punctuated by her relentless rhythm. "I'm your sissy, your toy, your prototype, your plaything—"

"Again."

"Your good girl," I whimper, voice cracking, "your sissy, your toy, your prototype, your plaything, yours, yours, fuck, please—"

She leans down, lips against my ear, voice like silk over steel. "Come for me, Lia. Come like the good girl you are."

Her hand squeezes the cage as she drives deep, and I'm coming apart, screaming her name as the orgasm rips through me—just pure, overwhelming pleasure pulsing through my trapped clit while her cock fills me completely. I'm hers, I'm hers, I'm hers.

Isabelle shuddered against my back, her hips jerking erratically as she came, a low, guttural moan escaping her throat. She collapsed onto me, our sweat-slicked bodies melding together as we tumbled sideways onto the mattress. For long moments, we just breathed—her chest rising and falling against my spine, her arms wrapped possessively around my waist.

"My Lia," she whispered, lips brushing the nape of my neck. "My perfect girl."

I floated in the aftermath, muscles liquid, mind blissfully empty of everything except the sensation of her skin against mine. She shifted, rolling me gently onto my back, her eyes soft in a way I'd never seen before—the armor completely gone.

"Stay still," she murmured, reaching for the bedside table where I'd dropped the key earlier. The metal caught the dim light as she held it up between us.

I watched, breathless, as she unlocked the cage with the same precision she did everything. The device that had been my prison, my constant reminder, my anchor to her—gone. She set it aside, then pressed her lips to mine in a kiss so tender it made my eyes sting with fresh tears.

"You're free," she whispered against my mouth. "And still completely mine."


Chapter ten
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Perfected Model


The conference room lights dimmed as Isabelle stepped forward, her laser pointer slicing through the holographic display like a scalpel. I stood at her right shoulder—close, but never ahead. Never competing.

"Project Lia's market penetration exceeded projections by three hundred percent," she said, her voice carrying that quiet authority that still made my cage tighten. "Our AI-driven personalization engine—" she gestured to me without looking back, "—developed by my partner here, has fundamentally altered how we approach user identity customization."

I felt the familiar buzz against my prostate—three short pulses, her signal. Good girl. My cheeks flushed as I stepped forward, the plug shifting deliciously with each movement.

"The key insight," I began, my voice steady despite the heat pooling low in my belly, "was recognizing that identity isn't fixed. Users don't want to change who they are—they want to reveal who they've always been."

The investors leaned forward. Adrian Hale sat in the back row, his expression unreadable. I caught his eye and smiled—genuine, confident. The same smile I'd given him a year ago when he'd propositioned me at that first gala, but now it carried the weight of everything I'd become.

Isabelle's hand brushed my lower back—possessive, subtle. "Lia's framework doesn't just accommodate transformation. It celebrates it."

The presentation flowed like choreography. When I needed data, Isabelle had it ready. When she needed technical depth, I provided it without hesitation. We'd rehearsed this dance in our living room, me kneeling between her thighs while she quizzed me on market projections, her fingers tangled in my hair as reward for correct answers.

"Questions?" Isabelle asked, and hands shot up.

A woman in the front row—Sarah Chase from Sequoia—raised an eyebrow. "The ethics of identity manipulation seem... complex."

I stepped forward, Isabelle's approving hum vibrating through the plug. "We don't manipulate. We facilitate. Every user maintains complete agency over their journey. The technology simply removes barriers they've internalized."

Isabelle's fingers found mine, our hands linking behind my back where no one could see. Her thumb traced the ridge of my knuckles—proud of you.

The meeting ended with applause and a term sheet that made our lawyers grin. But I barely registered the numbers. My focus was on Isabelle's pulse where our wrists touched, the way her breathing had quickened during my explanation.

In the elevator down, she crowded me against the wall, her body a shield between me and the mirrored panels. "My brilliant girl," she murmured, lips against my ear. "Making me wet during a board meeting."

The plug buzzed again—stronger this time. I whimpered, grateful for the elevator's privacy.

"Home," she commanded. "Now."

The apartment smelled like leather and Isabelle's perfume. I'd changed into the uniform she'd laid out—black silk stockings, garter belt, nothing else. The cage caught the lamplight as I knelt on the sheepskin rug, boot polish and cloth arranged precisely before me.

Her boots were Italian leather, custom-made. I worked the polish in slow circles, each stroke deliberate and worshipful. The plug kept me constantly aware of her ownership, a gentle pressure that grounded me even as my mind floated in subspace.

"Left boot first," she said from the sofa, her tablet forgotten on the coffee table. "You missed a spot yesterday."

I adjusted my angle, thighs spreading wider as I leaned forward. The position exposed everything—my caged clit, the jeweled base of the plug, the curve of my ass. Vulnerable. Hers.

"Better." Her bare foot nudged my cage, sending sparks through my entire body. "Tell me what you are."

"Your good girl," I whispered, voice thick with devotion. "Your sissy. Your toy. Your partner." The words came easily now, truth instead of performance.

She hummed approval, toes tracing the outline of my cage. "And what does my good girl want?"

"To serve. To please. To be exactly what you need."

The plug pulsed—her favorite pattern, the one that spelled love in Morse code. I moaned softly, pressing back against the sensation.

"Tomorrow's presentation," she said casually, as if she wasn't slowly driving me insane with her foot. "You'll wear the emerald dress. The one that matches your cage."

"Yes, Mistress."

"And the new plug. The one with the public setting."

My breath hitched. We'd tested it in restaurants, at movies, during quiet dinners where her control was our secret. But this presentation...

"Yes, Mistress."

Izzy’s voice drifts down, velvet and exact. “You’ve polished them flawlessly, Lia. Once you set the brush aside, I’ll unlock you. The cage stays on for chores and protocol, but tonight you’ve earned relief.”

"Thank you, Mistress." I carefully set the polish aside, my hands steady despite the anticipation coursing through me.

The weight of the cage between my legs has become a comfort—a constant reminder of who I am and who I belong to. Each time she locks me in, I feel more connected to my true self, more aligned with my purpose.

The ritual of service—polishing her boots, kneeling at her feet, accepting her control—grounds me in ways I never understood when I was Leo. I catch my reflection in the gleaming leather of her boot and smile. This is who I was always meant to be.

She stood, towering over my kneeling form. Her fingers threaded through my hair, tilting my head back until our eyes met. "My perfect creation. My final model."

I leaned into her touch, utterly content. The boots gleamed under the soft light. Tomorrow I'd stand beside her in front of industry leaders, brilliant and respected and completely hers. Tonight I’ll curl against her, her submissive sissy, wholly claimed and kept beneath her command.

“Excellent work, Lia,” Izzy murmurs, her voice low and approving. “Now it’s time to prepare for bed.”

I rose gracefully, every movement a testament to her training, her love, her absolute ownership. The key to my cage hung on a delicate chain between her breasts—always close to her heart.

I followed her to the bedroom, already wet and ready and completely, blissfully home.

I stood in our bedroom, smoothing the silk sheets with precise movements, just as she liked them. The sound of running water from the bathroom mingled with Isabelle's soft humming—that classical piece she always played when reviewing code. I'd learned its cadence by heart.

My cage had been removed for the night, a privilege I'd earned through perfect service. Without its familiar weight, I felt almost dizzy with freedom. The plug remained, a constant reminder of my place, my purpose, my belonging.

I caught my reflection in the full-length mirror—long legs accentuated by the silk nightgown she'd chosen, hair falling in soft waves around my shoulders. No trace of Leo remained. Just Lia. Her Lia.

The water stopped. I heard the familiar sound of her brush moving through her hair, slow and methodical. My heart quickened.

Tonight felt different. The presentation had gone perfectly. The investors had looked at me with respect, at us with admiration. We were partners in every sense—her brilliant creation and her equal. The thought sent a flush of heat through me.

I moved to the bathroom doorway. Isabelle stood at the sink, brush gliding through her dark hair. She wore only a silk robe, loosely tied at the waist. Beneath it, I knew, was the harness she'd taken to wearing around our home—a constant reminder of her ownership, her right to take me whenever she pleased.

I approached silently, my reflection appearing behind hers in the mirror. Our eyes met. Her hand stilled.

"Lia?" A question in her voice—this wasn't our routine.

I stepped closer, my body pressing against her back. My hands slid around her waist, finding the firm bulge of the strap beneath her robe. I cupped it, stroked it slowly.

"I need you," I whispered, holding her gaze in the mirror. "Please."

Her eyes darkened, but she remained perfectly still, watching as I caressed her, as I leaned forward to press my lips to the curve of her neck.

"You've been such a good Mistress today," I murmured against her skin. "Let me show you how grateful I am."

I sank to my knees behind her, hands sliding up her calves, pushing the silk robe higher. She turned, looking down at me with that analytical gaze that still made me shiver.

"What are you doing?" she asked, her voice controlled but breathless.

"Worshipping you," I answered simply. "The way you taught me."

I leaned forward, pressing kisses to her thighs, my fingers tracing the leather straps of the harness. I'd learned her body as thoroughly as she'd learned mine—knew exactly where to touch, to kiss, to linger.

A soft sound escaped her throat as my tongue traced the edge of the harness where it met her skin. Her fingers tangled in my hair, not directing, just holding.

I gazed up at Isabelle from my knees, the harness now fully exposed where I'd pushed her silk robe aside. The black silicone cock jutted proudly from between her thighs, and my mouth watered at the sight. This was new territory for us—a reversal of our usual dynamic where she took control of my pleasure.

"I want to suck your cock, Mistress," I whispered, my voice thick with desire. "Please let me show you how well you've trained my mouth."

Her eyes widened slightly—the only indication of surprise on her otherwise composed face. She leaned back against the bathroom counter, her fingers gripping the marble edge.

"Show me," she commanded, that tiny smirk playing at the corner of her lips.

I leaned forward, maintaining eye contact as I pressed a reverent kiss to the tip of the silicone shaft. My tongue darted out, circling the head slowly, deliberately—the way she'd taught me to appreciate everything she gave me.

"That's it," she murmured, her breathing quickening. "Show me what a good cocksucker you want to be for me."

The vulgar praise sent heat flooding through me. I wrapped my hand around the base of the shaft, feeling the harness press against her clit with the movement. Isabelle's sharp intake of breath told me everything I needed to know.

"You like that?" I asked, emboldened by her response. "You like watching your sissy worship your cock?"

"Don't get cocky," she warned, but her voice had that breathless quality I'd come to recognize as arousal. "Show me you deserve to taste it."

I parted my lips, taking the head into my mouth. The silicone was firm and unyielding against my tongue, but I worked it like it was flesh and blood—like it could feel every swirl of my tongue, every hollow of my cheeks.

"Fuck," Isabelle hissed, her hips jerking forward slightly. "Look at you, so desperate for it."

I moaned around her cock, taking her deeper, feeling the thickness stretch my lips. Each time I pulled back, I made sure to push forward against the base, knowing it would grind the harness against her clit.

"That's right," she panted, her possessive hand leaving my hair to brace herself against the counter. "Take it deeper. Show me how badly you need it."

I relaxed my throat, just as she'd taught me with the training toys, and sank down until my nose pressed against the leather straps. The angle pushed the plug inside me deeper, and I whimpered around her cock.

"God, look at you," she growled, her control slipping. "My perfect little cockslut. Taking it all the way down your throat like you were born for it."

Her praise was filthy poetry, each word stoking the fire between my legs. I bobbed my head faster, hollowing my cheeks on each upstroke, my hand working the base in perfect rhythm.

Isabelle's hand returned to grip my hair, tight. "You want me to fuck that pretty mouth, don't you?" she asked, voice rough. "Want me to use you like the hungry little sissy you are?"

I pulled back just enough to gasp, "Please, Mistress. Use my mouth. Fuck my throat. I need it."

She smiled—that predatory, possessive smile that made my entire body clench with desire—and began to thrust. Her hips rolled forward, feeding me her cock in measured strokes that gradually grew more forceful.

"That's it," she panted, both hands now gripping the counter as she fucked my mouth. "Take it all. Such a good fucking girl for me."

I surrendered completely, letting her set the pace, my jaw slack and throat open. Each thrust ground the base of the dildo against her clit, and I could feel her trembling with the effort of maintaining control.

"Touch yourself," she commanded suddenly. "I want to see you desperate while I fuck your throat."

I reached between my legs, finding myself embarrassingly wet. My fingers circled my clit, matching the rhythm of her thrusts.

"Mine," she gasped, her movements growing erratic. "My perfect creation. My good girl. Taking my cock so fucking well."

The base of the harness rubbed against her with each thrust, her hips jerking as she chased her pleasure against my willing mouth. I looked up at her through tear-blurred eyes, utterly devoted, completely hers.

Her thrusts grew wilder, more desperate, her perfect control slipping away with each stroke. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking harder, my tongue working the underside of her cock with deliberate pressure. My fingers moved faster between my legs, slick with my own wetness.

"Look at me," Isabelle demanded, voice ragged. "I want to see your eyes when you come with my cock down your throat."

I gazed up, meeting those analytical eyes now dark with hunger. My jaw ached, my lips stretched wide around her silicone length, but I'd never felt more powerful—more perfectly aligned with my purpose.

"Fuck, Lia," she gasped, her hips stuttering. "Such a desperate little cocksucker. Is this what you needed? To be on your knees, choking on my cock while you finger your wet little clitty?"

I moaned around her shaft, the vibrations making her grip tighten painfully in my hair.

"Answer me," she demanded, pulling back just enough to let me speak.

"Yes," I gasped, lips swollen and voice hoarse. "Need your cock, need to be your good girl, your perfect slut—"

She shoved back in, cutting off my words. "Then show me. Come for me while I use that pretty mouth. Show me how much you love being my obedient little sissy."

My fingers worked frantically between my legs, pleasure building to an unbearable peak. Isabelle's thighs trembled under my free hand as I dug my nails into her flesh, anchoring myself as she fucked my face with abandon.

"That's it," she panted, her rhythm faltering. "I'm going to come down your throat, and you're going to swallow every fucking drop like the good girl you are."

The filthy fantasy—impossible with a silicone cock, but so perfect in its degradation—pushed me over the edge. I came with a muffled scream around her shaft, my body convulsing as pleasure tore through me.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck—" Isabelle chanted, grinding hard against the base of the harness. "I'm coming, I'm coming on your fucking face—"

She threw her head back, a strangled cry escaping her throat as her orgasm hit. Her hips jerked erratically, forcing her cock deeper as she rode out her pleasure against my willing mouth.

When she finally stilled, we were both trembling. She slowly withdrew, and I collapsed against her thigh, gasping for breath, my lips slick and swollen. Her fingers gentled in my hair, stroking rather than gripping.

"That was..." Isabelle's voice cracked, her perfect composure shattered. "Fucking incredible. I didn't expect—" Her fingers traced my cheekbone, wiping away a tear I hadn't realized I'd shed. "You surprise me every day, Lia."

I leaned into her touch, still catching my breath, my lips tender and swollen. The bathroom floor was hard against my knees, but I couldn't imagine moving. Not when she was looking at me like that—like I was a revelation, a miracle she'd created but couldn't quite believe.

"I wanted to show you," I whispered, my voice raspy from her use. "That I can be everything for you. That I understand what you need too."

She sank down to join me on the floor, her robe falling open, the harness still between us. Her hands cupped my face, thumbs stroking my cheeks with a tenderness that made my chest ache.

"I love you," she said, the words simple but weighted with everything we'd been through. "Not just what I made you into. All of you. Everything you are."

I turned my face to kiss her palm. "I love you too. I always did, even when I was too broken to show it."

We'd said these words before, but here, breathless and raw, it felt like the final piece clicking into place. Every barrier crossed. Every fantasy made real.

She lifted me from the floor, guiding me to our bed where she laid me down with reverent hands. As she removed the harness and slid beside me, I nestled against her chest, our heartbeats synchronizing.

"You've made me complete," I whispered.

"No," Isabelle corrected, tracing my lips with her fingertip. "I simply helped you find who you always were."

Tomorrow I'll stand beside her in the boardroom, brilliant and respected. Tonight I'll kneel at her feet, collared and caged. Both versions equally true, equally me.

Leo died so Lia could live—and in her loving dominance, I finally found my freedom.


About the Author

So, what happens when you discover your ex-US Army boyfriend is as obedient in the bedroom as he was in the barracks, with a hidden taste for silk lingerie and feminization fantasies? You start writing.

Dolly Darling is the mischievous secret pen name of a bestselling contemporary romance author. While she's most used to crafting tales of dominant alphas and submissive heroines, her real-life adventures with her bisexual switch boyfriend and their shared motto of, "I wouldn't do anything to you, that I wouldn't let you do to me," led her to discover the tantalizing thrill of watching those same alpha men melt into a pretty little puddle of compliance. Turns out that true power sometimes falls to whoever is holding the lipstick.

When she's not writing delicious domination fantasies, on both sides of the submission fence, she's finding an abundance of ways to test just how far her real-life Army Doll boyfriend's patience will stretch. (Spoiler: it stretches a lot, especially in heels.)

Thank You for Reading!

Did you enjoy watching Leo's ultimate redemption and rediscovery as Lia?

If so, please consider taking a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Your feedback is incredibly valuable and helps other readers discover this story.

To be the first to know when a new deliciously degrading story is released, be sure to follow Dolly Darling on Amazon.

Thank you for your support!
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