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CHAPTER ONE

Dismantling the Baseline

I LOOKED FOR the last time at my mother’s home. The memories
flooded over me, heavy and suffocating, and I did my best to push
them aside. I stepped out, closed the heavy front door, and turned
the key in the lock. Walking toward the car waiting for me at the
curb—ready to take me to the title company to close on the sale—I
knew this wasn't just a real estate transaction. It was closing the
door on a life I had tried desperately to live but simply couldn’t
handle anymore.

It had taken a few months to get to this curb, a radical plan put
into motion by a single, devastating conversation I had accidentally
overheard at work.
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I had been standing in the corridor outside the office breakroom,
about to walk in for lunch, when I heard my name through the
cracked door.

“Is Harper creeping on you again?”

The voice belonged to Ashley, one of my coworkers. Hearing my
name, my feet froze on the carpet. I stopped just outside the
threshold, my breath catching in my throat.

“It's fine,” a softer voice responded. That was Bella. The girl I
had a massive, agonizing crush on.



“Fine?” Ashley asked, her tone dripping with disbelief. “Fine?”

“You know how he is,” Bella said, a note of tired resignation in
her voice.

“A total hanger-on,” Ashley laughed. “I don’t know why you don’t
just be honest with him, Bella.”

“Honest? Honest how?” Bella replied. “Like, just tell him to give it
a rest because I'm never dating him? That seems cruel.”

“Seems like an honest start,” Ashley said. "Maybe be more direct.
Like, ‘Can we be completely clear with one another? I like you as an
acquaintance, but I'm never sleeping with you, so back off.””

"It just seems too mean,” Bella murmured. “Besides, he's not a
bad guy; I can manage him.”

“I didn’t know you went for the wimpy type, Bella,” Ashley
scoffed.

“You know I don't,” Bella began, “hence the never sleeping with
him part.”

“He's a loser,” Ashley said, “just avoid him.”

“I know, I will,” Bella said.

I didn't hear the rest. I stepped backward, careful not to let my
shoes squeak on the linoleum, and snuck off before they could
discover me.

Just avoid him.

Walking back to my desk, the hot sting of humiliation washed
over me. It was the absolute story of my life. Grade school, high
school, college, and now corporate life—it was always the same
loop. I didn't fit in with the guys, none of whom had any use for a
small, non-muscular, slightly effeminate man. And I didn't fit in with
the girls, all of whom seemed fundamentally repulsed by me. It was
as if they could instantly sense my attraction to them, and that
attraction coming from a guy like me felt like a threat. A burden.

I called in sick for the rest of the week, hiding away inside my
mother’s quiet house. I was terrified I would get fired for
disappearing, but a part of me truly didn’t care. It wasn't as if I
needed the paycheck; my mother’s trust took care of all my financial
needs. I worked because I wanted to feel human. I worked because



I wanted to fit in, because I wanted to know what it felt like to have
friends.

But I didn’t. I was caught in a trap: a loser to the men, and a
creep to the women. And being a loser or a creep meant being
entirely alone.

Except for Katie.

Katie had been my best friend since we were twelve years old.
She was a petite, plain-looking girl with a sharp wit, a pragmatic
heart, and absolutely zero filter. Because our physical types didn't
align, there had never been even a spark of romantic or sexual
tension between us. It was a mutual, unspoken boundary that made
our friendship the only safe harbor in my life. Katie knew exactly
who I was, and she cared for me anyway. She lived about two hours
away, a city over, too far to visit often, but we talked on the phone
every day.

On the fourth day of my self-imposed exile, after I didn’t return
any of her calls or texts, she drove to my town and let herself into
my mother’s house with her spare key, carrying a bag of takeout and
a bottle of wine. She found me sitting in the dark living room,
staring at the wall.

“Alright, Harper,” she said, dropping the bag on the coffee table.
“You've been a ghost for ninety-six hours. Talk to me.”

“It's nothing,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“It's not nothing,” Katie insisted. “Talk to me.”

I sighed. Then I cried. Then, I broke down; I told her everything
I had heard outside the breakroom. I told her about Bella, about
Ashley, and about the crushing, repetitive weight of always being the
office creep.

Katie listened, her expression hardening with a mixture of anger
on my behalf and deep, analytical sympathy. When I finished, she
poured two glasses of wine and sighed.

“Look, Harper, the truth is brutal, but you need to understand the
mechanics of it,” she said, leaning back. *Women are hit on
constantly, even plain old girls like me. Managing unwanted male
attention is an exhausting, full-time defense mechanism. The
moment a guy—any guy—shows a woman special attention, her



defenses go up. She assumes there is an underlying sexual agenda,
which makes even a casual, platonic friendship a burden she has to
actively manage. Bella isn’t repulsed by you. She’s just exhausted by
the male gender, and you're projecting ‘male’ straight at her.”

I buried my face in my hands. “So that’s it then? Am I just locked
out forever? Never to be a part of a circle of friends?”

Katie didn’t answer right away. “You have me,” she said.

“I know,” I said. T just... I wish I could fit in somewhere. Don't
get me wrong, you're great, but you're it.”

“You want more,” she said.

“Is that bad?”

“Of course not,” she said.

“But I'll never have it.”

“Maybe...”

“What is it?” I asked, leaning forward. “Katie, what are you
thinking?”

She didn't answer right away. A strange, calculating stillness
settled over her features. She stood up, walked slowly to the kitchen
counter to refill her glass, and let the silence stretch between us
until it felt heavy. When she sat back down, she didn't look at me;
she just stared into the amber swirl of her wine, turning a thought
over in her head.

“Maybe you’ll have it,” she said softly. “What you’re looking for.”

“"How?” When she didn't answer, I pressed harder. “Katie, how?”
There wasn't a trace of a tease in her expression; she looked
intensely serious, like she held a key she was terrified to hand over.

“You sure you want to know?”

“Of course I do,” I said. “"How?

"Katie paused, like she was thinking. “You sure you want to
know? You might not like the advice.”

"I want to know,” I said.

She nodded, went to her backpack, pulled out her laptop, her
fingers flying over the keyboard. “So, I was reading about this,
assuming Bella was the problem...”

“I shouldn't tell you everything,” I said.



“No, you should. Anyway, there’s an entire corner of the internet
dealing with boys who don't fit the masculine mold, boys who don't
fit in with men. Let me show you something.”

She turned the screen toward me. It was a lifestyle blog detailing
an unconventional strategy for boys who would never be one of the
guys, and would never be desired by women. The advice on the
screen was blunt, written in stark white text: Stop trying to do either.
Boys like you shouldn't try to fit in with men; you never will. Boys
like you shouldn't try to date the women; it isn’t going to happen.
But you don’t have to spend the rest of your life lonely. You just
have to do one thing.

“One thing?” I asked Katie. "I can do one thing.”

“It's a big one thing,” she said.

“"What is it?”

She took a deep breath, went to the next screen. I read the title.

Boys like you should fit in with the girls.

I wrinkled my brow. “Fit in with the girls? Katie, I just told you, I
tried that. Look at Bella.”

“No, idiot, you tried to fit in with them as a boy,” Katie corrected
gently, tapping the glowing screen. “Your male presence triggers
their defenses. The blog is talking about something deeper. To fit in
with the girls, you have to completely remove the threat of your
masculinity. You have to signal to them, through every behavioral
and visual cue, that you are soft, harmless, and entirely removed
from their sexual equation. You have to become a safe space. You
have to become, for all intents and purposes, one of them. Adopting
a feminine mindset, feminine behaviors, and a feminine aesthetic
isn't @ costume—it’s an admission into the circle.”

I stared at her, the words hanging in the quiet room between us.
The laptop screen cast a cool, pale light across Katie’s face,
emphasizing the absolute seriousness in her eyes.

"I don't get it, Katie,” I muttered, staring into the dark amber of
my wine glass. "I'm not a bad guy. I don’t harass anyone. I don't
catcall. T actually liked Bella. I wanted to talk to her about music,
about books. Why does that make me a creep?”



Katie leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees. Her gaze
was steady, entirely devoid of her usual sarcasm. “Harper, look at
me. You are a great guy. You're gentle, you're sweet, and you
wouldn't hurt a fly. But you are looking at this from the inside out.
You need to look at it from the outside in. Meaning that to a woman,
a man she doesn’t know well is unexploded ordnance. I know that
sounds harsh, but it’s the survival tax women pay every single day.
When a guy shows a woman special attention, her walls go up
automatically. She has to analyze his tone, watch his hands, figure
out how to decline his invitations without making him angry.”

She pointed a finger at my chest. “You thought you were just
trying to build a nice, platonic friendship with Bella. But because you
are a guy, Bella had to manage you. She had to worry if a casual
lunch invite was actually a date. To her, your attraction wasn't a
compliment; it was an administrative burden she had to deal with at
her desk. You being a boy itself is the threat. Women don't hate you,
Harper. They hate the anxiety that men bring into their safe spaces.
It's even worse with a boy like you. If you could somehow strip that
anxiety away...if they could look at you and know, without a shadow
of a doubt, that you have absolutely zero sexual agenda, those walls
would vanish.”

“I don't get it,” I said.

Katie clicked, the trackpad; I watched the title of the next page
appear.

To fit in with the girls, you have to be one of the girls.

“Katie, wait...are you talking about...does this mean I...I'm
supposed to pretend to be a girl?” I asked, my voice barely a
whisper. “That’s...That’s insane. People will think I'm losing my
mind.”

“I'm not talking about you wearing a feather boa and a party
dress to the grocery store, Harper,” Katie said, leaning back and
crossing her arms. “Look at what the article is actually saying. It's
about signals. Right now, you dress in boxy men’s button-downs and
heavy oxfords. You carry yourself with this nervous, lingering male
energy that women instinctively read as a threat. If you want to be
inside their space, you have to speak their language.”



“By dressing like them?”

“By dressing within their spectrum,” she corrected. “Soft fabrics.
Tailored lines. Colors and silhouettes that say ‘T am completely
harmless.” Think about any gay guys you know. Do girls hide in the
breakroom from them?”

“No,” I admitted.

“No,” she said, “they invited them to lunch. They gossiped with
them. They let them into their cubicles without a single wall going
up.”

“They treated them like girlfriends,” I said.

“Exactly,” Katie said, tapping her finger on the coffee table for
emphasis. “Because those guys had completely removed themselves
from the heterosexual mating pool. The girls knew, with absolute
certainty, that there was no hidden agenda. The burden of
management was gone. If you adopt that mindset—if you
completely surrender the idea of trying to date these women and
instead focus entirely on becoming a safe, supportive, feminine
presence—the whole dynamic changes.”

I looked back down at the laptop, reading through the bullet
points of the blog. No flirting, ever. Change the vocabulary of your
compliments. Shift your aesthetic. It felt less like a prank and more
like a total tactical repositioning.

“But it feels like a lie,” I muttered, the knot of guilt tightening in
my stomach. “If I do this just to get close to them...”

“It's only a lie if you're trying to sneak in the back door to get
into their panties, Harper,” Katie interrupted, her voice
uncharacteristically firm. “Are you?”

“No!” I said quickly, looking up. “*You know I'm not like that. I
just...I just want to belong somewhere. I want to have a
conversation with a woman at work without feeling like I'm putting a
weight on her shoulders.”

“Then it's not a lie. It's an adaptation,” Katie said, her expression
softening. “You've tried playing the game by the straight-male rules
for twenty-six years, and you've lost every single round. You're
small, you're gentle, and frankly, you've always had a softer energy



than most guys. You're miserable trying to force yourself into a mold
that doesn't fit. Why not try a different shape?”

I sat in silence for a long moment, listening to the hum of the
refrigerator in the kitchen. The idea was terrifying, a leap off an
emotional cliff into completely uncharted territory. But as I looked at
the alternative—returning to an office where I was either a wimp to
the men or a burden to the women, returning to a life of absolute
isolation—the terror began to transform into a strange, quiet spark
of resolve.

“Like I should really do this?”

“Yes,” Katie said firmly

“It would mean leaving here,” I said slowly, meeting her eyes. "I
can’t do this in a city where people know who I used to be. I'd need
a clean slate.”

A slow, proud smile spread across Katie’s face. She reached over
and squeezed my knee. “"Move by me, and then we find you a clean
slate. I'm going to email you a dozen of these links. Read the
psychology, look at the wardrobe breakdowns, and understand the
discipline it takes. If you're going to do this, Harper, you have to do
it properly. No half-measures.”

“No half-measures,” I agreed.

After she left that night, the house felt larger, emptier, and yet
entirely different. I sat on the couch with my own laptop, the links
she had sent sitting in my inbox like a row of keys to a locked room.
I spent the next three days devouring them.

The first blog Katie sent was titled, simply, Dismantling the
Baseline. 1t was a clinical, almost architectural guide on how to erase
masculine presence. The writer didn’t focus on makeup or dresses;
instead, she focused on spatial dynamics. Men expand, she wrote.
They claim physical territory. They sit with their knees flared, lean
back into chairs, and speak from the chest to cut through a room. If
you want to disappear as a threat, you must contract.

I practiced at my mother’s dining table, forcing my elbows to my
ribs, learning to keep my knees tucked tightly together, and
discovering how to sit on the front third of a chair rather than
slouching into it. The blog explained that a woman’s posture isn’t



just about etiquette; it's an active signal of non-aggression. By
keeping my limbs contained, I would instantly stop triggering the
primal space-defense mechanisms that women deploy around
strange men.

I realized how much of my life had been spent unconsciously
trying to mimic that masculine expansion just to survive around
other guys, and how exhausting it had been. To actively contract
felt, ironically, like a relief. It felt natural to my frame.

From there, I clicked through to a forum thread titled The
Linguistic Transition. This section fascinated me. It broke down how
men and women build rapport differently. Men build solidarity
through mock conflict—teasing, challenging, and maintaining a rigid
hierarchy. Women build solidarity through validation and mirrored
vulnerability.

The forum layout offered strict rules for office communication:
Never offer an unsolicited solution to a female coworker’s problem
unless she asks; instead, validate the frustration. Erase aggressive,
conclusive words from your vocabulary. Replace phrases like “Here is
what we need to do” or “The logical fix is...” with softer, collaborative
prompts like "What do you think about trying this?” or “I wonder if
we could look at it this way...”

Most importantly, it laid out the law of the “De-sexualized
Compliment.” A man says, “You look nice today,” and a woman’s
brain instantly computes an appraisal; her defense mechanisms
register that she is being perceived as an object of desire. A member
of Team Girl says, “That blouse is an incredible color on you, where
did you find it?” or I love how you styled that blazer.” The focus is
shifted entirely to her taste, her agency, and her design choices,
removing the male gaze completely from the interaction. It was
about offering admiration without an expiration date, praise without
a hidden tax.

Then I fell down a rabbit hole regarding The Micro-Politics of
Touch and Territory. The articles warned that men often violate
boundaries without realizing it—towering over a seated woman'’s
cubicle, leaning into her desk space, or initiating casual physical
contact like a pat on the shoulder.



For Team Girl, physical boundaries were sacred and strictly non-
invasive. If touch occurred, it was highly specific, predictable, and
communal: a brief, supportive squeeze of a forearm during a
moment of shared stress, or a gentle touch to the hand to signal
deep empathy. I practiced controlling my movements, ensuring that
when I moved through a room, I left a wide, respectful buffer zone
around the imaginary women in my mother’s house. I learned to
lower my eye level when speaking to someone who was sitting,
refusing to use my height as an unspoken leverage.

The final night of my isolation was spent reading a masterclass
on the Tactile Shift. This blog went beyond behavior and into the
psychological weight of fabrics. It explained that menswear is an
armor of heavy canvas, stiff starch, and rigid leather—materials
designed to protect the body and project unyielding power. To adopt
a feminine mindset, one had to transition to materials that
responded to the environment rather than resisting it. Silk, chiffon,
satin, linen, and soft knits don't hold a rigid shape; they react to
movement. They force the wearer to become hyper-aware of the air
in @ room, the draft from an air conditioner, the exact way a fabric
drapes across a shoulder or ripples against the chest.

The website said it also meant embracing the sensory reality of
undergarments. The blog described how structured women'’s
foundations—soft elastic bands, delicate lace, and close-fitting nylon
—acted as a continuous physical feedback loop. They weren't just
clothes; they were a private enclosure that anchored a woman'’s
awareness to her own body throughout the day. It was a private
comfort, a second skin that dictated how she sat, how she turned,
and how she carried herself.

By the time the sun rose on the fourth morning, my old wardrobe
felt like an alien uniform. I looked at my heavy wool suits, my thick
cotton dress shirts, and boxy oxfords packed in the closet and
realized they belonged to a ghost. I didn't just have a strategy
anymore; I had a technical manual. I knew the posture, I knew the
vocabulary, and I understood the sensory discipline required to pull
down the walls of the female corporate world. All I needed now was
the opportunity to deploy it.



That opportunity arrived on Thursday when Katie came back to
town and knocked on my door, bearing a legal pad and two cups of
tea. She took one look at me—sitting upright on the very edge of
the sofa, my knees pressed tightly together, my hands resting quietly
in my lap—and stopped in her tracks.

A slow, appreciative grin spread across her face. “"Well, look at
you. The slouch is officially dead.”

“It's about contraction,” I said, my voice automatically dropping
into a softer, more measured cadence. *Men expand to claim
territory. If I want to remove the threat, I have to contain my
space.”

Katie set the coffees down, her eyes widening slightly. “Damn,
Harper. You actually did the reading.”

"I read everything you sent,” I said, leaning forward slightly,
careful not to let my elbows flare out. “The linguistic stuff blew my
mind. The way men use mock conflict to build a hierarchy, while
women use mirrored vulnerability to build safety. I've been doing it
wrong my entire life, Katie. Every time I tried to talk to a girl at
work, I was using the male script. I was offering solutions to
problems they just wanted validated. I was giving them appraisals
instead of compliments.”

“Give me an example,” she challenged, leaning back against the
kitchen counter and crossing her arms. “Test it out on me.”

I looked at her, running through the rules of the forum threads I
had memorized. “If I were the old Harper, and I wanted to be nice, I
might say, ‘You look really pretty today, Katie.”

“And the old Katie would immediately think you were angling for
something, and the walls would go up,” she nodded. “"Now try the
new script.”

I took a breath, focusing my attention entirely on her styling
rather than her physical form. “I love that emerald green sweater on
you, Katie. The knit drapes perfectly, and it really complements your
skin tone. Where did you find it?”

Katie blinked, momentarily silenced. A genuine, soft smile broke
through her pragmatic exterior. “Holy hell. That actually worked. I



didn’t feel a single defensive reflex. It just felt like...like you noticed
my taste.”

“Because the focus is on your agency, not your body,” I
explained, a sudden rush of excitement cutting through my usual
anxiety. “It strips the male gaze right out of the room. It makes me
entirely harmless.”

Katie’s gaze lingered a moment longer than necessary. There was
something new in her expression, not just approval, but a quiet,
hungry satisfaction, like she was already picturing me months from
now, softer, more broken-in, completely reshaped. A strange,
unwelcome flicker stirred low in my belly, something I couldn’t quite
name. For the briefest second, the thought of “fitting in with the
girls” didn't feel like a strategy anymore. It felt like surrender. Like
becoming something smaller, prettier, and far more obedient than I
had ever imagined. I pushed the feeling down quickly, but the heat
in my cheeks remained.

Katie walked over and sat on the opposite end of the couch, her
sharp eyes scanning my face. “It's a beautiful theory, Harper. But
executing it in the real world is going to take immense discipline.
You're talking about shifting your entire sensory reality. The blog
talked about fabrics, didn't it?”

“The Tactile Shift,” I murmured. “"Menswear is armor. Stiff canvas,
heavy wool, rigid leather. It's meant to resist the world. Women'’s
clothes react to it. Silk, crepe, soft knits...they force you to become
hyper-aware of your own body, the draft in the room, the way you
turn your shoulders. And the undergarments act as a continuous
physical feedback loop. A second skin.”

“And you're ready for that?” Katie asked quietly, her tone turning
deeply protective. “The constant awareness? The physical discipline?
If you slip up—if you sit like a guy in a meeting, or use aggressive,
conclusive language—the whole illusion shatters. They'll see it as a
performance, and a man performing femininity to get close to
women is the definition of a wolf in sheep’s clothing. They will
destroy you, Harper.”

"I know,” I said, looking her dead in the eye. "That's why I can't
do it here. I need a clean slate. A new city, a new company, and a



department where a man is already an anomaly.”

“What kind of department?”

“Communications, PR, HR,” I said, tapping the legal pad she had
brought. “Environments that inherently favor high emotional
intelligence, collaboration, and verbal rapport. Places where the
workforce leans heavily female. If I can find a tight-knit corporate
circle like that, and present myself entirely within their spectrum, I
can build the life I've always wanted.”

Katie stared at me for a long moment, measuring the quiet
resolve in my voice. Finally, she tore the top sheet off her legal pad
and handed me a pen.

“Alright then,” she said, her pragmatic business mind taking over.
“Let’s pull up the job boards. If we're going to find you a new life,
we start tonight.”

kkosk kok kok ok >k >k

Finding a new position turned out to be surprisingly easy. I applied
for an opening within the communications department of a major
regional bank, and within a week, I was scheduled for a remote
video interview.

The initial screening with the department head went smoothly.
Still, the final, determinative interview was with Emma Vance, the
team leader—a polished, sharp-eyed woman about ten years older
than me. As the interview drew to a close, she looked at me hard
through the screen, her expression turning slightly hesitant.

“Look, Harper, your qualifications are absolutely perfect,” Emma
said, though her posture stiffened slightly as she glanced down at
her notes. “"But I want to be entirely transparent with you. Our
communications department is a very tight-knit, insular group...all
women. We've built a specific culture here, and while we obviously
adhere strictly to all equal opportunity hiring practices...” She trailed
off, catching herself, a flicker of nervous corporate caution crossing
her eyes before she smoothed it over with a tight smile. *Well, I'm
just trying to gauge how a male perspective would fit into that
dynamic.”



Panic flared hot in my chest. She was explicitly trying to navigate
a legal minefield, trying to politely lock the door before I could even
cross the threshold. I was being boxed out for being a man, the
exact corporate wall I was trying to escape. My mind raced back to
the blog, to the absolute necessity of being perceived as harmless,
of dismantling the threat before it could be quantified. Before the
logical part of my brain could stop me, the words blurted out of my
mouth.

“I...I'm trans,” I stammered, the lie tasting sharp and metallic,
like copper on my tongue. “I think...I think I would fit into that
dynamic perfectly.”

Emma froze on the screen. I watched the color rapidly shift in
her face as her brain scrambled to reframe the entire conversation,
the sheer relief of escaping a potential HR disaster washing over her
features. The stiff, defensive corporate posture evaporated instantly,
replaced by an intensely warm, welcoming smile.

“Oh!” she breathed, leaning significantly closer to her camera.
“Well...you didn’t mention that anywhere on your application,
Harper. That changes the context completely. We would be
absolutely thrilled to have you.”

“I didn’t know how I was supposed to list it,” I said, letting the
very real tremor of my post-panic adrenaline bleed into my voice to
ground the performance.

“It's not really something I felt comfortable advertising at my last
company. It wasn'’t a very accepting environment.”

“Well, we are an incredibly accepting environment,” Emma said,
looking at her screen, typing something. “Like I said, we're a tight-
knit family here, and we will have absolutely no issues with you
being yourself. Let me update your application right now to reflect
that you're trans. What are your preferred pronouns?”

My throat felt incredibly dry. I was crossing a line from which
there was no turning back. “S... she/her,” I whispered.

“Perfect,” she said efficiently. “*Now, can I ask a quick, personal
question? This is going to sound a bit unusual, but you practically
have the job already, so don’t be nervous. At your last company,
how did you present? How do you plan on dressing here?”



“Because it wasn't a safe environment, I mostly stuck to very
plain, completely androgynous clothes,” I said, managing a small,
self-deprecating laugh to ease the tension. “"They’d never accept me
in a dress or a skirt.”

“Totally understandable,” Emma nodded approvingly. “Honestly,
I'm a total slacks-and-blouse kind of girl myself, so you'll fit right in
with my daily uniform. And if you ever want to expand your style
beyond that later on, the girls will support you one hundred percent.
Speaking of which, you’ll be working with a great team. Aside from
me, there’s Amanda Jackson, our assistant lead; Chloe Ellis, who's
been with us for three years; and Olivia Watson, our newest hire;
she’s around your age, so you too should get along well.”

“And they... they’re comfortable working alongside someone in...
transition?” I asked quietly, letting the lie anchor itself deeper.

“Harper, trust me,” Emma smiled. “The girls are absolutely going
to love you.”
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The moment the video call ended, I called Katie in a full-blown
panic.

“I did it,” I breathed into the receiver. "I got the job. But Katie...I
told them I'm trans. I told them my pronouns are she/her.” 1
explained how that came up and how I declared something I hadn't
thought through.

There was a long pause on the other end, followed by a low,
appreciative whistle. “"Well,” Katie said, her pragmatic tone cutting
through my anxiety. “You don't half-ass a crisis, do you? If you're
going to play for Team Girl, you just skipped straight to the
championship matrix. You have four weeks until you start. Get over
to my apartment. We have a wardrobe to build.”

Over the next month, as I finalized the sale of the house and
settled the trust, Katie became my creative director. We began by
mapping out my public profile. Where I'd assumed I'd dress in an
androgynous style, Katie said since that was now out the window, I
needed a different style.



I committed to a uniform of sharp trousers and elegant blouses
to narrow our focus. But once the baseline was established, Katie
closed her laptop, looked at me with a clinical, unyielding intensity,
and leaned forward.

“Alright, Harper. We need to talk about what’s happening
underneath the trousers.”

I blinked, thrown off by her sudden shift in tone. “What do you
mean? I'll just wear my regular t-shirts and boxers.”

Katie let out a sharp, incredulous laugh. “Boxer shorts?
Absolutely not. First of all, the blogs were explicit: if you're going to
pull this off, you have to forgo all male clothing. No half-measures,
remember? Second, from a purely structural standpoint, those flat-
front, high-waisted women'’s trousers are tailored to skim the hips. If
you try to stuff a bunch of loose, bunched-up cotton boxer fabric
down into crepe pants, you're going to have lines, wrinkles, and bulk
everywhere. It will ruin the silhouette instantly.”

“I'm supposed to go commando? I can't very well do that at a
new job with a team of women.”

“No, you moron, you're not going commando, that’s gross.” she
said, paused, held my gaze. “You need to wear panties.”

My jaw dropped. The word felt heavy, illicit, and entirely
terrifying in the space between us. “Panties?” I stammered, my face
burning hot. “Katie, come on. That’s...I can't do that. That’s too far.”

“It is exactly as far as you need to go,” she insisted, her voice
calm and pragmatic. “Aside from the fabric lines, there’s anatomy to
consider. Men’s underwear is designed to let things float, Harper.
Women'’s trousers don’t accommodate that. Panties provide structure
and support; they provide, well, containment. They will help you
tuck.”

I stared at her, completely out of my depth. “Tuck?”

“Tuck,” she repeated matter-of-factly, as if explaining a basic
spreadsheet formula. “You have to pull your...little thing...back and
flat, smoothing it down against your pelvis so there isn't a single
giveaway line through the front of your pants. A tight, high-quality
pair of bikini panties will hold everything securely in place all day. It's
basic corporate camouflage.”



I swallowed hard, the sheer technical reality of what I was doing
finally sinking into my bones. “Okay,” I whispered, my mind racing.
“Okay. If it's necessary for the tailoring.”

“It is,” Katie said. She turned back to her laptop, her fingers
clicking rapidly. “"And if you're wearing the panties, you're wearing a
matching bra.” She said it almost offhandedly, like it was the most
natural thing in the world.

I opened my mouth to protest, but the sound caught in my
throat. "A bra? Katie, I don't have...I don’t need a bra. There’s
nothing to put in it.”

“It's not about anatomy, Harper. It's about the mindset,” she said
softly, her protective streak showing through. *Remember what you
read about the Tactile Shift. A bra provides a continuous physical
feedback loop. It's a close-fitting band that wraps around your chest,
resting right against your skin. Every time you take a deep breath,
every time you twist your torso or reach for a file, you will feel that
elastic. It acts as a private anchor. It forces a subconscious
awareness of your posture and your presence. It will keep you in
character when you're sitting alone at your desk and nobody is
watching. This isn’t something you can turn on and off, you have to
actually accept it and live it.”

“Katie,” I said, my voice thick with emotion.

She spun the laptop around to face me. “Besides, we aren’t
buying cheap drugstore multipacks. If you want the women you're
going to work with to accept you as a true peer, your presentation
has to be flawless, deliberate, and premium. Thanks to your
mother’s inheritance, money isn't an issue; precision is.”

“But...but a bra?”

“Girls wear bras, Harper; if you're going to be Team Girl, you
have to be one of them. And that means a bra.”

But before the first packages even arrived, Katie added one more
non-negotiable rule to my regimen. A few days before the delivery,
she intercepted me at her apartment door with a heavy drugstore
bag and a stern look.

“We need a completely clean canvas, Harper,” she said, pulling
out a multi-pack of women’s razors, a bottle of moisturizing shave



gel, and a tube of sensitive-skin hair removal cream. “The blog is
clear about this: masculinity isn't just an attitude; it's a texture. If
you're wearing sheer knee-highs and fine silk, you can’t have coarse
male hair friction rubbing against the fabric. I know you're not
naturally hairy, which plays to our advantage, but your skin needs to
be completely smooth and hairless. There’s a difference. So it all
goes.”

I looked at the arsenal of grooming supplies, a quiet knot of
anxiety twisting in my chest. “Everything?”

“Everything below the neck,” Katie said firmly. “Legs, arms,
armpits. And for the groin, between your legs, and the tucking area,
we are using the chemical removal cream. The last thing you want
while trying to focus on a new job is razor burn or stubble chafing
against your new panties.”

That evening, I went to my bathroom to carry out the sentence.
The process was slow, methodical, and surprisingly intimate. I
slathered the thick, pink shaving gel over my legs and began
drawing the razor upward from my ankles. Watching the light,
sparse hair disappear in neat tracks felt less like grooming and more
like an erasure. I moved the blade over my thighs, my arms, and
under my arms, rinsing the plastic cartridge under the warm running
water again and again until my limbs looked pale, lean, and utterly
bare.

The chemical cream between my legs was the hardest part.
Spreading the thick, pungent lotion over my most sensitive anatomy
felt like crossing a point of no return. I stood naked in the center of
the bathroom for the required eight minutes, watching the clock tick
down, acutely aware of the strange coolness in the air without my
natural thermal layer. When I finally wiped the cream away with a
damp washcloth, the transition was total. I stepped out of the
shower and dried off, running a hand over my skin. It was
completely smooth, soft, and entirely stripped of any masculine
texture. Looking at myself in the mirror, my already naturally lithe
frame felt even more slender, the lines of my body more feminine.

I stood there naked under the bathroom lights, skin tingling and
hypersensitive from the cream. Every inch below my neck was now



completely smooth, pale, and unnaturally soft. I ran my palms down
my thighs and felt nothing but silky, hairless flesh. A shiver ran
through me. The cool air kissed places it had never touched so
directly before. My penis, already small and shy, twitched once in the
open air before I forced it back between my legs with trembling
fingers, afraid to see it's reaction.
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Two days later, a package from The Little Bra Company arrived at
Katie’s apartment. She called me over, and when I got there, she
opened the box and handed me the bra and panty set. Holding the
delicate, premium lace felt like handling a foreign currency. Following
Katie's instructions, I took the bra into her bathroom and removed
the push-up padding inserts entirely, allowing the cups to lie
completely flat against my non-muscular, 140-pound frame.

Stepping into the delicate nylon panties felt like crossing the final
threshold. The fabric was cool, impossibly smooth, and clung to my
freshly shaved skin like a second, intimate layer. I pulled them up
slowly, feeling the smooth, feminine fabric kiss the underside of my
smooth cheeks. Then, with a deep breath, I reached between my
legs, carefully tucking my soft penis back and flat against my
perineum. The tight cut of the panties held everything securely in
place, pressing the sensitive skin smooth and creating a perfectly
flat, feminine front. The sensation was shocking—vulnerable,
contained, and strangely, deeply intimate. There was no room for
anything male anymore. Just a soft, neat mound under delicate
nylon.

A deep, intimate pressure bloomed instantly—not painful, but
relentless. My penis was compressed and folded back on itself,
trapped in @ warm, restrictive embrace that left no room to stir.
Every tiny shift of my hips sent a strange, fluttering ache through my
groin, a reminder of how thoroughly I had been folded away. The
sensitive skin pulled taut, nerves singing with confused, heightened
awareness. There was no bulge, no telltale ridge, just a soft,



vulnerable flatness beneath the lace that made my stomach twist
with shame and something far more dangerous.

It felt like surrender made physical. My penis, already small and
shy, was now completely hidden, pressed back into my body as if it
had never belonged there in the first place. The cool fabric cupped
the new smooth contour possessively, brushing against the sensitive
underside with every breath. A low, throbbing heat began to build
behind the tuck—frustrated, contained, and strangely intoxicating. I
was still a boy underneath, but the panties had turned that truth into
a secret, locked neatly away where only I could feel its helpless,
aching protest.

I looked down and saw nothing but a neat, feminine line. The
sight made my knees tremble. This was how girls felt—smooth,
contained, constantly aware of the delicate architecture between
their thighs. And now, so was I.

Next came the bra. I slipped my arms through the straps and
reached behind to fasten the hooks. The band closed around my ribs
with a soft click, snug and unyielding. The cups lay flat against my
chest, but the elastic band itself created a constant, gentle
compression that forced my shoulders back and my posture
straighter. Every breath made me aware of it, the way it hugged my
newly smooth skin, the subtle restriction around my torso, the quiet
reminder that my body was no longer my own to ignore. I looked
down and saw the faint outline of lace beneath my skin, delicate and
feminine. A hot flush of shame and something deeper, more electric,
spread across my chest.

I turned slightly in front of the mirror, watching how the panties
shaped my hips and how the bra band created a clean, continuous
line across my back. The cool fabric brushed my nipples with every
small movement, sending tiny, unwelcome sparks through my body
right down to my soft, tucked penis. My knees felt weak. I was
already starting to feel smaller, softer, more exposed. The weight of
what I was doing settled low in my stomach, not just clothes, but a
new architecture for my entire existence.

“Harper, let me see,” Katie called out.



My heart hammered against my ribs. “Katie, I'm just in the
underwear. It's...I'm not decent.”

“Don't be ridiculous,” she said, twisting the knob and stepping
inside. She closed the door behind her, leaning her back against it.
Her clinical gaze swept over me, analyzing the flat lie of the bra cups
against my chest and the smooth, seamless front of the panties.

The analytical look faded from her eyes, replaced by a soft,
genuine warmth. “Oh, wow,” she murmured, a quiet smile spreading
across her face. “Harper, look at you. You actually look really pretty.”

Her gaze lingered on the smooth front of my panties and the way
the bra shaped my chest. I felt utterly naked under her clinical
approval, my skin prickling with humiliated awareness. The tuck
pulled tighter as blood tried to flow where it no longer could,
creating a dull, aching pressure that only deepened the sense of
surrender.

“Your frame is so lean, and without the hair, the lace looks
incredibly elegant on you. It completely fits. We're ordering more in
a variety of colors.”

A rush of heat flooded my cheeks, but under her gaze, the
intense shame I expected to feel dissolved into a strange, grounding
sense of rightness.

“Now, put this on,” she said, tossing a short, dusty-rose satin
robe over my arm. “The foundations are perfect, but we need to
address your face and your hair. I need to teach you how to do your
makeup before we try on the rest of the wardrobe.”

I tied the satin robe around my waist, the cool, slick fabric
resting light against my bare shoulders. “"Makeup? I don’t want to
look like I'm wearing a mask, Katie. If I show looking heavily made
up, it'll draw the wrong kind of attention.”

“Exactly, which is why we're doing a soft-focus technique,” she
said, leading me to the vanity mirror and pulling out a small velvet
pouch. “"We aren’t doing full, dramatic makeup a woman would wear
for a night out. This is purely about structural softening. We're going
to erase the few masculine shadows you have.”

For the next hour, Katie guided my hands through a masterclass
in subtle makeup application, but she quickly took over completely.



She stood close behind me at the vanity, her body pressed lightly
against my back, the satin robe doing little to hide how exposed I
felt.

“Chin up, sweetie,” she murmured, her voice soft but
commanding. She slipped two fingers under my jaw and gently tilted
my head back, forcing me to meet her eyes in the mirror. Her touch
was warm, maternal, yet carried an unmistakable edge of
dominance that made my freshly shaved skin flush hot.

She started with a lightweight, color-correcting primer, dabbing it
along my jawline with careful fingers. “We're erasing every last trace
of that boyish shadow,” she whispered approvingly, her breath
brushing my ear. “*Look how smooth you are already... such a good
girl for shaving so thoroughly.”

I blushed furiously, unable to look away as she worked. Next
came the sheer tinted moisturizer. Katie smoothed it across my
cheeks and forehead with slow, deliberate strokes, her thumbs
grazing my cheekbones. Every pass made me hyper-aware of my
own face—how soft and vulnerable it felt under her control.

“See how it brightens the center?” she cooed, tilting my chin
again, this time with her thumb and forefinger, turning my head side
to side like I was a doll. “You're already looking so pretty, Harper. So
delicate. No one will ever guess what’s underneath all this lace and
silk.”

The liquid concealer came next. She leaned in even closer, her
chest brushing my shoulder as she dotted it beneath my eyes and
along the bridge of my nose, blending it with a damp sponge. Her
touch was intimate, almost tender, but the constant quiet praise
made my stomach twist with deep, squirming humiliation.

“Such a soft, pretty mouth,” she said, pressing a touch of tinted
balm onto my lips with her fingertip, lingering there for a moment
too long. I felt the cool gloss settle, making my lips look plump and
inviting. My face burned crimson in the mirror.

Finally, she brushed clear gel through my brows and stepped
back just enough to admire her work, one hand resting possessively
on the back of my neck.



“Look at yourself,” Katie commanded gently, tilting my chin
upward again so I had to confront the reflection. “Tell me what you
see.”

I stared at the girl in the mirror, softer, glowing, utterly non-
threatening. The boy I used to be was fading fast beneath her
careful, dominant hands. A fresh wave of humiliated heat flooded my
chest and cheeks.

“You're blushing so beautifully,” Katie whispered, her lips curving
into a proud smile as she stroked my cheek one last time. “That’s
perfect. That shy, pretty flush is going to make the girls adore you.”

“I...I look so feminine,” I said.

“Yes, now about that hair,” Katie said.

“My hair?”

Katie reached out, her fingers sinking into the thick strands of my
hair and pulling my head back slightly so I was forced to meet her
gaze. During the years hiding away in my mother’s house, I had
completely abandoned any pretense of grooming. I had let my hair
grow out of sheer apathy and depression, until the dark, heavy
waves tumbled all the way down past my collarbones to rest flat
against my shoulders. It had been a messy, unkempt mask to hide
behind, but Katie’s expression shifted from critical to deeply
calculating.

“Thank god you never did anything with this hair” she murmured,
a slow, wicked smile touching her lips as her fingers combed through
the shoulder-length mass, shaping it against my neck. “The length is
incredible, Harper. If we take the weight out of the back, frame your
jawline with some long layers, and blow it out properly, it's going to
fall perfectly across your collarbones. It's a gorgeous canvas. We
won't even need extensions to give you a completely natural,
feminine silhouette for your first day.”

As Katie ran her fingers through my hair, it wasn’t just my hair
that ran down my neck, it was my entire life. I felt the the dark,
heavy strands of my old life drifting down my neck too, then falling
down to the floor, and a strange sense of relief washed over me.
Looking at Katie’s intense, focused expression as she swept a stray
hair from my collarbone, I realized why I trusted her so implicitly



with this madness. She wasn’t dynamic or cruel about it; she was
simply executing a truth she had seemingly known for years.

My mind flashed back to a rainy Friday night in college, five years
ago, when we were drinking cheap wine on her living room floor. I
had been trying so hard to play the part of the stoic, confident guy—
ranting about a job interview I'd botched, trying to sound aggressive
and ambitious, putting on the heavy, low-chested bravado I thought
men were supposed to use. Katie had simply watched me over the
rim of her glass, her expression a mix of pity and profound boredom.

“Harper, stop,” she had sighed, cutting me off mid-sentence.
“You're exhausting yourself. Every time you try to act like one of the
boys, it looks like you're wearing a rented suit that’s three sizes too
big. It's awkward. It's forced. You dont have a competitive bone in
your body, your shoulders collapse when you're stressed, and you
look like you want to apologize every time you take up space in a
room. Just drop the act. You're a terrible man.”

At the time, her words had stung like a slap to the face. I had
buried the shame, assuming she just thought I was a weak, failed
version of a guy. But looking at her now—watching the absolute,
joyful precision with which she talked about my foundation, my
clothes, my hair, and my nails—the puzzle pieces finally clicked into
place. Katie hadn't been insulting my masculinity back then; she had
been mourning it. She had always seen through the brittle, clumsy
armor of the boy I was pretending to be. To her, this transition
wasn’t a shocking, sudden deviation from the script—it was the
moment the real script finally started running. Her eager, meticulous
adoption of my transformation wasn't a game; she was simply
stripping away the awkward camouflage of a creature she had been
waiting to properly introduce to the world for years.

“Katie, I'm going to look like a girl,” I said.

“Kind of the point,” she smiled. She looked down at my hands.
“We'll have to do something about those, too, of course. You'll grow
them out, but for now a nice manicure and rounding and some clear
polish will do the trick.”

Next came the silhouette. Katie spent hours helping me research
women’s office tailoring before guiding me toward several pairs of



Ann Taylor’s Side-Zip Ankle Pants in fluid crepe. By eliminating the
heavy front zipper fly of traditional menswear, the hidden side-zipper
design gave me an incredibly flat, elegant front panel. Backed by the
secure containment of my new foundations, the heavy drape of the
fabric masked my anatomy perfectly, hanging vertically without
clinging, ensuring I could sit or stand at a conference table without a
single moment of exposure.

To match the trousers, we invested in several crisp LilySilk
blouses. I had spent the last three days memorizing the terminology
from the forums, so I knew exactly why Katie was selecting them:
the concealed placket featured an extra fold of fabric that would
entirely hide the dead-giveaway left-handed button alignment of a
women'’s garment. The heavy, 22-momme silk provided a luxurious,
flowing drape that tucked seamlessly into my high waistband without
bunching.

Katie picked the pieces in natural white, light camel, and pale
pink. She also added several pussy-bow blouses, noting that leaving
the silk ties undone would create a soft, fluid vertical line across my
chest. Finally, she dropped two crisp wrap blouses into the digital
cart.

“Katie, those aren’t going to work,” I muttered, looking at the
screen. I don’t have the frame for a wrap blouse, let alone a blouse
like that.”

“Which is exactly why you're wearing them,” she countered, not
looking up from her keyboard. “A proper wrap blouse crosses
diagonally. It cinches at the side and flares slightly at the hip, which
creates the structural illusion of a soft contour where you don't have
one. Trust the tailoring, Harper. It does the work for you.”

The final challenge was the stride. I said I could never wear
traditional high heels yet, so Katie made me purchase a pair of Tory
Burch Jessa loafers featuring a structured, two-inch block heel. For
days, I practiced walking back and forth across her living room floor.
The two-inch lift immediately shifted my center of gravity forward,
and every time I took a wide, traditionally masculine step, Katie
would call out from the couch: “*Narrow it down, Harper. Keep your



knees closer together. Roll from the heel.” Slowly, the awkward
wobble transformed into an upright, graceful posture.

On the morning of my first day, I stood before the full-length
mirror in my new apartment, completely assembled. Beneath my
clothes, the hidden lace of my bra rested securely against my chest.
My face was subtly softened, my skin flawlessly smooth and bare,
and my legs were encased in ultra-sheer, Falke dot-patterned knee-
highs that peeked out from the lips of my designer loafers.

As I stood there in the full foundation, lace against smooth skin,
the constant gentle squeeze of the bra band, the intimate press of
the tuck between my thighs, a quiet, unsettling thought slipped
through my mind. This wasn't just camouflage. If I truly wanted to
belong to Team Girl, to live safely inside their circle, how much
further would I have to go? How much more of the boy inside me
would I have to fold away, tuck down, and eventually erase? The
flicker returned, warmer this time, curling low and deep. I told
myself it was only nerves. But some part of me already knew the
truth: the deeper I sank into this role, the harder it would be to ever
climb back out.

I thought briefly of my mother’s quiet house, of the ghost I had
left behind on that curb weeks ago. She wouldn’t have recognized
the person standing in this mirror, but for the first time in my life, I
didn't feel like a mistake.

I took a deep breath, picked up my new leather work tote, and
stepped forward. With every movement, the heavy silk blouse
rippled softly against my skin, and the hard composite heel caps
struck the floor with a sharp, rhythmic click-clack. I looked polished,
expensive, and completely non-threatening. I was entirely protected
from male scrutiny, but the moment I walked into that all-women
communications department, my wardrobe would silently and
perfectly execute my plan.



CHAPTER TWO

Structural Exposure

THE HEAVY GLASS doors of the regional bank headquarters closed
behind me, cutting off the humid morning air and replacing it with
the chilled, sterile breeze of industrial air conditioning.

The lobby was a towering expanse of polished, light-grey marble,
soaring up three stories to a glass atrium. The sheer scale of the
space was intimidating, but as my loafers struck the stone, the hard
composite heel caps produced a sharp, crisp click-clack that echoed
off the walls. It was a rhythmic, commanding sound—distinctly
feminine, as Katie had insisted upon. The two-inch lift pushed my
weight onto the balls of my feet, naturally forcing my spine straight,
drawing my shoulders back, and keeping my stride narrow and
measured.

Beneath my ivory blouse, the lace band of the bra clung snugly
against my ribs, a firm, continuous embrace that served as my
private anchor. With every breath I took, the elastic reminded me of
exactly who I was supposed to be. My crepe side-zip trousers hung
perfectly flat and vertical, the careful, tight containment of my
foundations ensuring an absolutely seamless silhouette as I walked.

Thirty yards ahead, a massive horseshoe-shaped security desk of
dark wood and brushed steel guarded the bank of elevator
turnstiles. Two guards were on duty: a burly, middle-aged man
reviewing a clipboard, and a younger woman with her hair pulled
back into a neat, professional bun.



As I approached, I deliberately slowed my pace, conscious of my
posture. I didn't stride forward with a wide, male gait, nor did I
slouch with my hands in my pockets. Instead, I kept my elbows
tucked close to my ribs and held the strap of my structured leather
work tote in the crook of my arm, letting my hands rest loosely in
front of me.

The male guard looked up first. His eyes did a quick, split-second
sweep—registering the crisp silk blouse, the elegant drape of my
trousers, the flawless, soft-focus glow of my complexion, and the
subtle, neat arch of my groomed eyebrows. He didn't linger. To him,
I wasn't a competitor, an intruder, or an alpha presence entering his
space. I was entirely non-threatening. His gaze slid away instantly,
completely indifferent. The camouflage had executed its first silent
defensive maneuver perfectly.

The female guard, however, looked up and offered a polite,
professional smile. “Can I help you, Ma’'am?” she asked.

“Good morning,” I said. I had practiced the pitch for days. I
didn’t use the deep, resonant chest voice I used to employ to sound
authoritative. Instead, I let my voice carry a softer, throat-centric
modulation—a warmer, lighter cadence that was pleasant and
entirely collaborative. “*I'm Harper Lane. It's my first day with the
Communications team. I believe I'm expected upstairs.”

The female guard’s smile widened slightly, her eyes resting briefly
on the concealed placket of my blouse. “Welcome to the bank,
Harper. Let me get you logged in.” She tapped a few keys on her
monitor. “You're on the twelfth floor. Emma Vance’s department,
correct?”

“Yes, that’s right,” I replied, keeping my knees pressed close
together as I stood at the desk, balancing elegantly on the block
heels.

“Perfect. Just press your palm right here against the visitor
scanner,” she said, gesturing to a glowing glass pad.

I extended my hand. My fingers looked long, clean, and elegant
against the glass, the skin entirely bare and smooth. The scanner
beeped green. She slid a brand-new, photo-less corporate ID badge
across the polished countertop toward me.



“You'll use this at the third turnstile on the left,” she instructed,
pointing toward the glass barriers. “Take the second elevator bank
up to twelve. Ms. Vance’s office is right off the main lobby when you
step off the elevator; you can’t miss it.”

“Thank you so much. I appreciate your help,” I said, offering a
warm, genuine smile. I picked up the badge and carefully clipped it
to the high waistband of my trousers, the small movement causing
the heavy silk of my blouse to ripple softly against my skin.

“Have a great first day!” she called out cheerfully.

I turned and walked toward the designated turnstile. Click-clack,
click-clack. The sound was a confident metronome keeping time with
my racing heart. I pressed the badge to the reader, the glass
barriers swung open, and I stepped through into the elevator lobby.

The elevator ride up to the twelfth floor was silent and fast. I
stood alone in the center of the mirrored cab, watching the floor
numbers change. In the reflection, the tinted moisturizer and subtle
concealer perfectly hid any trace of morning fatigue or masculine
shadow under the bright overhead lights. I looked polished,
expensive, and entirely suited to the corporate world I was about to
enter.

When the bell chimed and the doors slid open on twelve, the
atmosphere shifted instantly. The cold, utilitarian marble of the lobby
was gone, replaced by thick, plush cream carpeting that immediately
muffled the strike of my heels. The walls were painted a soft,
calming dove-grey, adorned with framed, high-end print
advertisements and corporate branding campaigns. The air smelled
faintly of expensive vanilla reed diffusers and fresh coffee.

Directly ahead, behind a beautiful, minimalist glass desk, was the
entrance to the Communications suite. And standing right there,
reviewing a set of printed color proofs with a colleague, was Emma
Vance.

She had a striking, commanding presence. Easily five-foot-ten,
Emma was exceptionally tall and slender, a silhouette made even
more imposing by the towering, razor-thin stiletto pumps she wore
with effortless grace. Her long, dark hair was perfectly straight,
cascading down past her shoulders and framing a face defined by



high, aristocratic cheekbones and a sharp, penetrating gaze. She
wore a tailored charcoal pantsuit that clung perfectly to her lean
frame, radiating a crisp, unyielding corporate authority. Her entire
demeanor screamed confidence; she moved with the fluid,
deliberate economy of someone who owned every room she stepped
into.

As the elevator doors closed behind me, she looked up from her
documents, those sharp, dark eyes locking onto me.

I took a quiet, deep breath, felt the reassuring restriction of the
bra band against my chest, and stepped forward onto the plush
carpet to introduce myself.

I stepped across the threshold into the suite, keeping my elbows
tucked near my ribs and my hands gathered gracefully on the strap
of my leather work tote. Emma handed the color proofs to her
colleague, dismissed her with a brief nod, and turned her full
attention to me.

As I closed the distance between us, her sharp, dark eyes
narrowed slightly. It wasn’t a hostile look, but an intensely analytical,
executive gaze. She stared at my feet, her eyes dropping to the
heeled loafers. I watched her line of sight trace upward, taking in
the clean, unbroken drape of my trousers, noting the flat front panel
that completely concealed my anatomy. Her gaze lingered for a
second on the high waistband before rising to the blouse. I kept my
breathing steady, allowing the concealed placket to lie perfectly flat
against my chest, while the hidden lace of my bra did its silent work,
providing just enough structure to hint at a soft, entirely feminine
contour beneath the heavy silk. Every detail of my outfit reminded
me I had chosen Team Girl.

Finally, her eyes met mine. Up close, her height was dizzying, but
I held my posture, balancing on my two-inch block heels. She
studied my face, her penetrating gaze scanning the flawless
complexion my soft-focus makeup had created.

The tense silence lasted only a few seconds, but it felt like an
eternity. Then, the sharp, defensive calculus in Emma’s eyes
dissolved, replaced by a warm, welcoming brightness.



“Harper,” she said, her voice rich, smooth, and laced with
absolute approval. She extended a manicured hand toward me, her
long fingers tipped in a flawless, pale nude polish. “Look at you. You
look absolutely beautiful.”

I slipped my hand into hers. My palm was smooth, bare, and
completely hairless, meeting her grip with a soft, non-threatening
pressure. “Good morning, Ms. Vance,” I said, pitching my voice to
that lighter, throat-centric modulation we had practiced. “It's so
wonderful to finally meet you in person.”

“Emma, please, I told you we're a close team. And the pleasure
is entirely mine,” Emma replied, releasing my hand but keeping her
gaze locked on my outfit. Her eyes flicked back down to the
concealed placket of my blouse, a look of genuine appreciation on
her face. "I have to say, I am absolutely in love with that blouse.
The drape of that silk is gorgeous, and that ivory color is stunning on
your skin. Where on earth did you find it?”

The question was my very first real-world test, a direct prompt
straight from the forum threads I had spent three days memorizing.
I didn't offer a blunt, masculine answer. I leaned into the vocabulary
of taste and shared appreciation.

“Thank you so much,” I said, letting a soft, grateful smile touch
my lips. “It's LilySilk, actually. Twenty-two momme. I wanted
something polished but comfortable for my first day, and the weight
of the silk just handles the office air conditioning so well.”

Emma’s eyebrows arched in absolute delight. “LilySilk? Oh, you
have exquisite taste, Harper. I've been eyeing their collection for
months.” She gestured toward the open layout of the department
behind her. *Come on back. The girls are already here, and they are
dying to meet you.”

I followed her past the minimalist glass reception desk, the plush
carpet completely swallowing the click of my block heels. Emma’s
long, fluid stride required me to maintain a steady, disciplined pace,
keeping my knees close together and rolling smoothly from my heels
to match her elegant momentum.

As we rounded a partition of frosted glass, the open-concept
floor plan of the Communications suite revealed itself. It was a



beautiful, light-filled space lined with floor-to-ceiling windows
overlooking the city skyline. Clusters of sleek white desks were
arranged in collaborative pods, decorated with small succulents, chic
desk organizers, and the occasional designer handbag resting on a
bottom drawer.

At the central pod, three women were gathered around a sleek
espresso machine, holding matching ceramic mugs. The low, musical
hum of their chatter drifted across the room, but the moment Emma
stepped into the space, their voices trailed off. Three pairs of eyes
turned in our direction.

“Girls, attention please,” Emma announced, her commanding
voice cutting through the quiet office. She stepped to the side,
gesturing to me with an elegant sweep of her hand. “She’s finally
here. This is Harper Lane, our new Communications Specialist.
Harper, meet the team.”

I stood beside Emma, adjusting the strap of my leather work tote
in the crook of my arm. The three women stepped away from the
espresso bar, their analytical gazes instantly activating. Just as
Emma had done in the lobby, they began a silent, rapid appraisal of
the new element entering their circle.

The first to step forward was Amanda, the assistant lead. She
was a woman also in her early thirties with a maternal, highly
professional energy, dressed in a sharp navy blazer and a white skirt.
Her eyes did a quick, appreciative sweep over my outfit, taking it in.

“Welcome, Harper,” Amanda said, her hand out, stepping into my
space with a warm, open posture. Her defenses were completely
down. “Emma has been raving about your resume. It is so wonderful
to have another set of hands on the regional campaigns.”

“Thank you, Amanda,” I said, taking her hand with a warm smile
and keeping my voice firmly inside that soft, throat-centric
modulation. “I've followed the department’s work for a long time,
and I'm honestly just thrilled to be collaborating with a team this
talented.”

Amanda’s expression softened instantly, a visible spark of rapport
lighting up her face. The collaborative, non-conclusive script had



worked perfectly; it wasn’t a male greeting designed to establish a
boundary, but an admission of mutual respect.

“Oh, you're going to fit in perfectly,” a younger voice chimed in.

That was Chloe, a bubbly twenty-something with a high ponytail
and an effortlessly trendy aesthetic. She looked at me with wide,
enthusiastic eyes. She practically bounced over, her gaze locked onto
my upper torso. “Can we talk about the blouse? Because I am
literally obsessed with the hidden buttons. It looks so clean and
chic!”

“It's LilySilk,” Emma answered for me, a distinct note of pride in
her voice, as if she were showing off a prize pupil. “Twenty-two
momme, Chloe. Our Harper has incredible taste.”

“Clearly!” Chloe laughed, gesturing to her own simple cotton
button-down. “Ugh, now I feel like I need to step up my game
today. You look gorgeous, Harper.”

“You look beautiful yourself, Chloe,” I replied smoothly, executing
the law of the de-sexualized compliment without a moment’s
hesitation. I focused entirely on her style. “That pastel blue is the
perfect shade for summer, and the way you rolled the cuffs is so
effortlessly styled. I love it.”

Chloe’s cheeks flushed with a bright, genuine pleasure. *Oh my
god, thank you! I literally argued with myself for twenty minutes this
morning about this shirt.”

Standing slightly behind Chloe was Olivia, the newest hire before
me. She was a strikingly pretty girl, possessing a soft, romantic
beauty that contrasted sharply with Emma’s severe, razor-edged
elegance. Her blonde hair was a cascade of loose, golden curls that
fell around her shoulders, catching the bright morning light from the
windows. She wore a beautifully tailored, pale sage silk blouse that
skimmed gracefully over her natural curves and a simple black skirt,
nude hose, and heels. The top two buttons were left tastefully
undone, creating a soft V-neckline that exposed the delicate slope of
her collarbones and just the subtle, enticing hint of the top of her
breasts.

A sharp, familiar jolt of pure, instinctual male attraction flared
deep in my chest. It was a terrifying sensation, the exact feeling that



had branded me a creep in my old life. Panic threatened to break my
posture, but the tight, reassuring hug of my demi-bra against my
ribs anchored me, forcing the impulse down. I didn't stare. I didn't
let my eyes linger or drop for even a fraction of a second. Instead,
my gaze stayed locked firmly on her eyes while, beneath the tailored
crepe of my trousers, my tucked cock gave a helpless, frustrated
twitch against the tight nylon panties. The sudden, trapped
movement sent a hot, aching pulse through the compressed flesh, a
silent, futile protest that had nowhere to go. The lace and elastic
held it mercilessly flat, turning the spark of desire into a dull,
throbbing reminder of my new reality. I was already learning how
dangerous even looking at her could be.

She offered a shy, welcoming nod, completely oblivious to the
internal firewall I had just erected. “Welcome to the team, Harper,”
she said, her voice carrying a gentle, rhythmic cadence that matched
her quiet disposition. “If you need help navigating the bank’s
intranet later, just let me know. It's a total labyrinth.”

"T will absolutely take you up on that, Olivia. Thank you,” I said,
maintaining a soft gaze.

Emma clapped her hands together with a sharp, satisfied snap.
“Alright, now that the introductions are out of the way, let’s get you
settled. Olivia, why don’t you show Harper to her desk, and then
Amanda can walk her through the morning onboarding paperwork.”

“You got it, boss,” Olivia said, gesturing toward a beautifully
organized desk right next to the window line, bathed in soft morning
light.

As I walked away with Olivia, the tight, snug band of my bra
shifted subtly against my ribs, a physical whisper reminding me of
the sheer discipline required for the rest of the day. But as I heard
Chloe whisper to Amanda behind me—"She is literally so sweet, I'm
so glad she’s here"—the knot of tension in my chest unraveled into a
quiet, triumphant warmth.

The perimeter had been breached. I was inside the circle.

The morning flew by in a blur of orientation modules, system
logins, and brief, pleasant hallway greetings. Olivia’s desk was right
next to mine, and she made me her morning project. By eleven



o'clock, the sheer mental and physical strain of my flawless
performance began to catch up with me. Every muscle in my lower
back ached from maintaining the rigid, upright posture on the front
third of my office chair. My throat felt tight from keeping my voice
inside that lighter, modulated register.

“I'm going to step away to the restroom for just a moment,” I
said, offering a small, collaborative nod as she finished explaining
our shared drive hierarchy.

“Of course, take your time,” she replied warmly. “It's just down
the hall, past the elevators.”

I rose from my desk, smoothing down the flat front panel of my
trousers. My knees pressed close together as I stepped out of the
area, my loafers striking the plush carpet with a muffled, rhythmic
click-clack.

Walking down the long corporate corridor, the internal pressure
cooker finally threatened to blow. Beneath my silk blouse, the tight
band of my bra felt less like an anchor and more like a restrictive
cage, reminding me of every deep breath I couldn’t fully take.
Worse, the biological reality of the three cups of coffee I'd drunk to
steady my nerves was finally catching up to me.

As I rounded the corner by the elevator bank, I hit the literal
threshold of my new life.

There they were. Two heavy walnut doors side by side. To the
left, @ minimalist plaque bearing the silhouette of a figure in
trousers. To the right, the silhouette of a figure in a dress.

I froze. For twenty-six years, my brain had been hardwired to
turn left without a single conscious thought. The men’s room
represented safety, an automated reflex, a place where I could
slouch, let my elbows flare, and breathe from my chest. But turning
left today meant total exposure. If anyone from Communications
saw me step through that door, the entire illusion would shatter
instantly. I would be branded a fraud, a performative freak, a wolf in
sheep’s clothing.

I looked to the right. The women'’s restroom. Entering it felt illicit,
terrifying, a boundary I had no right to cross. But it was the only
way forward. It was the ultimate requirement for Team Girl. In a way



I knew this would happen, I knew I'd have to pick the women’s
restroom, but confronting the doors, the reality of my situation
somehow hit hard.

Taking a quiet, centering breath, I stepped forward, reached out
a smooth, hairless hand, and pushed open the door on the right.

The restroom was a lavish, brightly lit sanctuary of white marble,
large vanity mirrors, and the scent of expensive hand soap. Thank
God, it was empty. The silence was deafening. I bypassed the
communal washing area, hurried into the furthest private stall, and
slid the heavy silver latch into place.

Alone in the tiny enclosure, the adrenaline finally crashed
through me. I leaned my back against the locked door, my chest
heaving against my bra. I closed my eyes, letting my posture drop
for the first time in four hours.

Then, I faced the toilet, and an old, lifelong physical habit almost
took over. I reached for the side zipper of my trousers, intending to
simply unzip, unpack, and relieve myself standing up.

But I stopped dead, my hand freezing on the metal zipper pull.

A cold sweat broke out across my neck as the absolute gravity of
the situation hit me. The blogs had warned about this, but
experiencing it was different. Standing up wasn't just a physical
action; it was a deeply masculine ritual. If someone walked into the
restroom right now and heard the distinct, unmistakable acoustics of
a man standing over a toilet bowl, the game would be over.

If I was going to be a part of Team Girl, I had to completely
unlearn how I used the bathroom.

I turned around, facing away from the porcelain. The reality of
what I was about to do hit me like a physical weight. With trembling
fingers, I reached for the hidden side-zipper of my trousers and
slowly eased the crepe fabric down over my hips, the soft rustle of
silk and wool whispering against my sheer knee-highs. The cool air
of the stall kissed my newly exposed thighs as I carefully lowered
the bikini panties, unwinding the tight containment of my
foundations. My tucked anatomy felt strangely vulnerable even in
private—pressed flat and smooth, completely hidden, yet hyper-
aware of every shift and breeze.



I lowered myself onto the cold porcelain seat. The shock of the
chilled surface against the thin nylon covering the backs of my thighs
made me gasp softly. A full-body shiver ran through me, straight up
my spine. The weight of the bra suddenly felt heavier, the snug
elastic band pressing insistently into my ribs with every shallow
breath, a constant, private reminder that I was no longer allowed to
stand like a man. I couldn’t even relieve myself the way I had my
entire life. Sitting here in my elegant blouse and tailored trousers,
lace and nylon against smooth skin, I felt utterly exposed—small,
contained, and profoundly emasculated. The tucked flesh between
my legs throbbed with a dull, frustrated ache under the pressure of
the tight panties, a silent protest that had nowhere to go.

This was what it meant to be Team Girl. Even in an empty stall, I
had to surrender the last simple masculine habit. The soft rustle of
fabric as I settled, the cool seat against my thighs, the gentle
compression of the bra — every sensation wove together into a full-
body reminder: the boy I used to be was no longer welcome here.

Once I was finished, I meticulously reassembled the camouflage.
I pulled up the panties, carefully and tightly resetting the tuck to
smooth down my anatomy. I pulled the trousers back up, zipped the
hidden side panel, and ensured the concealed placket of my blouse
hid the left-handed buttons perfectly when tucked back into the high
waistband.

I unlatched the door and stepped out to the vanity mirrors under
the brutal, unforgiving fluorescent lights.

I leaned in close to the glass, critically examining my reflection. I
checked the jawline first. The color-correcting primer was holding
the line perfectly, completely neutralizing what little masculinity I
had. The sheer tinted moisturizer and liquid concealer still gave the
center of my face that bright, soft-focus glow that drew the eye
away from my sharper angles. I pressed a finger to my lips,
smoothing the tinted balm to restore that natural, soft color.

As I stood there, adjusting the strap of my tote bag, the outer
door swung open.

My heart leaped into my throat. Through the mirror, I watched
Emma Vance step into the restroom, her tall, slender frame



dominating the space. She looked immaculate, her obsidian hair
catching the harsh lights, her sharp executive gaze scanning the
room before locking onto me.

For a fraction of a second, the old male panic screamed at me to
hide, to apologize, to run. But I held my ground. I forced my elbows
back to my ribs, pressed my knees together, and turned to face her,
letting a soft, relaxed smile touch my lips.

“Oh, Harper,” Emma said, her severe expression instantly melting
into @ warm, familiar brightness. She walked over to the sink beside
me, placing her designer handbag on the marble counter. “How is
your first morning going? Is Olivia taking good care of you? You two
are the same age, I don’t mean to push you together, but I thought
she would make your transition easier.”

“She’s wonderful,” I said, pitching my voice flawlessly into that
lighter, throat-centric modulation. Transition?

“The onboarding is a lot of data, but the team has been so
incredibly welcoming. I already feel like I'm finding my rhythm.”

“Good,” Emma said, turning to the mirror to check her lipstick.
Her sharp, dark eyes caught mine in the reflection, doing a quick,
instinctive executive appraisal of my softened features and pristine
blouse. "Because you look absolutely radiant. Whatever stress you're
feeling, it doesn’t show at all.”

“Thank you, Ms. Vance,” I replied softly, lowering my eye level
slightly to maintain that collaborative, non-threatening deference.
“That means a lot coming from you.”

“Emma,” she said, smiling, “just Emma.”

As she finished adjusting her makeup and picked up her bag, I
followed her out of the restroom and back into the corridor, our
heels striking the floor in a synchronized, sharp click-clack. I had
survived the threshold. I was entirely inside.
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By Friday afternoon, the intense, hyper-vigilant panic of the first few
days had begun to settle into a deep, muscle-memorized rhythm.
The constant physical feedback loops—the snug, elastic hug of my



bras, the firm containment of my bikini panties, and the subtle
forward tilt of my heels—had transitioned from an active mental
chore into a second nature. I was learning to breathe from my
diaphragm instead of my chest, keeping my elbows resting neatly
against my ribs even when typing.

At 11:30, a soft, familiar shadow fell over my desk. I looked up to
see Olivia standing there. Today she wore a grey melange mini
tailored skirt in textured wool, almost black tights that were less
sheer than hose, but not quite opaque, low heels, and a grey
sleeveless tank that beautifully accentuated the gentle, natural
curves of her waist and bust. Her golden curls pinned up in a loose,
effortlessly messy clip.

“Hey, Harper,” she said, her voice dropping into a conspiratorial,
quiet register. “A few of us are sneaking away for an early lunch at
that little bistro down the block. Emma is locked in an executive
board meeting until three, so we're taking an actual, full hour. Do
you want to come with?”

A wave of intense gratitude flooded through me. “I would
absolutely love to, Olivia,” I said, pitching my voice to that lighter,
throat-centric register.

“Perfect. Grab your bag,” she whispered with a sweet, dimpled
smile.

I retrieved my leather work tote, slipped the strap into the crook
of my arm, and rose from my chair, automatically smoothing the
front of my pale pink bow-tie blouse—the bow left elegantly untied,
draping softly over my chest just as Katie had suggested.

We met Amanda and Chloe by the elevator bank. The transition
from the rigid, monitored environment of the office floor to the
relative freedom of the elevator cab was the immediate catalyst for a
shift in energy. The moment the doors slid shut, Chloe let out a loud,
dramatic sigh, slumping her back against the mirrored wall.

“If I had to look at one more spreadsheet of regional compliance
data, I was literally going to throw my monitor out the window,”
Chloe groaned, kicking out one of her flats. "Amanda, tell me you
aren’t going to make us talk about metrics over pasta.”



“The metrics are banned until one-thirty,” Amanda laughed, her
maternal, professional exterior giving way to a relaxed, easy
camaraderie. She turned her eyes to me, her gaze lingering
appreciatively on the soft drape of my pink blouse. “You look
beautiful today, Harper. That blush pink is entirely your color.”

“Thank you, Amanda,” I said, offering a warm, collaborative smile
as the elevator descended. “I actually stole the idea from seeing you
in that pastel blouse on Tuesday. You looked so radiant in it, I went
home and realized I needed to add more soft tones to my
wardrobe.”

Amanda’s eyes lit up, her posture visibly softening toward me
even further. It was a textbook execution of the script: validating her
taste, establishing a shared aesthetic, and offering zero masculine
threat.

The bistro was a chic, sunlit space with white brick walls and
iron-rimmed tables. We were seated at a circular booth in the corner.
As we slid into the curved velvet seat, I faced my next physical
challenge. Sitting in a deep, plush booth meant my knees naturally
wanted to flare out to maintain balance. I caught the impulse
immediately, pressing my thighs tightly together, angling my legs
slightly to the side, and smoothing my trousers so they sat flat
across my lap.

Once the drinks were ordered, the conversational barrier
completely dissolved. Without Emma there to maintain executive
decorum, the women dropped their guards entirely.

“Okay, can we talk about the regional director’s meeting
yesterday?” Chloe asked, leaning over the table, her eyes wide with
unvented frustration. “Because Richard was being an absolute,
textbook nightmare.”

Amanda rolled her eyes, taking a sip of her water. *"Don’t get me
started on Richard. I've been dealing with him for five years.”

“What did he do?” Olivia asked, her gentle face clouding with a
look of shared anxiety. She was sitting directly next to me, with her
thigh pressed against mine. As she leaned in, the faint, clean scent
of her vanilla perfume drifted over. I kept my eyes anchored safely



on her face, completely processing her presence without letting a
single male instinct slip through my expression.

“He did that classic thing where he just completely steamrolls the
room,” Chloe said, throwing her hands up. “Emma was halfway
through presenting our new internal communications framework—
which we spent three weeks building—and Richard just cuts her off.
Interrupts her mid-sentence to explain the exact same concept back
to her, using louder words, as if it was his brilliant epiphany.”

“The mansplaining was aggressive, even for him,” Amanda
agreed, her tone carrying a heavy, exhausting weight. “He can't
handle a room where a woman is holding the data. He feels the
need to expand, to dominate the airspace, to make everyone else
feel small just so he can feel secure.”

I listened intently, and a profound sense of clarity washed over
me. This was the exact linguistic and sociological behavior I had
read about in the forum threads Katie gave me. Before my
transition, I might have offered a blunt, analytical solution—
suggesting how Emma could have aggressively cut Richard back off
to reclaim the floor. But I knew the male script had no place at this
table. They didn't want a strategic appraisal; they wanted safety,
validation, and shared solidarity.

“It's about territory for men like that,” I said softly, drawing all
three pairs of eyes to me. I kept my cadence measured, warm, and
entirely collaborative. “They expand to claim space because they
don’t know how to exist in a room without competing. It must have
been incredibly frustrating for Emma, especially after the immense
care and precision the team put into that framework. It completely
invalidates the collaborative energy you all worked so hard to build.”

The table went completely silent for a beat. Amanda stared at
me, a deep, profound look of validation crossing her features.

“Yes!” Chloe burst out, slamming her palm lightly on the table.
“Exactly, Harper, exactly! It's so exhausting to constantly have to
fight just to finish a sentence without someone trying to conquer the
conversation.”

Olivia turned her head to look at me, her large, pretty eyes soft
and shining with a sudden, deep warmth. She reached out, her



smooth, manicured fingers gently brushing against my bare, hairless
forearm for a brief, fleeting second. “You're so perceptive, Harper.
It's really comforting to have someone on the team who just...gets
it. Who understands how heavy that male-dominated dynamic feels.

The brief touch of her hand sent a quiet, dizzying spark straight
to my chest, but I held the firewall perfectly. I didn't flinch, I didn't
look down at her blouse, and I didn't let my energy shift. I simply
mirrored her gentle expression, letting her feel entirely safe.

“I mean, I...I don't quite understand men despite...you know...”

“Don’t worry, Harper, we protect our own,” Amanda said, her
voice rich with an unshakeable, maternal authority as she looked
across the table at me. The last remnants of her professional
distance were officially gone. “And you are officially one of us,
Harper.”

By the time the bill arrived, the dynamic had shifted completely. I
wasn't just the new hire being evaluated; I was safely inside the
perimeter.

“Oh! Before we go back,” Chloe said, pulling out her phone and
clicking into a group chat. *We are long overdue for a girls’ day. We
need to do a full salon afternoon—mani-pedis, champagne, the
whole nine yards. No corporate clothes, no work talk, just pure
decompression.” She looked up, her eyes locking onto Olivia and me.
“Harper, you're absolutely coming. No excuses.”

“T wouldn’t miss it for the world,” I replied, a soft smile on my
lips even as a sudden, sharp spike of adrenaline shot through my
veins.

A salon day? Stripped of the structured, protective armor of my
corporate tailored trousers and silk blouses. I looked across the table
and caught Amanda’s warm, accepting smile, then turned to see
Olivia’s enthusiastic nod beside me. The plan was working perfectly
—Dbetter than I could have ever dreamed. But as we rose from the
booth and my block heels struck the floor to lead us back to the
bank, the tight, unyielding band of my bra reminded me of the
terrifying depth of the waters I was stepping into.

n
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The lock on Katie's apartment door clicked, and the moment I
stepped inside, the intense, hyper-vigilant posture I had maintained
for five straight days finally collapsed.

I dropped my leather work tote onto her entryway bench, leaned
my back against the closed door, and let out a long, heavy breath
that vibrated deep in my chest. My knees flared outward, my
shoulders slumped, and my elbows slid away from my ribs. For the
first time since Monday morning, I let myself occupy space like a
man again.

“"Well, look who survived,” Katie called out from the kitchen.

She walked into the living room holding two glasses of white
wine. She was dressed casually in an oversized sweater and dark
leggings, a stark contrast to the immaculate, high-end corporate
tailoring I had been surrounded by all week. She stopped a few feet
away, her eyes doing a slow, clinical sweep over me. “Your posture is
dropping, Harper,” she noted, though her voice lacked its usual bite.
There was a faint, proud smile tugging at the corner of her lips. “"But
your makeup still looks flawless. No melting?”

“The translucent powder held up under the office fluorescents
just like you said it would,” T said, my voice automatically sliding
back down into its natural, deeper masculine register. It felt
incredibly strange to hear my own real voice echo in a room. “But
God, Katie...my feet. My back. I feel like I've been wearing a corset
for a week.”

“That's the Tactile Shift doing its job,” she said, handing me a
glass of wine. “It's supposed to be a physical reminder. If it was
comfortable, you'd forget to be careful. Come on, sit down. Tell me
everything.”

I walked over to her velvet couch, but instead of the defensive,
tight-kneed posture I had practiced, I sank into the cushions, letting
my legs sprawl! apart. The sudden release of tension in my lower
back was almost dizzying. I took a long sip of the wine, feeling the
cool alcohol take the edge off my exhaustion.

“It worked,” I said, looking over at her. “The camouflage
executed perfectly. From the second I walked into the lobby, it was



like T had a cloaking device on. The male security guard looked right
past me. I was completely non-threatening to him.”

“And Emma?” Katie asked, leaning forward, her analytical
instincts firing, “the other women?”

“She scrutinized me,” I admitted, remembering the intense, dark
gaze of the towering director. “She looked me up and down in the
lobby. She checked the drape of the blouse, the front panel of the
trousers...everything. But she didn't see a man. She saw someone
with ‘exquisite taste.” She completely validated the presentation.”

I spent the next twenty minutes breaking down the weekly
telemetry for her—the acoustics of the women'’s restroom, the
technical language of the de-sexualized compliments, and how I had
modulated my voice during the team onboarding. Katie listened like
a general receiving a battlefield report, nodding at the successes,
her fingers tapping rhythmically against her wine glass.

“But today was the real breakthrough,” I continued, my tone
shifting as the image of the sunlit bistro came back to me. “Emma
was locked in a board meeting, so the girls invited me out to lunch.
Amanda, Chloe, and...and Olivia.”

Just pronouncing her name caused a slight, involuntary hitch in
my chest. I took a quick sip of wine to cover it, but Katie's eyes
narrowed instantly.

“Olivia,” Katie repeated, her voice dropping into a flatter, more
observant tone. “The blonde you mentioned? The one with the
curves?”

“Yeah,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “We went to a
bistro down the block. The boundaries completely dropped because
the boss wasn't there. They started venting about one of the male
regional directors—Richard—who kept interrupting Emma in a
meeting yesterday.”

“A classic expansion tactic,” Katie murmured. “How did you
handle it?”

"I didn't offer a solution,” I said, feeling a quiet pride in the
execution. “I used the collaborative script. I validated how
frustrating it must be to have their collective energy invalidated by
someone just trying to claim territory. Katie, you should have seen



their faces. Amanda completely let her guard down. Chloe told me I
articulated it perfectly. I was completely inside the perimeter.”

“Good. That's exactly how the rapport builds,” Katie said, though
her gaze remained fixed on my face, studying me. "And what about
Olivia?”

I swallowed, the memory of the lunch booth rushing back.
“She...she agreed with me. She said it was comforting to have
someone on the team who just gets how heavy that dynamic feels.
And she touched my arm. Just for a second.” I looked down at my
bare, hairless forearm. “It was just a casual, peer-to-peer gesture.
But my heart nearly hammered its way out of my ribs. I had a
massive flash of pure, instinctual attraction, Katie. It terrified me. I
felt like a fraud sitting right next to her.”

Katie didn’t scoff. Her expression softened, a rare flash of
protective concern crossing her features. She reached out and lightly
tapped the rim of my glass with her own.

“It's going to happen, Harper. You're a man, and she’s a beautiful
woman. You can’t chemically engineer your biology away,” she said
gently. “But the fact that you panicked is proof that your discipline is
working. A creep wouldn't feel guilty; a creep would feel entitled.
You felt the firewall, and you maintained it. That's what matters.”

I nodded, the anxiety in my chest easing slightly under her
reassurance. “They invited me to a girls’ afternoon next week,” I
added, looking up. “A full salon day. Mani-pedis and champagne.
Chloe said it's non-negotiable.”

Katie’s eyebrows shot up, a vibrant, mischievous spark returning
to her eyes. “"Mani-pedis? Oh, Harper, that is a massive promotion.
That means you aren't just ‘the new girl at the office” anymore.
You're being integrated into the luxury rituals. But it also means a
completely new set of operational risks.”

She stood up, walking over to her hallway closet and pulling out
a small footstool and a plastic bin filled with nail care bottles. She
brought them over to the couch and dropped them at my feet.

“Take off your heels,” Katie commanded, slipping back into her
creative director persona. “If you're going to a salon with three
highly observant women, we need to talk about your feet. They are



going to see your bare toes and ankles. There cannot be a single
trace of rough, masculine texture or yellowed calluses. We are doing
a full pre-treatment right now.”

The smell of tea tree oil and chemical callus remover filled the
living room as Katie finished scraping the underside of my left foot.
She wiped it down with a damp towel, threw the plastic foot file into
the basin, and leaned back on her heels.

“There,” she said, tapping my ankle with a clinical tap of her
fingers. "Smooth as a newborn’s. When they put you in those
massage chairs next week, your skin isn't going to snag on the
towels, and there’s no rough male texture to give you away. Go
ahead, put your legs up.”

I swung my legs onto the couch, leaning my head back against
the velvet cushions. My skin felt raw but incredibly soft, completely
hairless from my ankles to my thighs, which were hidden beneath
my camel Ann Taylor trousers.

Katie didn’t clear away the supplies right away. She sat back on
her floor cushion, swirling the remaining white wine in her glass, her
gaze dropping into that flat, clinical intensity that usually meant she
was about to dissect a problem.

“Alright, Harper. Let’s talk about Olivia,” she said bluntly.

The name hung in the quiet apartment like a sudden drop in
cabin pressure. I shifted uncomfortably, the silk of my blouse
whispering against my back. “What about her?”

“Are you attracted to her?” Katie asked, her eyes locking onto
mine, completely devoid of judgment but entirely unyielding. “"And
don't give me the PR answer you give Amanda. Give it to me
straight.”

I swallowed hard, looking at the ceiling. The truth felt heavy,
dangerous, and incredibly illicit to say aloud. “Yes,” I admitted, my
real, deeper voice sounding thick with guilt. “Yes, I am. She’s
beautiful, Katie. It's not just the...the way her blouses fit, though
God knows that’s hard enough to ignore. It's her energy. She’s
sweet, not like Emma, but she’s no wallflower, either. It's like she’s
learning to be strong and feminine. I...I don’t know how to explain
it. And when she touched my arm today, it felt like a jolt of



electricity. It terrified me. The whole reason I'm doing this is to
prove I'm not a creep, and there I was, sitting next to her, hiding a
male heartbeat under a silk blouse.”

Katie nodded slowly, digesting the admission. She didn’t look
surprised; she looked like a chess player whose opponent had just
made the exact move she predicted. “You have a type, don't you?
Sounds like Bella.”

“1...I suppose,” I said.

“Good. Acknowledging it is better than burying it until it blows up
your camouflage. But here’s the reality: you are entering the high-
risk zone now. A corporate lunch is one thing. A salon day where
you're sipping champagne in your bare feet is another. If you want
to survive this, you need to double down on your efforts to be
feminine.”

I let out a dry, incredulous laugh, gesturing down at my outfit.
“Double down? Katie, look at me! I am completely hairless below the
neck. I am wearing a bra and matching panties right now. I'm
wearing women'’s office trousers, a pink silk blouse with a bow, and I
spent the last five days walking around a bank in two-inch block
heels. How much more feminine can I possibly get?”

“You're executing the physical mechanics perfectly, Harper, but
you're still thinking like a man who’s wearing a costume,” Katie said,
leaning forward. She set her wine glass down with a sharp clink.
“You're treating your femininity like a defensive shield to hide your
masculinity. You need to transition from hiding it to actually living it.
You need to start thinking like a woman. Your psychology has to
match the wardrobe.”

“And how am I supposed to do that?” I asked, my frustration
bleeding through. “I can't just flip a switch in my brain.”

“You can't, which is why we use behavioral modification,” Katie
countered. She reached for her laptop on the coffee table, opening it
and scrolling through a bookmarked folder. “I've been deep in the
transition and integration forums all week, reading up on intensive
presentation theory. If you want to force the mental shift, you have
to eliminate the shortcuts. And according to the data, the first step is



structural exposure. It's time for you to branch out from trousers and
get you into skirts.”

The word hit me like a physical blow. “Skirts?” I stammered,
sitting up straight, my knees automatically flaring out before I
caught myself and pressed them back together. “"No. No, Katie, we
agreed on the uniform. Trousers. Elegant blouses. Trousers provide
containment. They hold everything flat. A skirt is...There’s nothing
there. It's completely open.”

“Which is exactly why it forces the psychological shift,” Katie said,
turning the laptop around to show me a digital catalog. “Trousers
are a security blanket for you because they mimic the shape of
menswear. In trousers, you can still pretend you're just a guy in a
very tight pair of pants. A skirt offers zero psychological hiding
places. Every time you sit down, every time a breeze hits your legs,
every time you get out of a cab, you are hyper-aware of your
absolute vulnerability. It forces a modesty reflex that you cannot
fake. You want to be a vulnerable girl, not a boy trying to hide. You
need to live what a girl lives to understand it.”

I stared at the screen, a cold knot of panic tightening in my
stomach. “Katie, if I wear a skirt to the office, the stakes go through
the roof. What kind of skirts are we even talking about?” I was
annoyed at myself for even asking.

“Nothing provocative,” she said, zooming in on a few classic
corporate styles. “We're going to start with a few structured, high-
waisted pencil skirts, black wool, satin. Maybe a navy A-line skirt
that hits just an inch or two above the knee. Something shorter for a
dress-down Friday. They’ll all be completely professional, standard
attire for a conservative bank. But structurally, they change
everything. In a pencil skirt, your stride is completely dictated by the
fabric. You physically cannot take a masculine step. Your knees are
forced together, your thighs are locked, and your posture has to be
completely upright just to walk straight.”

“A skirt an inch or two above the knee,” I repeated, my voice
dropping an octave as the sheer exposure of the thought washed
over me. “Katie, my legs will be completely out in the open. When I
sit at my desk, when I turn to talk to Olivia...everyone will see.”



“That's the point, silly. Olivia...all of them...will see a woman'’s
legs, because you won't be bare-legged,” Katie said, a clinical,
business-like smirk playing on her face. “If you're wearing skirts,
you're wearing hosiery. Real, professional hosiery. They have
incredible compression tech built into the panty portion. When you
layer those over your bikini panties, the sheer elastic tension
provides a secondary layer of absolute, flattened containment.
Nothing is going to shift. But the texture against your skin is a
constant, unyielding tactile loop.”

“Hose,” T whispered. “Like...like tights?”

“No, Harper. Business hosiery. Sheer, fine nylon that runs if you
touch it wrong. It forces you to be gentle, to be mindful of how you
cross your legs, how you sit, how you move your feet under a desk.
It strips away every careless, heavy male movement you have left.”
She paused, her smirk widening. “And you're moving up to a three-
inch stiletto pump. The Tory Burch block heels were your training
wheels, Harper. A pencil skirt looks completely mismatched with a
heavy loafer. A three-inch pump will arch your instep, lengthen the
line of your calves, and force that upright, narrow stride into
absolute perfection.”

“Katie..."

“Harper...you have a crush on this Olivia. Do you want to ruin it?
I assume not, which means leaning into Team Girl.

I leaned back into the couch, my mind spinning. The physical
discipline Katie was mapping out was total, an invisible cage made of
nylon, silk, and leather. “"Okay,” I said, my voice barely audible. “If
it's necessary for the camouflage. If it keeps me safe.”

“It will,” Katie said softly, her tone tempering with a bit of her
natural warmth. “But the wardrobe is only half the battle. We need
to address the internal infrastructure. We need to handle how you
look at Olivia. Because right now, I suspect you’re on the verge of
looking at her like a man hungry for a woman, and that is a
countdown to disaster.”

I braced myself. "I told you, I'm trying to control it. I didn't stare.
I didn’t even look down.”



“Control is an active strain, Harper. It wears out when you're
tired, or when you’ve had a glass of wine at a bistro,” Katie said,
tapping her finger on the laptop trackpad. “You need to desexualize
your gaze entirely. The forums talk about this extensively for men
trying to integrate into high-density female spaces. You cannot view
the women around you as potential romantic partners, because your
male biology will eventually leak through your expressions. Look at
you, you're already sitting like a boy.”

I realized she was right, sat up straighter, and forced myself to sit
like @ woman.

“Better. Now, to stop thinking about women that way, the
websites suggest a radical reconditioning of your radar. To
desexualize women, you have to start sexualizing men.”

I blinked, completely thrown off. "What? Sexualizing men? Katie,
no. That is insane. I'm not gay. I have never been attracted to men
in my entire life. I don't look at men that way. I can't look at men
that way.”

“It doesn’t matter if you're gay, Harper. The goal isn’t to change
your sexual orientation; the goal is to adopt the feminine social
gaze,” Katie explained, her voice calm, pragmatic, and entirely
clinical. “Think about how Chloe and Olivia talk about men. They
analyze them. They comment on their clothes, their hair, their
jawlines, their presence. When a woman looks at a man, it's a
completely different neurological process than when a man looks at
a woman. It's evaluative, aesthetic, sometimes physical, but it's
spoken from a position of shared female observation. If you want to
think like a woman, you need to practice looking at men through a
feminine lens. And sharing with them what you see.”

“Katie, I don't think I can just force my brain to find a guy
attractive,” I protested, my face burning hot. *“When I look at a guy,
I just see...a guy. There’s no spark. There’s nothing there.”

“Then you make it an intellectual exercise until it becomes a
habit,” Katie insisted, her eyes flashing with a sharp,
uncompromising intensity. "I want you to look at every man you see
—the security guard in the lobby, the baristas at the coffee shop, the
executives in the elevators, every single guy—and force yourself to



find at least one attractive, desirable quality about them. Analyze the
fit of their suit. Notice the shadow of their jawline. Pay attention to
their hands, their forearms when they roll up their sleeves. Build a
mental vocabulary of male attractiveness. If you are busy assessing
men, your brain will naturally stop treating every woman in the room
as the only biological target.”

I stared at her, utterly bewildered, the sheer psychological weight
of the request pressing down on my chest. “You want me to train
myself to check out guys.”

“I want you to train yourself to appreciate them the way a
woman does,” Katie corrected sharply. "And here is the kicker: you
aren't just going to think it. You are going to mention it to Olivia.”

I froze. Every muscle in my body went rigid under the silk of my
blouse. “"Mention it to her? To Olivia? Katie, are you out of your
mind? If I start talking to her about guys, she’s going to think...to
think that...that I'm..."” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Gay. Exactly, Harper, what's exactly what she’ll think. She is
going to think you are exactly like her,” Katie said, a sharp, brilliant
spark of strategic genius lighting up her eyes. “Think about it,
Harper. Next time you and Olivia are getting coffee or sitting at
lunch, and a reasonably good-looking guy walks past, you are going
to lean in and deliver a classic peer-to-peer comment. Say
something like, ‘*Oh, wow, that color looks incredible on him,” or ‘He
has such gorgeous eyes.” Do you know what that does to a woman’s
brain?”

The pieces of the puzzle began to click together in my mind, and
a cold, dark shiver of realization ran down my spine. I have to make
her think I'm actually gay...I mean...I guess it builds the ultimate
firewall,” I murmured, my voice barely a whisper.

“Exactly,” Katie said, nodding triumphantly. “The moment you
comment on @ man’s attractiveness to Olivia, her brain completely
and permanently categorizes you. You become entirely safe. You
aren’t a heterosexual male competitor in her space anymore; you
are a female peer sharing a casual, harmless observation about the
opposite sex. It completely obliterates any suspicion she might ever
have about your motives. If she thinks you're looking at the men in



the room, her defenses drop to zero. She will pull you even closer
into her inner circle, because you are, without a doubt, an ally, not a
threat to her. And more importantly, it forces your own brain to stop
viewing her as an option. You are training yourself to occupy the
female side of the social dynamic.”

I sat in the deep silence of her living room, looking down at my
smooth, hairless hands resting on the fabric of my trousers. The
sheer scope of what Katie was asking me to do was terrifying. It was
brilliant, calculated, and deeply unsettling. She wasn't just asking me
to change my clothes or smooth my skin anymore; she was
systematically dismantling the architecture of my male mind, brick
by brick, and replacing it with something entirely new.

“A pencil skirt, nylon hose, stilettos, and checking out men,” I
summarized, my voice dropping back into that quiet, heavy
masculine register, the words tasting like a foreign language on my
tongue.

Katie’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Not so fast. We're not just
ordering—you're trying it on tonight. Go to the bedroom. I laid
everything out.”

A few minutes later I stood in the center of her living room
wearing nothing but the champagne bikini panties and matching bra.
Katie returned from the hallway closet holding a sleek black Brooks
Brothers pencil skirt and a pair of ultra-sheer Wolford Satin Touch 20
tights.

“First the hose,” she instructed, handing me the delicate bundle.
I sat on the edge of the couch and carefully rolled the sheer black
nylon up my smooth, lotion-soft legs. The fabric clung like a second
skin, cool and slick against my freshly shaved thighs, creating a
constant, whispering compression that made every movement feel
deliberate and feminine.

“Now the skirt.” Katie held it open. I stepped into the heavy
wool-blend cylinder and pulled it up over my hips. The moment she
zipped the hidden back zipper and fastened the button at the small
of my back, the garment took control. The high-waisted tailoring
gripped me tightly, forcing my thighs together. The hem fell exactly
two inches above my knees, locking my stride into a narrow,



restricted glide. I tried to widen my stance out of habit and the
fabric immediately resisted, the wool pulling taut across my thighs.

Katie stepped close, her hands sliding slowly down my hips and
over the front of the skirt, “checking the fit.” Her palms pressed
firmly against the smooth, flat front where my tucked anatomy was
hidden beneath layers of nylon and wool. “Perfect,” she murmured,
her fingers tracing the severe line of the hem. “Feel how it holds
you? No more masculine steps. Your knees stay together, your thighs
rub with every movement. This is what real containment feels like.”

I stood there trembling, the cool air kissing the bare skin just
above the hem while the restrictive fabric hugged my legs like a
lover that refused to let go. The constant awareness of exposure—
smooth, nylon-clad thighs on display—sent a hot flush of humiliated
arousal through me. Beneath the tight tuck, my trapped penis gave
a helpless twitch against the unyielding pressure of the panties and
pantyhose, aching for space it would never get.

“This is only the beginning, Harper,” Katie whispered, giving the
hem one final, proprietary tug. "By Monday you'll be wearing this to
the office. And you'll feel every single inch of it reminding you
exactly who you are now.”

A quiet, unsettling thought slipped through my mind as I felt the
tight wool gripping my thighs and the constant pressure of the tuck
beneath it. How long could I keep the threat contained like this? The
tuck, the bra, the posture—they were already pushing me to my
limit. What would happen when even these layers weren’t enough?
When the girls got closer, when Olivia leaned in, when the ache
became too much? Would I need something more permanent...
something that removed the threat entirely?

“A pencil skirt, nylon hose, stilettos, and checking out men,” I
summarized, my voice dropping back into that quiet, heavy
masculine register, the words tasting like a foreign language on my
tongue.

“Welcome to week two, Harper,” Katie said, raising her glass to
me with a brilliant, challenging smile. “Let’s go order your new
wardrobe.””



CHAPTER THREE

The Psychological Firewall

THE ALARM WENT off at 5:30 AM on Monday morning. I sat on the
edge of my mattress in the dim light, staring at the garments Katie
had meticulously arranged on my dresser the night before. It wasn't
just an outfit. It was the architecture of my new, terrifying reality.

Gone were the trousers that had served as my psychological
security blanket for the past week. In their place lay a sequence of
garments designed to systematically eradicate the last vestiges of
my male physicality. I took a deep breath, feeling the cool morning
air against my bare chest, and stood up to begin the ritual.

First shower and shave, then lotion, then dressing.

I started with the foundation, stepping into the pretty
champagne bikini panties and executing the tight, meticulous tuck
that pulled my anatomy flush and entirely flat against my pelvis.
Every time I tucked myself, I felt a sense of my own gender slipping
away. Then, I reached for the matching champagne bra.

But this time, the bra was heavier. Over the weekend, Katie had
sat me down on her velvet couch and handed me a small, discreet
cardboard box. Inside, resting on a bed of tissue paper, were two
molded silicone breast inserts—full, C cup teardrop-shaped
prosthetics that replicated the exact weight, squish, and soft, natural
density of a woman’s breasts.

My stomach had dropped instantly. I stared at them, a cold wave
of revulsion and panic tightening my throat. “"No,” I had said,



shaking my head, my real voice dropping into its deepest, most
desperate masculine register. *No, Katie. I can’t. This is too far.
Putting on the clothes is a performance. Shaving my legs is
maintenance. But this...this is a physical alteration. I don’t want
breasts. I'm a boy.”

“If you're wearing the sleeveless wrap top on Monday, Harper,
you cannot look hollow,” she had countered immediately, her tone
shifting into that brutal, entirely clinical creative director persona.
She didn't look at my panic as a human crisis; she looked at it as a
design flaw that needed correcting. “"A woman'’s shirt is cut for a
woman'’s body. Without any volume underneath, the silk is going to
sag and pucker at the armpits. It's a dead giveaway to anyone who
knows how clothes work. You need the natural swell of a woman’s
silhouette to anchor the drape of that silk. It's nhon-negotiable.
Besides, it's part of your mental shift.”

"It feels like a violation,” I whispered, my hands trembling as I
touched the edge of the smooth, flesh-toned silicone. It felt
uncannily warm, absorbing the room’s temperature. “Every time I
look in the mirror, I can pretend the clothes are just a disquise. If I
put these on, I'm changing the literal shape of my body. It makes
me feel...sick. Like I'm erasing myself completely.”

“You are erasing the parts of yourself, Harper, the boy parts that
will get you caught,” Katie said, her voice softening just a fraction,
though her gaze remained utterly unyielding. She reached out,
taking my hand and forcing the heavy silicone form into my palm.
“Listen to me, Harper. Emma Vance looks at details for a living.
Olivia sits right next to you. If they see a flat, masculine chest
beneath a wrap blouse, their subconscious is going to flag it. You
think you feel inadequate now? Imagine the humiliation if they
realize you're a fraud. You do this, or you don’t go back on Monday.
Those are the stakes.”

Now, standing in the dim morning light of my bedroom, her
words echoed in the silence. The psychological reluctance was a
heavy, suffocating weight in my chest. I felt a profound sense of
self-loathing as I picked up the silicone forms. I was a twenty-six-
year-old male, yet here I was, completely submitting to a system



that required me to manufacture an artificial womanhood out of
rubber and lace just to be allowed into an office building.

With slow, agonizingly reluctant movements, I slid the silicone
forms into the bra cups and lifted the straps over my shoulders.

The physical transformation was immediate—and completely
jarring. As I fastened the hooks around my ribs, the added weight
pulled down against the satin straps, settling against my ribcage
with an authentic, heavy bounce. When I took a breath, the silicone
pressed back against my skin, a constant, unyielding physical
reminder of the phantom anatomy I was projecting. I didn't just feel
feminine; I felt utterly consumed and castrated by the illusion. My
chest naturally wanted to cave inward, my shoulders rounding in a
desperate male reflex to hide the sudden volume, but the strict
underwires and tight elastic band forced my posture upright,
pushing the synthetic curves outward for the world to see. Worse,
when I looked in the mirror, I saw not the boy I used to be, but the
girl I transformed into.

Next came the first new element of the wardrobe. I picked up
the Wolford Satin Touch 20 tights.

They weighed practically nothing, a pool of sheer black nylon in
my hands. I sat back down on the edge of the bed, carefully
gathering the delicate fabric of the right leg between my thumbs,
terrified that my smooth, manicured nails might snag and ruin them.
I slipped the toe over my hairless foot and began to slowly roll the
nylon up over my ankle, my calf, and my knee.

The sensation was entirely alien. As the sheer, 20-denier fabric
snapped against my smooth, lotion-smooth skin, it created an
unyielding, compressive layer. It was a constant tactile loop. Every
time my muscles twitched, the slick friction of the nylon reminded
me of its presence. I stood up to pull the waistband over my hips,
stretching it tightly over the bikini panties. The top of the pantyhose
clamped down around my lower stomach, a secondary layer of
absolute, flattened containment that made me feel incredibly
vulnerable, yet securely locked in. There was nothing that looked like
a boy.

Next was the Brooks Brothers pencil skirt.



I stepped into the black wool-blend cylinder and pulled it up my
nylon-clad thighs. The moment I engaged the hidden back zipper
and fastened the button at the small of my back, the structural
reality of the garment took over. The high-waisted tailoring gripped
my hips tightly, holding the flat front of my pelvis in a severe,
unforgiving line. But it was the hemline that sent a spike of pure
panic through my chest.

It fell exactly two inches above my knees.

I instinctively tried to widen my stance, a classic male reflex to
assert balance, but the heavy wool fabric violently restricted the
movement. The skirt physically commanded my legs to stay
together. I couldn’t spread my knees more than a few inches apart.
My stride was officially confined to the narrow, deliberate geometry
of a woman'’s walk.

My heart hammering violently against the heavy silicone forms in
my bra, I reached for the LilySilk wrap top.

I slipped the light camel silk over my shoulders and wrapped the
fluid panels across my chest, tying the sash securely at my waist.
The contrast between the severe, restrictive black wool of the skirt
and the cool, weightless whisper of the silk was dizzying. As the silk
crossed over my torso, it caught perfectly on the artificial fullness of
the padding, creating a soft, elegant V-neckline that showcased a
subtle, entirely believable shadow of cleavage.

But as I looked down, the true psychological exposure hit me. It
was sleeveless.

Up until this point, office attire had meant long sleeves. Button-
downs and suit jackets were armor. Now, my bare, hairless arms
were completely exposed to the open air. There was no heavy fabric
to hide behind, no cuffs to roll up, no structural padding to broaden
my shoulders. I felt incredibly small, soft, and entirely open to the
world. The slight cowl of the neckline drew attention to the delicate
slope of my collarbones, while the wrap design pulled the fabric tight
against my waist, emphasizing the forced, feminine contour Katie
had engineered.

Finally, I walked over to the Ally three-inch, bold block heel
pumps waiting by the mirror.



I slipped my nylon-clad right foot into the shoe. The smooth
lambskin leather embraced the sheer hosiery perfectly. I slid the left
foot in and stood up. The ergonomic padding of the footbed
supported me, but the steep arch immediately pitched my center of
gravity forward. Because the pencil skirt locked my knees together,
balancing on the heels required a complete, structural pivot of my
pelvis. I naturally drew my shoulders back to compensate, my
elbows tucking instinctively against my ribs to maintain stability,
which only served to thrust my newly padded chest further forward.

I took a tentative step toward the full-length mirror.

Click-clack.

The sound was sharp, precise, and entirely feminine. But the
walk was different from last week. In the Tory Burch loafers and Ann
Taylor trousers, I had walked carefully. In the Brooks Brothers skirt,
silicone forms, and three-inch block heel pumps, I was forced to
glide. One foot had to land directly in front of the other just to
navigate the constraints of the wool hemline.

I stopped in front of the glass.

The camouflage was flawless, but internally, the conflict was
paralyzing. The mirror showed a woman of immense poise—the
sheer black nylon making my legs look impossibly smooth and
elegant, descending into the sharp, professional lines of the black
pumps. The pencil skirt hugged the flat, contained curve of my hips,
rising to the soft, camel silk wrapped tightly across a naturally
swelling chest. My bare arms hung delicately at my sides.

I didn't look like @ man hiding in a costume. I looked like a
woman who was acutely, consciously aware of her own body in
space. The sheer nylon, the rigid skirt, the heavy silicone breasts,
the bare skin, and the elevated heels formed a total, inescapable
physical matrix. I felt completely inadequate as a man, entirely
consumed by the feminine persona I had built. There was no
slouching, no expanding, no forgetting. To survive today—to sit next
to Olivia without her sensing my true nature, to walk past Emma
without drawing suspicion—I would have to actively submit to every
single rule this wardrobe demanded.



I picked up my leather work tote, the strap resting cool against
the bare skin of my forearm, and walked out into the morning light.
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The commute to the bank was a slow, agonizing masterclass in
physical restraint. Every step along the concrete sidewalk required
absolute, hyper-focused calculation. In trousers, I could ignore the
city streets; in @ wool pencil skirt and three-inch pumps, the city
infrastructure became a minefield. The narrow hemline anchored
just above my knees physically barred me from taking a normal,
masculine stride, forcing my thighs to rub together through the slick
friction of the Wolford nylons.

Click-clack, click-clack. How did women do this every day?

The rhythm of my heels on the pavement felt terribly loud, a
public announcement of my presence. Waiting for the subway, the
morning breeze rushed up the platform, instantly cutting through the
thin 20-denier nylon on my calves. The sudden, cold exposure on my
bare arms and legs triggered an immediate, defensive instinct to
widen my stance and cross my arms over my chest. I caught the
impulse just in time. Doing so would stretch the wool skirt to its
absolute limit and ruin the smooth drape of the camel silk top.
Instead, I stood perfectly still, ankles pressed together, my leather
tote held delicately in front of my pelvic area with both hands,
forcing myself to look entirely small, contained, and serene.

By the time I reached the glass tower of the bank, the sheer
psychological exhaustion of keeping the masquerade tight had
already brought a bead of sweat to my hairline. I checked my
reflection in the polished marble walls of the lobby elevator. The
silicone inserts in my bra bounced with an uncanny, authentic weight
as the elevator accelerated upward, settled right against my rib cage
like an unyielding anchor.

When the doors slid open onto the communications floor, the
safe, familiar corporate sanctuary felt entirely different. The stakes
had been permanently raised.



“Good morning, Harper!” Chloe’s voice rang out from the
breakroom before I even reached my desk. She stepped out, holding
a ceramic mug, and stopped dead in her tracks. Her eyes widened,
tracking from my pumps up the sheer black length of my nylons,
lingering on the strict line of the skirt, and finally settling on the
sleeveless wrap top.

My heart hammered violently against the silicone forms. For a
terrible, fleeting second, I thought I was done. I thought she saw
right through the rubber and the fabric and knew I was a boy
pretending to be a girl.

“Oh my god,” Chloe breathed, a slow, radiant smile taking over
her face. “"Harper. Look at you! I am literally obsessed with this look.
The camel and the black? And those legs? You look like you just
walked off a European runway.”

A dizzying wave of relief flooded through my chest, and I
automatically pitched my voice into that lighter, throat-centric
modulation. “Thank you, Chloe,” I said, offering a soft, collaborative
smile. “Katie helped me refresh my wardrobe over the weekend. I
realized I needed to step up my professional look if I'm going to
keep up with the rest of the team.”

“Well, you killed it,” Chloe said, turning to walk with me toward
our pod, her flats squeaking softly next to the rhythmic click-clack of
my heels. “"And thank god you wore heels today, because we have
the quarterly alignment meeting with the executive committee at
ten, and Richard is going to be there. We need all the height we can
get.”

As we rounded the corner to our desks, I saw Olivia. She was
already typing away, looking pretty and gentle in a lavender knit
cardigan and grey wool skirt. When she heard the distinct, sharp
ring of my heels, she looked up.

Her eyes caught mine first, warming instantly, but then they
dropped to take in the rest of the new silhouette. I watched her
gaze trace the forced, feminine contour of the camel silk, catching
the subtle, entirely believable shadow of cleavage created by the
silicone padding before tracking down to where the skirt bared my
nylon-clad knees.



“Wow, Harper,” Olivia said softly, her voice carrying that sweet,
rhythmic cadence that always made my pulse skip. “You look
beautiful. That skirt is so incredibly elegant on you.”

A sharp, familiar jolt of pure male attraction flared deep in my
chest. Sitting right there in front of me was the girl I was developing
a terrifying, genuine crush on. Looking down at her curves, smelling
the faint trace of her vanilla perfume, the instinct to look at her as a
man screamed at the back of my brain. But Katie’s warnings from
the weekend echoed over the noise. The moment you look at her
like @ man, you are a countdown to disaster. Use the behavioral
modification.

I forced the firewall down. I consciously thought about what I
was wearing. Only then did I lock my eyes safely onto hers, refusing
to let my gaze wander, and thought of the exercise Katie had
commanded. I needed to shift my radar.

“Thank you, Olivia,” I said smoothly, keeping my energy entirely
peer-to-peer, girl-to-girl. I leaned against the edge of the cubicle
partition, carefully angling my hips so the pencil skirt didn’t pull too
tightly. “I was actually a little nervous about going with a skirt and
sleeveless top today, but your compliment makes me feel so much
better.”

I took a quiet breath, bracing myself to deploy the ultimate
psychological firewall Katie had engineered. I looked out toward the
main corridor, where one of the senior analysts from risk
management—a tall, well-built guy in a tailored charcoal suit—was
walking toward the elevators. I forced myself to look at him through
the analytical lens Katie had described. I noticed the sharp alignment
of his shoulders, the clean cut of his jawline.

I turned back to Olivia, saw her watching me look at the man,
saw a glimmer of recognition in her eyes. To keep the moment, I
leaned in just a fraction, dropped my voice into a casual, gossipy
whisper.

“By the way,” I murmured, nodding subtly toward the corridor.
“Did you see Mark this morning? That charcoal suit fits him
incredibly well. He has such a great presence.”



Olivia’s eyebrows raised in a tiny, delighted arc. A sudden, deep
look of shared female understanding washed over her face. She
leaned in closer to me, her defenses dropping to absolute zero,
completely treating me as a safe, harmless peer.

“Oh, totally,” Olivia whispered back, a faint blush touching her
cheeks. “He always dresses so well. He's definitely the best-dressed
guy on the floor.”

Standing there on my elevated heels, the tight band of my bra
compressing the synthetic breasts against my ribs, I felt a strange,
hollow ache in my stomach. The firewall had worked perfectly. By
commenting on a man, I had permanently categorized myself in
Olivia’s mind as entirely safe—a girlfriend to swap observations with.
I was deeper inside the circle than I had ever been, but as I turned
to sit down at my desk, carefully smoothing the wool skirt beneath
my thighs and tightly locking my nylon-clad knees together, I had
never felt more inadequate as a man.

“You know,” Olivia said, “I have a feeling we're going to be great
friends.”
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“We have twenty minutes before Emma’s prep meeting,” Olivia said,
glancing down at her watch as she closed her laptop. “"Do you want
to run down to the lobby espresso bar with me? I desperately need
an iced matcha to survive Richard’s slide decks.”

“An iced latte sounds like literal heaven right now,” I replied, my
voice automatically shifting up into that smooth, throat-centric
register.

Slipping the leather strap of my work tote over the bare skin of
my forearm, I rose from the office chair. The sudden movement
forced an immediate, sharp reminder of my new constraints. The
skirt grabbed the top of my thighs, its tight silhouette instantly
locking my knees together. I had to pause for half a second, settling
my center of gravity over my pumps before I could take a step.

Click-clack.



Olivia didn’t notice the hesitation. She just smiled, her golden
curls bouncing slightly as she stepped out of the cubicle pod. “God, I
love those shoes on you, Harper. You walk so gracefully in them. If I
wear pumps that high, I look like a newborn giraffe within an hour.”

“It's all about posture,” I said, offering a warm, collaborative
laugh while my mind screamed at the irony. I wasn’t walking
gracefully by choice; the skirt left me no other physical alternative.
“Besides, you walk as gracefully in heels as I do...more so.”

“You're sweet,” she said.

Navigating the elevator bank next to Olivia was a dizzying
exercise in hyper-vigilance. The elevator was packed with mid-level
analysts and compliance officers—the very types of men I used to
blend in with seamlessly. Now, standing among them in a black
pencil skirt, sheer nylons, and sleeveless silk, I felt entirely shifted
onto a different social plane. I stood with my hands clasped loosely
in front of my lap, keeping my bare elbows pressed firmly against
my ribs, making myself as small and non-threatening as possible.
The heavy, authentic bounce of the silicone inserts in my bra rested
securely against my chest, a private weight keeping me entirely
anchored to the masquerade.

When we stepped out into the bustling, sunlit marble lobby,
Olivia led the way to the espresso bar queue.

“So,” she began, turning her back to the counter and leaning
against the brass railing. Her lavender cardigan slipped slightly off
one shoulder, and her watchful, gentle eyes fixed on me with a
sudden, playful curiosity. “You completely shocked me earlier. I didn't
realize you were a Mark fan. I mean, I get it, he's cute.”

My heart did a violent, panicky flip against my ribs. The firewall. I
had deployed it to save myself, and now I had to actively defend it.

said, trying to keep my voice steady as I spoke words I never
thought I'd say about a man. “Besides, it's hard not to notice when a
guy actually knows how to tailor a suit,” I stammered slightly, quickly
smoothing the drape of my camel silk top to hide the sudden spike
in my breathing. I forced a conspiratorial, girlfriend-to-girlfriend



smile onto my face. “"Most of the guys on the trading floor look like
they bought their blazers in bulk. Mark just...stands out.”

“He really does,” Olivia agreed, leaning in a fraction closer, her
voice dropping into a quiet, comfortable register that signaled
absolute, zero-defense trust. The vanilla scent of her perfume drifted
between us. “But he knows it, though. That’s his problem. He’s a
total heartbreaker. I went out for drinks with him and a few people
from Risk last month, and he spent the entire night doing that
intense, eye-contact thing.”

“The eye-contact thing?” I asked, completely mimicking her tone
of amused, observant detachment, looking at her like a man looked
at a woman, mocking men, even though I wanted to look at her just
like that.

“Yes! You know exactly what I mean,” she laughed, nudging my
bare arm with her shoulder. The brief, casual contact of her sweater
against my skin sent a jolt of pure male electricity straight to my gut,
but I locked my posture rigid, refusing to let a single masculine
instinct leak through my expression. “He looks at you like you're the
only person in the room, but you just know he does the exact same
thing to the baristas. It's a total red flag.”

I forced a light, knowing chuckle to match her cadence, but a
hollow ache opened in my chest. By cementing the illusion that I
was looking at Mark, I was buying safety at the price of absolute
erasure. I was sitting close enough to feel the warmth of her
shoulder, yet the firewall I'd built guaranteed she would only ever
see me as a sister to swap warnings with. I was completely inside
her world, and permanently exiled from it.

She sighed, taking a step forward as the queue moved up. “It's
so exhausting trying to navigate guys in the city. Every single one of
them is either entirely consumed by his own ego, or he’s just...hiding
who he really is.”

The words hit me like a physical blow to the sternum. Hiding who
he really is. Did she know? Did she suspect?

I looked down at Olivia, seeing the absolute sincerity in her
pretty face, the total lack of suspicion in her eyes. She wasn't
accusing me, instead, she was pulling me into her inner circle,



sharing her genuine frustrations about men, completely believing
she was talking to a sister.

I felt a profound, sickening wave of self-loathing and inadequacy
wash over me. I was winning her trust, establishing the deepest
form of intimacy she could offer a coworker, but it was built on a
total psychological castration. I was a boy, but I was standing right
next to her, wearing her clothes, speaking her language, and actively
deceiving her radar.

“It must be incredibly frustrating,” I said softly, my voice carrying
a genuine weight that I didn't even have to fake. I kept my gaze
locked safely on her eyes, forcing myself to embody the safe,
empathetic peer she thought I was. “To just want honesty and
connection, and to constantly have to decipher a performance
instead.”

Olivia stared at me for a beat, her expression softening into a
deep, radiant warmth. She reached out, her smooth, manicured
fingers gently pressing against the bare skin of my forearm for a
long, lingering moment.

“Exactly,” she whispered, her eyes shining. “You really do just get
it, Harper. I swear, it is so rare to find another girl who doesn't just
give advice, but actually understands the emotional exhaustion of it
all. You...you really do fit in with us, you really do get it just like any
other girl.”

The barista called our names, breaking the moment. Olivia pulled
her hand away to grab her matcha, and I reached for my iced latte,
my fingers trembling slightly as I paid.

As we turned back toward the elevator banks, the heavy silicone
breasts in my bra pressed firmly against my chest with every step,
and the tight wool of my skirt restricted my stride to a narrow,
disciplined glide. I had successfully executed Katie's strategy. The
firewall was impenetrable; Olivia viewed me as entirely safe, an
unshakeable confidante. But as the elevator doors closed and we
began our ascent back to the executive floor, the sharp click-clack of
my heels felt less like a triumph and more like the steady, rhythmic
ticking of a trap I had completely locked myself into.
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The boardroom on the forty-second floor was a vast, intimidating
expanse of brushed steel, frosted glass, and polished mahogany. A
massive oval table dominated the center of the room, surrounded by
high-backed leather executive chairs that felt entirely designed for
masculine expansion.

By 9:55 AM, the room was already filling with tension.

I followed Amanda and Chloe into the space, our heels striking
the hardwood border of the carpeted room with a sharp, rhythmic
click-clack. Olivia walked right beside me, her lavender cardigan a
soft contrast to the sea of dark, structured suits already occupying
the perimeter. I felt an immediate, crushing sense of exposure. In
my sleeveless silk top and the tight, high-waisted pencil skirt, I
couldn’t blend into the architecture the way the men did. Every
contour of my forced silhouette was on display under the bright,
unforgiving LED panels.

I saw the men at the perimeter look up as I passed, their eyes
tracing the unfamiliar line of my sleeveless arms and the sharp
swing of the black wool hemline. It was an automatic, casual
appraisal. But when I reached the table, it was Emma’s gaze that
made my skin prickle—a clinical, executive scan that checked the
exact alignment of my shoulders and the symmetry of my silhouette,
searching for any structural flaw in my presentation.

“Harper, take the seat next to me,” Amanda whispered, gesturing
to a cluster of chairs on the left side of the table, directly opposite
the presentation screen.

I approached the heavy leather chair, and the first major physical
challenge of the morning presented itself: sitting down gracefully in
a pencil skirt.

I couldn't just drop into the seat with a careless, masculine
slouch. The strict, wool-blend fabric anchored two inches above my
knees left absolutely no room for error. I stood directly in front of the
chair, pressed my calves against the leather seat cushion, and
reached behind me to smooth the back of the skirt flat against my



thighs. Slowly, with absolute, hyper-focused muscle control, I
lowered myself onto the front third of the cushion.

The moment I settled, the skirt pulled taut across my lap,
threatened to ride up further and expose the sheer, black Wolford
nylons on my thighs. Panic flared in my throat. I instinctively locked
my knees tightly together, angling my legs sharply to the right and
tucking my ankles back beneath the chair in a classic, disciplined
modesty reflex. My lower back instantly arched, forcing my posture
into a rigid, upright line. The heavy silicone inserts in my bra rested
firmly against my ribcage, thrust forward by the structure of the
chair, a constant, bouncing reminder of the synthetic anatomy I was
projecting to the entire room.

I realized this is what a woman had to do every day, how she
had to navigate something as simple as sitting in a skirt. It took
constant, deliberate effort.

At exactly 10:00 AM, the heavy glass doors swung open, and
Emma stepped in, followed by Richard.

Richard was exactly as Chloe had described him: tall, broad-
shouldered, and radiating an aggressive, territorial confidence. He
wore an expensive navy pinstripe suit, his chest expanded, his arms
flaring away from his sides as he claimed the airspace at the head of
the table. He didn't just sit; he conquered the chair, throwing one
arm over the back of it and spreading his knees wide, completely
dominating the physical environment.

Emma sat directly opposite him, her expression carved from
stone, her sharp dark eyes scanning the table before briefly locking
onto me. She gave a single, imperceptible nod of executive
appraisal, noting the pristine drape of my silk top and my
immaculate, tight-kneed posture.

“Let’s begin,” Emma said, her voice cutting through the room'’s
low hum like a scalpel. “Chloe, run us through the regional
engagement telemetry.”

For the first twenty minutes, the meeting proceeded with an
intense, quiet friction. Chloe handled the presentation beautifully,
her voice steady as she projected the slides. But the physical strain
on my body was rapidly becoming a private torment. The built-in



panty of the Wolford tights, layered over the tight, meticulous bikini-
panty tuck, was clamping down on my lower stomach like a vise.
Because I was forced to keep my thighs locked together to prevent
the pencil skirt from gaping, a deep, throbbing ache began to radiate
through my hips and lower back. Every instinct screamed at me to
shift, to slouch, to spread my legs just an inch to relieve the
pressure. But I couldnt move. The sheer exposure of the sleeveless
top and the short hemline kept me entirely pinned in place.

Then, Richard struck.

“We need to stop right there, Chloe,” Richard interrupted, his
voice booming over hers as he leaned forward, slamming both
forearms onto the mahogany table. It was a textbook expansion
tactic. "These engagement metrics look fine on paper, but they're
completely detached from the reality of the trading floor. What
Communications fails to understand is that the floor operates on
velocity, not internal brand alignment. We're over-engineering a
solution to a problem that doesn't exist.”

The room went entirely still. Chloe froze, her hand hovering over
the clicker, a flash of pure, unvented frustration crossing her face.
Beside me, I felt Amanda’s posture go completely rigid. Richard was
doing it again—steamrolling the room, conquering the data, and
invalidating weeks of collaborative work just to assert his
dominance.

A hot, instinctual wave of male aggression flared in my chest. For
years, my brain had been wired to meet that kind of challenge with
equal force, to lean forward, lower my register, and aggressively
debate the metrics to cut him down.

But I caught the impulse before it reached my jaw. I looked
across the table at Olivia, who was staring down at her notepad, her
shoulders slightly rounded, visibly shrunk by Richard’s hostile energy.
Katie’s voice echoed in my head: You are not a male competitor.
Adopt the feminine social gaze. Use the collaborative script.

I took a quiet, centering breath, letting the silicone breasts rise
and fall against my silk blouse. I kept my elbows pressed tightly to
my ribs, leaned forward just a fraction without expanding my frame,
and triggered the lighter, throat-centric modulation of my voice.



“If I could offer a perspective on that, Sir,” I said softly, my tone
entirely warm, cooperative, and non-threatening.

The entire table turned to look at me. Richard’s sharp eyes
locked onto me, his brow furrowing as he appraised the sleeveless
camel silk and the delicate, groomed angles of my face.

“Who are you?”

“Sorry, Sir, I'm Harper, I'm new on Emma’s team,” I said, keeping
my voice soft and my eyes lowered.

“And what do you have to add?” He expected a fight; I gave him
absolute deference.

“The velocity on the trading floor is exactly why we designed the
framework this way,” I said, keeping my cadence measured and
entirely supportive of the team. “"We completely agree with you that
the traders don't have time for traditional alignment modules. That's
why Chloe’s design utilizes passive, high-impact telemetry that
integrates into their existing terminals without requiring a single
click. It doesn’t slow them down; it actually protects their velocity by
automating the compliance data they’re currently forced to log
manually. It's not about over-engineering—it’s about giving them
twenty minutes of their day back.”

Richard blinked, completely thrown off balance. By framing my
point as an agreement with his focus on velocity, I had completely
stripped him of his target. He couldn’t steamroll me, because I
hadn’t attacked him; I had simply wrapped my data around his ego.

He opened his mouth to counter, looked at the slides, and then
slowly sat back in his chair, his broad chest deflating just a fraction.
“Well...if the terminal integration is completely passive, then that
alters the efficiency model,” he muttered, looking away.

Beside me, I heard Amanda let out a quiet, slow breath. Chloe
shot me a look of profound, ecstatic gratitude across the table. But it
was Olivia who affected me most. She turned her head to look at
me, her large eyes shining with a deep, radiant admiration, a soft
smile lighting up her face.

I held her gaze for a second, offering a gentle, peer-to-peer
micro-nod before looking down at my notepad. The firewall had held
perfectly. I had protected the space, not through masculine



dominance, but through absolute, calculated submission to the
feminine script.

“Excellent adjustment, Harper,” Emma said, her voice carrying a
rare, resonant warmth that signaled total approval. “Let’s move on to
the implementation timeline.”

As the meeting resumed, the throbbing ache in my lower pelvis
intensified, the tight wool of the skirt and the unyielding
compression of the hosiery serving as a relentless physical cage. I
had won the room, and I had earned the ultimate validation of the
sisterhood. But as I sat there with my knees tightly locked and my
artificial chest pressing against the fabric of my silk top, the hollow,
heavy sense of my own castrated identity settled deep into my
bones. I was completely inside the perimeter, but the man I used to
be was fading further into the background with every sharp click-
clack of the clock.
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By 1:15 PM, the sheer physical reality of the matrix Katie had
constructed became completely unendurable. Sitting at a corporate
desk for three hours following the executive meeting had turned my
new clothes into instruments of absolute torture. Every masculine
instinct to slouch, spread my legs, or shift my weight had to be
violently suppressed under the open floor plan.

Worse, the two silicone breast inserts were resting against the
edge of my desk, their synthetic weight pulling forward against the
satin bra straps until my upper back burned with exhaustion. My
bare arms felt cold against the air conditioning, shivering slightly as
the sweat on my neck dried.

“I'm going to step away to the restroom for a few minutes,
Olivia,” I murmured, pitching my voice to that soft, throat-centric
modulation with a tight, strained smile.

“Go ahead, sweetie,” Olivia said warmly, not looking up from her
screen. “Take your time.”

I rose from the chair, a sharp, white-hot flash of pain shooting
through my arched insteps as my weight settled onto the three-inch



pumps. I managed to keep my balance, smoothing the severe wool
of the skirt down my nylon-clad thighs before adjusting the camel
silk wrap top, and forced myself to glide out of the pod.

Click-clack, click-clack.

The rhythm of my heels felt slow, heavy, and desperate as I
navigated the long corridor. When I pushed open the heavy walnut
door to the women’s restroom, a profound wave of relief washed
over me to find it empty. I bypassed the marble vanity, hurried into
the furthest private stall, and slid the heavy silver latch into place.

The moment the lock clicked, my posture disintegrated. I leaned
my back against the metal door, my shoulders slumping, my elbows
flaring outward as I let out a long, ragged masculine breath that
sounded thick with exhaustion in the quiet enclosure and actually
fought back tears.

Carefully, meticulously, I unzipped the hidden back zipper of the
wool skirt, easing the restrictive fabric down my thighs. I reached
into the waistband of the Wolford tights, fighting the immense,
snappy elastic tension to pull the waistband down over my hips and
to my knees. The sudden release of the containment was dizzying, a
physical rush of blood back into my pelvis that made my head swim.

I sat down on the cold porcelain. The chilled surface seeped
straight through the sheer black nylon, pressing against the sensitive
skin of my thighs and sending a deep, involuntary shiver rolling up
my body. Even in the privacy of the stall, the tucked anatomy
between my legs felt painfully exposed, folded back tightly,
compressed and vulnerable, with nothing but delicate lace and thin
nylon to hide what I used to take for granted.

I buried my face in my hairless, smooth hands, completely
overwhelmed by the inadequacy of my own position. The bra straps
dug gently into my shoulders as I leaned forward, the silicone forms
shifting with a soft, heavy weight that reminded me exactly what
posture I was now required to keep.

I was a twenty-six-year-old man, hiding in a stall, dressed in silk
and lace, forced to sit like a woman just to pee. In trousers I could
still pretend this was all just a restrictive uniform. But here, perched
on the cold seat with my knees pressed together and my tucked



front completely smoothed flat, the illusion felt paper-thin. There
was no fabric armor left. I was stripped down to the literal threads
of Katie's experiment, and every quiet rustle of crepe and nylon
whispered the same truth: the boy I had been was no longer
allowed even this most basic act.

Suddenly, the outer door swung open with a heavy swoosh and
the sharp, synchronized click-clack of two pairs of high-end heels
echoed across the marble floor. I froze, my breath catching in my
throat, my muscles locking rigid as the voices cut through the silence
of the room.

It was Emma and Chloe.

“I'm just saying, the look on Richard’s face was worth the entire
three weeks of prep,” Chloe laughed, the sound of her turning on
the vanity faucet echoing clearly over the stall door. "He thought he
was going to dismantle the entire presentation, and then Harper just
completely wrapped him around her finger.”

"I have to admit, it was a bold move given that it's her second
week...but it worked,” Emma’s severe, resonant voice replied. I could
hear the rhythmic clink of her designer bracelets as she adjusted her
makeup in the glass. "I've been watching Harper closely since she
started. I'll admit, during her first few days in those trousers, I had
my reservations. I was quietly terrified we were dealing with one of
those nightmare trans situations. You hear about men trying to
transition just to exploit the corporate diversity brackets, or worse,
weaponize HR the second someone uses the wrong pronoun. In a
department this visible, we simply cannot afford that kind of
aggressive, political baggage.”

“Oh, I totally agree,” Chloe, the sound of a makeup compact
snapping open. “It puts everyone on eggshells. But Harper is
obviously, totally a woman. You can just look at her and tell. There’s
no performance art or activism there.”

“Exactly. Today completely put my mind at ease,” Emma noted,
her tone carrying that unshakeable maternal authority. “"Seeing her
step out in that skirt today, looking so beautifully put-together...and
she’s clearly wearing breast forms under that silk blouse to fill out
the drape. The sheer effort and vulnerability it takes to present



yourself with that level of meticulous, traditional elegance—a man
playing a part for a career stunt would never have the discipline for
it. She cares about how she fits into this space. There’s zero
masculine ego there. But I do wonder...do we know anything about
her personal life? I had wondered if she even likes guys, or if she
was entirely focused on her career.”

“Oh, please, it's totally obvious she likes guys,” Chloe chimed in,
a knowing chuckle in her voice as the blow-dryer hummed for a brief
second before cutting out. “She’s just quiet about it. In fact, did
Olivia tell you what happened at coffee this morning?”

“No, what happened?” Emma asked, a faint trace of amusement
in her voice.

“Apparently, Harper has a massive, total crush on Mark from Risk
Management,” Chloe whispered loudly. "Olivia said they were down
in the lobby, and Harper practically melted when Mark walked past in
his suit. She was raving about his jawline and his presence to Olivia.
She was practically blushing through her foundation.”

“Mark?” Emma paused, the sound of her pencil liner tracing her
eye stopping for a beat. “"Well, she has excellent taste, but that is
fascinating. I wonder...how exactly does that dynamic work? If she’s
traditionally presenting as a woman now but she’s into men, does
that make her straight or gay?”

“Honestly? I was talking to Amanda about it, and we think she’s
technically gay, but we aren't entirely sure,” Chloe replied, her tone
deeply analytical yet entirely casual. “Like, if she was born a boy,
liking men makes her gay, right? But she’s so soft, and she’s putting
so much effort into being feminine, it almost feels straight when you
see her do it. But who cares? At the end of the day, we're just happy
she likes men. It makes her fit in so perfectly with the girls.”

“True,” Emma agreed, the clinical finality returning to her voice.
"It eliminates any potential friction. If she were looking at the
women on the floor, it would introduce a completely different,
uncomfortable energy into our pod. Knowing she has standard taste
in men makes her entirely safe for the team dynamic. And it gives
her something to gossip about with Olivia.”



“Olivia was so excited about it,” Chloe giggled. “She told me it’s
the first time Harper really opened up to her. She said it's so sweet
to have another girl her age on the team who just gets it, you know?
I don’t want any drama or anything, but if those two want to gossip
over the cute men in the office, more power to them.”

“Agreed,” Emma said.

“By the way,” Chloe said, "I don’t know if anyone told you, but
we're already planning a full salon day Saturday for mani-pedis.
You're invited, of course.”

“You sure or are you just being polite?” Emma asked.

“No, I'm sure,” Chloe said, her voice firm. “Join us.”

“I think I will,” Emma said.

My breath hitched, a cold drop of sweat tracking down my ribs
beneath the champagne satin of my bra. The office floor was a
controlled environment; the pencil skirt and Wolford nylons provided
a rigid, predictable cage that held my anatomy perfectly flat. But a
salon day with Emma Vance in attendance meant losing that armor
entirely. I would be stripped of the compression hosiery, bare-legged
and barefoot in a plush robe, my physical margins of error reduced
to zero under the most formidable eyes in the bank. The trap wasn’t
just closing—it was expanding.

In the silence of the stall, the walls felt like they were closing in
on me. The conflict was sickening. Emma, the most formidable
executive in the department, had actively scanned my body,
correctly identified the artificial padding, and interpreted it as a
profound act of submissive, authentic womanly dedication. My
intense, panicked desire to not get caught had been misread as a
deep reverence for the sisterhood.

And Chloe’s casual assurance—debating whether my artificial
attraction made me straight or gay, only to dismiss it because it
made me safe—felt like a heavy steel door slamming shut behind
me. Katie's psychological firewall had executed with terrifying, total
precision. By forcing myself to comment on Mark, I hadn't just
protected myself; I had triggered a massive avalanche of female
solidarity. I was completely inside the perimeter now, safely branded



as the gay, so the relatable girlfriend who posed zero threat to
anyone’s space.

But the victory tasted like ash. The intimacy I was winning from
Olivia—the very girl whose touch on my arm had sent a jolt of
genuine, male attraction through my veins—was entirely predicated
on her believing I was looking at Mark instead of her. I had
successfully castrated my own identity in her eyes to keep her safe.
Was I supposed to lean into that? Continue to act gay in front of
her? That's what Katie was pushing me to do.

Gay Is safe, she told me.

“Well, as long as it doesn't distract her from the Q3 deliverables,
she can admire the Risk department all she likes,” Emma said, the
sound of her picking up her handbag signaling the end of the
conversation. “Let’s get back before Amanda starts the debrief.”

“Right behind you,” Chloe said.

The heavy outer door clicked shut, and the restroom fell into a
deafening, echoing silence.

I sat there for a long time, staring down at my nylon-clad knees,
the heavy silicone forms in my bra pressing firmly against my chest
with every shallow breath. Slowly, with trembling, reluctant hands, I
began the agonizing process of reassembling the camouflage. 1
pulled the tight, unyielding Wolford tights back up over my hips,
smoothing the compression panels flat over my pelvis. I pulled up
the black wool skirt, zipping the back and securing the button,
feeling the hemline lock my thighs back into that narrow, disciplined
geometry.

I unlatched the door and stepped out to the mirror, looking at the
radiant, immaculate woman reflecting back at me under the brutal
lights. I checked the jawline, pressed a finger to my lips to smooth
the balm, and tucked the camel silk back into the tight waistband. I
was entirely inside. I was one of the girls. And as I stepped out into
the corridor, my heels striking the floor with a synchronized, sharp
click-clack, I knew there was no way out.



CHAPTER FOUR

The Custody Protocol

The relentless glare of the fluorescent lights in the 14th-floor
bullpen where Olivia and I had spent the day had finally gone dark,
but the psychological containment of the day wasn't letting go. My
feet were already burning inside the midnight-blue patent stilettos,
the steep arch holding my weight hostage, when Olivia slid her arm
through mine near the elevators.

“You are not going straight home, Harper. Absolutely not,” she
said, her eyes bright with a determined, post-marathon energy.
“Management completely drained us today. We deserve an antidote.
There’s that gorgeous little lounge three blocks over—the one where
all the partner-track finance guys unwind. Let’s go get a drink, look
pretty, and let some hot guys buy us a round.”

A cold, sharp knot of panic tightened against my ribs. My
immediate, buried male instinct was to come up with a firm, logical
excuse—to cite the late hour, the impending data sync, anything to
escape the trap. But looking down into Olivia’s glowing, expectant
face, I realized I had no room to maneuver. A normal, single twenty-
six-year-old woman didn't reject a gorgeous girlfriend’s invitation to
flirt with successful men without raising serious red flags. To say no
would require an explanation I couldn’t give. I couldn’t admit the
agonizing truth: that my gaze never really tracked the men in the
room, but was permanently, helplessly anchored on her.



“Oh, I don’t know, Olivia,” I murmured, my voice rising into the
soft, throat-centric modulation I practiced daily. I offered a hesitant,
self-conscious smile, letting my shoulders drop into a submissive
curve. “I'm not really sure I'm dressed for a high-end lounge.”

“Are you insane?” Olivia scoffed gently, reaching over to adjust
the fluid drape of my blue silk-jersey dress, her fingers brushing
close to the heavy silicone inserts in my bra. “You look absolutely
stunning. That dress is a masterpiece on you. Come on, Harper. Just
one drink. For me?”

"I just...sometimes guys and...you know...women like me...”

“Harper, you're gorgeous, it's not a problem, trust me.”

The physical architecture of my outfit offered no support for a
retreat; the tight Wolford tights and narrow hemline restricted my
stride, forcing me to follow her rhythm as she pulled me toward the
street.

Ten minutes later, we were perched on two dark velvet stools at
the mahogany bar of the lounge. The atmosphere was thick with the
scent of expensive cologne, premium bourbon, and predatory
confidence. I sat with my knees tightly crossed, elbows tucked
defensively against my ribs, feeling intensely exposed beneath the
amber lighting. Every time a man in a tailored suit glanced our way,
my heart did a frantic, suffocating thud.

Olivia noticed my rigid posture and leaned in close, her vanilla
perfume enveloping me as she squeezed my forearm. “Hey,” she
whispered, her voice full of warm, sisterly intuition. “You're
completely frozen. What’s going on in that brain of yours?”

I looked at her, the sheer weight of the deception pressing down
on my chest. I had to pivot, to use the feminine script to explain the
raw terror radiating through my male frame. I let my eyes drop,
biting my lower lip to look appropriately shy.

“I'm sorry,” I breathed, the vulnerability in my modulated voice
entirely real. “The truth is...I've never really done this before, Olivia.
I've never...I've never actually dated a man. Back in my hometown, I
was...before I came out I never dated and then when I did, T quess I
was always so focused on my studies and my career, I didn't have



the time. When I look at these guys, I just...I get completely
overwhelmed. I don’t even know how to flirt.”

Olivia’s eyes widened, a radiant, thrilled wave of empathy
transforming her face. She practically vibrated with excitement, her
hand clutching mine with a deep, ecstatic solidarity.

“Oh my god, Harper! You're an absolute angel!” she gasped in a
delighted whisper. *Why didn't you tell me? This is amazing! Don't
you worry about a single thing. You have the face of a literal
goddess and that dress is doing incredible things for your figure. I
am going to be your ultimate co-pilot tonight. We are going to get
you a handsome guy, and I'm going to show you exactly how to play
the game. Just follow my lead, okay?”

Before I could even process the terrifying reality of the
matchmaking trap I had just built for myself, the heavy scent of
premium cologne shifted into our immediate airspace.

“Hi there. I couldn’t help but notice you two have the best
energy in the entire room,” the man said, his voice a smooth,
practiced baritone as he stepped into our space. He stopped just a
foot away, leaning one hand casually against the dark mahogany of
the bar, completely claiming the airspace next to my velvet stool.
“I'm Liam.”

My heart did a sharp, panicked thud against the heavy silicone
inserts in my bra. Standing this close, he was easily six-foot-one,
broad-shouldered, and radiated the type of unshakeable, alpha-male
assurance that I used to try to mimic in my past life. My immediate,
primal instinct as a man was to lock my jaw, drop my voice, and
assert my territory.

But the strict, feminine architecture of the dress and the stiletto
pumps wouldn’t allow it. The steep arch of the midnight patent heels
had my pelvis permanently pitched forward, forcing my knees to
stay tightly crossed and my elbows tucked defensively against my
ribs. I was physically pinned into a submissive posture.

“Hi, Liam, I'm Olivia and my shy but gorgeous friend here is
Harper,” Olivia said, her voice carrying that sweet, un-guarded
cadence.



“It's a pleasure, Harper. Olivia,” Liam said, his eyes lingering on
the fluid drape of my dress before fixing onto mine with an intense,
calculated eye contact. “You two look like you're celebrating a major
corporate victory, or escaping one. Which is it?”

Olivia let out a soft, delighted giggle, her shoulder pressing
warmly against mine as she leaned into our shared girlfriend huddle.
“Definitely escaping,” she chimed in, her voice carrying that sweet,
un-guarded cadence. “"We're in corporate communications at the
bank down the street, and our executive director basically ran us
through a marathon this week.”

“Ah, the bank. Say no more,” Liam laughed, shifting his weight.
As he did, his tailored grey suit jacket shifted, and his gaze anchored
squarely onto me. He was completely focused on my presentation,
entirely reading me as the primary target of his attention. “Well,
Harper, you certainly don’t look like you've been running a corporate
marathon. That dress is stunning on you. You look incredibly
elegant.”

A hot, dizzying flush of pure, paralyzing conflict rushed up my
neck, burning through my foundation. To have a grown man look at
me with genuine, predatory interest—to hear him compliment my
dress with the exact same tone I used to use when pursuing women
—was a total, sickening assault on my masculine ego. I felt an
intense wave of self-loathing and inadequacy. I was a twenty-six-
year-old man, yet I was sitting here, successfully soliciting a man’s
attention while my crush watched.

But then I felt Olivia’s fingers gently nudge my knee beneath the
bar. She was looking at me out of the corner of her eye, her face
alive with a thrilled, gossipy excitement. She was silently rooting for
me. She was waiting for her girlfriend to play the game.

Lean into the infrastructure, Katie’s voice commanded in my
head. Short-circuit the radar.

I forced myself to swallow the panic. I drew a slow breath,
letting the silicone breasts rise noticeably against the silk neckline,
and forced a soft, coy smile to my lips. I looked up at Liam through
my mascara-coated lashes, completely surrendering to the female
script.



“Well, thank you, Liam,” I purred, my modulated voice sounding
terrifyingly natural, light, and collaborative. “It takes a lot of effort to
look this put-together after a ten-hour day, so I appreciate you
noticing. Though I have to say, your tailoring is pretty immaculate
itself. We were just admiring the structure of your suit before you
walked over. It does wonders for those muscles.”

I hoped to God that was the right thing to say, not just to Liam,
but for Olivia.

It was. I saw her eyes widened slightly in sheer admiration of my
directness. She chimed in instantly, completely validating my role as
the co-pilot. “Oh, absolutely. Harper is the absolute authority on fit,
Liam. If she says your suit is perfect, you should probably write a
thank-you note to your tailor.”

Liam let out a rich, charmed laugh, visibly delighted by the
banter. He leaned in a fraction closer, his chest expanding as he took
the bait. “Is that right? Well, Harper, I'll have to make sure I consult
you before my next fitting. What are we drinking? Let me get the
next round for the bank’s finest.”

“We're having French 75s,” I said, offering him a gentle, non-
threatening micro-nod as I adjusted the silk sash at my waist,
keeping my legs tightly, modestly locked together. "And we certainly
won't say no to a cute guy’s offer to buy a round.”

As Liam turned to catch the bartender’s attention, Olivia leaned
in so close her vanilla perfume completely enveloped me. She
grabbed my bare forearm, her manicured fingers pressing into my
skin with a deep, ecstatic solidarity.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, her eyes shining with absolute,
zero-defense sisterhood. “Harper, you're doing perfect; he is so into
you.”

Looking into her beautiful, trusting face, the final remnants of my
masculine ego withered away. The firewall was absolute. By actively
taking the female position in the mating ritual right in front of her, I
had permanently extinguished any possibility of her seeing me as a
man. To Olivia, I wasn't a potential suitor, I wasn’t a boy cosplaying
as a trans woman; I was real, I was her beautiful, boy-crazy
girlfriend, navigating the singles scene right by her side. I had won



her absolute trust, but the price was the total castration of my own
desires. I was completely inside the circle, entirely accepted, and
utterly, beautifully trapped.
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Liam turned back from the bartender, holding two fresh, bubbling
French 75s and a neat bourbon for himself. As he slid the flutes
toward us, his hand brushed against mine—a brief, intentional touch
of warm skin that made the hairs on my hairless arms stand on end.
The electricity of the moment was terrifyingly real.

“To escaping the corporate machine,” Liam said, raising his glass
with a confident tilt of his jaw.

“To escape,” I echoed, my throat-centric voice sounding soft and
perfectly pitched as I took an elegant sip.

But as Liam settled back into our space, the nature of his
attention shifted from playful banter to something far more physical,
far more predatory. He leaned in close to hear me over the swelling
lounge music, and as he did, he placed his palm firmly against the
bare skin of my forearm. Even though I was never successful in my
attempts to hit on girls, I understood the game, understood the
rules, understood that his initial touch was a calculated move.

My entire body went rigid beneath the blue silk-jersey dress. The
touch was heavy, possessive, and distinctly masculine. Every raw,
deep instinct buried within my twenty-six-year-old male frame
screamed to rip my arm away, to stand up and shove him back, to
reassert my physical boundaries as a man.

But I couldnt move. The physical architecture of the dress, the
tights, and the pumps held me completely pinned to the velvet stool.
More than that, the psychological trap was absolute. I looked past
Liam’s shoulder and caught Olivia’s expression. She was watching us
with a soft, thrilled expression, a little smile playing on her lips. To
her, this was the standard, enviable choreography of a beautiful girl
being pursued by a handsome guy at a bar. If I reacted with
masculine aggression, if I panicked or caused a scene, the entire,



fragile illusion would shatter in an instant. My fraudulence would be
laid bare.

I had to play along. I had to submit.

“So, Harper,” Liam murmured, his breath warm against my neck
as he leaned closer, his other hand coming up to rest casually
against my waist. His fingers lightly pressed into the forced
hourglass contour Katie had engineered, testing the soft give of the
fabric. “Olivia tells me you're new but you're making quite the splash
at the bank. I always find it fascinating when a beautiful woman can
hold her own.”

“It's just about paying attention to the details, Liam,” I purred,
my voice trembling only slightly as I forced myself to look at him
through my mascara-heavy lashes. I didn’t pull away from his hand
on my waist. I let myself lean just a fraction into his space, offering
the exact, compliant feedback the male ego demanded.

But the real horror—the true, sickening twist of inadequacy—
came a moment later. Liam laughed at something Olivia said, and as
he did, his hand dropped from my waist, sliding down the midnight-
blue silk of the dress until his open palm rested firmly on my upper
thigh.

The contact was electric. Through the ultra-sheer, 20-denier
graphite nylon, I could feel the intense, radiating heat of his hand. It
pressed against my compressed, tightly tucked anatomy, a
dominant, masculine claim on my body.

A helpless, frustrated twitch pulsed deep beneath the layers of
silk and nylon. My trapped penis strained uselessly against the rigid
pink cage, sending a sharp, aching spike through my groin that only
deepened the intoxicating wave of surrender. While his hand rested
on my thigh, the tingling ran up my leg to my panties as if he were
actually touching them. My arousal at the contact shocked me.

A wave of pure, paralyzing panic crashed over me. I felt entirely
castrated, utterly conquered by another man’s physical assertion. I
was a boy, yet I was being touched like a woman, handled with a
casual, confident entitlement that left me completely breathless. I
looked at Olivia, my eyes silently pleading for a lifeline, but she just
gave me a tiny, encouraging wink. She thought I was winning. She



thought this was what I wanted.And that was the deepest, most
terrifying horror of all: I didn’t want him to stop.

Deep beneath the panic and the self-loathing, a strange, dark
sense of uneasy surrender was blooming in my chest. The relentless
physical and psychological conditioning of the past two weeks—the
strict underwires, the tight elastic containment, the high heels, the
constant, forced submission to the feminine script—had done
something fundamental to my brain. Being held like this, being
looked at as a desirable, delicate object of a man’s pursuit, brought
a sickening, intoxicating rush of validation. The male ego I had
fought so hard to protect was being completely crushed, replaced by
a fragile, submissive thrill. I was actively enjoying the feeling of
being the woman in his hands.

“You're very quiet, Harper,” Liam whispered, his thumb lightly
tracing a slow, deliberate circle against the sheer nylon of my thigh,
sending a shiver straight up my arched spine. “I like a woman who
knows how to listen.”

“I'm just...taking it all in,” I breathed, my modulated voice
dropping into a soft, vulnerable register that was entirely real.

The tension was reaching a breaking point when Olivia leaned
over and whispered in my ear. “He wants you,” she said.

Somehow, that reality broke the spell was instantly broken.
“Liam, I...” I said, quickly sliding my thigh away from Liam’s hand as
I stood up, anchoring my weight over the steep pitch of my stilettos.
I smoothed the blue silk dress over my hips, my hands trembling.
“I'm so sorry, Liam. We have to run. Duty calls.”

Liam looked disappointed, his eyes lingering on my sheer legs as
I stood, but he maintained his smooth composure. “That’s a tragedy,
Harper. Give me your number. I need to take you out properly,
without the bank interrupting.”

I hesitated, but with Olivia watching eagerly, I took his phone
and typed in my number, my fingers clumsy against the glass.
“Goodnight, Liam,” I murmured, offering one last, coy smile before
turning to glide toward the exit.

The moment we stepped out of the velvet interior of the lounge
and into the cool, sharp night air of the night, the facade cracked. I



walked quickly, my narrow hemline restricting my stride, my heels
striking the concrete with a frantic, desperate rhythm. My breathing
was ragged against my bra straps.

“Harper, wait up!” Olivia gasped, her low heels hurrying to keep
pace with my long, elegant stride. She caught up to me near the
corner of the avenue, reaching out to grab my bare arm. “"What's
wrong? You practically fled the bar! He was so hot, and he was
completely obsessed with you. Why did we have to leave?”

I stopped under the amber glow of a streetlamp, my chest rising
and falling heavily beneath my dress. The psychological conflict, the
intense physical toll of the tights, the lingering heat of Liam’s hand
on my nylon-covered thigh, and the profound guilt of deceiving the
girl right in front of me all collided into a single, overwhelming
emotional wave.

I looked down at Olivia, seeing the pure, un-guarded confusion in
her beautiful face. I couldn’t tell her the truth. I couldn't tell her I
was attracted to her as a man. I had to use the ultimate, final shield
of the feminine script to explain my panic.

“I'm sorry, Olivia,” I whispered, my throat-centric voice cracking
with a very real, fragile emotion as a hot tear threatened to spill over
my mascara. I looked away, my hands gripping the leather strap of
my tote. "I just...I panicked. When he started touching me like that,
I got completely overwhelmed.”

Olivia’s expression softened instantly, her eyes filling with a deep,
maternal concern. “Oh, sweetie...did he cross a line? I'm so sorry, I
shouldn’t have encouraged him—"

“No, it wasn’t him,” T interrupted softly, swallowing the thick lump
of self-loathing in my throat. I took a deep breath, forcing myself to
look back at her, delivering the final, total surrender to the
sisterhood. "It's me, Olivia. I told you, I've never had a boyfriend,
I've never been with anyone like that. And...and when...when a guy
looks at me the way Liam did, when he touches me...I just feel so
incredibly inadequate. I feel like a fraud who doesn’t know how to
be a real woman.”

Olivia’s jaw dropped slightly, a profound, radiant wave of
empathy transforming her face. She stepped into my space,



completely ignoring the heels, the dress, and the corporate world,
and wrapped her arms tightly around my waist, pulling my padded
chest against her.

“Oh, Harper,” she whispered into my shoulder, her hands rubbing
my back in a warm, protective embrace that completely locked me
into the girlfriend circle forever. “You absolute angel. Why didn’t you
tell me? You are not a fraud. You are beautiful, and you don’t have
to rush anything for some guy at a bar. We are going to navigate
this together, okay? I've got you. We'll take this slow and find you
the right man.”

Resting my chin on her shoulder, staring out into the neon lights
of the city with my knees tightly locked together, the victory felt like
an absolute, permanent execution of the man I used to be. The
firewall was impenetrable. I was her ultimate girlfriend now, bound
by the deepest secret a girl could share. I was entirely safe, entirely
accepted, and completely, utterly lost.
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The salon Chloe had booked for us downtown was a pristine,
minimalist sanctuary of white marble, brushed gold accents, and the
sharp, chemical tang of acetone overlaid with lavender oil. It was a
space designed entirely for the unhurried, collective grooming of
upper-management women—Ilow-energy, expensive, and completely
exposed.

When the glass doors closed behind us on Saturday afternoon,
the physical vulnerability hit me before I even reached the reception
desk. For the past two weeks, the high-waisted wool skirts, the
unyielding containment of the control-top pantyhose, and the rigid
underwires of my bras had served as a highly engineered
exoskeleton. The clothes commanded my posture; the architecture
did the work.

Today, however, Katie had commanded a casual “weekend
casual” presentation. I was wearing a short-sleeved, cream polka-
dot linen dress with cap sleeves, and a short flippy skirt with high
wedge espadrilles. Without hosiery, my legs and everything else



were completely exposed to the open air, so I took extra care when
tucking.

“Ah, the communications dream team,” Chloe’s voice rang out
from the back of the salon. She was already nestled into one of the
plush, elevated leather throne chairs, her feet submerged in a
foaming basin of warm water.

Emma sat directly beside her. Even in a relaxed, charcoal-grey
silk loungewear set, Emma radiated a terrifying, clinical authority.
Her sharp dark eyes tracked my entrance, assessing the cut of my
dress, the hem, and the smooth, pale length of my bare calves.

“Good afternoon, Harper. Olivia,” Emma said, her resonant voice
carrying that calm, maternal dominance. “I'm glad you could join us.
Amanda had to back out due to a family conflict, so we have the run
of the row.”

“Thank you for inviting me,” I murmured, effortlessly sliding my
pitch into that soft, throat-centric modulation.

Olivia stepped up onto the elevated platform next to me, her
fingers lightly brushing against my bare forearm as she reached for
the magazine rack. The brief contact of her warm skin sent an
immediate, involuntary jolt of male electricity straight to my gut.
Ever since my panicked confession outside the lounge on Thursday
night, her protective maternal instincts had been dialed to absolute
maximum. She looked at me now with an intense, fierce sisterly
devotion—a girlfriend determined to protect her fragile, innocent
peer.

But as her hand lingered on my arm, my brain suffered a split-
second, disastrous delay. My masculine reflex was to turn my body
toward her, to close the distance, to acknowledge the touch as a
man receiving a woman'’s affection. I froze for a beat of a second,
my posture locking rigid before the conditioning took over and I
forced myself to offer a soft, compliant giggle.

Across the divider, I saw Emma watching us. She didn't say a
word, but her hawk-like gaze drifted from Olivia’s fingers to the
tight, strained line of my jaw. She logged the hesitation.

“Sit, sit,” Chloe insisted, waving her hand toward the two empty
leather chairs next to Emma. “Harper, you have to get the lavender



soak. It’s literally life-changing.”

I climbed onto the leather throne, the fluid linen of my dress
pooling around my thighs. As I sat, the immediate lack of structural
containment left me feeling utterly naked. I couldn't lean back and
slouch; without the tight waistband of the tight skirt to hold my
pelvis in place, a masculine slouch would cause my knees to splay
outward—a fatal giveaway. I had to actively force my thighs together
through sheer muscle memory, crossing my bare ankles tightly
beneath the chair as the technician, a quiet woman named Linh,
stepped forward to lift my right foot.

“Oh, look at your toes, Harper!” Chloe cooed, leaning over her
armrest to inspect my bare feet as Linh undid my shoes and
submerged my feet into the warm, swirling water. “They're already
so perfectly groomed. What color are we doing today? I'm thinking a
deep burgundy for the Q3 presentation next week.”

"I was actually thinking of something a bit more muted,” I said
smoothly, keeping my elbows tucked tight against my ribs, my
padded chest resting subtly against the edge of the cashmere
sweater. “"Maybe a soft taupe?”

“No way, you need something with a little spirit,” Olivia
interrupted playfully. She leaned across the small space between our
chairs, her face close enough that I could see the golden flecks in
her hazel eyes. She held up a small glass bottle of pale, shimmering
pink. “Look at this one, Harper. It's called 'Ballet Slippers.’ It's so
delicate and sweet. It matches your personality perfectly.”

I looked from the bottle to Olivia’s face. In that fraction of a
second, the firewall Katie had built began to show its first
microscopic cracks. The sheer, low-energy intimacy of the salon—the
lack of corporate armor, the warmth of the water, the casual
proximity of the girl I was desperately, genuinely attracted to—
overwhelmed my analytical radar. I didn't look at her like a girlfriend
swapping color advice. For a terrible, unprotected heartbeat, my
eyes darkened, tracking the soft contour of her lips before rising
back to her gaze with the heavy, lingering intensity of a man looking
at a woman he wanted to claim.



“If you think it suits me, Olivia,” I whispered, my voice dropping
just a fraction too low, losing that light, collaborative tilt for a single
syllable. “Then I'll trust your judgment.”

Olivia smiled, completely blind to the shift, her mind entirely
secure in the “virgin girlfriend” narrative we had established. She
reached over, her manicured thumb casually tracing the top of my
hairless knee as she handed the bottle to Linh. “Trust me. You're
going to look so cute. They boys will love it.”

But I wasn't safe.

Emma was leaning back against her leather headrest, a pristine
white towel wrapped around her shoulders. She wasn't reading her
magazine. Her sharp, analytical eyes were fixed entirely on me,
tracking the trajectory of my gaze, counting the exact number of
seconds my eyes had lingered on Olivia’s mouth, and measuring the
subtle, masculine drop in my vocal register.

In the unguarded silence of the nail salon, she was watching a
completely different energy leak through the camouflage. It wasn't
the aggressive, political trans activism she had feared in HR—it was
something far older, far more dangerous to the pod’s ecosystem. It
was the quiet, watchful protective instinct of a young man intensely
focused on a female peer.

“Harper,” Emma’s voice cut through the soft hum of the salon,
low, smooth, and laced with a terrifying, executive curiosity.

I snapped my head toward her, my heart performing a violent,
panicky flip against my ribs as Linh began trimming my cuticles.
“Yes, Emma?”

“You're remarkably attentive to Olivia’s preferences,” Emma
murmured, her expression a mask of pristine, corporate detachment
as she lifted her hand to let her technician apply a top coat. “It's rare
to see a new hire embed themselves so...intensely within another
teammate’s orbit within their second week. You two seem to have
developed a very particular bond outside the office.”

The air in my lungs turned to ice. Beside me, Chloe looked up
from her phone, her gossipy radar instantly catching the change in
tone.



“Oh, they're practically inseparable now, Emma,” Chloe chimed
in, entirely missing the clinical edge in the director’s voice. “Olivia
was telling me they had a total breakthrough at drinks on Thursday.
Harper’s just a private girl, but she’s completely part of the circle
now.”

“Is she?” Emma asked softly, her gaze never leaving my face.
She watched the way my bare shoulders rounded defensively, the
way my ankles locked tighter together beneath the chair, and the
slight, tell-tale pulse fluttering at the base of my throat. “That’s
wonderful to hear. A cohesive pod is essential for deliverables. But
remember, Harper...details matter. If the alignment isn't completely
authentic, the structure eventually collapses under pressure.”

I forced a soft, trembling smile onto my lips, my throat-centric
voice sounding incredibly fragile as Linh began painting my toenails
with the delicate, shimmering pink Olivia had chosen. "I completely
agree, Emma. Authenticity is...everything to me.”

Emma didn't reply. She simply gave a slow, measured micro-nod
and leaned back, closing her eyes. The camouflage was still intact,
the lie was still functioning for Chloe and Olivia, but as I sat there
with my bare legs exposed and my feet painted like a girl’s, I knew
the hawk had seen the shadow of the man beneath the silk. The
clock was ticking.

The rest of the salon session passed in a haze of hyper-vigilant
terror. Every time Chloe laughed, or Olivia leaned over to show me a
slide on her phone, I felt Emma’s silent, heavy focus cutting through
the lavender-scented air. I didn’t dare look toward her again. I kept
my posture rigidly upright, shoulders pulled back to push the
artificial contours of the bra forms against my dress, thighs clamped
together until my muscles throbbed with a dull, familiar ache. I
consciously tried to look as feminine as I could.

When Linh finally finished applying the quick-dry top coat to my
fingernails, she slid a pair of foam separators between my freshly
painted toes and gestured toward the drying station across the
room.

“All done, miss. Please follow me to the dryers,” she said, her
voice a quiet, polite monotone.



“Thank you, Linh,” I murmured, carefully sliding my pitch back
into that light, breathy sweet spot.

Standing up from the elevated leather throne was its own minor
indignity. Without the structured, high-waisted grip of my office
skirts, the hem of my dress swirled loosely around my bare thighs. I
had to slide my feet into the cheap, flimsy paper slippers the salon
provided, which offered absolutely no traction or support. Balancing
my weight over my heels, keeping my stride restricted to the narrow,
gliding geometry Katie had drilled into me, I stepped down from the
platform.

Shuffle, shuffle.

The sound was soft, pathetic, and entirely un-athletic. I could
feel Emma’s eyes tracking the mechanics of my hips as I moved
across the polished marble floor toward the low bench beneath the
UV lamps. In heels, I was forced to walk like a woman; without
them, I felt like a boy.

Olivia followed right behind me, her own foam-separated toes
sticking out of identical paper slippers, her face bright and entirely
relaxed. “God, my feet feel like actual clouds,” she sighed, sinking
onto the white leather bench next to me and sliding her hands under
the violet-glowing UV bulbs. “*We should literally do this every
Saturday after a market close. It’s like a total hard-reset for the
brain.”

“It really is,” I lied softly, carefully positioning my feet into the
lower drying slots. The cool air blew against the fresh, shimmering
layer of ‘Ballet Slippers’ pink on my nails.

Chloe and Emma remained at the main station, wrapped up in a
quiet, intense conversation about a restructuring in the compliance
department. Chloe was gesturing emphatically with her hands, but
Emma’s posture remained unmoving, her head occasionally tilting
just enough to keep me in the bottom edge of her peripheral vision.

“Hey,” Olivia whispered, her voice dropping into that familiar,
intensely intimate register that always made my pulse skip. She
leaned her head closer to mine, her soft curls brushing against the
exposed skin of my left shoulder where the cashmere sweater
slouched. “Are you okay? You seemed a little quiet back there when



Emma was grilling you. She can be so incredibly intimidating when
she does that whole ‘director interrogation’ thing.”

The touch of her hair against my skin sent a violent, desperate
spike of male heat straight to my chest, but the icy fear of Emma’s
gaze kept me perfectly paralyzed. I didn’t turn my head toward her. 1
didn’t let my eyes wander to her mouth. I kept my gaze fixed
squarely on the violet light of the nail dryers.

“I'm fine, Olivia,” I murmured, forcing a soft, reassuring
girlfriend-smile onto the side of my face. “Emma just...she has an
incredible presence. I think I'm still just a little intimidated by her.”

“Oh, don't worry about her,” Olivia said, her voice overflowing
with that fierce, protective sisterly devotion she’d adopted ever since
my Thursday night virginity confession. She reached out, her hand
sliding under the UV partition to gently squeeze my wrist. “She’s a
hawk, but she loves you. I can tell. She just wants to make sure
you're tough enough for the floor. But you have me, okay? You don't
have to face her alone.”

The pure, un-guarded sweetness of her words felt like a knife
twisting in my gut. She was holding my wrist, offering me her
absolute heart, entirely believing she was protecting a fragile,
innocent young woman who was overwhelmed by the corporate
world. I was winning the deepest, most coveted intimacy she could
offer a peer, but it was built on a foundation of total, systemic
deception.

And as her fingers lingered on my skin, I felt it happen again—
that microscopic, fatal delay in my psychology. The male part of my
brain wanted to turn my hand over, lock my fingers through hers,
and pull her out of this salon and into my real life. For a single,
catastrophic half-second, I let my wrist turn upward, my thumb
lightly brushing against the soft inner curve of her wrist in a
distinctly masculine gesture of quiet, possessive comfort.

Crack.

The movement was tiny, almost imperceptible. But across the
room, through the reflection of the large gilded vanity mirror, I saw
Emma’s reflection freeze. She had been nodding at something Chloe
said, but her sharp, dark eyes had caught the precise angle of my



hand under the UV lamp. She saw the heavy, calculated density of
the touch. She saw the way my shoulders shifted, dropping the
submissive, rounded posture for a fraction of an instant to assert a
quiet, male dominance over Olivia’s wrist.

Emma didn't gasp. She didn't call me out. She slowly reached for
her designer handbag, her face settling into a mask of absolute,
chilling executioner-level clarity. She had seen enough. The unique
biological background, the unique HR file, the sudden transition into
traditional, submissive elegance, the panic outside the lounge, and
now this—the unmistakable, protective gravity of a young man
hiding in plain sight.

“Chloe,” Emma said, her resonant voice cutting through the
salon’s low white noise like a distant thunderclap. “"We need to leave.
I just remembered a critical alignment call with London that we need
to prep for before Sunday evening.”

“Oh! Right now?” Chloe blinked, looking down at her still-tacky
burgundy nails. "But the top coat—"

“It's dry enough,” Emma commanded, standing up from her chair
with an absolute, unyielding finality. She didn't look back at the
drying station. She didn't offer a polite goodbye to me or to Olivia.
She simply slid her credit card across the reception desk, grabbed
her coat, and walked out into the sunshine, her heels striking the
concrete outside with a sharp, fading rhythm.

Sitting under the violet lights, the foam separators pressing
against my pink toes, a cold, suffocating wave of absolute dread
settled into my chest. The firewall hadn't just cracked; Emma Vance
had bypassed it entirely. She knew. And as Olivia smiled at me,
completely oblivious to the execution order that had just been
signed in the mirror, I knew my time inside the sanctuary was
running out.
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The invitation arrived via a casual, late-Monday calendar invite from
Chloe, titled simply: Thursday Night Q3 Alignment & Wine Night
(Off-site). But the location wasn't a corporate conference room; it



was Emma Vance’s sprawling, multi-million-dollar penthouse loft,
and the text explicitly noted: Pack a bag, girls. We're staying
overnight to prep for the early London opening.

The moment I read the description on my dual monitors, the air
left my lungs.

A sleepover. The corporate boundaries that had kept me alive for
the past few weeks were being completely dissolved by design. A
sleepover meant silk pajamas instead of Brooks Brothers wool armor.,
It meant bare feet, makeup-free skin, flowing wine, and the low-
energy, unguarded intimacy of a girls’ night.

The risk was a mathematical certainty. In an environment that
loose, the physical and psychological toll of maintaining the
“traditional, submissive elegance” would be too high. A single
involuntary physical reaction under a silk sheet, a split-second delay
when she brushed against me in her nightwear, or a heavy, lingering
glance from my masculine radar would destroy everything. It
wouldn't just be a corporate disaster; it would make me the ultimate
predator. A monster who used an identity shield to creep on an
innocent girl in her private sanctuary.

By 7:30 PM, the frantic click-clack of my patent-leather pumps
was echoing down the hallway of Katie's apartment.

"I can’t go,” I said, my real, deep voice cracking with absolute,
raw panic as I paced her living room. The high waistband of my
wool office skirt felt like a vice, restricting my breathing as I stared
at her. “Katie, you don’t understand. Emma is already watching me
like @ hawk. If I go to her penthouse, get into pajamas, and sit next
to Olivia on a couch with a glass of wine...my biology is going to
leak. It's an absolute guarantee. If I have an involuntary reaction
under my clothes while sharing a room with her, I am a creep. T’ll
ruin the first place I've ever felt like I fit.”

Katie sat at her kitchen counter, a pristine glass of pinot grigio
untouched next to her laptop. She didn’t offer a single word of
comfort. She just watched my frantic pacing with that brutal, clinical
creative director gaze, analyzing the structural crisis.

“Saying no would confirm Emma’s suspicions,” Katie said coldly,
her voice sharp and pragmatic. “If the new trans hire skips the



mandatory team-building alignment, it flags an immediate cultural
mismatch to HR. You go, Harper. The infrastructure will hold you
together.”

“It won't!” I cried out, my hands trembling against my silk top,
the artificial weight of the silicone breasts shifting with my heavy
breaths. “"Pajamas aren’t infrastructure, Katie! There are no
underwires or control-top tights to freeze my body in place under
silk. I am a man, and I am desperately attracted to her. How do I
guarantee—absolutely guarantee—that my masculinity won't betray
the circle? My god, Katie, what happens when I'm in pajamas and I

Katie went entirely still. Her eyes narrowed, her brilliant, strategic
mind running through the variables until a slow, chilling smirk
touched her lips. “You seriously don't think I didn't plan for this?
That I don’t have infrastructure ready for this, too? That I didn't
think through every possible scenario?”

“What are you talking about?” I asked, my voice thick with panic.

She turned her laptop screen around, sliding it across the marble
counter toward me. On the display was an e-commerce page for an
adult manufacturing company, the screen showing a sleek,
minimalist design.

“If you cannot trust your psychology to govern your biology,” she
murmured, leaning forward and resting her manicured fingers on the
counter, “then we map the infrastructure directly onto the anatomy.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

“The work clothes are infrastructure, right? Well if we can't use
work clothes as infrastructure, then we need different
infrastructure.”

"I don't understand.”

She clicked on her laptop, and the screen transitioned to a
rotating 3D model.

“Katie, what the hell is that?” I asked, my voice instantly
tightening.

“It's the infrastructure, Harper,” she said, her tone carrying the
detached, enthusiastic authority of an engineer revealing a blueprint.
“It's a KINK3D Cobra chastity cage in Fusion Pink.”



I stared at the high-resolution display, the breath completely
catching in my throat. The device on the monitor was aggressively
compact, scaled down to a flaccid length of two inches, and
rendered in a shocking, hyper-saturated neon-pastel pink. The
material had a smooth, slightly glossy sheen that caught the digital
light, looking deceptively playful—like a piece of premium tech or a
high-end cosmetic accessory. But its geometry was pure,
uncompromising containment. It wasn't a solid, heavy tube; it was a
skeletonized, organic web of sweeping plastic arches, leaving open-
air gaps that would leave my skin exposed but my physical body
completely pinned. The front tapered into a highly contoured,
distinct bulb engineered to perfectly encapsulate the head of my
anatomy, right above a seamless locking slot where a matching pink
base ring would clamp tight against the pelvic bone. It looked
clinical, futuristic, and humiliatingly feminine.

“Katie, no,” I stammered, my knees automatically pressing tighter
together beneath my skirt as a hot flush of paralyzing shame hit my
neck. "That’s... that’s a toy. That's insane. I can’t go to an executive
alignment night wearing a piece of pink plastic.”

“It's not a toy, Harper. It's a behavioral corrective,” Katie
countered sharply, her voice unyielding. "When I was structuring
your transition plan, I spent hours reading the specialized forums
and blogs written by trans women who transitioned later in life. Do
you know what some talked about? This exact crisis. They called it
the ultimate remedy for a boy like you—someone who still harbors
an active, heavy attraction to women but desperately needs to
assimilate into a female environment.”

She tapped her manicured finger against the image of the small,
skeletonized pink frame.

“The blogs are entirely right, Harper. It's about rewriting the
psychological feedback loop. Right now, your panic stems from the
fact that you still harbor the masculine agency to pursue Olivia. You
feel like a threat because you have the physical capacity to act like
one. This kit castrates the threat entirely. When you lock your
anatomy into a tight, unyielding cage that small, your biological
option is physically removed from the equation. The forced



regression is absolute. You cannot have a reaction. You cannot grow
even a tiny bit. It is physically impossible for your body to reassert
its masculinity against the structural geometry of the cage.”

I stared at the screen, my eyes helplessly tracing the smooth,
bright pink lines of the tiny device, my breathing shallow and
terrified.

“But it's more than just physical containment,” Katie continued,
her voice softening into a deeper, psychological cadence that felt
completely hypnotic. “The aesthetic finish is the point, Harper. Every
time you feel that rigid polymer pressing against you beneath your
panties, the color will serve as a constant, tactile reminder of what
you are now. It is your ultimate proof to yourself that you are
entirely submissive to the rules of the sisterhood. When you drop
that key into the drawer of your desk at the office, miles away from
Emma’s penthouse, you are casting away your masculine agency.
You are entering that room completely safe, completely neutralized.
You can sit on that couch, you can let Olivia brush against your
shoulder in her nightshirt, and you will know, with absolute certainty,
that you pose zero danger to her space. Your mind will finally stop
fighting the wardrobe because the anatomy has been forced to
comply.”

I sank slowly onto the floor cushion, looking down at my polished
black pumps, the sheer graphite nylon of my legs shimmering under
her kitchen lights. The terrifying weight of the radical solution felt
like a total, permanent erasure of the man I used to be. To keep my
place in her world, to ensure I remained a safe, trusted girlfriend, I
had to physically lock my manhood inside a tiny, open-air cage of
pink plastic.

“Fusion pink,” T whispered, my voice sounding entirely small,
fragile, and utterly defeated.

“Order the kit with overnight shipping,” Katie said softly, her
clinical smirk returning as she pushed her wine glass toward me.
“Let's make sure you're entirely secure before the sleepover.”

“I'm seriously supposed to wear this to a sleepover?” I asked, a
fresh wave of panic fluttering in my chest at the thought of the



constant, unyielding pressure of the base ring against my skin for
twenty-four hours straight.

“Yes,” she said, her gaze anchoring squarely onto mine. “What's
your choice? Be one of the girls, or be a threat? This makes sure
you're not a threat. It's the only way you can be safe. You leave the
key at your place or at your office, and no matter what happens, the
firewall is absolute.”

The finality in Katie’s voice hung in the air, heavier than the scent
of her expensive perfume. I stared back at the monitor, at the
bright, immaculate, neon-pastel curves of the Cobra cage, feeling a
profound, dizzying sense of absolute surrender.

“Okay,” I whispered, the word barely a breath as my throat-
centric voice cracked under the weight of the concession. “I'll order
it.”
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By Wednesday evening, the courier package arrived at my
apartment in a completely unmarked cardboard box. When 1 slit the
tape and pulled out the contents, the physical reality of the solution
hit me with a fresh wave of humiliation. The polycarbonate pieces
were so incredibly small, smooth, and shockingly bright—a neon pink
that belonged in a cosmetics aisle, not anywhere near a man’s
anatomy.

Putting it on for the first time on Thursday morning was an
agonizing exercise in psychological dismantling. Standing in front of
my bathroom mirror, stripped of my corporate wardrobe, I had to
manually thread myself into the compact pink rings. The fit was
intentionally tight, unyielding, and completely uncompromising.
When I slipped the key out of the integrated lock, my entire lower
anatomy was instantly forced into a state of total, permanent
containment.

I looked down at myself. The bright pink plastic pressed rigidly
against my skin, a striking, vibrant contrast against my body. It was
a complete, physical casting away of my masculine agency. The
blogs Katie had researched were entirely right: the psychological



feedback loop shattered the instant I turned the key. The physical
capacity to react to a woman, to assert any form of male arousal,
was mathematically zero. I was physically locked out of my own
biology.

I picked up the small brass keys from the counter, slipped them
in my bag. When I got to work, I opened the top drawer of desk and
dropped in there. The key was staying here. Miles away from the
loft. No matter what happened tonight, no matter how close Olivia
got, I was entirely safe. I was no longer a threat.

When the elevator doors opened directly into Emma’ penthouse
loft at 6:30 PM, the familiar chill of executive scrutiny hit me
immediately. The space was beautiful—all white oak floors,
minimalist cream bouclé sofas, and floor-to-ceiling windows looking
out over the dark expanse of the skyline. Olivia and Chloe had
already arrived but were still in the foyer with their bags.

“You all can kick off your heels and get your bags your bags put
away,” Emma said, calling from the open-concept kitchen. She
stepped into the living space, completely barefoot, wearing an
exquisite emerald silk loungewear set.

“Thank you for having us, Emma,” I murmured, effortlessly
sliding my pitch into that soft, breathy lilt.

“Welcome, Harper,” Emma said, her dark, hawk-like eyes tracking
my entry, assessing my skirt and blouse. Her gaze lingered on my
nylon covered feet as I slid out of my pumps.

“There are three bedrooms. I thought Olivia and Chloe could
share the second master suite and Harper could have the guest
suite,” Emma said.

Olivia narrowed her eyes at Emma. “Oh, no,” she said, “Harper
and I will be sharing a room; Chloe can have the guest room.”

I saw Emma glance at me then back at Olivia. “You sure,” she
said.

“Of course I'm sure,” Olivia said, her voice firm and confident.
“Harper is all mine.”

We carried our bags to the assigned rooms. Olivia said she was
going to change but I demured, saying I wanted to get a glass of



wine first, uncomfortably aware of the way my body was responding
to her proximity.

I found Emma in the kitchen setting out wine and wine glasses
and offered to help. She asked where Olivia was and I said she was
changing. The raised eyebrow she gave me made me feel like I was
being watched.

Within an hour, the corporate boundary had dissolved. The sushi
boxes were scattered across the low marble coffee table, and Chloe
was already pouring a second round of Sancerre, loudly breaking
down a compliance audit from the European desk.

But the real test came when we settled onto the deep, soft sofa.
Because the cushions were so plush, sitting required immense
structural control to keep my knees pinned together. As I adjusted
my posture, the rigid pink cage pressed firmly against my pelvic
bone. The physical sensation was acute, a sharp, constant tactile
reminder beneath my panties of what I had done to myself.

Olivia slid onto the cushion directly beside me, her shoulder
brushing against mine as she leaned over to look at a spreadsheet
on my tablet. The rich, warm scent of her vanilla perfume instantly
enveloped me. She had changed into a baby blue satin robe with
lace trim and something underneath. When she sat down next to
me, her robe slipped open exposing a fitted matching satin slip with
lace trim around the bust.

She put a hand on my nylon covered knee for support and for a
split second, I felt a surge of desire, just like I did when the man at
the club touched my leg. “You sure you don’t want to change?” she
asked.

Her touch sent an immediate, instinctual jolt of heat straight to
my core. For a fraction of a second, my masculine radar flared,
wanting to lean into her space, wanting to react to her proximity as
a man. But as the biological urge rippled through me, it instantly
collided with the absolute, unyielding resistance of the small pink
plastic cage. There was no room to move. There was no capacity to
expand. The physical boundaries of the device bit sharply into my
skin, sending a clear, painful signal directly to my brain.

You cannot leak. You cannot act. You are completely neutralized.



A wave of profound, intoxicating relief washed over the panic in
my chest. I didn’t have to fight my own body anymore; the
infrastructure was doing the work for me. The absolute security of
the restraint allowed my shoulders to completely relax, dropping into
a soft, un-guarded slope. I turned to Olivia, my face perfectly
relaxed, offering her a warm, genuine girlfriend-smile completely
free of any predatory tension.

“No, I..I'll change later,” I said, grateful for the outfit and the
cage.

Across the marble table, Emma was sitting with her wine glass
resting against her lower lip. Her sharp, analytical eyes were fixed
entirely on me, tracking the exact cadence of my breathing and
watching for the tell-tale rigidity that had betrayed me at the salon.
She was looking for a hint and I was afraid she saw it when my eyes
went to Olivia’s bust..
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The clock over the kitchen island chimed 10:30 PM. Chloe had long
since staggered off to the her room, her speech slurred from the
wine, and Olivia had just retired to our suite down the hall to wash
her face, leaving her empty wine glass on the marble coffee table.
She asked if I was coming, but Emma said she wanted to talk to me
about something in her study.

The ambient amber glow of the skyline filled the room, casting
long, sharp shadows across the white oak floorboards. I stood by
the glass, my body feeling entirely small and fragile in my feminine
clothing. But beneath the silk, the cage pressed relentlessly against
my skin—a constant, rigid reminder of my own containment.

“Sit down, Harper,” Emma said. Her voice was low, resonant, and
entirely stripped of its corporate hospitality. She was in a chair at her
desk, sitting with her emerald silk pajama pants perfectly creased,
her dark, hawk-like eyes pinning me to the glass.

I swallowed hard, my throat-centric voice feeling incredibly tight
as I glided back to the couch across from the desk, sitting on the
very edge with my knees tightly clamped together. “Yes, Emma?”



Emma set her wine glass down on the marble desktop with a
slow, deliberate click. She leaned forward, resting her forearms on
her desk, bringing her face into the sharp, unforgiving light of the
overhead pendant.

“Let’s dispense with the HR playbook, Harper,” Emma said
smoothly, her voice dropping into a register that was terrifyingly
intimate. "I know your file. I know your background. When you
came onto my floor, I expected a professional who was eager to
assimilate. But what I am seeing—what I have been tracking for two
weeks—is an intense, hyper-focused fixation on Olivia. You look at
her, you touch her, and your entire energy shifts. I am asking you
this now, without the audience. What are you doing here? Are you
actually gay or are you a straight man operating under a trans
identity trying to infiltrate my team?”

A violent panic flared in my chest, my heart hammering against
my bra straps. "Emma, I...as I told the girls, I'm a virgin. I've never

"I didnt ask about your sexual history,” Emma interrupted, her
voice cutting through my defense like a scalpel. "I asked about your
orientation. Are you a gay trans woman, Harper? Are you attracted
to men? Or is there a wolf among the sheep?”

“T am a woman, Emma,” I whispered, desperately trying to hold
the breathy, throat-centric lilt Katie had drilled into me. “*My legal
files, my transition—"

“Do not quote compliance policy to me in my apartment,” Emma
commanded, her voice dropping lower, vibrating with absolute
authority. “*I am not asking about your paperwork. I am asking about
your desire. Is your attraction directed toward men, or were you
sitting on my sofa harboring a standard, aggressive masculine
attraction towards Olivia? Look at me and answer the question.”

I couldnt look at her. I stared at my nylon covered, painted toes,
the ‘Ballet Slippers’ pink shimmering in the dim light. The firewall
Katie had built was completely failing under Emma’s clinical
interrogation.

“I...I don't know,” I whispered, my voice dropping out of its
breathy modulation for a fraction of a second, sounding completely



raw. “I...I just..”

For the next ten minutes, the dam broke. I unloaded everything I
had been carrying in the dark, everything I had been trying so
desperately to bury beneath Katie's engineered choreography. I told
her about the suffocating gossip at my old office, why I had fled my
home life, and the terrifying void of isolation that had driven me to
change my name, my voice, and my entire presentation just to touch
the edge of a community.

Emma didn't interrupt once. She simply sat in the shadow of the
pendant light, swirling the pale wine in her glass, her face a mask of
smooth, terrifying executive professionalism. Her sharp, dark eyes
remained fixed on my face, watching the carefully modulated lilt chip
away piece by piece until nothing but the raw, pleading boy
remained.

When the words finally ran dry, the silence in the study was
absolute. She didn't offer a single word of comfort; she merely took
a slow, deliberate sip of her wine. Finally, she lowered the glass back
to the marble desktop with a soft click.

“So, the core metric remains unresolved, Harper,” Emma said, her
voice dropping into a low, analytical hum. “Are you a straight man
operating under a corporate identity shield, or are you a gay trans
woman? Are you a threat to my team, to Olivia?”

"I don't know,” I breathed, my posture collapsing slightly as my
knees locked together even tighter beneath my skirt. I came here
to fit in as a woman, Emma, not to pursue one. I mean that. I just...
I just wanted to belong somewhere.”

Emma leaned forward, the emerald silk of her loungewear
shimmering under the amber light. "Olivia told the entire pod you
were flirting with a man at the lounge. Was that just an act? A
cynical lie to protect your cover? Is any of this presentation real?”

I took a deep, shaky breath, my chest rising heavily against the
restraint of my bra cups. I went out with her to play the part, to fit
the script. I thought I was just pretending, Emma. But...to be
completely honest, when Liam touched me, I liked it. Flirting with a
man...it didn't feel like an act by the end.”



Emma’s gaze narrowed, tracking the flush rising up my throat.
“Perhaps. But you are still actively attracted to Olivia. Chloe and
Amanda might be blind to the undercurrents, and poor Olivia is
entirely too trusting to see it, but I operate on data, Harper. I see it.
And yet here you are, ready to share a bedroom with her tonight.
You aren't denying the attraction, are you?”

“It doesn’t matter, Emma,” I pleaded, a desperate, raw edge
leaking into my voice. “It doesn’t matter because I would never, ever
act on it. I would never hurt her, or anyone on this floor. I've finally
found a sanctuary here with all of you. I've never belonged
anywhere before in my life. I just want to be included.”

“Intentions are a soft variable, Harper. That's not an executive
answer,” Emma countered coldly.

“Then I guess I don’t have a perfect answer,” I whispered,
staring down at my painted, shimmering pink toes. “Obviously T am
attracted to her. But I swear to you, my friendship with her means
more to me than any masculine pride or desire. I made sure of it.”

“And the man you flirted with?” Emma pressed, her analytical
scan never wavering. “Was that real, or a convenient narrative for
the pod?”

I swallowed the thick lump of self-loathing in my throat. “At first,
it was just the script. But... it became real,” I whispered, exposing
the terrifying new fracture in my own identity.

She snickered. “So you pretended to flirt for Olivia’s benefit and
ended up liking it?”

“Kind...kind of,” I said.

“And Olivia?”

I care for her as a friend.”

“You're attracted to her.”

“Her friendship is more important to me than anything. That’s not
a lie.”

“You're sharing a room with her tonight, Harper, she insisted
because you're clearly becoming friends. But now I'm questioning
that choice.”

“I'd never do anything to hurt her,” I said, “I honestly never
intend to act on anything.”



“Intentions do not guarantee the safety of my team, Harper.
Infrastructure does,” Emma countered coldly. She stood up, her silk
pants whispering as she walked a slow, predatory line around the
coffee table. “You think your desire doesn’t matter? If you are
attracted to women, then this entire submissive, fragile persona
you've adopted is a tactical mask. It means you are a biological male
who has weaponized a diversity framework to sit in a nail salon and
watch Olivia bleed vulnerability. It makes you a predator in the hen
house.” She was clearly angry and I knew I was on the verge of
getting fired and kicked out of her home. "I am not a predator!” The
confession tore out of my throat before I could stop it, a desperate,
sobbing plea for survival. My hands trembled against the silk of my
skirt. *I knew I was a risk. I knew my biology was a threat to the
circle. I knew it the second I met her! That's why...That’s why...”

“What?”

“You said infrastructure. That's what Kate calls it. My clothes are
my infrastructure, the things that wash away the boy part of me and
allow me to be a girl.”

She laughed. "1 suppose...but this is different, Harper, you're
going to share a bed with her...this is...you're...you’re a wolf.”

“No, Emma, I'm not. If I was, if I ever was, I neutered that part
of me.”

She glared at me. “"Men are wolves,” she said.

“I'm not,” I said, “I made sure.”

“How?”

“1...I did this,” T said. With shaking fingers, I reached for the
waistband of my skirt. I unzipped the side, letting the fabric down
around my thighs on the sofa, leaving me sitting in nothing but my
pantyhose and nude underwear. Then, with a breath that felt like
glass in my lungs, I pulled down my pantyhose and pulled the fabric
of the panties aside.

In the amber light of the her study, the contrast was staggering.
The tiny, compact, pink chastity cage clamped tightly against my
skin. The integrated metallic lock gleamed in the lights.

“I'm wearing a chastity cage, Emma,” I whispered, tears of
absolute humiliation burning the edges of my eyes as I looked up at



her. “It’s pink plastic. It's small. Katie has been helping me with this.
She said this was the way to castrate the threat of my masculinity.
It's locked. The key is miles away, in my office desk. I physically
cannot have a reaction to Olivia. I cannot swell, grow, or do
anything a man would do. I cannot be a threat to her. I gave up my
agency completely just so I could be safe enough to sit on your
couch. Please. I just want to stay. I know it's strange, I know you're
skeptical, but I promise I'm not a threat. I locked myself in this to
prove it, to prevent anything. I admit I'm attracted to her but I made
sure my friendship with her is the only thing I can have.”

Emma didn't flinch. She didn't gasp. She stood, walked around
the edge of her desk, stood two feet away, her dark eyes tracking
the bright pink plastic tube, analyzing the sheer, agonizing depth of
my submission. A slow, chilling look of absolute executive clarity
settled over her features.

“You locked yourself in a pink chastity cage,” Emma murmured,
her voice carrying a terrifying, unshakeable dominance. “*Well T'll say
this, never in a million years did I think this conversation would go
like this.”

She stepped closer, looking down at my exposed, trembling
frame. “You did this to yourself,” Emma said, her voice smooth and
clinical. “To prove you belong?”

“Yes,” I choked out, pulling the silk briefs back over the plastic,
my hands shaking uncontrollably. “To prove I'm safe.”

"I was going to fire you,” Emma said, her voice dropping into a
low, clinical threat.

“Was?”

She reached for the cage, flicked it with her finger, snorted. "1
suppose this does prove you understand the danger of your own
nature,” Emma said, nodding slowly. "And I appreciate a someone
who recognizes their own volatility.”

"I just want to fit in,” I said, my voice breaking as the tears
finally spilled over.

She motioned for me to put my clothes back together. “*Okay,
here’s the deal. I will allow you to remain in my department, Harper.
I will let you keep your place in the circle. But I have conditions.”



I looked up at her, my heart performing a violent, panicky flip.
“Anything, Emma. Whatever it takes.”

“We'll see,” she said.

“I mean it, I do. This...all of you...this is what I want. I mean it. I
can’t be a romantic interest to Olivia, that’s never worked for me, all
I can be is her girlfriend. I mean it.”

“Okay then. Here’s the deal. First,” Emma said, her voice
dropping into a low, administrative purr, “you will bring the key...”

“Keys...there are two...”

“Keys...you'll bring the keys to the cage to me in the morning and
hand them directly to me. The cage stays on your body permanently
to protect my team, and I will be the one in charge of it. It will not
be unlocked or removed without my explicit authorization. If I find
out you've duplicated the key, or that you've tampered with the lock,
you are ruined. I mean it. There are no warnings, no exceptions, no
second chances.”

A cold, suffocating dread settled into my gut. Total physical
custody. She wasn't just managing my career; she was capturing my
anatomy. “You...you want the keys?”

"I don't want the keys, Harper, I require the keys,” Emma
corrected sharply. “If I am to trust you around Olivia, I must hold
the leash. Do you object?”

“No, Emma,” I whispered.

“Good. Second,” Emma continued, her gaze narrowing into two
sharp slits of steel, “you must begin actively dating men.”

I froze, my breath completely solidifying behind my bra cups. A
cold sweat broke out along my ribs. “Dating...men? Emma, I—I've
never—"

“Olivia explicitly told the pod that you were a virgin who was
attracted to men,” Emma interrupted, her voice dropping into a low,
predatory register that left zero room for escape. She leaned down
slightly, her face inches from mine. “She was defending your
innocence, Harper. She was telling us that you were a safe, gay
trans woman who posed zero threat to our ecosystem because your
desires were aligned with masculinity. Were you lying to her?”



I stared up at her, trapped completely by the architecture of my
own deception. If I said yes, I was a fraud who had lied to Olivia’s
face. If I said no, I was signing the order to surrender my body to
the script she had written for me.

“No,” I whispered, my voice sounding entirely small, fragile, and
utterly defeated in the dark room. I wasn't lying.”

“Splendid,” Emma murmured, a slow, terrifying smile finally
touching her lips as she reached down, picked up my fluid silk skirt
from the cushions, and draped it gently over my lap. “Then we are in
complete alignment. You are a trans girl who likes men.”

“Yes or no? Olivia said you were flirting with a man, was that an
act or not?”

“No,” T whispered.

“Fine then. Then you date men.”

“Okay,” I whispered, wondering how I'd do that.

“You're wondering how you're going to do that, I assume, well,
lean into it...the situation you created, Olivia will be there to help.”

“Okay,” I whispered.

“Last condition,” Emma said, her voice dropping.

“"What is it?”

“You need to come clean to Olivia. You need to tell her the truth,
all of it. Tonight.”

“Emma!” I yelped. “Please, I...I can't.

"I mean it, Harper. You two are sharing a room tonight, I expect
you to be honest with her. If she finds you a threat, you're out. If I
find out you didn't tell her the truth, you're out. Do you
understand?”

“Emma..."

“The truth, Harper, tonight.”

“Fine,” T whispered.

“Good. And, I don’t want to sound like a total bitch, but I hope
you do the right thing; I enjoy working with you.”
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Emma led me to the room assigned to me and Olivia. Olivia was
sitting on the edge of the bed, brushing her hair. She had taken off
the robe and was wearing just satin slip. “Hey there,” she said, “you
two have your talk?”

“We did,” I said, looking at Emma.

“T'll just leave you two alone,” Emma smiled. “There will be
coffee in the kitchen in the morning.” She looked at me, raised her
eyebrows.

You better make the right choice, her eyes said.

I stood there looking at the woman I couldn’t stop thinking about
but couldn’t be with. Be her friend, 1 though, just be her friend. “1...1
love that color on you,” I finally said, “it really suits your eyes.”

“You think so?” Olivia asked, her voice soft and tender. “Thank
you.”

“You're welcome,” I said, my voice sounding entirely small and
fragile. “1...I didn’t bring anything so pretty, I thought I'd be sleeping
alone.”

Olivia smiled. “T wondered. I have an extra,” she said, “you can
borrow it if you want.”

“I...you brought something for me?”

She shurgged. “Just in case,” she said.

I watched as she went to her small suitcase. She opened itand
pulled a beautiful champagne satin chemise from within, holding it
out to me. “Here, you can wear this tonight, Harper. It should drape
perfectly on you.”

I took the liquid fabric, my trembling fingertips tracing the
delicate ecru lace trim at the bust line. “Thank you, Olivia. It's
absolutely gorgeous.”

"I just wanted to make sure you felt comfortable and accepted,”
she said, her voice warm.

“1..." T looked around, wondered if I should go to the bathroom to
change but thought that would be more awkward—women changed
in front of each other all the time.

I carefully removed my blouse but left my bra and breast forms
in place.

"I wondered,” Olivia smiled.



“Wondered?”

“If you slept in those,” she said with a smile. “I guessed you
would. To feel feminine all night.”

I blushed. "I just...I mean...I don't have...real breasts, but...but
they are part of my structure now.”

“Feel more feminine in them?”

“Yes,” I said.

I instinctively reached for the side zipper of my high-waisted
Brooks Brothers skirt, but my fingers froze on the pull. A cold spike
of panic hit me as I realized the structural reality of my situation:
dropping the heavy wool skirt while standing directly in front of her
would immediately expose the rigid, unnatural contours of the cage
pushing against the thin nylon of my panties.

Needing a tactical shield, I didn’t step away. Instead, I gathered
the fluid satin of the chemise in both hands, bunching the hem
upward, and slipped the garment over my head first. Working blindly
within the cascade of silk, I kept my elbows flared out to block
Olivia’s line of sight while I unhitched the skirt’s waistband beneath
the shelter of the chemise.

With a careful twist of my hips, I let the tailored skirt pool quietly
around my ankles. At the exact same instant, I let the weighted,
cool champagne satin drop down over my torso. The fabric fell in a
smooth, continuous line, the luxurious drape masking the telltale
protrusion of the cage before a single detail could betray me.

“Wow, Harper,” Olivia said softly, her eyes warming with genuine
admiration. “You look absolutely beautiful in that shade.” I offered a
fragile, breathless smile, carefully stepping out of the fallen ring of
my corporate armor.

“You leaving those on?” she asked, looking at my hose.

“I...they...you know...help contain things.”

She smiled. “The pants and skirts you wear...they fit so well,
sorry if I'm being forward, but I assume you're...you know...small?”

I blushed. “Kind of,” I said. "I usually, you know, tuck it so things
are flat.”

She looked at my legs. “I'm jealous of them,” she said.

“Olivia...”



"I mean it,” she said.

“Olivia, you have amazing legs,” I said, “it's obvious you work
out.”

She smiled. “Thanks for noticing,” she said.

I thought of my promise to Emma. “Olivia, we need to talk,” I
said.

Olivia tilted her head, her hazel eyes soft and curious in the low
lamplight. “Okay...that sounds serious. Come here.” She patted the
bed beside her.

I sat down carefully, the champagne satin chemise whispering
against my skin. The lace hem brushed the tops of my sheer hose.
Beneath everything, the small pink cage pressed insistently, a
constant, humiliating reminder of how far I had already gone. My
heart hammered so hard I was sure she could see it moving beneath
the thin fabric over my breast forms.

“Olivia...” My voice cracked immediately. I swallowed and tried
again, keeping it soft and breathy the way I had trained myself. "I
need to tell you everything. Before you hear it from someone else.
Before Emma...before anything else happens. I don’t want to lie to
you anymore.”

Her brow furrowed with gentle concern. She reached out and
took both my smooth, manicured hands in hers. “Lie? What are you
talking about, what...god, Harper, you're shaking. What’s going on,
sweetie?”

I looked down at our joined hands—hers warm and comforting,
mine trembling. A tear slipped free before I could stop it.

“I'm not...I'm not exactly what you think I am,” T whispered. “I
mean, I am now. But I didn't start out this way.”

Olivia stayed quiet, just squeezing my hands, waiting. Her
patience made it harder.

"I took this job because I overheard people at my old office
talking about me,” I began, voice thick. “They were calling me a
creep. A hanger-on. Because I had a crush on a girl there—Bella. I
was trying to be her friend, but she felt...burdened. Threatened. By
me. By the fact that I was a boy who liked her. I obviously wasn't
her type and...”



Olivia’s thumbs stroked the backs of my hands, but she didn't
pull away.

“So I decided I would stop trying to be one of the guys. And I
would stop trying to date women. I would...become safe. I would
become one of the girls instead. That’s why I told Emma I was trans
during the interview. That's why I changed everything—my clothes,
my voice, the way I sit, the way I speak. Katie, my friend, helped
me. She showed me how. I changed everything just to fit in.”

I took a shaky breath and met her eyes.

"I did all of it so I could be close to women without making them
feel the way Bella felt. So I could have friends. Real ones. A circle.
And then I met you and...” Fresh tears spilled over.

“Shhhh,” she said, her voice soft and tender.

“And Olivia...I have feelings for you. Real ones. The kind a boy
has for a girl. When you touch my arm, when you lean close, when
you smile at me like I matter...it still hits me right here.” I pressed a
hand over my chest, over the lace and the silicone. “It makes my
stomach flip. It makes me want things I know I can’t have with you.
Not if I want to stay in your life.”

Olivia’s lips parted, but she didn't speak. Her eyes were wide,
glistening. “1..."” she started to say, stopped.

“I'm so sorry,” I choked out. I never wanted to lie to you. But
being your girlfriend—your real girlfriend, the one you trust and
gossip with and...and share clothes with—means more to me than
anything. More than my pride. More than whatever attraction I feel.
I would rather sit next to you every day as your safe person, your
sister, than risk losing you by trying to be something else. Because
I've never belonged anywhere before. Not with men. Not with
women. Until this team. Until you.”

I was crying openly now. The words kept tumbling out, raw and
desperate.

“I told Emma everything tonight. I told her I'm attracted to you. I
told her about the plan, about how I started all of this after
overhearing those women. I told her I just want to belong. And
she...she made conditions.”

Olivia’s grip tightened. “"What conditions?” she asked.



“I have to tell you the truth.”

“Okay...”

“1...I was afraid to be around you, afraid we’'d drink some wine
and I'd do something stupid, so I...I decided to...”

“To what?” she asked.

I lifted the hem of the chemise, revealing the small bump the
chastity cage made in my panties and hose. "I made sure I could
never be a risk to you.”

“Oh my god, Harper,” she whispered, “is that...a cage?”

I nodded. “It's locked, the key is at the office. Katie and I
thought this would protect you.”

“You locked yourself in a cage for me?”

“I'm sorry, this is so stupid, I should leave.”

She gripped my hand, hard. *Don’t you dare,” she said. “Go on...”

I looked away, cheeks burning with shame. “Emma said...she said
she wants the key to my... my cage. I have to give her the key
tomorrow. She keeps it. She decides if and when it ever comes off.”

Olivia exhaled sharply, but she didn't recoil.

“And she said I have to start dating men. For real. Because you
told everyone I was into men, that I'm a gay trans girl. And I...1
admitted parts of it weren’t completely fake. At the bar with Liam...
some part of me did feel something. The attention. The way he
looked at me. It scared me, that’s why I ran off, not because it
revolted me but because it excited me. It...it didn't feel entirely
wrong. I'm terrified, Olivia. I don’t know who I am anymore. But I
know I want to stay here. With you. As your girlfriend. Not as a man
who wants you.”

Silence stretched between us, thick and trembling. “She said I
had to be honest with you.”

Olivia looked at me. “Are you? Being honest?”

I nodded. “Yes,” I whispered.

Olivia pulled me into her arms.

I collapsed against her, burying my face in her shoulder, the satin
of her slip cool against my wet cheek. She held me tight, one hand
stroking my back, the other cradling the back of my head.



“Oh, Harper,” she whispered, voice thick with emotion.
“Sweetheart...look at me.”

I pulled back just enough. Her eyes were wet too.

“I'm not going to pretend this isn't a lot,” she said softly. “It's...a
lot. But I hear you. I see how hard you're trying. How much you've
already given up just to feel safe and included. That's not nothing.
That's huge.”

She brushed a tear from my cheek with her thumb.

"I like you as my girlfriend, Harper. I really, really do. These past
few weeks... you've been the first person who actually gets it. Who
listens. Who validates instead of trying to fix everything. I don’t want
to lose that either. And the fact that you're willing to lock yourself up
—literally—for my comfort? That you’d rather be my safe space than
try to pursue me? That means something. Everything.”

A broken sob escaped me. She pulled me close again, rubbed my
head. “I'm not scared of you,” she murmured into my hair. “Not after
this. You could have hidden it forever. Instead you're sitting here in
my borrowed chemise, crying, telling me the hardest truth. That's
not what a predator does. That’s not what a boy who wants to sleep
with a girl does.”

She rocked me gently.

“T'll help you, okay? With the dating-men thing...if you want. We
can look at profiles together. I can be there when you message
someone. We'll make it feel less scary. We can go out together. And
if you ever feel confused or overwhelmed or...turned on by a man
and don’t know what to do with it, you can tell me. No judgment.
We're girlfriends. That's what we do.”

I clung to her, the relief so intense it hurt. “Thank you,” I
whispered, voice muffled against her shoulder. “Thank you for not
hating me.”

"I could never hate you,” she said fiercely. “You’re my Harper. It's
only been a few weeks, but you're already my person. My sweet,
thoughtful, beautifully dressed Harper who notices my sweaters and
validates my feelings and makes me feel seen. That person is real.
The rest...we’'ll figure it out together.”



We stayed like that for a long time—two girls in satin chemises,
holding each other while the city lights glittered outside the window.
My secret was out. My shame was laid bare. And somehow,
impossibly, I was still safe in her arms.

Olivia eventually pulled back and smiled through her own tears.
“Now come on. Let’s get under the covers. You're sleeping next to
me tonight, and I'm going to hold you until you believe that you
belong here.”

As we slipped beneath the soft duvet, her arm wrapping around
my waist, the small pink cage a secret between us, I let myself
believe—for the first time—that maybe I really could have this. Not
the romance I once wanted. Something deeper. Something safer.

Something that finally felt like home.



CHAPTER FIVE

The Primary Directive

Morning light filtered softly through the gauzy curtains of Emma’s
second master suite, painting the room in gentle golds and creams. I
woke slowly, aware first of the unfamiliar weight of the satin chemise
against my skin, then of the warm body curled into mine.

Olivia was nestled against me, her back to my chest, my arm
draped possessively over her waist. My hand—my smooth,
manicured hand—had slipped higher during the night. It was
cupping the soft swell of her breast through the thin baby-blue satin
of her slip. I could feel the gentle rise and fall of her breathing, the
warmth of her skin, the faint lace edge brushing my palm, the soft
breast.

My heart stuttered. Panic flooded me. Move. You have to move.
But I didn't. I stayed perfectly still, terrified that shifting would wake
her, terrified that letting go would end this impossible closeness. The
small cage was a rigid, unyielding pressure between my legs,
preventing any masculine response even as affection and longing
surged through me. I was holding the woman I wanted more than
anything, and I was safer than I had ever been.

Olivia stirred. She made a soft, contented sound and pressed
back against me, her curls tickling my nose. Then her eyes fluttered
open. She tilted her head just enough to look at me over her
shoulder.



For a breathless second, I waited for shock. For disgust. I waited
for her to scream, to pull away, to run.

Instead, she smiled—slow, sleepy, and impossibly warm.

“Morning, Harper,” she whispered, voice husky with sleep.

“I—I'm sorry,” I breathed, starting to pull my hand away. "I didn’t
mean to—"

Olivia caught my wrist gently and guided my hand back to where
it had been, resting on her breast. “"Shhh. It's okay. Really.” Her smile
widened, a little playful, a little shy. “Girlfriends cuddle all the time.
Sometimes we end up tangled like this. It feels nice, doesn't it?”

I let out a shaky exhale, half-laugh, half-sob. The relief was
dizzying. “It feels... dangerous. And perfect. I don't want to let go,
but I'm scared I'm crossing a line.”

“You're not.” She turned in my arms until we were facing each
other, noses inches apart. Her hazel eyes searched mine with open
affection. “Not after last night. Not after you trusted me with
everything.”

We lay there in the soft morning light, satin whispering against
satin, breathing each other in. I could smell her vanilla scent mixed
with sleep and last night’s wine. My chest ached with how much I
adored her.

After a quiet moment, Olivia’s gaze drifted downward, curious.
“Can I see it?” she asked softly.

“See it?”

“The cage, silly,” she said.

Heat rushed to my face. Shame curled tight in my stomach.
“Olivia... it's embarrassing.”

“I know,” she said gently, brushing a strand of hair from my
forehead. “But I want to understand. Please? We don't have secrets
anymore, remember?”

I hesitated, then nodded. With trembling fingers, I pushed the
hem of the champagne chemise up and hooked my thumbs into the
waistband of my pantyhose and panties, sliding them down just
enough. The bright fusion-pink device came into view—compact,
smooth, and glaringly feminine against my skin.



Olivia propped herself up on one elbow, studying it without a
trace of mockery. Her expression softened into something almost
tender.

“Oh, Harper,” she murmured. “It’s so...it's so cute.”

“Cute?” I let out a disbelieving laugh, mortified. “It's humiliating.”

“I'm sure it is,” she agreed, but her tone was warm, not cruel.
She reached out and lightly traced the end of the cage with one
fingertip. I shivered at the contact. “But it's also honest. You did this
to yourself so you could be safe with me. With all of us. That’s kind
of beautiful in a heartbreaking way.”

“Olivia...”

“Shhh,” she said again, looked back up at me, eyes shining.
“Does it hurt?”

“Not really. I mean, maybe a little. Its just... always there. A
constant reminder that I'm not allowed to be a boy around you.
Around any of you. Not that I want to be..”

“So...are you really trans, then?”

I nodded. “1...I guess so,” I said.

“What about when you're...you know...excited.”

"I guess it feels sore then,” I said.

We pulled the covers back up and settled close again. Olivia
rested her head on my shoulder, one leg draped casually over mine.

“So what does it do to your head?” she asked quietly. “Wearing
that? What's it going to be like wearing it every day?”

"I don’t know,” I swallowed. “1...I just started wearing it. I guess
it changes things. At first it was just panic and shame. Now... it
makes me feel small. Contained. Like my body isn’t mine to use
anymore. Every time I feel even a flicker of attraction to you, it
presses back. It forces me to breathe through it and remember my
place. As your girlfriend. As one of the girls. I...all night...it was a
reminder of my place.”

Olivia nodded slowly, processing. “Is that ethical? I mean... you
did it to yourself, but Emma holding the key? That feels intense.”

“It is.” My voice wavered. “I'm scared, Olivia. I don’t know if I'm
losing myself or finally becoming who I need to be. Katie said the
longer I stay locked, the more... sensitive I'll get. That the frustration



builds and redirects. Especially toward men. She said I'll start getting
aroused by them more and more and the idea terrifies me.”

Olivia lifted her head, her expression full of compassion. She
cupped my cheek. “Hey. Look at me.”

I did, tears threatening again.

“If that happens, we’ll handle it together,” she said firmly. “I like
you, Harper. The girl you are. I don't need you to be anything else.
If parts of you start shifting because of the cage... we'll talk about it.
I'll help you explore it without shame. You don’t have to figure it out
alone. I'll be there when you're ready to start dating men and...and
when you want to do more.”

She leaned in and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to my forehead.

I really like having you as my girlfriend,” she whispered against
my skin. “Like, a lot. More than I expected when you first showed up
in that beautiful blouse. You make the pod feel warmer. You make
me feel seen.”

I let the tears fall freely this time, but they felt lighter. Cleansing.
I like being your girlfriend too,” I whispered back. “"More than I ever
liked being anything else.”

Olivia smiled, bright and genuine, and pulled me closer until our
foreheads touched. “Then that’s what you'll be. My sweet Harper.
We'll navigate the cage, the dating, Emma’s rules... all of it. One day
at a time. And when you're scared, you come to me. Deal?”

“Deal,” I breathed.

“Harper,” she said, “you did this for me.”

She kissed the tip of my nose, then snuggled back down against
me, my arm naturally wrapping around her again. For a few precious
minutes, we just existed like that—two girls in satin chemises,
tangled together in the morning light, hearts beating close.

The pink cage remained a quiet, insistent pressure beneath the
covers. But for the first time, it didn't feel only like a prison. It felt,
strangely, like the price of belonging.
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The soft click of the bedroom door closing behind us felt final, like a
delicate seal on everything that had shifted between Olivia and me
during the night. I stepped into the bright, sunlit openness of
Emma’s penthouse with my heart hammering against the lace cups
of my breast forms. The champagne satin chemise clung to my body
with intimate insistence, its delicate lace hem brushing the tops of
my smooth, nylon-covered thighs with every careful step. Over it,
the sleek matching robe flowed like liquid shadow, cool and
luxurious against my skin. The heavy fabric draped beautifully but
shifted teasingly with the slightest movement, parting occasionally to
reveal flashes of bare leg and the scalloped lace edge beneath. The
belt was tied in a soft, feminine bow at my waist, but it did little to
hide the gentle swell of my silicone-enhanced chest or the narrow,
trained contour of my hips.

My cheeks burned with a deep, persistent flush. My hair was
slightly tousled from Olivia’s fingers, and my lips still felt tender from
the soft, exploratory kisses we had shared before leaving the
warmth of the bed. Olivia walked right beside me, her hand resting
possessively on the small of my back, fingertips tracing slow,
comforting circles through the thin silk. The vanilla warmth of her
skin and the faint trace of last night’s wine still lingered in the air
between us.

Emma stood at the massive white marble kitchen island like
royalty holding court. She still wore an emerald silk loungewear set
that draped elegantly over her tall, commanding frame. Her obsidian
hair fell straight and glossy down her back, catching the morning
light. Chloe sat on one of the high stools beside her, wearing an
oversized cream sweater and black leggings, cradling a steaming
mug of coffee while scrolling her phone.

Both women looked up as we entered.

Emma’s sharp, dark eyes missed nothing. She absorbed every
intimate detail in one sweeping, analytical glance—my flushed
complexion, the way Olivia’s fingers lingered possessively at my
lower back, the matching sleepy glow and quiet closeness radiating
from us. A slow, knowing smile curved her perfectly painted lips, one
that was cool, satisfied, and quietly triumphant.



“Well,” Emma said, her rich, resonant voice carrying smoothly
across the open space, “good morning, ladies. You two look
remarkably...close this morning. Intimate, even.”

Olivia gave a soft, unashamed laugh and slid her arm fully
around my waist, pulling me gently against her side. The silk of my
robe whispered against her sweater. "We talked. A lot. Harper’s an
incredible cuddler once she feels safe enough to let go and open up
about herself.”

Heat flooded my face and chest. I wanted the elegant white oak
floor to open and swallow me. Beneath the luxurious layers of satin
and silk, the cage pressed insistently against my trapped flesh, rigid
and unyielding, and already beginning to ache from the constant
low-level arousal of being near Olivia. My nipples tightened against
the breast forms. Every tiny shift of fabric sent fresh ripples of
humiliated awareness through me.

Chloe looked up from her phone, eyebrows rising with genuine
interest. “Cuddler, huh? You two are giving off serious new-girlfriend
energy. It's kind of adorable.”

Emma poured two fresh cups of coffee with elegant, unhurried
movements. The rich, dark aroma filled the air. When she slid my
cup across the cool marble countertop, her fingers brushed
deliberately against mine, lingering just a second too long. The
contact sent an electric shiver racing up my arm and straight down
my spine.

“Harper,” Emma said calmly, almost conversationally, “we should
discuss a few logistics before we all head back into the office. Chloe
should hear this as well. This is a team thing.”

My stomach clenched into a tight knot. I knew what was coming.
My fingers tightened around the warm ceramic mug until my
knuckles turned white.

Olivia stayed pressed close to my side, one arm still looped
around my waist, her thumb stroking soothingly over my robe. The
gentle caress only heightened the storm of emotions inside me, the
shame, fear, reluctant arousal, and a strange, deepening comfort in
her touch. It was oddly possessive, as if she had claimed me as her
own.



Emma took a slow, deliberate sip of her coffee, then set the mug
down with a quiet click that seemed to echo through the sunlit
kitchen.

“Harper,” she began, her tone perfectly professional, “why don't
you explain to Chloe exactly what’s been going on? From the
beginning. I want to make sure we're all on the same page.”

Emma’s sharp eyes flicked meaningfully to Olivia, watching her
reaction closely, verifying silently that I had indeed told her
everything last night.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry despite the coffee. My voice
came out small and trembling, pitched in that soft, throat-centric
register I had trained so carefully.

“I... I didn't start this job as a normal new hire,” I began, staring
down at the swirling surface of my coffee. “"At my old company, I
overheard women talking about me. Calling me a creep. A hanger-
on. Because I had feelings for a girl there. I realized I made women
uncomfortable just by existing as a man who liked them. So I
decided to change. Completely. I wanted to become safe. To fit in
with the girls instead of threatening them.”

Chloe listened intently, her mug paused halfway to her lips.

“I told Emma I was trans during my interview so I could get into
this department,” I continued, voice shaking. "I changed everything;
my clothes, my posture, my voice, the way I move. Katie my friend
helped me. I started wearing women’s office clothes, learning
feminine mannerisms, smoothing my skin...everything. And then I
met all of you. And Olivia.”

My eyes flicked to Olivia. She gave me a small, encouraging nod,
squeezing my waist.

Emma’s gaze remained fixed on Olivia, gauging her expression,
confirming the honesty.

I told Olivia everything last night,” I said, my voice cracking
slightly. “That I have real feelings for her. That I'm attracted to her
as a boy would be. But that being her girlfriend, her safe, trusted
girlfriend, means more to me than anything. I dont want to lose the
first place I've ever belonged. Whatever I might feel for her as a boy
doesn’t matter, I'm never, ever, acting on it. Never.”



I took a shaky breath and continued. I told her about the cage,
about how I was determined to never be ‘unsafe’ around any girl.
Ever.

“You told Emma and Olivia all this last night,” Chloe said, eyes
wide but not unkind.

“L...Idid."

“And Emma was okay with it?”

I looked at Emma, who nodded. “With some conditions, yes.”

“What are they?” Chloe asked.

Emma’s eyes flicked to me. “*Go on...”

“First, I have to give her the keys to my chastity cage today. She
will hold it from now on. Second, I have to start actively dating men,
for real. Because Olivia told everyone I was a gay trans woman who
likes men, which really isn't a lie, I have to live up to that. Third...I
had to tell Olivia the full truth last night. Which I did.”

Chloe set her mug down slowly, eyes wide but not unkind. “So
the cage... you put that on yourself?”

I nodded, mortified. “To make sure I couldn’t possibly be a threat
to any of you. Especially Olivia. It's pink. Medical-grade. Locked. And
now...Emma will have the only keys. I meant it, I want to be safe
and accepted. This was never about trying to date any of you.”

Emma’s eyes flicked to Olivia again, watching her reaction
carefully. Olivia met her gaze steadily, then leaned in and pressed a
soft kiss to my temple, her lips warm against my flushed skin.

“I know everything,” Olivia said quietly but firmly, addressing
both Emma and Chloe. “Harper told me last night. About the original
plan, about her feelings for me, about the cage...all of it. I'm okay
with it. More than okay. I like her as my girlfriend and she wants to
be my girlfriend. I appreciate what the boy part of her thinks, but
that’s not her, not anymore, by her own choice.”

Emma gave a single, satisfied nod, the tension in her shoulders
easing slightly. “*Good. Then we're all aligned, yes?”

Olivia, Chloe, and I all nodded.

She turned her full attention back to me. “You will bring me the
key today, Harper. Before lunch. From now on, I hold it permanently.
Weekly inspections every Monday morning in my office — skirt up,



panties down. I will check that the device is secure, clean, and that
you're maintaining proper hygiene and skin health. No exceptions. If
it needs to come off for any reasons, health or cleaning, it will be
unlocked by me for the minimum time necessary then reinstalled.
This probalby goes without saying, but I'll say it anyway, you will
never be alone with any of us without the cage, especially with
Olivia. In fact, if it needs to come off for any reason, you're not
allowed to be in the same room with her.”

The words sank deep into my body. Fresh heat flooded my face
and neck. The cage throbbed sharply as blood tried to flow where it
physically could not. The silk robe felt simultaneously luxurious and
humiliating against my sensitized skin.

Chloe exhaled slowly. “This is... a lot. But I get it. You really went
all in just to feel like you belonged with us.”

“I did,” T whispered. “And I still do. More than anything.”

Emma’s smile was subtle and deeply satisfied. “You're doing very
well, Harper. The vulnerability, the obedience... it suits you. Wear
your charcoal pencil skirt and the ivory blouse with the bow today. I
want you looking polished and professional when you hand me that
key in my office.”

“Yes, Ma’'am,” I breathed, the words coming out small and
obedient.

Olivia’s fingers tightened on my waist. She leaned in again, lips
brushing my ear while Emma turned to refresh her coffee. “God,
Harper...the way she talks about inspecting you. Holding your key.
Knowing you'll be completely at her mercy every Monday...” Her
voice dropped to a husky whisper. “It’s turning me on more than it
should. I keep imagining you lifting your skirt for her while I wait
outside the door.”

A tiny, needy sound escaped my throat. The ache in the cage
intensified into something sharp and relentless. Olivia’s warm breath
on my neck, combined with Emma’s calm dominance and Chloe’s
fascinated gaze, created an overwhelming wave of shame-laced
desire that left my knees unsteady.

Chloe slid off her stool and came around the island. She
surprised me by pulling me into a gentle, genuine hug, her cream



sweater soft against my silk robe. “You're really brave, you know
that?” she murmured. “And kind of inspiring in a weird way. We've
got you, Harper. All of us.”

The kindness nearly undid me. I hugged her back tightly, the silk
whispering against fabric, fighting back the sting of tears.

When she released me, Olivia immediately took her place,
wrapping her arms around me from behind and resting her chin on
my shoulder. “We really do,” she whispered for my ears only. “And
later, when you're aching from everything that’s happened this
morning...you can tell me every detail. How the cage feels. How it
feels knowing Emma owns it now.”

I closed my eyes, overwhelmed by the swirling mix of deep
shame, profound relief, aching arousal, and the strange, beautiful
comfort of being truly seen—and still wanted—by these women.

Emma watched the three of us with quiet executive satisfaction,
as if every piece was falling exactly into place.

“This morning, Harper,” she reminded me softly, her voice
carrying gentle steel. “"Don’t be late with my key.”
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The walk down the executive corridor felt like a slow march to the
gallows. Every step in my three-inch heels required a deliberate,
agonizing focus on balance. Beneath the crisp, unforgiving weave of
my charcoal pencil skirt, the ultra-firm control-top shapewear dug
mercilessly into my waist. With every stride, the nylon waistband
ground the rigid pink polymer cage flat against my lower abdomen,
pinning my trapped anatomy under a suffocating layer of
compression. The sensory friction was relentless—the hard resin of
the device biting into my flesh on the outside, while the slick, tight
weave of my sheer Wolford pantyhose bound everything together in
a cold, synthetic vice. I was literally strapped into my own
submission, the corporate uniform acting as a secondary cage that
made it impossible to forget exactly what I was.

This is it. This is really it.



The thought looped endlessly in my head, growing louder with
every step. I had months methodically erasing my masculinity, the
clothes, the posture, the voice, the tuck, the shaving, the silicone
breasts, but this moment felt different. Irreversible. I was about to
hand over the last physical symbol of my manhood to my boss,
knowing full well she intended to keep it forever.

Olivia walked right beside me, so close our arms brushed
constantly. Her lavender knit dress hugged her curves beautifully,
and every few seconds her fingers found my waist or the small of
my back through the silk of my blouse. Her touch was both anchor
and torment.

“Harper,” she whispered, voice low and intimate, “you’re shaking.”

“I scared,” I breathed. Inside, panic clawed at me. I'm about to
become a eunuch. Voluntarily. For the rest of my time here. For her.
For all of them. The cage was already throbbing painfully, the rigid
pink plastic biting into my swollen, denied flesh as my body
desperately tried and failed to respond to Olivia’s proximity.

“You're doing it for me,” she said.

Emma’s door stood open like an invitation to my own execution.
She sat behind her glass desk, regal and terrifying in a sharply
tailored black pantsuit. The city skyline glittered coldly behind her
like a silent witness.

“Close the door, Harper,” Emma said the moment we stepped
inside, her voice rich, calm, and utterly commanding.

I obeyed. The soft click sounded like a vault sealing shut.

Olivia stayed pressed against my side, her hand now resting
openly on my waist, fingers gently stroking the silk. I could feel the
heat of her body, the subtle quickness in her breathing. That only
made the storm inside me worse.

Emma leaned back in her leather chair and studied us for a long,
heavy moment. The silence was oppressive.

“Harper,” she said finally, “place the keys on my desk. Slowly. Let
me see them in your hand first.”

My fingers trembled violently as I reached into my leather tote.
The small brass keys felt impossibly heavy, like it carried every
remaining scrap of my male identity. I held it up between my



manicured fingers for her inspection, then stepped forward on my
stilettos, the pencil skirt forcing tiny, elegant steps, and placed it
gently in the exact center of her glass desk. It caught the light like a
tiny, mocking jewel.

As I placed the small brass keys on the cool glass, a deep,
helpless throb pulsed through the pink cage. My trapped flesh
strained uselessly against the rigid plastic, sending a sharp, aching
reminder through my core that this was no longer a game. Emma
now literally held the only key to my masculinity.

Emma let it sit there untouched. She simply looked at it. Then at
me. Then at Olivia. Her eyes lingered on Olivia especially, confirming
once again that I had told her everything.

“Harper,” Emma said softly, dangerously calm, “I want you to tell
me, out loud, what this key represents. Right now. In front of Olivia.”

I swallowed hard. My throat felt like sandpaper. Tears were
already gathering at the corners of my eyes.

“It...it represents the last piece of my masculinity,” I whispered,
voice cracking. “By giving it to you, I'm accepting permanent denial.
I'm choosing to live as a woman—as one of your girls—with no
ability to ever function sexually as a man again. Not while I'm here.
Maybe not ever.”

Emma’s expression didn't change, but her eyes gleamed with
satisfaction. "And why are you doing this?”

“Because I'm weak. Because I'm terrified of going back to being
alone. Because belonging feels better than being a man who fails at
everything.” I paused, then continued. “Because I don’t want to be a
threat anymore,” I said, tears slipping free. “I don’t want Olivia or
any woman to ever feel uncomfortable around me again. I want to
be safe. I want to be soft. I want to be... wanted as a girlfriend.
Even if that means I can never be a man again.”

Emma picked up the key, turning it slowly between her fingers,
letting the light play across the metal for what felt like an eternity.

“Anything else?”

I looked at Olivia. “I...I'm doing it for you,” I said.

“As long as you work in my department, Harper, this cage is not
coming off without my explicit authorization,” she said, her voice low



and intimate. “Not for a single day. Not for any reason unless I
personally unlock you and supervise it. You will live in permanent
chastity. You will date men. You will learn to crave them. You said
you were a gay, trans woman and I'm giving you the gift of living
that out. You are a girl now. Our girl. Do you understand how
complete this surrender is?”

The words crashed over me like a tidal wave. Permanent. 1 would
never fuck a woman, a virgin forever. Never get properly hard. Never
have normal male orgasms. I had castrated myself, willingly, for the
chance to wear skirts and be called “one of the girls.” The fear was
visceral, suffocating. What if I regret this in a year? What if I wake
up one day and realize I've destroyed myself for a fantasy? But I
can’t go back. If I ask for the key now, I lose everything. Olivia. The
team. The only place I've ever felt like I belong.

“I understand,” I choked out, tears flowing freely now. I looked
at Olivia, back to Emma. "I accept it. I...I choose this. I want this.”

Olivia’s breath hitched audibly. Her fingers dug harder into my
waist, sliding slightly lower, pressing just above the high waistband
of my pencil skirt. I could feel her arousal in the way her body
trembled against mine. The kind of girl I'd never be close to as a boy
wanted me as a girl.

Emma smiled, slow and deeply satisfied. “"Good girl. From this
moment forward, I own that part of you. Every Monday you will
report to me for inspection. Skirt lifted. Panties lowered. You will
stand there exposed while I examine our property. Any swelling from
denied arousal, any attempt to cheat, any sign you're struggling too
much...there will be consequences, are we clear?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered brokenly.

"I mean it, Harper, this isn’t a joke. You came here with an
agenda you weren't totally honest about. I accept it, but this makes
sure you don't try to go back.”

The cage was screaming now, a deep, crushing ache that
radiated through my entire pelvis. Every futile throb reminded me
that I had done this to myself. I had chosen permanent denial so I
could wear pretty blouses and cuddle with the girl I loved as her
“girlfriend.”



Emma slipped the keys into her top drawer and shut it with a
loud, decisive sound. "I trust you understand they won't be there
after today.”

"I know,” T said.

“It's done,” she said softly. “Welcome to your new life.”

I stood there shaking, tears streaming down my face, caught in
the most intense whirlwind of fear, shame, relief, and dark,
unwanted arousal I had ever experienced. Part of me wanted to beg
her to give the keys back. Another, growing part, the part that had
spent months training to be soft and feminine, felt a sick, submissive
thrill at how completely I had surrendered.

Olivia turned me toward her, cupping my tear-streaked face in
both hands. Her eyes were dark with lust and fierce affection.

“You're so brave,” she whispered, voice husky. “And so fucking
beautiful like this. Giving up your male self for me. For us. I can't tell
you how much that pleases me.”

She kissed me right there in front of Emma—slow, deep, and full
of promise, while the cage throbbed helplessly between my legs,
sealing my fate with every painful pulse.
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We didn’t plan to go to Olivia’s apartment. Not officially.

After the key handover, the tension in the car had been
unbearable. I sat in the passenger seat in my charcoal pencil skirt
and ivory blouse, legs pressed tightly together, the cage throbbing
with every heartbeat. Olivia kept glancing over, her hands tight on
the steering wheel, until finally she said, voice low and slightly
unsteady, “Come to my place. I don’t want you to be alone right
now.”

I had only nodded; I couldn’t trust my voice.

Now we stood in the softly lit living room of Olivia’s apartment,
the city lights twinkling through the large windows. Neither of us had
spoken much since arriving. The air felt thick, charged, like the
moment before a storm.



Olivia set her bag down and turned to me. For a long moment
we just looked at each other, two women in elegant office attire,
standing close but not quite touching.

"I keep replaying it,” Olivia said quietly. “You standing in front of
Emma’s desk... placing that keys down like it was the most natural
thing in the world. Knowing what it meant. Knowing you were giving
up any chance of ever being with me...as a boy.”

My breath caught. The cage gave a sharp, painful throb.

“I'm scared, Olivia,” I whispered. “I keep thinking about what I
agreed to. Permanent denial. Dating men. Living the rest of my time
in that department as...as Emma’s locked girl. I basically made
myself a eunuch today. And I did it willingly. For this. For you. I...I
never would have done this if it wasn't for you.”

Olivia stepped closer. Her fingers brushed the bow of my blouse,
not quite pulling it, just tracing the silk.

“I've always been attracted to some women,” Olivia confessed
softly, almost shyly. "Not all. But... there have been a few. I never
acted on it. Never let myself go there. But watching you these past
weeks...seeing you become this soft, beautiful version of yourself...
it's woken something up in me.”

She looked at me, eyes dark.

“And that night at the bar with Liam? When you were flirting with
him? When he had his hand on your thigh and you were playing
along so perfectly...I was so turned on I could barely think straight.
Seeing you like that, feminine, vulnerable, while a man wanted you.
It did things to me, Harper. I wanted to see more.”

My knees felt weak. The confession hit me like a wave. I could
still remember Liam’s hand on my nylon-covered thigh, the way my
body had reacted, the way my tucked penis throbbed. The shame.
The thrill. The confusion.

“I... I felt it too,” I admitted, voice trembling. “Part of me hated
it. Part of me... liked the attention. And now with the cage locked
permanently...I don’t know what I am anymore. I still want you so
badly it hurts. But I also keep thinking about what it would feel like
to let a man touch me while I'm like this. While I'm yours. I...I was
just acting until I wasn't, until it was real. That's what scared me so



much that night, how real it was. How it so quickly flipped from a lie
to the truth. How when he touched my leg, I was actually aroused.”

The tension between us crackled. We stood inches apart,
breathing each other in, neither quite brave enough to close the final
distance.

Olivia’s voice dropped to a whisper. “If you're off limits down
there...then I want to be off limits too. At least tonight. I want us to
feel the same frustration. The same ache.”

My heart hammered. “"What do you mean?” I asked quietly.

Olivia nodded slowly. “Pantyhose stay on. For both of us.”

The decision seemed to break the dam. We moved toward each
other at the same time.

Olivia helped me out of my blouse and pencil skirt with reverent
hands, kissing my shoulders as the silk fell away. I stood trembling in
just my satin chemise and sheer pantyhose, the bright pink cage
clearly visible through the thin nylon and panties. Olivia changed
too, slipping into a matching satin slip, then carefully rolling a fresh
pair of sheer nude pantyhose up her own smooth legs.

We found our way to her bed together, satin and nylon sliding
against satin and nylon. Olivia pulled me close, our legs tangling, the
sheer fabric creating a constant, teasing barrier between us.

“No touching down there,” Olivia whispered, her thigh pressing
gently between my legs, right against the hard little bulge of the
cage. “Not tonight. We both ache together. We do this together.”

I moaned softly, the denial already driving me mad. The cage
throbbed viciously against Olivia’s thigh while the sheer pantyhose
prevented any real relief. I could feel Olivia’s heat through the nylon,
so close and yet completely unreachable.

“I'm so confused,” I breathed, pressing her face into Olivia’s
neck. “T gave up everything today. My masculinity. Any chance of
ever being inside you. And part of me is terrified...but another part
keeps thinking about going out with you. About flirting with men
while I'm locked like this. About you watching me. Guiding me.
Maybe even sharing one with me.”

Olivia let out a shaky moan and rocked her thigh more
deliberately against the cage.



"I want that,” she confessed hotly. "I want to watch you discover
that side of yourself. I want to sit beside you while a man kisses you.
While he touches you. While you're aching in your little pink cage
because of me.” She kissed me deeply, tongues sliding together. “But
I also want you exactly like this. My soft, pretty, denied girlfriend.
Mine. It's all I can think aobut.”

I whimpered, overwhelmed by the storm inside myself, the fear
of what I had become, shame at how much I was starting to crave
it, and a deep, aching love for the woman holding her.

We stayed like that for hours, kissing, touching, grinding slowly
against each other through layers of satin and nylon, never quite
able to satisfy the growing need. Two girls in lingerie, bound
together by denial, surrender, and something far more complicated
than friendship.

And as I lay in Olivia’s arms later that night, the cage still
throbbing mercilessly between my legs, I realized with quiet terror
how completely I had fallen.

I didn't want to go back.

Even if it meant losing the last pieces of the man I used to be.
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The sound of my heels clicking against the concrete floor of the
apartment building corridor sounded like a countdown. Each step
vibrated up through the thin soles of my heels, straight into my
aching calves, and eventually settled right into the agonizing
pressure point between my thighs.

I was suffocating under the weight of my own elaborate trap.
The skirt from felt tighter than usual, its textured wool clinging
stubbornly to my hips, while the crisp silk blouse pressed against my
silicone breast forms. But none of those external garments
compared to the sheer, restrictive weight of the pink resin cage
locked firmly around my anatomy.

For days, the proximity to Olivia—her scent, the casual brush of
her shoulder at the office, the effortless way she commanded a
room—had kept me in a state of perpetual, agonizing arousal. It was



a dull, heavy throb that had no outlet, a building tide of blood
trapped behind solid walls of medical-grade plastic. The dynamic
between us had already shifted so profoundly; after going back to
her place, we had shared a deeply intense, erotic encounter where
she held me, kissed me, and grounded her thigh into my cage while
demanding that I remain her soft, denied girlfriend. She was thrilled
by my surrender. She explicitly told me how much she wanted to
watch me discover this side of myself, to watch me flit around men
while entirely under her guidance and ownership.

But while Olivia was ecstatically happy with this new reality, my
biology was struggling to keep up with the narrative. The constant
proximity to her, combined with the psychological weight of this new
male awareness she was introducing me to, had made the physical
restriction a waking nightmare. It was a constant, aching pressure
against the plastic frame. And now, Emma held the keys. The
realization that my autonomy had been signed away, that Emma had
stepped into the picture to claim absolute administrative control over
the lock while Olivia claimed my submission, made my lungs feel
tight.

Katie had been out of town so I couldn’t talk to her for almost a
week. When I reached Katie's door, I didn't just knock; I practically
leaned my forehead against the wood, my breath fogging the
polished surface.

The lock turned, and the door swung inward. Katie stood there,
wearing the standard girl uniform of tight leggings and a loose
sweater, a stark contrast to my hyper-polished corporate drag. She
took one look at my flushed face, my trembling lips, and the frantic
rise and fall of my chest, and stepped back to let me through.

“Harper,” she said quietly, closing the door behind me. “You look
like you're about to shatter.”

The moment the bolt clicked back into place, the last thread of
my composure snapped. I stumbled into her living room, my knees
giving out slightly before I caught myself on the edge of her sofa.
Tears, hot and heavy, broke free, instantly ruining the meticulously
applied mascara I had spent twenty minutes perfecting that
morning.



“She has it,” I choked out, my voice thick and ragged.
“Emma...Emma has the keys, Katie. She took it; demanded it.”

Katie didn’t gasp. She didn’t look horrified or angry. Instead, she
let out a slow, measured sigh, crossing her arms as she watched me
unravel. "Sit down before you ruin those heels, Harper. Tell me
exactly what happened.”

“I...I had to give them to her,” I sobbed, dropping heavily onto
the cushions, the tight pencil skirt riding up past mid-thigh as I
struggled to find a comfortable position that didn’t crush the cage.
“The lie...it grew too big. She was questioning everything about my
transition timeline, about why I was hiding things, and I panicked. I
told her everything. I told her I needed the structure. And she took
the keys, Katie. She told me I'm hers to manage now.”

I pressed my palms to my face, smudging the foundation, my
shoulders shaking violently. “And it hurts so bad.” I told her what
happened at Olivia’s apartment. “Olivia...she was so happy, Katie.
She loved having me completely denied, holding me in her arms,
telling me she wants to watch me discover this side of myself and
even watch other men touch me while I'm locked up for her. But the
physical reality is killing me. Olivia was sitting right next to me
during the afternoon briefing today. She leaned over to show me a
spreadsheet, and her hair brushed my neck. I could smell her
perfume. I felt this...this surge, Katie. Not just the old attraction, but
this weird, terrifying awareness of how helpless I am compared to
them. The cage is so tight. It feels like it's bruised. It's a constant,
aching pressure, and I can't sleep, I can’t think, I can’t breathe. I...
I'm trying not to cry.”

Katie walked over to the window, drawing the heavy blinds shut,
effectively cutting off the outside world. She turned back to me, her
expression entirely neutral, almost analytical.

"I wondered how long it would take for Emma to assert herself,”
Katie mused, walking toward her hallway closet, took out a small
case and something soft. “You built a foolproof trap for yourself,
Harper. You claimed to be a hyper-submissive, exclusively male-
attracted trans woman to protect a lie about your identity. Did you
honestly think a woman like Emma wouldn’t take the reins when



offered? And as for Olivia—of course she’s happy. You gave her the
ultimate submissive plaything, a soft, pretty, denied girlfriend who
worships her. But I also knew your anatomy wouldn't care about
how happy she is. A male body locked in a box while surrounded by
beautiful, powerful women who are actively leaning into that
dominance will eventually become an inflamed, painful mess.”

She walked over to me, setting the case on the coffee table. She
unrolled the garment on her arm—a short, whisper-thin satin
babydoll in a soft pastel pink, finished with delicate white lace trim
along the hem and a plunging neckline.

“The rules of the game have changed, Harper,” Katie said, her
voice dropping into a calm, clinical authority that made my heart
race for an entirely different reason. "Emma controls the front door
now. Olivia owns your surrender. They both control your traditional
release. But a congested prostate is a medical liability, and an overly
distracted submissive is a useless one. We need a safe release valve.
A way to empty the reservoir without disturbing the lock or
interfering with their psychological hold over you.”

I stared at the pink satin fabric, then at the clinical case on the
table. “A...a release valve? How?”

“Prostate milking,” Katie stated flatly, as if reading from a medical
textbook. “It provides total relief from the aching pressure you're
experiencing, but it requires zero erection and leaves the cage
completely undisturbed. More importantly, it reinforces the exact
neural pathways you're currently pretending to have, and the ones
Olivia is so eager for you to explore. It bypasses the masculine
mechanics of arousal entirely. It teaches your body to accept
pleasure passively, submissively, through an internal stimulation that
will, over time, make you far more sensitive and receptive to the
idea of men, exactly as Olivia...and apparently you, desire.”

My breath hitched. The sheer humiliation of the concept warred
instantly with the desperate, throbbing ache between my legs. The
cage felt white-hot against my skin, a cruel reminder of my
confinement.

“Go into the bathroom,” Katie commanded softly, pointing to the
hallway. “Get out of the office wear. Take off the skirt, the blouse,



the panties. Leave the breast forms on—they belong with the new
silhouette. Put on the babydoll, wash your face, and come back out
here.”

I hesitated for a fraction of a second, the last dying embers of
my old identity screaming in protest. But the dull, rhythmic
throbbing of my restricted anatomy won. I stood up on unstable
heels, took the pink satin babydoll from Katie’s hand, I hurried into
the bathroom.

The mirror showed a pathetic sight. My makeup was smeared in
dark tracks down my cheeks. My hands shook as I unzipped the
pencil skirt and let it pool around my ankles. The moment of
transition brought no relief; if anything, the trap only tightened.
Peeling away the heavy, elastic casing of the shapewear and the
sheer nylon pantyhose was an exercise in acute sensory overload. As
the tight synthetic fibers were rolled down my thighs, a sudden rush
of cool bathroom air hit my skin, causing a violent wince. Without
the compression of the shapewear holding it static, the cage
suddenly swung free, pulling sharply against the base of my flesh.
The contrast was agonizing—the sudden release of the nylon
pressure only served to highlight the throbbing, unyielding
confinement of the cage. I stepped out of my heels, completely bare
from the waist down except for the glaring pink device, and reached
for the pink satin babydoll.

It was incredibly short. The hem barely cleared my hips, offering
absolutely no coverage for my rear or the locked cage beneath. The
satin was cool against my skin, while the lace neckline framed the
silicone breasts in a way that felt entirely exhibitionistic. I looked less
like a corporate professional and more like a carefully adorned doll,
stripped of any pretense of masculinity.

I opened the door and walked back into the living room, my bare
feet silent on the rug.

Katie had moved the coffee table aside, leaving a wide, open
space on the large oriental rug. She had laid down a thick, clean
white towel. Beside it sat the open plastic case, revealing a bottle of
medical-grade water-based lubricant and a pair of sterile nitrile
gloves.



“Good,” Katie said, surveying me. “The silhouette suits the task.
Come here, Harper.”

I walked over to the towel, my knees knocking together. The cool
air of the apartment swirled under the open hem of the babydoll,
making me hyper-aware of my complete exposure.

“On the towel,” Katie instructed, her voice soft but unyielding.
“On all fours. Keep your knees apart to stabilize yourself, and drop
your forearms to the floor. I want your hips elevated.”

A hot flush of shame rushed from my neck to my forehead.
“Katie...I don’t know if I can do this. It's...it's so humiliating.”

“It's necessary,” she replied calmly. “You are locked in a box,
Harper. You chose to surrender your masculinity to keep a secret,
and now that secret has masters. Olivia wants you soft and denied,
and Emma has the key. If we don't relieve this pressure clinically,
you will break down in front of them, and the entire house of cards
will collapse. This isnt about pride anymore. This is about
maintenance. Now, get down, please..”

Sobs threatened to choke me again, but I forced my body to
obey.

I dropped to my knees on the white towel. The cool satin of the
babydoll bunched up around my waist, the delicate lace hem
brushing teasingly against the small of my back and leaving my bare
rear completely exposed to the cool air of the apartment. I lowered
my forearms to the floor, resting my forehead against my crossed
wrists, hips tilted high in the air like an offering. The position made
the pink cage swing between my thighs, the rigid plastic pulling
sharply against my trapped flesh. The contrast was overwhelming—
the soft, luxurious slide of cool satin against my skin versus the
humiliating, clinical exposure of my locked, denied anatomy.

I felt utterly ridiculous and vulnerable, a grown man reduced to
wearing a tiny pink babydoll while presenting himself on all fours for
his best friend to milk him like a pet.

Behind me, I heard the crisp, snapping sound of nitrile gloves
being pulled over fingers. The sound was terrifyingly clinical, like a
doctor’s examination, yet the context made every nerve ending in
my body scream with a chaotic mix of dread and anticipation.



“Relax your thighs, Harper,” Katie said, her voice approaching
from behind. “If you tense up, this will only hurt. Trust the process.”

I heard the wet, heavy click of the lubricant bottle opening,
followed by the sound of liquid being slicked between gloved palms.
The scent of the gel wafted up to me.

Then, a cool, gloved hand rested firmly on the curve of my hip.
The touch was grounding, but it also cemented the reality of my
position. I was a grown man, reduced to wearing a pink satin
nightgown, locked in a cage, exposed on all fours, waiting for my
friend to perform a clinical violation to keep my lies afloat.

“Take a deep breath in,” Katie murmured.

I inhaled sharply, and as I exhaled, I felt the cold, heavily
lubricated tip of her finger press against my entrance. A violent
shiver ran down my spine, my fingers clenching into the fabric of the
towel. “Katie,” I whispered, my voice trembling.

“Easy,” she coaxed, the finger slowly, deliberately sliding inward.

The sensation was overwhelming. It wasn’t painful, but the
fullness was immediate, contrasting sharply with the restrictive
tightness of the cage at the front. I let out a low, pathetic whine, my
hips instinctively trying to shift away from the pressure.

“Don’t move,” Katie commanded, her grip on my hip tightening to
hold me perfectly still. “Keep those hips up. Let it happen.”

She began to move her finger in a slow, exploratory circle,
mapping out the internal architecture of my body. Every slide of the
smooth nitrile felt magnified a thousand times. The absolute stillness
of the room, broken only by my ragged breathing and the wet,
squelching sound of the lubricant, made the shame feel thick
enough to choke on.

“The human body is remarkably adaptable, Harper,” Katie
explained, her voice steady and instructional, as if she were giving a
lecture. “Right now, your brain is trying to process this through the
lens of your old life. You're feeling shame because you still think like
a man who has lost his power. But look at where you are. Look at
what you’re wearing. Look at how happy Olivia was to have you
helpless at her place.”



She pressed a fraction deeper, searching. “Olivia doesn’t want a
traditional man, Harper. She told you herself she wants you to
explore this side of yourself, to let men look at you and touch you
while you're denied in that little pink cage. She’s thrilled by your
surrender. If you want to be the soft, pretty girlfriend she’s so proud
of, you have to let go of the old plumbing entirely.”

Suddenly, her finger hooked slightly forward, pressing against a
firm, rounded nodule of tissue.

A physical shockwave hit me. My entire body jolted, a sharp,
gasping cry tearing from my throat. It wasn’t pain—it was an
intense, deep-seated pressure that resonated directly with the
throbbing ache in the resin cage, creating a terrifying feedback loop
of pure sensation.

“Ah! Katie, wait, stop, please!” I gasped, my forehead pressing
hard into the towel, my toes curling against the floor as the erotic
pressure built.

“Found it,” Katie said softly, ignoring my plea. “That is your
prostate, Harper. It's completely engorged from days of being locked
up around Olivia, especially after the way she touched you at her
apartment. It's holding all that tension, all that frustration. And I'm
going to empty it for you.”

She began a rhythmic, downward stroking motion, using the pad
of her finger to apply a firm, consistent pressure against the
sensitive gland.

Oh god. The sensation was devastating. Every single stroke sent
a wave of liquid heat crashing through my lower abdomen. It felt
like an itch deep inside my bones that I could never scratch, being
rubbed directly by a firm, unyielding force. Because of the cage,
there was no corresponding tightness or hardening at the front;
everything remained soft, restricted, and completely dormant within
the pink plastic tubes. The pleasure was entirely internal, entirely
passive, and completely divorced from anything I had ever known.
There was no traditional pleasure, the kind a man felt, this was
something entirely new, pure, feminine. The pleasure didn't come
from thrusting, it came from deep inside me, from opening up, from
letting go. I understood the meaning of feminine surrender.



“Listen to me while I do this,” Katie murmured, her rhythm
steady and merciless. Stroke. Stroke. “Think about how happy Olivia
is right now. She’s anticipating this. She’s waiting for you to become
completely sensitive, completely attuned to the role you've taken on.
She wants to guide you through this new female awareness. This is
exactly what she wants for her girlfriend.”

Another gasp broke from my lips, a trail of saliva escaping to wet
the white towel beneath my face. My hips rolled involuntarily against
her hand, chasing the pressure even as my mind screamed at the
degradation of it. “Katie,” I moaned, “1...I don’t understand.”

“As this gland becomes accustomed to this type of stimulation,”
Katie continued, her voice dripping with an almost hypnotic certainty,
“your biology will shift. The idea of traditional masculinity will lose its
appeal. The aching in the front will become something you tolerate,
something you crave, because you'll know that the only true, deep
relief comes from being taken like this. From being used. From being
emptied while you remain completely helpless in your little pink
cage, exactly the way Olivia loves you.”

“Please...” I sobbed, the tears flowing freely now, pooling on the
towel. “It's too much...I'm going to...I don’t know what’s
happening...”

“This is how a woman is supposed to feel,” Katie said, her voice
steady and unwavering. “This is how a woman opens herself up to
be taken.”

“Katie..."

“You're letting go, Harper,” Katie told me, her strokes becoming
slightly faster, more deliberate, targeting the exact center of the
engorged tissue. “You're surrendering the last pieces of the boy you
used to be. You're letting a woman empty you because you aren't
allowed to do it yourself, and because it makes you exactly the
perfect, safe little creature the girls expect.”

The internal pressure was building to a frantic, unsustainable
peak. It felt like a tightening coil, a heavy reservoir about to burst its
banks. The ache in the cage seemed to melt into the internal
sensation, fusing the pain of restriction with the absolute ecstasy of



the internal massage. I was entirely at her mercy, pinned on all
fours, my bare rear exposed, shaking like a leaf in a storm.

Beneath the sheer pink fabric of the babydoll, my trapped
anatomy remained completely dead to the world—cold, entirely
flaccid, and utterly paralyzed within the rigid plastic tubes of the
cage. There was no rush of blood to the front, no masculine
hardening, no frantic tightening of the skin. The forward half of my
body felt like an abandoned, useless relic.

“That’s it,” Katie encouraged, her tone softening just a fraction,
becoming comforting yet remaining absolute. “Don’t fight the
release. Don't try to force it like @ man. Just let the fluid drain. Let
the shame wash over you and take the relief with it. Let yourself be
taken.”

Stroke. Stroke. Stroke.

A sudden, violent spasm locked my thighs. I couldn’t breathe. My
vision fractured into blinding white as a profound, deep-seated
convulsion ripped through my pelvis. The climax didn’t explode from
the front like a man’s—it detonated from somewhere deep inside
me, a slow, merciless milking of my prostate that bypassed my
caged cock entirely. Without even the possibility of an erection,
without any contact or movement within the rigid pink prison, thick,
milky fluid began to weep helplessly from the base of the plastic
tube, dripping in long, shameful strands onto the white towel below.

I let out a broken, high-pitched wail—a sound I had never made
before in my life—pure, unadulterated feminine surrender. The
release rolled through my core in heavy, uncontrollable waves, each
one hollowing me out further, stripping away the last fragments of
masculine control. My trapped penis strained uselessly against the
unyielding cage, throbbing with denied agony while the real pleasure
came from deep within, from being opened, emptied, and used.
Every pulse left me weaker, softer, more receptive. I was no longer
fighting it. T was letting it take me , a pretty, locked girl being milked
on all fours in a pink satin babydoll.

My arms gave out completely. I collapsed flat onto my stomach
on the towel, my face buried in the plush fabric, my body twitching
weakly as the aftershocks of the non-erect orgasm left me



completely spent. The heavy, agonizing pressure that had plagued
me for days was gone, replaced by a profound, hollow emptiness
and a deep, throbbing ache of utter humiliation.

I lay there, sobbing silently, the pink satin babydoll bunched
around my waist, completely exposed, completely broken.

I heard the sound of Katie peeling off the nitrile gloves and
tossing them into a wastebasket. The wet click of a wet wipe being
pulled from a dispenser followed. Gently, non-judgmentally, she
wiped away the spilled lubricant and fluid from my skin, cleaning me
with the same methodical care she had used to break me down.

Once I was clean, she pulled the hem of the pink satin babydoll
back down over my hips, restoring a tiny modicum of modesty to my
ruined form. She sat down on the floor beside the towel, resting a
warm, bare hand on my trembling shoulder.

“Shh,” she whispered, her voice entirely devoid of the clinical
detachment she had used moments before. “It's over now, Harper.
The pressure is gone. You're safe.”

“I...I feel so used,” I choked out into the towel, my voice barely a
whisper. “I enjoyed it. God help me, I wanted it to happen. What am
I turning into?”

“You're turning into exactly what you need to be to survive the
life you built,” Katie said gently, rubbing slow, soothing circles into
my back. “You created a persona to escape a devastating reality,
Harper. But a persona cannot be a vacuum. It has to have a
foundation. If you are going to convince Emma and Olivia that you
are the soft, submissive, transitioned woman they think you are,
your body has to believe it t0o.”

She leaned closer, her voice firm with a terrifying kind of
kindness. “This is necessary to keep you safe and functional for the
girls. Olivia is so happy with you like this, Harper. She’s excited to
see you discover this side of yourself. If you went into the office with
that building pressure, you would make a mistake. You would look at
her the wrong way. You would snap at Emma. But now? Now you
are empty. You are calm. You are exactly the harmless, beautiful
little thing they expect you to be.”



I closed my eyes, a final, quiet tear soaking into the towel. The
pink resin cage between my legs felt cold now, no longer throbbing,
a silent sentinel reminding me of my new reality. I didn't want to go
back. Even if it meant losing the very last pieces of the man I used
to be, I was locked into this path, and Olivia was right there waiting
to catch me.

“Thank you, Katie,” I whispered into the dark.

“You're welcome, Harper,” she replied, continuing to stroke my
back as I lay there, a doll in satin and lace, waiting for the next day
to begin. “"We'll do this whenever you need it. Maybe Olivia or Emma
will take over, but for now, I'll help you whenever.”

“They...they want me to date men,” I said.

"I know, sweetie, I know. This will help, trust me.”

I was now literally locked into this path, bound the the keys
Emma held, and waiting to see what kind of girl Olivia would turn
me into on my first date with a man.



CHAPTER SIX

The Secondary Lock

THE CONDENSATION ON the bottle of Sauvignon Blanc was the only
thing in my apartment that felt predictable. It pooled in a perfect,
neat circle on the marble island, catching the dim afternoon light
filtering through my blinds. I stared at it, my fingers tracing the rim
of an empty glass, trying to anchor myself to something, anything,
that didn't feel like it was shifting beneath my feet.

I started all this just trying to fit in with the girls, to make friends.
Yet somehow, here I was, everything spinning out of control.

Between my thighs, the pink cage was a tight, unyielding signal
of what I'd become. Every small movement, the slight shift of my
weight from one foot to the other, brought a dull, deep throb that
vibrated all the way up my spine. It was a constant reminder of the
lines that had been drawn around my life, lines I had helped sketch
but no longer knew how to erase. It had been a week since Katie
had milked me, and I was already on edge. I had been waiting for
Emma’s call to inspect me, but thankfully hadn’t had to deal with her
yet.

The buzz of the intercom shattered the silence. My stomach
dropped, a sudden, breath-snatching knot of anticipation and sheer
terror tightening in my chest.

“Harper, let me up, it’s freezing out here,” Olivia’s voice chimed
through the speaker, low and warm, perhaps oblivious to the small
earthquake she triggered in my chest every time she spoke.



“Coming,” I managed to say, my voice sounding smaller than I
wanted it to. I pressed the buzzer, my heart hammering against my
ribs like a trapped bird.

I took a frantic look down at myself. I was wearing a gray
melange mini skirt, the fabric hugging my hips and pantyhose
tightly, paired with a soft cream silk blouse that Katie had insisted I
buy. On my feet were my loafers, their modest heel keeping my
calves slightly tense, a reminder of the posture I was supposed to
maintain. I felt exposed, yet when I caught my reflection in the
hallway mirror, I looked exactly like the woman they wanted me to
be. The woman Olivia wanted.

When the knock came, I opened the door to a flurry of expensive
perfume, dark cashmere, and the bright, polished energy that Olivia
carried with her like an atmosphere. She didn't just enter the room;
she claimed it.

“Oh, thank god,” she sighed, slipping past me and dropping her
leather clutch onto the counter. She was already unbuttoning her
oversized coat, revealing a form-fitting knit dress that made her eyes
look impossibly deep. "Emma kept me late reviewing the quarterly
compliance audits, and if I had to look at one more spreadsheet, I
was going to lose my mind. Tell me you have glasses out.”

“Right here,” I murmured, reaching for the bottle.

Olivia stopped, her hand reaching out to capture my wrist. Her
skin was cool from the outside air, but her touch felt hot, sending a
sharp jolt straight down to the ache between my legs. She leaned in,
her eyes scanning my face with an intensity that made me want to
shrink and expand all at once.

“Look at you,” she murmured, a slow, predatory smile spreading
across her lips. Her free hand moved to my waist, her thumb
brushing against the fabric of the skirt. “You look so pretty tonight,
Harper. So soft. Did you dress up just for me?”

“I...I just threw something on after work,” I lied, my cheeks
burning. The truth was I had spent forty minutes adjusting the
silicone breast forms beneath my blouse, ensuring the slope looked
completely natural under the silk. I spent twenty minutes deciding



on the perfect shade of lipstick. Fifteen minutes picking the right
skirt and blouse, the right hose, the right shoes.

“Liar,” she whispered, her voice a low purr against my ear as she
leaned past me to pour the wine. “"Don't think a girl doesn’t know
when another girl is trying to look good.” She handed me a glass,
her fingers lingering against mine until I was forced to look up and
meet her gaze. "Anyway, tonight, we have work to do. Very
important work.”

“The...the profile?” I asked, the word tasting heavy and terrifying
on my tongue.

“You're dating profile,” Olivia confirmed, taking a deep sip of her
wine and walking over to my sofa, kicking off her pointed heels and
curling her own nylon covered legs under her. She patted the spot
right next to her. “Bring your phone, sweetie. Let’s see what kind of
men we can find for our beautiful girl.”

I walked over to the couch as if I were approaching a ledge.
Sitting beside her, the scent of her perfume enveloped me. I pulled
my phone from my pocket, my fingers slightly damp.

“Olivia, I...I'm still really confused about this,” I admitted, staring
down at the blank glass screen. The cage gave a particularly sharp
throb, as if reacting to my anxiety. "I know I promised you...
promised Emma. I know I said I'd do whatever you wanted. But
actually putting myself out there, specifically for men...it feels like
I'm stepping off a cliff. I've never...I don't look at men that way. Or, I
didn't think I did.”

Olivia set her wine glass down on the coffee table with a soft
click. She turned her entire body toward me, leaning close enough
that I could feel the warmth radiating from her skin. She reached
out, her fingers gently cupping my chin, forcing me to look away
from the phone and into her eyes. The tenderness in her expression
was beautiful, but beneath it lay a terrifying, absolute certainty.

“Harper,” she said softly, her thumb tracing the outline of my
lower lip. “We talked about this. I need total honesty from you. If
you didn't do all of this, if you weren't fully committed to being part
of ‘Team Girl’, you would never fit in with Emma, with me, with our
world. Do you understand that?”



I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “Yes,” I whispered.

“And you wanted to...want to fit in, don’t you? This wasn't all a
lie was it? This wasn't all a way to sneak into a girls’ only space was
it?”

I looked at her. "I want to fit in, Olivia. I want to be with you.”

"I know you do, sweetie,” she murmured, her hand sliding down
my neck, her fingers resting right over my collarbone, feeling the
rapid, frantic beat of my pulse. “But you have to realize how
important this is. Being ‘Team Girl,’ letting go of that old, rigid
masculinity, dating men...it's a big deal for us. It's what brings us
together. It's the foundation of everything we're building here.
Everything. It all flows from you being one of the girls.”

She leaned closer, her breath warm against my cheek. My heart
was pounding so hard I was certain she could hear it.

"I want you in my life, Harper. I want you as my girlfriend, my
sweet, beautiful girl,” she whispered, her eyes dropping to my mouth
before rising back to meet mine. “But I need you to understand
something completely. I would never have accepted you as a boy.
The person you used to try to be? That closed-off, frustrated boy?
There was no room for him in my heart. There never would be. That
boy I never met I never want to meet. Never. I love this version of
you. The version that belongs to me, the version that wears pretty
dresses, the version that obeys. This profile isn't just a game. It's
the proof that you're ready to be the woman you profess to be, the
woman I need. Harper, this thing we have, girl to girl, this is what I
need. Not the boy, never the boy, but this...you.”

Her words hit me with the force of a physical blow, stripping
away the last of my illusions. There was no going back. The man I
had been was dead to her, an impossibility. My survival, my place by
her side, depended entirely on my willingness to dissolve into the
identity she had crafted for me.

"I want to be her,” I whispered, a single tear escaping my eye
and slipping down my cheek. “T want to be your girl.”

“I know, my sweet thing,” Olivia murmured, her expression
softening into pure victory. “Be honest with me, are you doing this



just because you promised Emma or are you doing it because you
want to date men? Because you're attracted to men?”

“I...I'm afraid to be honest with you,” I said.

“Why?"”

“I'm afraid you...you'll reject me.”

“Harper, I would never reject you because you're into men,
what'’s the matter with you?”

“I...I never thought of myself as...as gay,” I said.

“Is a trans woman who’s into men gay?”

"I dont know,” I said.

"I don’t know either,” she said. “Let’s talk through this. I'm a
woman who likes men, that’s not gay, is it?”

“So how is a trans woman different? Do you think of yourself as a
man?”

“Not...not now,” I said. "I mean, sometimes. I don’t know.”

“Well T can see the confusion,” she said with a smile. “You know
what, the thing is, it doesn’t fucking matter, does it? Gay, straight,
who cares. What matters is that you want to meet men and you
want to be with me, right?”

“I suppose,” I said, another tear slipping down my cheek.

She leaned in and gently kissed the tear away from my cheek,
her lips soft and lingering against my skin. “And that’s why I'm going
to help you. Now, open the app.”

With trembling fingers, I unlocked the phone and tapped the icon
for the app we had downloaded earlier, a highly curated, private
dating app popular within the city’s queer and alternative
communities.

“First step,” Olivia said, pulling the phone out of my hand and
leaning her shoulder against mine so we could both look at the
screen. “We need to put you in the right bucket... Trans woman
seeking men.”

I gulped, watched as she signed up.

“Next, photos. We need to show off exactly what makes you so
delicious.”

She began scrolling through my camera roll. I felt a sudden spike
of panic, realizing how many photos Katie had taken of me over the



past few weeks during our fitting sessions.

“Oh, look at this one,” Olivia gasped softly, her finger tapping a
photo Katie had taken in my bedroom. In it, I was wearing a tight,
navy ribbed knit skirt that hit mid-thigh, paired with sheer black
hosiery and a pair of higher patent leather heels. The angle was
taken from slightly above, making me look small, my knees pressed
tightly together, my hands resting submissively in my lap.

“Olivia, that one feels...too much,” I stammered, reaching for the
phone, but she pulled it away, her eyes locked on the image.

“Too much? Harper, are you kidding me? Look at your legs,” she
murmured, her voice dropping into that dark, heavy register that
always made my stomach flip. She reached out with her left hand,
sliding it slowly down my thigh, her fingers gripping the edge of my
skirt, pulling the fabric up just an inch to reveal another inch of my
nylon covered thigh. “They look miles long in heels. And the way
you're holding your hands...it tells any man looking at this exactly
what you are. It says ‘take care of me.” It says ‘'I'm yours.” We are
absolutely using it.”

She uploaded the photo, then scrolled further, finding another
one, a close-up Katie had taken while testing a new lip shade on me.
My hair was falling softly around my face, my eyes wide and slightly
startled, my lips parted just a fraction.

“And this one,” Olivia breathed, her thumb hovering over my face
on the screen. She turned her head to look at me, her gaze tracing
my actual features in the dim light of the living room. “Look at your
mouth here, Harper. You have such a soft, pretty, desirable mouth
when you aren’t tensing your jaw. A man is going to see this and
immediately want to put his fingers in it. He's going to want to quiet
you down. He’s going to think about all the things you can do with
those lips, that mouth. You know how men look at a woman’s mouth
and fantasize about her lips on his cock...”

“Olivia!” A hot, electric rush flooded my lower belly, pooling
immediately at the base of my pelvis. A helpless, frustrated twitch
pulsed violently inside the rigid pink cage. My trapped penis strained
uselessly against the unyielding plastic, sending a sharp, aching
spike of denied need through my groin that only deepened the



humiliating heat. The cage felt suddenly entirely too small, the
restricted flesh inside throbbing desperately with nowhere to go. I
gasped, a small, involuntary sound escaping my throat as the pain
and the sheer erotic overload flared through me.

Olivia noticed immediately. Her eyes flicked down to my lap,
where my hands had instinctively clenched into the fabric of my
skirt. A knowing, wicked spark danced in her eyes.

“Is the cage getting tight, sweetie?” she teased, her hand sliding
off my thigh to rest directly over the front of my skirt, pressing down
just firmly enough that I could feel the hard, unyielding shape of the
resin beneath her palm. “Does it hurt when I talk about what men
are going to do to you?”

“Olivia, please,” I breathed, my hips twitching slightly against her
hand, trapped between the agony of the restriction and the
overwhelming desire to please her.

“Shh,” she murmured, keeping her hand pressed against the
plastic barrier, a silent sentinel enforcing my submission. “Let the
ache remind you of who owns the key, Harper. Emma has it at the
office, but right here, right now, I own your body. And I say we keep
writing.”

She tapped the section for the biography, leaning her chin on my
shoulder, her hair brushing against my neck.

“We need a bio that tells the truth,” Olivia said, her fingers flying
across the keyboard. “"We aren’t going to hide what you are. We're
going to celebrate it. Let's write...'Soft, gentle, sweet, and newly
exploring my feminine side. Looking for a tall, confident man who
knows how to take charge and tell me exactly what to do. I thrive
under structure and love being a good girl."”

“Olivia, that’s...everyone is going to know,” I whispered, my heart
hammering.

“That's the point, darling,” she said, hitting save with a decisive
tap. “"We want them to know. We want the right kind of man to look
at you and see an invitation.”

She leaned back, taking a sip of her wine, her eyes locked on the
screen as the profile went live. “Now,” she whispered, her voice
laced with excitement. “We scroll.”



The app’s interface began to populate with profiles of men in our
area. Olivia held the phone, flipping through them with a practiced,
critical eye, while I sat beside her, trapped in a state of suspended
animation.

“Too boyish,” she murmured, swiping left on a smiling guy in a
flannel shirt. “Too aggressive in a boring way,” she said, swiping left
on another.

Then, she stopped.

The profile on the screen belonged to a man named Shane. He
was thirty-four, an executive at a venture capital firm downtown. The
photos showed a tall, broad-shouldered man with a sharp, tailored
jawline, dark hair cut close, and piercing gray eyes. In one photo, he
was wearing a bespoke charcoal suit, standing in a high-rise office
with his hands in his pockets, looking down at the camera with an
air of absolute, unquestioned authority.

“Oh,” Olivia murmured, her grip tightening on the phone. “Oh,
Harper. Look at him. Doesn’t he make your inside burn?”

I looked. A strange, completely unfamiliar sensation coiled deep
in my gut. He looked dominant, powerful, and utterly terrifying. He
looked like the kind of man who didn’t ask for permission, the kind
of man who would look at a woman in a tight skirt and simply take
what he wanted. The thought of being in a room alone with him
made my breath hitch, a violent throb flaring from the cage between
my thighs.

“He's...he looks very intimidating,” I managed to say, my voice
trembling.

“He looks perfect,” Olivia corrected, her voice dark and intense.
“Look at his shoulders, Harper. Think about how small you would
feel standing next to him in your heels. Think about him looking
down at you, seeing those silicone breasts, seeing you trembling in
cute dress or a short skirt, and realizing exactly how helpless you
are. Think about him putting his hands on you, feeling your skin,
resting on these legs, his hand sliding up your thigh.” As she said
this, her hand moved up my leg, tingling me, teasing me.

“Olivia...” I whimpered, the image she was painting settling
directly into my mind, blurring the lines between my fear and a



deep, aching submissive pull I couldn’t control.

“Let’s see if he likes our good girl,” Olivia whispered, her thumb
sliding across the screen to swipe right.

The screen immediately flashed, a bright, celebratory animation
taking over the display. It's a Match!

My heart stopped.

“He already swiped on you,” Olivia laughed, a thrill of pure
triumph in her voice. “He saw those legs, he saw that pretty mouth,
and he didn’t even hesitate. And look, sweetie he’s typing!”

A small chat bubble appeared at the bottom of the screen. My
hands began to shake so badly that Olivia had to rest the phone on
my lap, her hand wrapping over mine to keep it still.

Shane: Well, hello there, Harper. You look absolutely exquisite in
that dress. A very good girl, indeed.

The words typed out on the screen felt like an invasion. He was
using the language Olivia used. He was seeing right through the
digital illusion straight into my submission.

“Respond,” Olivia commanded, her voice dropping all playfulness,
becoming firm and absolute. She leaned over my shoulder, her chest
pressing against my back, her lips right against my ear.

“What...what do I say?” I panicked, my fingers hovering over the
keyboard.

“Tell him thank you. Let him know you're attentive,” Olivia
instructed, her breath hot against my neck.

I typed out the words, my thumbs clumsy. Thank you, I try to be
attentive.

A second later, the three little dots appeared again. Shane was
replying instantly.

Shane: Hmm, I like that word, I like an attentive girl. Tell me,
Harper, what are you wearing right now while you text me? I want
to know exactly what you look like.

I looked up at Olivia, completely overwhelmed. The reality of a
real man, a powerful, dominant man, directing his attention entirely
toward me, demanding to know the details of my body, was too
much. The cage was throbbing so fiercely now that it felt like a hot



iron between my legs, a agonizing pressure that offered no release,
only a deepening, heavy ache.

“Olivia, I can't...this is too fast,” I pleaded, my voice breaking.

“You can, and you will,” Olivia whispered, her hand sliding down
to grip my chin firmly, turning my face so I had to look at her. Her
eyes were dark, dilated, filled with an intense, intoxicating desire.
“Look at me, Harper. Remember what we talked about. This is how
you stay in my life. This is how you become my girl. Do this for me.
Tell him what you're wearing.”

I looked at her beautiful, unyielding face, and the last of my
resistance dissolved. I was her doll. I was her creature.

I looked back at the screen and began to type, guided by Olivia’s
low, whispered prompts in my ear.

He replied, pushed, asked me what I was wearing underneath
my skirt, whether I was wearing something pretty for him?

Olivia let out a soft, sharp breath, her hand moving back down to
the front of my skirt, her fingers curling over the fabric, tracing the
rigid contour of the pink resin cage underneath.

“Tell him,” Olivia whispered, her voice trembling slightly with her
own excitement. “Tell him the truth, Harper. Tell him how you're
wearing pretty lingerie, how you like wearing pretty things for me..”

With a shaking hand, I typed the final message, the words
cementing my new reality into the digital ether, completely
surrendered to the dark, predatory luxury of the world Olivia had
built for me.
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The mirror in Olivia’s bathroom was surrounded by a halo of warm,
Hollywood-style bulbs that left absolutely nowhere to hide. Standing
under their unforgiving glare, I felt less like a woman getting ready
for a night out and more like an elaborate, fragile piece of origami
that might unravel if someone breathed on it too hard.

After flirting with Shane on the dating app, Olivia decided we
needed to go out to practice flirting with men again.



“Stop overthinking it, Harper,” Olivia murmured, her voice a low,
soothing purr that vibrated right against the small of my back. She
was standing directly behind me, her chest pressed lightly against
my shoulder blades. In the glass, the contrast between us was
dizzying. Olivia was a vision of effortless, high-end sophistication in a
draped, fuchsia silk slip dress that looked like it had been poured
onto her frame. And then there was me.

I was wearing a tight, navy cocktail dress that clung to every
single curve Katie and I had spent weeks meticulously engineering.
The neckline scooped low, exposing the smooth swell of the silicone
breast forms beneath the fabric, while the hemline cut precariously
high across my thighs. Beneath the dress, my legs were encased in
sheer, gossamer-thin thigh-high stockings that caught the light with
a faint, iridescent sheen, tapering down into a pair of four-inch
patent leather stiletto pumps. My feet were already aching from the
unaccustomed angle, tilting my pelvis forward and forcing my
posture into a dramatic, vulnerable arch.

The steep pitch of the insoles completely altered the mechanics
of my legs, locking my knees close together and thrusting my rear
back. It forced the hard lower curve of the cage to press relentlessly
against the inner seam of my shaper panties with every micro-
adjustment of my balance. I couldn’t ease the pressure without
tilting forward into Olivia’s space; the shoes themselves were actively
executing the trap.

But it wasn't the heels or the tight-knit fabric that made my
breath hitch in my throat. It was the sharp, localized throb right
between my thighs.

Beneath the sheer nylon of my shaper panties, the pink cage was
locked tight, its smooth, rigid contours keeping my anatomy entirely
suppressed. Ever since Emma had taken custody of the physical key
at the office, the psychological weight of the lock had grown
immense, but tonight, dressed like this, the physical reality of it was
overwhelming. The constant, dull ache of my own restricted body
was a silent sentinel, a permanent reminder of exactly what I was
turning into.

“How’s the...you know?” QOlivia asked.



“Tight,” I said.

“You're excited?”

“Maybe,” I said. “I don't think I can walk in these, Olivia,” I
whispered, changing the subject, my voice sounding small,
breathless, and entirely too feminine even to my own ears. I reached
backward blindly, my manicured nails catching the silk of her dress
for balance. “The heels...they change everything. The way I center
my weight. It feels like I'm going to topple over.”

Olivia chuckled, a rich, dark sound that sent a shiver straight
down my spine. She didn’t step back. Instead, she brought her
hands up to rest on my hips, her long, elegant fingers digging gently
into the tight navy fabric of my dress. Her touch was possessive,
authoritative, and completely intoxicating.

“That's the point, my sweet girl,” Olivia whispered, leaning
forward so her lips brushed the sensitive shell of my ear. The scent
of her perfume—jasmine, amber, and something deeply expensive—
enveloped me completely. “They change your center of gravity
because they're supposed to make you helpless. They force you to
rely on me. You don’t need to worry about walking perfectly. You
just keep your eyes on me, hold my arm, and let me guide you. Can
you do that for me?”

I swallowed hard, watching our reflection. My cheeks were
flushed a deep, natural pink that no amount of cosmetic blush could
replicate. I looked so soft. So entirely surrendered. “Yes,” I breathed,
the word slipping out before my brain could even formulate a
defense. “I...I can do that.”

“Good.” Olivia's eyes darkened in the mirror, a heavy, deliberate
gaze that locked onto mine. Her hands slid slowly from my hips,
smoothing upward over the dress, tracking the curve of my waist
until they rested just beneath the swell of my chest. My breath
caught, my lungs freezing as her fingers lingered there, a teasing,
agonizing millimeter away from the soft silicone beneath the fabric.
The sexual tension between us was an almost physical entity, thick
and suffocating. “You look absolutely spectacular, Harper. Every man
in that lounge is going to want to tear this dress off you. But they
won't be allowed to. Because you belong to our world now. You're



our beautiful little fixture. We protect each other and only let men in
when we want. Remember, every man in that lounge hopes he gets
laid tonight; every woman in that lounge knows whether she’s
getting laid tonight.”

The ride to the cocktail lounge passed in a blur of hyper-
awareness. Every bump in the road, every turn of the steering wheel
caused the hem of the navy dress to ride up higher on my thighs,
the sheer hosiery rubbing together with a soft, whispery hiss that
felt indecently loud in the quiet luxury of Olivia’s car. I had to pull the
hem of my dress down when I saw the lace of my stockings peeking
out. Worse, the pressure inside the cage was already building, a
steady, rhythmic throbbing.

When the valet opened my door at the club entrance, I froze.
The pavement looked miles away down the steep incline of my
stilettos.

Before panic could set in, Olivia was there. She extended her
hand, her palm warm and steady. “"Step down slowly, Harper. Plant
your right foot first. Trust the shoe. Trust me. I've got you, now and
all night.”

I placed my hand in hers, my fingers trembling slightly. As I
swung my legs out of the car, the tight navy dress binding my knees
together, I felt the familiar, heavy wave of public exposure sweep
over me. The valet’s eyes swept over my legs, tracking the sheer
nylon up to the exposed skin of my mid-thigh before lingering on the
low scoop of my neckline. It wasn’t the polite, invisible gaze a man
gives another man. It was an analytical, consuming stare, the kind
of gaze that makes a woman feel like she’s being eye-fucked.

My mind flashed back to Liam, to the dizzying, terrifying thrill of
being objectified for the first time. The memory sent a shiver
through me. This wasn't entirely uncharted territory anymore; I
knew what it felt like to be evaluated as an object of desire, yet the
second taste of it didn't ease the anxiety. If anything, knowing what
to expect made the sudden rush of submission even sharper, cold
and intoxicating all at once.

“See?” Olivia whispered as she tucked my arm securely into hers,
her fingers interlocking with mine. She pulled me close against her



side, her hips bumping rhythmically against mine as we walked
toward the heavy glass doors. “You're doing beautifully. Just lean
into me.”

The interior of the lounge was a labyrinth of dark velvet booths,
brushed brass fixtures, and low, ambient jazz that seemed to pulse
through the floorboards. It was crowded, packed with corporate
executives, lawyers, and wealthy professionals unwinding after a
long week. The air smelled of expensive bourbon, cigar smoke, and
luxury cosmetics.

As Olivia led me toward the long, marble-topped bar, I felt the
atmosphere shift around us. Two attractive women walking into a
bar like this always drew attention, but tonight, the spotlight felt
entirely focused on the tall, slender brunette in the tight navy dress
who was clinging to her companion’s arm like a life raft.

“Two French 75s, please,” Olivia told the bartender, her tone
casual and commanding. She didn’t look at the men around us, but I
couldn’t help it. My eyes darted nervously across the room, my heart
hammering against my ribs.

“Don't look at the floor, Harper,” Olivia murmured, her voice
dropping into that quiet, disciplinary register she sometimes used
when we were alone in her office. She shifted slightly, her thigh
pressing firmly against mine beneath the bar stool, pinning me in
place. She reached out, her fingers caughty my chin and gently
forced my face up. “Look at the room. Let them see you. You're a
beautiful woman on a night out with her friend. Act like it.”

“Olivia, everyone is looking,” I whispered, my voice trembling as
the bartender slid the effervescent flutes toward us. "I feel...I feel
like they can tell. Like they know I don’t belong here.”

“They're looking because you're stunning,” she corrected softly,
her thumb rubbed a slow, soothing circle against my jawline before
trailing downward, her manicured nail traced the delicate line of my
collarbone. The touch sent a jolt of pure electricity straight to the
aching center of my body, caused me to gasp softly. “They don't see
a fraud, Harper. They see a gorgeous, demure woman who needs to
be taken care of. Look at the man at the end of the bar. Don't stare,
just a brief glance.”



I followed her instructions, turning my head slightly. Sitting three
stools down was a tall, broad-shouldered man in a tailored charcoal
suit. He had a sharp, chiseled jawline, dark hair dusted with silver at
the temples, and an aura of absolute, dominant authority that
practically radiated off him. He looked like the kind of man who ran
companies, who made decisions without hesitation, who expected
total compliance from everyone in his orbit.

The moment our eyes met, he didn’t look away. He held my
gaze, his dark eyes narrowed slightly as he took a slow sip of his
scotch. With Liam, the attention had caught me entirely off guard, a
chaotic blur of panic and novelty. But this man’s stare was heavier,
more predatory, and entirely deliberate. Experiencing this targeted
focus for the second time made the reality settle in deeper: I was
actively participating in this dynamic now. The look felt like a
physical weight pressing down on my chest. My breath caught, my
stomach twisting into a tight knot of nervous anticipation.

“He likes you,” Olivia whispered, her lips so close to my ear that
her breath stirred my hair. Her hand slid down to the small of my
back, her fingers pressing into the fabric of my dress, pushed me
slightly forward. “I actually know him, he’s a partner at one of the
venture capital firms Emma works with. His name is Jake. He's
exactly your type, isn't he, my sweet girl? Big, strong, and
completely unyielding.”

“I...I don't know, Olivia,” I stammered, my mind spun into a
vortex of confusion. I was a boy. I had spent my entire life believing
I was a boy, even if a broken, hiding one. But looking at Jake,
feeling the intense, heavy weight of his stare, my body was reacting
in ways I couldn’t control or understand. The pressure inside the
pink resin cage spiked violently, a sharp, white-hot ache that made
me squeeze my thighs tightly together. “Olivia, please. The cage...it's
starting to hurt. It's too tight.”

“That's just the arousal, my sweet Harper. It means your body is
learning its place; it means your attraction to men isn't an act, it's
real,” Olivia murmured, her voice devoid of pity but overflowing with
a terrifying kind of affection. She reached over, her fingers curling
around the stem of my glass, lifting it to my lips. “*Drink some of



your cocktail. Relax. When Jake comes over—and he will come over
—I want you to be a good girl for me. Let him flirt with you. Let him
see how soft you are. And remember, what you're feeling is real.”

Before I could protest, the space beside Olivia shifted. Jake had
stood up from his stool and crossed the distance between us, his
presence instantly dominating our corner of the bar. He was easily
six-foot-three, his broad shoulders making the bar stool look small.

“Good evening, Olivia,” Jake said, his voice a deep, resonant
baritone that sent a strange, fluttering sensation through my lower
abdomen. He smiled, a confident, easy expression, but his eyes
never left my face. “I didn’t expect to run into you tonight.”

“Jake, what a pleasant surprise,” Olivia replied, her voice smooth
and conversational. She didn't move away from me; if anything, she
pressed closer, her arm wrapping securely around my waist. “We
were just celebrating a very successful week at the bank. Jake, this
is Harper. She’s new and Emma and I are, well, helping her
transition.”

I glanced at Olivia, knew her double meaning was for me.

Jake’s eyes swept over me, a slow, methodical appraisal that felt
like a physical touch. He took in the tight navy dress, the low
neckline, and the sheer hosiery before returning to my flushed,
nervous face. “Harper,” he said, repeating my name like a flavor he
was testing on his tongue. “A pleasure to meet you. Olivia didn’t
mention she had someone so exceptionally lovely joining her team.”

“Thank you,” I whispered, the words catching in my throat. I
instinctively tried to lower my head, to hide from the intensity of his
gaze, but Olivia’s hand tightened significantly around my waist, her
fingers pinched the sensitive flesh of my hip through the dress. It
was a silent, painful command: Stay upright. Face him. You can do
this.

“Harper is a bit shy,” Olivia explained to Jake, her tone dripping
with an indulgent, sisterly affection that hid the absolute control she
was exercising over me. “She’s still getting used to the attention out
in the city. She’s not quite a country girl, but she’s, you know...
innocent.”



“Innocent?” Jake stepped closer, effectively cutting off the rest of
the lounge, trapping us in a private pocket of space. The scent of his
expensive cologne mixed with Olivia’s perfume, creating an
overwhelming, intoxicating sensory overload. He leaned his forearm
against the marble bar, tilted his head down to look at me. “The city
can be overwhelming for an innocent girl, Harper. Especially a place
like this. You look like you need someone to look after you.”

The psychological whiplash was staggering. My mind was still
screaming that this was wrong, that I was a fraud, that I was a
grown male masquerading in a cocktail dress and synthetic breasts.
Yet, having crossed this threshold once before with Liam, the
defense mechanisms in my brain were weaker this time. The
submissive pull felt more natural, a groove my mind was beginning
to slip into with terrifying ease. My body, intoxicated by Jake,
trapped in chastity, and entirely under Olivia’s thrall—was singing a
completely different tune. I felt small. I felt vulnerable. And more
than anything, I felt a terrifying, deep-seated urge to please this
strong, dominant man who was looking at me like I was something
to be consumed.

“She has Emma and me to take care of her,” Olivia said, her voice
teasing but laced with an undercurrent of firm possession. She
reached up with her free hand, casually adjusting the strap of my
navy dress, her fingers lingering against my bare shoulder, the touch
of her skin on mine sending a jolt of electricity through my body.
“But she does need to learn how to accept a compliment from a
handsome man. Don’t you, Harper?”

“Yes,” I murmured, my face burning with a fiery blush. I looked
up at Jake, my eyelashes fluttering nervously against my cheeks.
“You're...You're very kind, Jake.” I reached over, touched his arm,
pulled it back, knowing full well the signal that sent. And the thing
is, I didn't do it to pretend, I did it naturally.

Jake smiled, clearly charmed by my stuttering, fragile demeanor,
“What a sweet girl. Tell me, what does a beautiful thing like you do
when you aren’t under Emma’s thumb? What keeps you busy?”

Before I could answer, a sudden, violent spasm racked my lower
abdomen. The prolonged arousal from Jake’s intense masculine



presence, combined with the crushing proximity of Olivia’s body, had
caused my anatomy to try and expand against the rigid, unyielding
plastic of the cage. The pink resin dug mercilessly into my skin, the
restrictive ring pinched the base of my flaccid penis with an
agonizing, sharp pressure that made my breath hitch in a ragged
gasp. A tiny, involuntary whimper escaped my lips, and my knees
buckled slightly, my four-inch heels wobbling dangerously on the
polished floor.

Olivia caught me instantly, her arm tightening around my waist
like an iron band, lifting me back to a stable position before Jake
could notice my instability.

“Oh dear,” Olivia said quickly, her face a mask of smooth, polite
concern as she looked at Jake. "I think the champagne and the heels
are catching up with my girl. If you'll excuse us for just a moment,
Jake, I think Harper needs a quick trip to the powder room to
refresh.”

“Of course,” Jake said, his eyes softening with a look of
protective concern that made my chest ache. He stepped back,
giving us room. “Take your time, Harper. I'll be right here when you
get back. I'd love to buy you your next drink.”

“Thank you,” I choked out, the pain between my legs now so
intense that tears were beginning to prick the corners of my eyes.

Olivia didn’t waste a second. She kept her arm locked around my
waist, practically carrying me through the crowded lounge. I
stumbled along beside her, my stilettos clicking erratically against the
floor, my thighs locked tight in a desperate attempt to minimize the
friction against the cage. Every step was pure agony, a reminder of
the absolute physical boundary that defined my new life.

The lounge’s powder room was a lavish, marble-and-gold
sanctuary, mercifully empty when Olivia pushed the heavy door
open. She led me past the line of lit mirrors and straight into the
large, handicapped stall at the end, locked the heavy deadbolt
behind us with a sharp, definitive click.

The moment the lock turned, the fragile facade I had been
maintaining completely collapsed. I sank against the tiled wall of the
stall, my hands flying to my face as a ragged, sobbing breath tore



from my throat. My shoulders shook, the tight navy dress straining
against the movement.

“Olivia,” I sobbed, the tears finally spilling over my mascara,
tracking hot lines down my carefully made-up cheeks. "It hurts. It
hurts so bad. The cage...it’s digging into me. I can't...I can't
breathe. I don't understand...”

Olivia didn’t immediately comfort me. Instead, she stood there
for a long moment, her silk dress shimmering in the dim light of the
stall, her eyes cool, analytical, and deeply aroused as she watched
me break down.

Slowly, deliberately, she stepped into my personal space. She
didn’t wipe away my tears. Instead, she reached down, her long,
manicured fingers smoothing over the front of my navy dress. She
tracked the line of my stomach downward, her hand moving slowly,
teasingly, until her open palm rested flat against the apex of my
thighs.

“Oh, god,” I gasped, my eyes flying open as her hand pressed
firmly into the fabric. Through the tight knit of the dress and the thin
layer of my shaper panties, the unmistakable, hard, rigid outline of
the pink resin cage was entirely palpable. She shifted her hand, her
fingers curling around the smooth plastic dome, feeling the violent,
throbbing pulse of my restricted body trapped inside.

“Look at you,” Olivia whispered, her voice a dark, velvety caress
that seemed to echo in the small space. She leaned in close, her
chest pressing against my synthetic breasts, pinning me securely
against the marble wall. She applied a firm, upward pressure with
her palm, intentionally shifting the cage against my aching skin.
“You're a complete mess, Harper. You're sobbing like a little girl in a
nightclub bathroom because a strong man looked at you the right
way. Your body is practically begging for relief, and you have
absolutely no way to get it. Oh, my poor, sweet girl. All this just to
be close to me.”

“Please, Olivia,” I whimpered, my hands coming down to curl
around her wrists, not to push her away, but to hold onto her, to
anchor myself in the midst of the overwhelming pleasure and pain.



“Emma has the key...I can't...I dont know what to do. I feel so
confused. I'm a boy... I'm supposed to be a boy...”

“Are you?” Olivia challenged softly, her thumb rubbing a slow,
agonizing circle over the rigid plastic apex between my legs, sending
waves of blinding, frustrated heat straight to my core. “Look at what
you're wearing, Harper. Look at your beautiful, long legs in these
sheer stockings. Look at how beautifully this navy dress frames your
body. Look at how Jake looked at you. He didn't see a boy. And
neither did Liam. They see a beautiful, submissive woman who
belongs to a world of absolute elegance and surrender. And more
importantly, look at how your body is reacting. A man wouldn't be
crying from relief just because a woman is holding his cage through
his dress. You're a girl, Harper. You belong here.”

She was right. The realization crashed over me with the force of
a tidal wave, drowning the very last remnants of my masculine
denial. The confusion was still there, a swirling, chaotic storm in my
brain, but beneath it, a deep, undeniable truth was settling into my
bones. This second encounter had stripped away the excuse of a
fluke. T didn’t want to go back to being the lonely, broken man
hiding in his mother’s house. I wanted this. I wanted the tight
dresses, the sheer hosiery, the agonizing ache of chastity, and the
terrifying, beautiful safety of being entirely controlled by Emma, by
Katie, and most of all by Olivia. I wanted to be their girl...I wanted to
be her girl.

“I'm sorry,” I whispered, fresh tears cascading down my cheeks
as I let my head drop onto Olivia’s shoulder. I surrendered my entire
weight to her, my heels slipping slightly on the tile. “*I'm sorry for
being difficult. Please don’t be angry with me.”

“I'm not angry, sweet girl,” Olivia murmured, her tone finally
shifting into something deeply comforting, almost maternal, as she
wrapped her arms fully around me. She held me tight, her silk dress
smooth against my skin, her hands rubbing slow, soothing circles
into my back just like Katie had done nights before. “I'm proud of
you. This is the hardest part—the transition from the old lie to the
beautiful reality. The cage hurts because you're fighting it. If you
stop fighting, if you just accept that this is your new boundary, the



pain turns into something else. It turns into a constant, beautiful
reminder of who you belong to.”

“Olivia, I...I just want to be your girlfriend,” I blurted out. “I...I
was so confused...I thought I was trying to...to be...to be a boy...I
just want...” I closed my eyes, letting the scent of her perfume wash
over me, letting the steady rise and fall of her chest calm my racing
heart. The throbbing between my thighs didn’t stop, but as I
stopped tensing my muscles, as I let myself fully sink into Olivia’s
embrace, the sharp, biting edge of the pain began to morph into a
deep, heavy, and intensely erotic ache. It was a silent sentinel, a
permanent fixture of my new existence.

“Harper, I appreciate you decided to give up being a boy to fit in
with the girls. But I love that you locked yourself to make sure you
could only be my girlfriend.”

“It's all I want, Olivia,” I whispered, my voice thick with emotion.

“Are you ready to go back out there?” Olivia asked gently after a
few minutes, her hands moving up to cup my face, lifting my head
so she could look into my eyes. She reached into her clutch, pulling
out a silk handkerchief and carefully dabbing away the ruined
mascara beneath my eyes, restoring the flawless, delicate illusion we
had created. “Jake is waiting for us. And I want to watch my
beautiful girl finish her cocktail and let him tell her how exquisite she
is. Can you do that for me, Harper? Can you be our good girl?”

I looked at her, my vision clear now, my mind empty of the
chaotic noise that had plagued it for weeks. The navy dress felt like
a second skin now, a beautiful uniform of my submission.

“Yes, Olivia,” I whispered, a small, genuine smile finally touching
my lips. “I can be your good girl.”

“Good.” She leaned over, kissed me softly on the lips, and then
gave me a warm, victorious expression that made every ounce of
suffering completely worth it. She gave the front of my dress one
final, proprietary pat, the heavy gold bands of her rings clicking
sharply against the rigid polymer dome beneath the fabric—a
metallic, definitive strike that echoed like a secondary lock turning—
before she unlocked the stall door and led me back out into the
dark, predatory luxury of our shared world.






CHAPTER SEVEN

The Validation Protocol

THE TRANSITION FROM a life of solitary invisibility to one of high-
stakes scrutiny had been a gradual thickening of the air, but by
Thursday afternoon, the atmosphere in my small apartment felt
positively pressurized. My phone sat on the faux-marble kitchen
counter, its screen blinking to life with a rhythmic, persistent
regularity that made my pulse hitch every time the glass illuminated.

Three men. Three distinct, masculine voices reaching out into my
private orbit, pulling at the fraying edges of an identity I was still
learning to assemble in front of my bathroom mirror.

It was a dizzying, terrifying sensory overload. For years, my
phone had been a functional tool—work emails, occasional family
updates, reminders to pick up groceries. Now, it was an emotional
conduit, vibrating with a raw, demanding energy that felt entirely
alien to the person I used to be. The sheer volume of the attention
was suffocating, yet beneath the panic, a low, illicit thrill coil-sprung
in my chest.

I leaned against the counter, my knees pressed together beneath
my tailored gray skirt, hands smoothing down the fabric of on thighs
just to ground myself. The nylon of my hose whispered underneath
my skirt—a delicate, private sound that reminded me of the
architecture beneath the surface. I reached out with a trembling,
manicured finger and tapped the screen.



The first message was from Marcus on the dating app. His profile
was filled with photos of rugged weekend hikes and sharp, open-
collared shirts at rooftop bars.

Hey Harper. Still thinking about our chat from Tuesday. You've
got this incredibly quiet, mysterious vibe that I can’t seem to shake.
Let’s grab a drink tonight. I know this little speakeasy downtown
with great mezcal. You look like a girl who appreciates a hidden
gem.

My throat tightened. A girl who appreciates a hidden gem.
Marcus was forward, his words carrying a casual, predatory
confidence that assumed compliance. He knew the secret. He was
reacting to the curated photos Olivia had helped me select—the soft-
focus lighting, the gentle tilt of my chin, the deliberate emphasis on
my eyes and the soft line of my collarbone. To him, I was simply an
attractive, somewhat elusive trans woman in his digital immediate
vicinity. The pressure of his expectation felt like a physical weight
against my sternum.

Before I could even process the breath I was holding, the phone
buzzed again, a direct text message from Liam.

Hi Harper, hope your Thursday is going well! I was wondering if
you might be free this Saturday evening? There’s a new exhibit
opening at the gallery on 4th, and I'd really love to take you. No
pressure at all, but I'd be honored to show you around. Let me know
if you can make it.

Liam’s message was a stark contrast to Marcus’'s—respectful,
structured, almost sweet. Yet, his text treated me with a delicate,
old-school deference that made my stomach flutter with a strange,
soft heat. He didn't say grab a drink; he said honored to take you.
He was putting himself out there, offering a structured, public
courtship that felt entirely consistent with the hyper-feminine role I
was being steered into.

And then, there was Jake.

His message had arrived an hour earlier, but the words seemed
to hover in the air like heavy cologne.

Harper. Ran into Olivia yesterday and she mentioned you've been
working late on the new campaign. You need a break. I'm taking you



out Saturday night. Don’t overthink it. Just say yes, and I'll handle
the rest.

If Liam’s message was an invitation, Jake’s was a directive. It
was tall, commanding, and entirely devoid of hesitation. It was the
language of a man who took up space, who expected the world to
bend to his rhythm.

The cage beneath my underwear gave a sudden, sharp throb
against my pelvis. A helpless, frustrated twitch pulsed violently inside
the rigid pink cage. My trapped penis strained uselessly against the
unyielding plastic, sending a sharp, aching spike of denied need
through my groin that only deepened the humiliating heat.

The more I read Jake’s commanding words, the more my body
betrayed me — learning to ache in exactly the way Olivia wanted.
My mind flashed to his broad shoulders, the tailored charcoal suits
he wore around the financial district, the way his voice seemed to
vibrate at a frequency that made my own voice naturally drop into
that lighter, throat-centric register just to match him.

I stared at the three names blinking on the glass. Marcus. Liam.
Jake.

The realization hit me with the force of a physical blow: I was
being pursued. Not just noticed, not just tolerated as a corporate
experiment, but actively hunted by masculine desire. Three different
men were looking at my form, my soft features, the deliberate grace
of my posture, and they wanted to claim a piece of it. One of them
knew my secret and didn’t care. Two of them had no idea and
thought they were pursuing a genetic girl.

Panic, sharp and cold, flooded my system. The absolute
asymmetry of the situation was terrifying. They were interacting with
a woman who had fought so hard to become soft, a woman whose
entire daily ritual involved lotion, silk, and the rigid confinement of a
pink resin cage. Marcus was almost too forward; Liam and Jake
didn’t know the truth. They didn’t know about the lock and key, or
the fact that under the chic pencil skirts and ivory blouses, I was a
creature suspended between two worlds. I felt like an absolute
freak, an impostor playing dress-up in a reality I hadn't earned. If



Liam or Jake knew what lay beneath the foundation, the illusion
would shatter into something violent and humiliating.

Yet, as I stood there in the quiet of my kitchen, the sheer,
intoxicating vanity of the moment settled deep into my bones. For
the first time in my life, I felt the dizzying, specific power of a
woman who holds the cards. I was the prize. I was the center of
gravity around which these three distinct masculine energies were
rotating. My hands trembled, but as I caught my reflection in the
dark microwave glass—the soft wave of my hair, the narrow line of
my waist—the terror began to blur into a desperate, fluttering
anticipation.

I couldnt handle this alone. The psychological weight was too
immense, the rules of engagement entirely beyond my vocabulary. I
needed a anchor. I needed the one person who had engineered this
transformation from the very beginning.

With a shaky breath, I grabbed my purse, verified the placement
of the straps beneath my blouse, and headed toward the door. I was
going to see Olivia.
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The air inside Olivia’s apartment was always warm, heavy with the
expensive, intoxicating scent of vanilla and amber that seemed to
define her presence. When she opened the door, she took one look
at my wide eyes and trembling hands, smiled that slow, knowing
smile of hers, and pulled me inside by the wrist.

“You look like you're about to vibrate out of your skin, sweet girl,”
she murmured, steering me toward the deep, plush velvet couch in
her living room.

I sank into the cushions, instinctively pressing my knees together
and smoothing the fabric of my skirt over my nylons. Olivia
disappeared into the kitchen for a moment, returning with two large,
crystal glasses of chilled white wine. She sat down right beside me,
her thighs brushing mine, her silk robe whispering against me as she
handed me a glass. Her presense sent a chill down my spine and
right to my caged penis.



“Talk to me, Harper. What's happened?”

I took a long, desperate sip of the wine, letting the cold liquid
dull the sharp edge in my throat. “It's my phone, Olivia,” I
whispered, my voice already centering into that lighter, breathy
register I used when I was overwhelmed. “It won't stop. I... I don't
know what to do.”

I pulled the phone from my purse and handed it to her like it was
a live explosive. Olivia took it, her manicured fingers tapping the
glass as she scrolled through the messages. I watched her face, my
heart hammering a frantic rhythm against my ribs.

A slow, delighted purr escaped her lips. “Well, well, well. Look at
you. Marcus, Liam, and Jake. A full house.” She looked up at me, her
dark eyes sparkling with an intense, proprietary pride. “Three men,
Harper. Three distinct, capable men are practically begging for a
sliver of your time. How does that feel?”

“It's terrifying,” I confessed, my hands clenching around the stem
of my wine glass. “It's completely overwhelming. I've never... I've
never had anyone look at me like this, Olivia. Let alone three at
once. It makes me feel so small. It makes me feel like a real woman
being pursued, but it’s a lie. They don’t know. I mean Marcus knows,
but somehow that makes it even worse, like I'm...just someone he
wants to screw.”

She smiled, leaned closer, her palm resting casually on my knee,
the warmth of her hand seeping through the sheer nylon. “It's not a
lie, Harper. They're responding to exactly what you are presenting to
the world. You’ve worked so hard on your execution, your softness,
your grace. This is the natural result. You are a desirable woman.”

“But that’s what’s so conflicted inside my head,” I said, the words
tumbling out in a sudden, raw rush of emotion. I set the wine glass
down on the coffee table because my hands were shaking too much
to hold it. “I'm... I'm attracted to them, Olivia. Especially Jake. When
I read his text, my entire body reacted. The cage...it gave this deep,
warning throb, and I felt this horrible, wonderful pull toward his
authority. But it feels wrong. It makes me feel so twisted inside. For
so long, I thought of myself in a completely different context, and
now...the thought of a man taking over, the thought of being



consumed by a man’s size and strength...it scares me. Am I...does
this make me gay? Am I losing my mind?”

We talked before about this, whether it mattered. Maybe it did
more than I thought. She saw my anxiety, my fear, and she knew
how to soothe it. Her expression softened into something intensely
tender, yet saturated with that calm, unyielding control. She slid her
hand up from my knee, her fingers tracing a slow line up my thigh,
her touch incredibly deliberate.

“Oh, my sweet, sweet girl,” she murmured, her voice a soothing
balm to my frayed nerves. “Look at me.”

I turned my head, my eyes wide and swimming with unshed
tears, looking into her beautiful, composed face.

“First of all, you need to stop worrying about being gay,” Olivia
said firmly, her thumb reaching up to gently stroke my cheekbone.
“It is completely okay for you to be attracted to men. In fact, it's
beautiful. It's the most natural progression in the world for the
woman we are making you into. You want to feel that contrast—the
broadness of a man’s chest against your softness, the weight of his
hand on your waist. You crave that validation because it anchors
your femininity. There is nothing wrong with wanting to be wanted
by a man. For a woman, it's the most natural thing in the world to
want.”

The words settled warmly in my chest, providing an
instantaneous, intoxicating relief to my anxiety. To hear her validate
the deep, secret hunger I had felt while reading Jake’s text was like
a physical release. But the panic wasn't entirely gone; it just shifted
shape.

“But what about the label, Olivia?” I whispered, my voice
cracking. “What about what I actually am? A trans woman dating
men...I don’t even know if that makes me gay or not. The world is
so complicated, and I feel like I'm standing on a fault line. Deep
down inside, I'm a boy. I was born a boy. I didn’t set out to become
a woman, it all...it all just happened. Now here I am in the middle of
my life, and I don’t know what to do with myself. I somehow went
from play acting as a trans woman to living as a trans woman. I
went from pretending to be attracted to men to actually being



attracted to men. I wanted to project being gay and here I am all
hot and bothered by men pursuing me.”

Olivia let out a soft, melodic laugh, a sound that completely
dismissed the gravity of my terror. She leaned in closer, her lips
almost brushing the shell of my ear, her amber perfume washing
over me.

“To be completely honest, Harper, I still don't know if a trans
woman dating men makes her gay or not,” she said softly, her voice
filled with a playful, triumphant satisfaction. “The semantics don’t
matter. But do you want to know a secret? Even if it does make you
gay, it doesn’t matter to me at all. Because for me, having a gay
bestie who is also a beautiful trans woman is pretty much about the
coolest thing in the world.”

She wrapped her arm around my shoulders, pulling my head
down until it rested against the soft swell of her chest, her fingers
weaving through my hair. “This is what girlfriends are for, sweet girl.
To help you figure this out. To navigate the wolves together. You
don't have to carry the weight alone. Men do that, they are so often
solo, predatory hunters. Women stick together, we're a pride, we
look out for each other, we protect each other from the bad wolves
to help each other find the good ones.”

I let out a shaky breath, completely melting into the safety of her
embrace. The validation was a powerful narcotic, and in the quiet
sanctuary of her arms, the chaotic mess inside my head began to
organize itself under her direction.

“Okay,” I murmured against her shoulder. “So... what do we do?
How do I handle them?”

Olivia sat back slightly, her expression turning sharp and
analytical as she picked up my phone again. The strategist in her
was fully awake now, her dark eyes scanning the texts with clinical
precision.

“First, Marcus,” she commanded smoothly. “"Ghost him. For now,
at least. He's just an app match, low effort, and his tone is a bit too
predatory for where you are right now. To be honest, you're instinct
is right and totally Team Girl. He's looking to score, no more. That's
not a critique, it’s just a fact. And that’s not what you're looking for.



You don’t need that kind of pressure while you're still finding your
footing.”

I nodded obediently. *Ghost Marcus. Okay. I'm...I'm not ready for
that anyway. Flirting is one thing, but...you know. What about Jake
and Liam?”

“Liam,” she continued, her finger tapping his name. “Liam is
sweet, and he’s respectful. He clearly has a genuine crush on you.
We don't want to burn that bridge, but we need to put him off for
now. Tell him you're absolutely swamped with the new campaign
launch this weekend, but you’d love to check out the gallery in a few
weeks. Liam is into you, Harper; he'll understand, and he won't get
upset. It keeps him in your orbit without complicating things right
now. Guys like that, they react well to a maybe...they take is as a
yes, but as yes later. It's a good way to keep him in the loop in case
Jake doesn’t work out.”

“And Jake?” I asked, my heart skipping a beat at the mention of
his name.

Olivia’s eyes darkened with a heavy, fascinating rhythm. “Jake is
the one you're actually attracted to. I can see it in your face when
you say his name. He makes you feel all weak and vulnerable...all
fluttery inside, doesn’t he?”

I nodded. “1...yea,” I said, my voice trembling.

“Good. So, we test the waters with Jake. But we do it safely.”

She turned her body completely toward me, her hand returning
to my waist, her fingers lingering at the fabric of my shirt. “"Here’s
what we're going to do. You're going to text him back and suggest a
coffee or a lunch date for Saturday afternoon instead of the evening.
Keep it casual. Public.”

Fear flickered in my stomach again. "But Olivia... what if he
notices? Neither Jake nor Liam knows that I'm trans. What if he
looks at me across the table and sees right through the cosmetics?
I'm terrified.”

“That is exactly why we do a lunch date,” Olivia reassured me,
her voice dropping into a tender, supportive register. “If the lunch or
coffee goes well, and you feel comfortable, you admit to him at the
very end of the date that you're trans. You lay it out there. He will



either be fine with it, or he won't. But because you’ll be in a public
place, even if he’s not fine with it, he won’t make a scene. His own
social conditioning will force him to stay polite until the check
arrives.”

“What if he tells people?” I cried out, the ultimate humiliation
flashing before my eyes. “"What if it goes back to the financial
district? God, what if he posts about it? Everyone will know. I...I
can’t bear that!”

Olivia let out a slow, satisfied chuckle, a sound that carried the
absolute weight of her understanding of male psychology. She
squeezed my waist, her long fingers anchoring me against her body.

“He won't tell a soul, Harper. Trust me on this,” she said, her dark
eyes locking onto mine with profound certainty. “Think about the
logic of the male ego. If you tell him and he’s fine with it—which,
let’s be honest, look at you, he probably will be—he’s going to be
into you. He's not going to want to hurt his chances of being with a
beautiful woman by spreading rumors. And if he’s not fine with it?
His pride will kick in. He won't want to tell anyone or admit to his
boys that he spent his Saturday afternoon on a lunch date with a
trans woman. He'll want to bury it to protect his own masculine
image. So either way, you are completely safe. He has every reason
to keep his mouth shut.”

The cold, brilliant logic of her argument washed over me. It was
flawless. It weaponized male vanity and social anxiety to create a
protective barrier around my secret. I felt a profound wave of relief,
a deep sense of security that only Olivia could provide.

“You're right,” I whispered, a small, breathy smile finally breaking
through my panic. “That...that actually makes perfect sense.”

“Of course it does, good girl,” Olivia murmured, her lips brushing
my temple in a proprietary reassurance. She reached down, picked
up my glass of wine, and handed it back to me. “*Now, take a sip,
relax, and let’s craft the replies together. You're going to be a very
good girl for me this weekend, Harper. We're going to show Jake
exactly what kind of woman you are.”

I took the glass, the crystal cool against my manicured fingers,
and nodded. Under her watchful, satisfied gaze, I felt the panic



recede, replaced entirely by the dark, comforting luxury of her
absolute control. I was her masterpiece, and she was about to
orchestrate my introduction to the world of men.
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Monday morning arrived with the familiar weight of ritual. I had
woken early, performing the now-automatic preparations with quiet,
trembling focus: full shave below the neck, lotion smoothed over
every inch of hairless skin, carefully slipping into fresh champagne
bikini panties, the bra with its silicone forms, and sheer nude
pantyhose rolled carefully up my legs. The cage sat warm and
insistent against my pelvis, a constant companion that had begun to
feel less like punishment and more like the architecture of my new
reality.

By the time I arrived at the office in a charcoal pencil skirt, the
ivory silk blouse with the bow left elegantly untied, and heels, the
ache was already a low, steady thrum. Emma had texted the night
before: My office, 8:15 sharp. Inspection day.

Olivia was already waiting outside Emma’s door when I arrived,
looking polished and radiant in a tailored cream blouse and navy
slacks. Her eyes lit up the moment she saw me, a spark of dark
excitement that made my stomach flutter.

“Morning, Harper,” she said softly, stepping close enough that her
fingers brushed mine.

“Morning, Olivia,” I replied, feeling my throat tighten at the sight
of her. I love the fit of those slacks on you.”

“You're so sweet, Harper,” she said, her voice soft and tender.
“Nice touch leaving the bow untied; I should try that.”

“Thank you,” I smiled.

“Ready?”

The transition was sudden. I nodded, throat tight. “As I'll ever
be.”

“It's going to be okay, Harper,” she said, taking my hand, “I'm
here for you.”

Emma’s voice called from inside. “"Come in, both of you.”



The executive office was bright and commanding, morning light
pouring through the large windows. Emma stood behind her glass
desk in a sharp black pantsuit, exuding effortless authority. She
gestured to the center of the room.

“Skirt off, Harper. Let’s not waste time.”

My cheeks burned as I reached for the hidden side zipper of the
charcoal pencil skirt. The fabric whispered down my hips and pooled
at my feet. I stepped out of it carefully, folding it neatly and placing
it on the chair Emma indicated. Olivia’s gaze was fixed on me,
hungry, protective, her eyes wide with anticipation. Emma watched
with cool, professional detachment.

“Pantyhose and panties next,” Emma said calmly. “"Down to mid-
thigh is fine.”

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of the sheer pantyhose
and the champagne bikini panties beneath, sliding both down
together. The cool office air kissed my exposed skin. The bright pink
cage came into full view. My trapped anatomy strained uselessly
against the confines, flushed and aching from the constant low-level
arousal of simply existing in this body.

Emma stepped around the desk and crouched slightly, examining
me with slow, deliberate care. Her manicured fingers brushed the
cage, tilting it gently one way, then the other. I felt the tension in
the cage’s frame, felt my body react to her touch.

A soft chuckle escaped her lips. “"Look at you,” she murmured,
almost fondly. “Still so humiliated every time. That pretty blush never
gets old.” She ran a fingertip along the cage, noting the slight
swelling. “But you've been good. No tampering. No attempts to
cheat. The skin looks healthy. You're maintaining it properly.”

I stood there trembling, hands clasped behind my back, knees
pressed together, completely exposed in the middle of my boss’s
office while Olivia watched with parted lips and bright eyes.

Emma straightened, resting a hand lightly on my hip. Her touch
was clinical but not unkind. “You're doing a good job, Harper. Your
work is excellent. The team likes having you here. I'm glad you’re on
my team.” She gave the cage a gentle, proprietary pat. “"This just



makes sure you stay on Team Girl. No slipping back. No confusion
about your place.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered.

She glanced over at Olivia, who had stepped closer, almost
vibrating with quiet excitement. “It's obvious you two are becoming
very close. Girlfriends, even. I'm happy for you both. Harper needs
that softness, that safety. But let’s be clear.” Emma’s voice took on a
firmer edge as she looked back at me. “You stay Olivia’s girlfriend.
That’s your role here. Soft. Supportive. Denied. Understood?”

“Yes, Ma’'am,” I said again.

“Good girl.” Emma gave my hip one last pat, then nodded toward
my clothes. “You may dress. Inspection complete.”

As I pulled up the pantyhose and panties, carefully smoothing
them over the cage, and stepped back into the pencil skirt, Olivia’s
hand found mine and squeezed. Her eyes were shining with pride
and something darker, more possessive.
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The week that followed felt like stepping deeper into warm,
perfumed water. Olivia and I fell into an easy, intimate rhythm that
the rest of the team noticed with quiet approval.

We took lunches together almost every day—sometimes just the
two of us at the little bistro down the block, sometimes with Chloe
and Amanda. Olivia would order for me when I hesitated, her hand
resting casually on my thigh under the table, fingers tracing patterns
through my skirt or dancing lightly on my nylons.

We shared private jokes about office politics, about the way
certain executives puffed up their chests. She would lean in close
during coffee breaks, whispering observations about my posture or
the way my blouse draped, making me blush and laugh softly in that
new, lighter register. To me, it felt like lovers, but I knew it wasn't
that. We were girlfriends, bound by the deepest secret a girl could
share. The rest of the office assumed the same, that we were
becomeing best friends.



In the office, we worked side by side on campaigns. Our desks
were close enough that our knees would brush when we turned. She
taught me small things—how to soften my emails even further, how
to validate a client’s frustration before offering solutions. Every
compliment she gave me landed like a caress. *My good girl,” she'd
murmur when no one else could hear. “You're getting so natural at
this.”

With every touch, every word, I felt the cage tighten around me.
Yet I was almost glad for it, glad I could feel it, a reminder of the
absolute physical boundary that defined my new life.

Emma and Chloe watched the two of us with obvious pleasure.
During one afternoon meeting, I caught Emma’s sharp eyes
softening as Olivia tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. Chloe
leaned over to Amanda and whispered something that made both
women smile warmly. Later, in the breakroom, Chloe pulled me
aside.

“You two are adorable,” she said genuinely. “It's nice seeing you
so... settled. Olivia is good for you. Really, you're good for each
other. A perfect little sub-girl team within the pod.”

The words should have stung with humiliation. Instead, they
settled warmly in my chest, reinforced by the constant, grounding
presence of the cage.

By Thursday evening, as we lingered over coffee at my
apartment, Olivia set her mug down and looked at me with a
mischievous sparkle. “So...coffee on Saturday? You ready?”

“I...I need an outfit,” I said, "I was going to ask Katie, but...I
wanted you to help.”

She smiled at me, obviously pleased. “I thought you’d never ask,”
she said.
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The morning sun cut through the blinds of my living room,
illuminating a graveyard of discarded options. Dresses lay crumpled
on the armchair, jeans were strewn across the sofa back, and I stood
in the center of it all, frozen in a state of sheer, unadulterated panic.



My palms were damp, and my chest felt so tight I could barely draw
a full breath.

"I can’t go,” I said, my voice dropping an octave into pure dread.
“T'll text him. I'll tell him I've contracted a sudden, mysterious
twenty-four-hour flu.”

Olivia, perched on the kitchen counter with a mug of coffee
cradled in both hands, scoffed. “You are not faking a plague to get
out of lunch with Jake. You've been smiling at your phone like an
idiot all week. Look at me, Harper!”

I turned to face her, my eyes wide, feeling entirely exposed.
“Olivia, look at this room. I have a closet full of clothes and
absolutely zero identities that fit a first date. I'm going to ruin this
before it even starts.”

Setting her coffee down, Olivia slid off the counter with a
determined gleam in her eye. "Step aside. Let a professional handle
this.”

She bypassed the pile of clothes, went to a bag she’d brought.
She opened it, pulled out a sleek, fine-ribbed black turtleneck.

“Start with this,” Olivia ordered, tossing it to me.

“A turtleneck?” I questioned, picking it up. The knit felt incredibly
soft against my trembling fingers. “Isn’t that a little... intense for a
Saturday afternoon?”

“It's chic. Trust me.” Olivia turned back around, her hand
disappearing into the bag again before pulling out a pair of
structured, high-waisted shorts in a sophisticated charcoal grey
plaid. "And pair it with these.”

The sharp contrast of the pieces calmed my racing mind, just a
fraction. I retreated to the bathroom, pulling the black knit over my
head. It clung gently to my frame, tracing my silhouette with a soft
precision that made me feel instantly more put-together. Next came
the crisp, pleated shorts, sitting perfectly at my waist.

When I stepped back out into the living room, Olivia’s face
immediately lit up.

“Oh, okay,” she murmured, circling me like a hawk. “*We are
definitely on to something. But it needs the final touch.” She reached



into her handbag and produced a fresh pack of sheer black tights.
“Put these on, then throw on your black suede ankle boots.”

Five minutes later, I stood in front of the full-length mirror,
staring at a version of myself I barely recognized. The ensemble
struck a flawless balance. The high neckline of the black top and the
neat, tailored cuffs of the plaid shorts gave me an air of daytime
poise, while the sheer tights and the subtle lift of my suede boots
added just the right amount of understated allure.

“Well?” Olivia asked, leaning against the doorframe with a proud
grin. “Tell me you don't look incredible.”

I smoothed my hands down the front of the pleated shorts, my
heart still hammering against my ribs, but the paralyzing fear was
finally morphing into anticipation.

“It's... actually perfect,” I whispered, meeting her eyes in the
glass. "It looks like I didn't try too hard, even though I've been
sweating through my sheets since seven o’clock this morning.”

“Exactly.” Olivia laughed, walking over to gently grip my
shoulders. She looked at our joint reflection. “It's sophisticated, it's
effortless, and it is a hundred percent you. Those legs, love, are
going to make Jake lose his mind.”

I let out a long, shaky breath, the tight knot in my chest finally
unraveling. Looking at my best friend, the warmth of her confidence
filtered into me. “Okay. I can do this.”
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The sunlit patio of The Gilded Spoon looked out over a bustling
weekend crowd, but as I stood outside the heavy glass entrance, the
entire world felt entirely out of focus. My knees were trembling, the
slight lift of my suede ankle boots only seeming to amplify the
frantic, unsteady fluttering in my chest. Beneath the high-waisted
charcoal plaid shorts, the sheer black tights felt like a desperately
thin barrier against the outside world. More than anything, I was
acutely aware of the rigid confinement of my cage resting against
my pelvis. It sat warm, present, and insistent, an absolute physical



architecture that seemed to thrum in direct synchronization with my
racing pulse.

Every step I took inside the restaurant felt like an act of defiance
against my own survival instincts. He won’t make a scene, 1
reminded myself, reciting Olivia‘s clinical breakdown of male
psychology like a silent, desperate prayer. We're in public. His pride
will force him to stay polite. Either way, you are safe.

The cool, air-conditioned interior washed over my flushed face,
carrying the rich, heavy aromas of roasted espresso, fresh basil, and
expensive olive oil. I scanned the sunlit dining room, my fingers
tightly interlaced around the strap of my purse to keep them from
visibly shaking.

Then I saw him.

Jake was seated in a corner booth near the back, bathed in the
soft afternoon light spilling through the large pane windows. He had
discarded his corporate armor; his charcoal suit jacket was nowhere
to be seen, replaced by a crisp white linen shirt with the sleeves
rolled up to his forearms. He looked massive, his broad shoulders
easily filling the width of the leather booth. He was looking down at
his phone, a slight frown of concentration sharpening his jawline,
which was darkened by a shadow of weekend stubble. I saw him
raise one of his dark, thick eyebrows, and I kind of melted inside.

The sheer, unyielding masculinity he radiated was a physical
force. My throat tightened instantly, a sudden, suffocating heat
blooming deep in my core. As if responding to the raw presence of
him, the cage gave a sharp, warning throb against my skin, a heavy
pulse of forced denial that made my breath hitch. I felt small. I felt
hyper-visible.

Before I could turn around and flee back into the safety of my
apartment, Jake looked up. His clear blue eyes locked onto mine.
The frown vanished, replaced by a slow, effortlessly confident smile
that made my stomach drop in the most intoxicating way. He slid out
of the booth and stood up to greet me.

“Harper,” his voice rumbled, low and resonant. It vibrated at a
frequency that seemed to bypass my brain entirely, sending a thrill
straight down my spine. My vocal cords instinctively tightened,



dropping my voice into that lighter, breathy, throat-centric register I
had practiced so many times in front of the mirror.

“Hi, Jake. I hope I didn’t keep you waiting.”

“Not at all. I just got here myself,” he said. Instead of offering a
polite, distant wave, he stepped directly into my personal space and
reached for my hand.

His palm was massive, warm, and slightly calloused as it wrapped
completely around my manicured fingers. The contrast was
staggering—the heavy, rough texture of his skin against the soft,
moisturized execution of my own. He didn't just shake my hand; his
fingers lingered, guiding me toward the inner bench of the booth
with a gentle, proprietary authority that made me feel entirely
caught.

A deep, helpless throb pulsed through the pink cage beneath my
shorts. My trapped flesh strained desperately against the rigid
plastic, sending a hot, aching spike straight to my core. Even as
panic flooded me, my body was already learning to respond to a
man’s touch in this new, denied way.

“My god, you look absolutely incredible,” he murmured, his gaze
doing a slow, appreciative sweep over the high neckline of my black
turtleneck, the tailored lines of the plaid shorts, and the long, sheer-
clad curve of my legs beneath the table. “Olivia told me you had a
great eye for style, but seeing you out of the office... wow.”

A furious, genuine blush crept up my neck, warming my cheeks. I
slid into the booth, immediately pressing my knees tightly together
and smoothing the fabric of my shorts over my thighs in a frantic
effort to anchor myself.

“Thank you,” I managed to say, my heart hammering against my
ribs. T was... I was actually incredibly nervous about what to wear
today.”

“Nervous? Why?" Jake chuckled, sliding back into the seat
opposite me. The distance between us felt dangerously small. He
leaned forward, resting his thick forearms on the dark wood of the
table, his blue eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that felt like
an interrogation and a caress all at once. “"There’s no need to be
nervous around me, Harper. I don't bite. Unless you want me to.”



The casual, forward nature of the comment wasn’t aggressive; it
was delivered with a playful, self-assured charm that made my chest
tighten with a strange, sweet ache. He was taking up space,
effortlessly dictating the rhythm of the interaction. For the first time
in my life, the terrifying realization hit me: I wanted to let him. I
wanted to succumb to that masculine gravity, to be completely
consumed by a man’s size and strength. The thought scared me to
my absolute core, yet the illicit thrill of it coiled tighter and tighter in
my chest.

The waiter arrived, and I found myself entirely unable to process
the menu. The text blurred before my eyes. Jake noticed my
hesitation, a knowing spark dancing in his eyes.

“Tell you what,” he said to the waiter, his voice calm and
commanding. “We'll share the truffled flatbread, the seared tuna
crudo, and bring us a bottle of sparkling water for now. Sound good
to you, Harper?”

“Perfect,” I whispered, completely relieved to have the choice
taken out of my hands. In fact, having him make the decision felt
like a gift in itself, like I didn’t have to worry because he'd take care
of everything.

For the next hour, the date progressed with a dizzying, terrifying
perfection. We hit it off in a way I had never experienced with
anyone before. Jake was an attentive listener, filtering his intense
energy into a genuine interest in my life, my thoughts, and my work
at the agency. He asked about my background, laughed at my quiet
observations, and complimented the “mysterious, captivating grace”
he claimed I carried through the office hallways.

But beneath the laughter and the sparkling water, a dark,
suffocating guilt began to press down on my lungs. The absolute
asymmetry of the table was staggering. He was looking at a
masterpiece of presentation. He was reacting to the soft wave of my
hair, the precise arch of my drawn-on brows, the delicate tilt of my
chin, and the hyper-feminine role I was currently occupying. He
thought he was on a date with a girl, an actual girl, not a boy
masquerading as one. He had no idea about the secret. He had no
idea that beneath the chic, tailored shorts, I was a creature



suspended between two identities, held in a state of absolute
physical denial by a pink resin cage.

The vanity of his attention was a powerful narcotic, validating the
woman I was trying so hard to become, but the fear of the illusion
shattering was turning the food in my stomach to ash. If he looked
too closely, would he see the masculine bone structure beneath the
cosmetics? Would he notice the slight depth of my throat? The
anxiety built until it was a physical pressure, a roaring in my ears
that threatened to drown out his voice.

The waiter returned, clearing the plates and placing two tiny
cups of rich, dark espresso between us. The check was tucked
discretely under the saucer.

The deadline had arrived. The lunch was over. It was time to pull
the trigger.

My hands began to shake so violently that I had to drop them
beneath the table, gripping the fabric of my shorts until my knuckles
turned stark white. I suddenly wished we’d had wine, not sparkling.
The clear, sharp sobriety of the water offered no shelter from the
raw reality of what I had to do. The cold, brilliant logic Olivia had
spun in the safety of her living room felt completely useless now. He
won't tell anyone because of his ego. It sounded so simple then. But
looking at the sheer physical reality of the man across from me—his
heavy shoulders, his confident posture, his place in the competitive,
ruthless financial world—the stakes felt life-altering. If he reacted
with disgust, if he looked at me with horror, I didn’t think I would
survive it.

“Jake,” I said. My voice was a thin, fragile thread, completely
cracking on the first syllable.

He stopped mid-sentence, his espresso cup hovering an inch
from his lips. He set it back down on the saucer with a soft click. The
relaxed, playful demeanor vanished instantly. His blue eyes narrowed
slightly, searching my face, detecting the sudden, profound panic
radiating from my posture.

“Hey,” he said, his voice dropping into a lower, deeply grounded
register. “What's going on? You‘ve gone completely pale, Harper. Talk
to me.”



I swallowed hard, trying to force moisture back into a throat that
felt entirely constricted. I looked into his eyes, forcing myself to face
the judgment I was certain was coming.

“Before... before we leave, or make any plans for an actual date
night, something I'd really love, 1...”

My breath was coming in short, ragged gasps that made my
chest heave beneath the black turtleneck. I tried to focus on the
breathy resonance Olivia had taught me, but the sheer terror
threatened to drop my voice back down to its raw origin. “There is
something I have to tell you. Something major. I... I want to be
completely honest with you, because I've really enjoyed today, and I
don’t want to build anything on a lie.”

Jake didn't move. He didn't blink. He just sat there, an impassive,
unreadable wall of masculine attention, waiting for me to speak. A
faint, teasing warmth flickered in his expression, trying to break the
heavy tension I had brought to the table. "What is it, Harper? Please
tell me you don't have a boyfriend? The good ones are always
taken.”

The irony of his words sliced through my chest, making my eyes
sting. “No, it... it's not that, not that at all. I'm totally single. I...
it's...”

“Harper,” he said, reaching across the table to touch my arm. His
fingers were incredibly warm against the fabric of my sleeve, a
gentle but heavy pressure that demanded focus. “Just tell me.”

“Jake, I'm trans,” I whispered, the words tearing out of my
throat, sounding agonizingly loud in my own ears. "I wasn’t born a
girl. I... I am a trans woman.”

The silence that followed was absolute. In that frozen moment,
the pink cage beneath my plaid shorts gave a violent, humiliating
throb — my trapped penis straining desperately against the rigid
plastic as a hot, aching spike of exposure shot through my core. The
cool air of the restaurant seemed to press against the sheer black
nylons on my thighs, making me hyper-aware of how exposed and
delicate I suddenly felt. My knees pressed tightly together under the
table, the fabric of my shorts suddenly feeling paper-thin. Every inch
of my carefully constructed femininity was now laid bare in front of



this powerful man, and all I could do was wait for the judgment I
was certain was coming.

The world seemed to stop spinning. I braced myself for the blow.
I waited for the sudden tightening of his jaw, the flash of anger in
his eyes, the cold, polite mask of a man realizing he had been
deceived, or the hurried excuse as he reached for his wallet to end
the humiliation. I was ready to sit there and cry, to feel the crushing
weight of his rejection.

Jake remained completely, utterly motionless for three endless
seconds. He just stared at me, his blue eyes locked onto mine,
absorbing the confession with a steady, clinical intensity that made
me want to dissolve into the leather cushions.

Then, slowly, his chest expanded as he let out a long, heavy
breath. The rigid line of his shoulders relaxed. The impassive mask
softened, and that slow, confident smile crept back onto his face—
but this time, it was entirely different. It was warmer, darker, and
saturated with a deep, protective certainty.

He reached across the small wooden table. His massive, warm
hand slid over my trembling fingers, closing around my knuckles
with a firm, crushing pressure that instantly anchored me to the
earth.

“Harper,” Jake rumbled, his deep voice carrying a terrifying,
beautiful weight that sent a massive shockwave of relief straight to
my core. I don’t care what kind of woman you are. Look at you.
You're beautiful, you're sitting here with me, and we're having a
great time. I know exactly who you are. And we are absolutely still
going out on that date next weekend.”

I stared at him, my eyes wide and suddenly swimming with hot,
unshed tears. My mouth parted slightly as I tried to process the
sheer magnitude of what he had just said. He didn't care. He knew
the absolute deepest, most terrifying secret of my existence, and he
hadnt flinched. He hadn’t pulled away. He was holding my hand
tighter, claiming a piece of me, still choosing to pursue me.

The validation was a dizzying, overwhelming narcotic, a profound
heat that rushed through my entire body, making the pink resin cage
beneath my clothes feel suddenly insignificant in a world that had



just broken wide open. In that moment, the rigid hold against my
pelvis transformed from a symbol of anxious containment into a
quiet, secret anchor of the reality he was accepting. I was the
woman he wanted.

“You're... You're serious?” I breathed, my voice trembling with a
chaotic mixture of intense excitement and utter disbelief.

“I don't play games, Harper,” Jake said, his thumb smoothing
over the back of my hand with a heavy, deliberate stroke. "Now
drink your espresso before it gets cold. We have a lot of details to
iron out for Saturday.”

When we left, as we stepped out into the sunlight, Jake’s hand
rested possessively at the small of my back, guiding me. The
pressure of his palm through the thin fabric made my knees weak.
The cage throbbed in time with my heartbeat—denied, owned, and
strangely, perfectly in place. For the first time, being wanted didn’t
feel like a lie. It felt like surrender.



CHAPTER EIGHT

The Asymmetry of the Illusion

BY THE REAL Saturday dinner date a week later, the anticipation had
become its own kind of torture. Since it was our first date, he'd
arranged everything; all I had to do was show up at the quiet,
upscale Italian restaurant with velvet booths and low lighting. Olivia,
of course, helped me get ready.

Olivia arrived at my apartment early Saturday afternoon, letting
herself in with the key I'd given her. The sound of the door latch
clicking open sent a sharp jolt of nervous adrenaline straight to my
core, making the trapped, swollen flesh beneath my clothes throb in
immediate response.

She wouldn't let me see the dress first; instead, she insisted on
starting with the foundation. She’d bought me a new bra and panty
set. The bra was black, made of fine Italian tulle, with beaded floral
embroidered to catch the light beautifully. The matching panties
were similarly sheer and alluring. As pretty as they were, my eyes
went wide when she pulled out a matching, six-strap garter belt.
“Olivia,” I whispered.

“Trust me,” she said. “You're going on a date with a totally hot
guy; you're wearing a garter belt and stockings.”

She helped with the garter belt, adjusting the straps until they
rested just so, then helped me into nearly black stockings and
showed me how to attach them to the garter tabs. “Got it?” she
asked.



“Yes,” I nodded, having the feeling this wouldn't be the last time
I wore a garter belt. I felt the constant compression of the cage, a
feeling that had become background noise over the past few weeks,
a dull, warm throb that flared whenever Olivia looked at me the way
she was looking now—like an artisan admiring a piece of work she
had meticulously curated.

“Turn,” she commanded softly.

The word was quiet, but it carried the weight of absolute
authority. I obeyed instantly, my knees pressed demurely together,
hands clasped tightly in front of my stomach. The sheer nylon of my
stockings whispered with the slightest shift of weight, a delicate,
frictional hiss that sounded incredibly loud in the quiet bedroom.
Olivia stepped close, her proximity bringing the rich, familiar warmth
of her vanilla-and-amber perfume. Her palms glided down my
smooth sides, adjusting the bra straps until the silicone sat with
perfect, natural weight against my chest. Her fingers brushed the
front of my panties, tracing the rigid outline of the cage through the
thin fabric with the slow, deliberate care of someone checking a
padlock. “Olivia,” I moaned softly.

“Tonight you're going to feel every single layer,” she murmured,
her lips brushing against the shell of my ear, sending a deep shiver
down my spine. “The silk against your skin. The eyes on your legs.
The way the cage reminds you this pretty body is destined to be
forever feminine.” She kissed the side of my neck, a lingering,
possessive touch, then helped me into the dress she had chosen.

It was a chic little black dress, the kind of dress that made a
woman look like she was formally invited to admire herself as long
as she wanted. The kind of dress that would make all eyes go to her.
The dress was satin with fabric that created a fit-and-flare silhouette
along with a timeless boat neckline and a draping cowl back.

The fabric clung to every curve Kaite, then Olivia, had engineered
—my narrow waist, the soft swell of the breast forms, the gentle
flare of my hips. The bodice clung just enough to draw eyes to my
breasts without being too revealing. The hem ended mid-thigh,
showing off my long, nylon-covered legs while the heels would
require me to take short, graceful steps, forcing me into a hyper-



feminine posture. Olivia zipped the dress closed, slowly, her fingers
lingering at my waist, letting the metallic hiss of the zipper sound
like a final locking mechanism. She added a delicate gold necklace
that nestled precisely in the hollow of my throat.

When I stood before the full-length mirror, the transformation
stole my breath. The woman looking back was elegant, soft, and
achingly vulnerable. The satin shimmered with every shallow breath
I took. My legs looked impossibly long in the sheer stockings and
heels. The subtle makeup—soft-focus foundation, gentle contouring,
tinted lips—completed the illusion. Beneath it all, the pink cage
pressed insistently against my skin, a secret, structural reminder of
how completely I had surrendered. I was a woman.

“Am I going to be able to sit in this?” I asked, wondering if I was
going to show off my stocking tops.

Olivia turned me to face her and cupped my cheek, her thumb
smoothing over my cheekbone. “"Don’t worry, sweetie, you are going
to be such a good girl for me tonight, Harper. Let yourself feel it.
The attraction. The pull. And when it gets too much...you come
straight home to me.”

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice small, breathy, and entirely devoid
of any residual masculinity.

She smiled, pleased with her creation. “Text me updates. I want
to know everything.”
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Jake was waiting at the bar when I arrived at the restaurant, like he
was when we met for lunch. He was tall and commanding, wearing a
tailored charcoal suit and a crisp white shirt. His eyes swept over me
slowly as I approached—taking in the shimmer of the dress, the
curve of my hips, the long line of my stockinged legs in the stilettos.
A slow, appreciative smile spread across his face, entirely devoid of
hesitation.

“Harper,” he said, his voice low and warm as he rose. “You look
absolutely stunning.”



The compliment landed like a physical caress. Heat bloomed in
my cheeks, a genuine flush that no amount of cosmetics could
mimic. I let him take my hand, feeling the sheer size and strength of
him as he pulled me closer into his space. The submissive flutter in
my stomach was immediate and intense. He was so much larger
than me. So steady. The cage gave a deep, warning throb against
my pelvis as he guided me to our booth, his large palm resting
lightly against the small of my back, right over the satin of the dress,
right on the garter belt, letting him know, if he was the type to
notice, what I was wearing...for him.

Dinner unfolded with surprising ease. The candlelight danced
across the satin of my dress, making the fabric shimmer every time I
shifted against the plush velvet booth. Jake was attentive without
being pushy—asking about my work in communications, my recent
move, what I enjoyed doing on quiet weekends. I answered
carefully, staying soft and collaborative, letting my voice remain in
that lighter, throat-centric register I had practiced so hard to
maintain. Every time I laughed at one of his stories or lowered my
eyes when his gaze grew too intense, the cage reminded me of my
place with a warm, aching pulse.

The satin clung tightly to my thighs as I crossed my legs beneath
the table. The garter straps tugged gently with every movement, a
persistent, physical pull. I felt incredibly small. Desired. The
submissive pull toward his calm authority grew stronger with each
passing minute. When his hand brushed mine while reaching for the
wine bottle, the brief contact sent a shiver racing up my arm.

“You're suddenly quiet, Harper,” Jake said, his voice a low, warm
baritone that seemed to vibrate right through the table. He offered a
slow, appreciative smile that was entirely devoid of hesitation. “*Not
that I'm complaining. You look absolutely stunning. The dress is
perfect on you.”

The compliment landed like a physical caress, causing a sudden,
genuine flush of heat to bloom in my cheeks. “Thank you,” I
whispered, keeping my voice carefully centered in that lighter,
throat-centric register I had spent hours practicing in front of my
bathroom mirror. I lowered my eyes demurely, letting my manicured



fingers trace the rim of my glass. “Olivia helped me pick it out. She
has...very particular taste.”

“Well, remind me to thank her,” he murmured, leaning forward
slightly. The movement brought him closer into my personal space,
his broad shoulders casting a shadow that made me feel incredibly
small, delicate, and exposed.

“Jake, I...” Beneath the table, I felt a sudden rush of excitement
as his hand found my leg, rested on it, and gently stroked my thigh
through my stocking. Under my panties, the pink resin cage gave a
deep, warning throb against my pelvis. The constant, unyielding
compression of the plastic was a silent, structural sentinel, reminding
me with every pulse that I was sitting across from a man who
desired me.

“Olivia said you were a special woman,” he murmure. I felt his
hand move under the table, touch my thigh, rubbing my leg through
my stocking.

“Jake, 1..."” I felt flushed, my cheeks burned with a sudden,
intense heat.

“You want to know why, don’t you? Why I find you so attractive?”

“Yes,” I said, I can't help but wonder.”

“There’s something profoundly erotic about a woman who has
fought so hard to become soft. You didn't just wake up feminine,
you chose it.”

"I never thought anyone would find that...attractive,” I said, my
voice barely audible.

Jake’s eyes darkened with desire. “There’s this incredible contrast
to you. You have this softness, this real, genuine delicacy that a lot
of women lose or hide away behind a wall of cynicism. But with you,
it's right there on the surface. It makes me want to protect you, but
it also makes it impossible to look away from you.”

“Jake,” I blushed, “you're just...”

“Saying that? No, I'm not. I mean it.” He paused, his thumb
tracing a slow circle over my thigh, his touch warm and heavy.

“To be honest, I've always been curious about trans women, but
not for the shallow reasons people might think. To me, a woman
who has had to fight, who has had to consciously choose and claim



her femininity, possesses a completely different kind of beauty. It's
deliberate. Every detail of how you present yourself—the way you
walk, the way you sit, the absolute grace in your movements—it’'s
like an art form. You don't take being a woman for granted. There’s
a vulnerability in how you give yourself over to it, a kind of sweet,
surrender-like quality that is incredibly attractive to a man. It makes
me want to see how much deeper that softness goes, Harper. It
makes me want to see just how good I can make you feel.”

His words hung in the warm candlelight, heavy and profoundly
sincere. A sudden, unexpected ache bloomed behind my ribs,
completely different from the sharp throb of the cage below. I stared
at him, my throat tightening so securely I could barely swallow.

The contrast between the man sitting across from me and the life
I left behind in QOlivia’s living room was suddenly terrifying. To Olivia,
my transition was an exquisite, controlled art project—a meticulous
execution of silk, nylon, and administrative discipline designed to
reshape me into her perfect masterpiece. She saw my softness as
something she had engineered. But Jake didn’t see a project. He
saw an act of profound, deliberate courage. He was looking at me
with a deep, masculine respect, honoring the fight he assumed I had
won to claim my place in the world.

The tragedy of the illusion nearly crushed me right there in the
booth. He thought I was a woman who had bravely conquered her
own destiny, completely unaware that I was a creature utterly
suspended between two identities, currently locked inside a pink
resin cage at the behest of my boss and my best friend. He was
offering to protect a strength I didn't actually possess, and the sheer
weight of his genuine admiration made me feel like an even greater
fraud.

I took a sip of wine to cover my nervousness. “That’s...that’s so
sweet,” I said, looking at him. He was so much larger than me. His
presence was steady, unyielding, and completely male.

“Have...have you ever dated...a...trans woman?” I asked, my
voice trembling.

“No,” he said, “you’e the first.”



When our entrees arrived, he leaned over to offer me a taste of
his braised short rib, his large palm resting lightly against the small
of my back to steady himself. The heat of his hand burned straight
through the satin of my dress, a broad, possessive weight that made
my breath hitch. Beneath the table, my thighs trembled, the six
straps of my garter belt tugging sharply against my stockings as I
instinctively tried to shrink further into his shadow.

By the time the table was cleared, something inside my head had
fundamentally fractured. The performance had dissolved, replaced
by a dizzying, terrifying reality: the attraction was real. I wasn't just
a doll acting out a script for Olivia’s amusement or Emma’s clinical
amusement; I was a woman looking at a man whose strength and
attention made me feel profoundly, achingly feminine.

“It's a bit loud in here for dessert,” Jake murmured, his gaze
dropping to my lips before rising back to meet my eyes. He reached
out, his large thumb lightly brushing the back of my hand where it
rested on the white tablecloth. The brief contact sent a sharp jolt of
electricity racing up my arm. *“Why don’t we skip it? I have a bottle
of Amarone back at my place. It's only a few blocks away, and the
view of the skyline is incredible.”

My heart hammered violently against my ribs, a frantic rhythm
that felt like it would burst through the lace of my demi-bra. The
cage between my legs gave a massive, suffocating throb, the
trapped flesh swelling uselessly against the rigid resin bars as if
warning me of the threshold I was about to cross. I looked at Jake’s
steady, expectant expression, then thought of Olivia’s parting words:
Let yourself feel it. The attraction. The pull.

“I'd like that,” I whispered, the word breathy, small, and entirely
surrendered.

Jake’s high-rise apartment was a masterclass in modern,
masculine luxury. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a sweeping,
panoramic view of the glittering city skyline, casting a lattice of neon
blues and brake-light reds across the dark hardwood floors. The
interior was minimalist and dark, illuminated only by the urban glow
outside and a single, low-voltage lamp in the corner.



The heavy mahogany door clicked shut behind us with a solid,
definitive sound that made my stomach flip. I stood in the foyer for a
moment, suddenly hyper-aware of my own posture. Walking in the
heels required small, deliberate steps, the dress hugging my hips so
securely that I felt entirely bound by my own elegance.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Jake said, shedding his charcoal
blazer and tossing it over a chair. He unbuttoned the top two buttons
of his dress shirt, revealing the strong base of his neck, before
disappearing into the kitchen.

I walked unsteadily over to the wide, dark leather couch,
smoothing the black satin down with trembling hands as I sat. The
dress immediately rode up my thighs, exposing the welts of my
sheer black stockings and the delicate lace edge of my garter clips.
Panic flashed through me, a sharp, cold spike. I quickly crossed my
legs, pulled the hem of the dress down as best I could, pressed my
knees together tightly, terrified that the rigid, unnatural contour of
the cage might show through the fabric if he looked too closely.

Jake returned carrying two large, crystal balloon glasses filled
with deep, inky red wine. He handed one to me, his fingers lingering
against mine, before sinking into the leather cushion right beside
me. He didn't sit at a polite distance; his massive frame occupied the
space immediately to my right, his shoulder brushing mine,
completely cutting off my view of the rest of the room.

“To a beautiful evening with a truly beautiful woman,” he
murmured, clinking his glass gently against mine.

“To a beautiful evening with a very handsome man,” I echoed,
my voice shaking slightly. I took a deep, desperate sip of the wine. It
was rich, heavy, and velvety, coating my throat and spreading a
sudden, deceptive warmth through my chest.

We talked, but the casual banter from the restaurant had
completely melted away, replaced by a thick, heavy silence that
seemed to throb in sync with the pulse in my pelvis. The ambient
light from the city highlighted the sharp angles of Jake’s jawline and
the intense, hungry focus in his eyes. Every time I took a breath, the
satin fabric of my dress whispered against the leather, a soft,



sensual friction that amplified the sexual tension in the room until it
felt nearly suffocating.

Slowly, deliberately, Jake set his wine glass down on the coffee
table. He turned his body toward me, one arm draping casually
along the back of the couch behind my head, his large hand coming
to rest directly on my thigh.

The heat of his palm seeped through the sheer black nylon of my
stocking instantly. I let out a soft, involuntary sigh, my eyes half-
closing as his fingers began to trace lazy, hypnotic circles, higher and
higher. The sensation was overwhelming—the rough texture of his
skin contrasting sharply with the incredibly slippery, fragile weave of
the nylon.

“You have beautiful legs, Harper,” he murmured, his voice
dropping into a husky, predatory register that made my entire
stomach flip. “So soft. So smooth.”

“Thank you,” I whispered, my head leaned back slightly, right
into the cradle of his arm. The wine had blurred the sharp edges of
my anxiety, leaving me floating in a warm, dizzying fog of
submission. I felt small. I felt protected. The submissive pull toward
his calm, physical authority grew into a desperate, heavy ache. I
wanted him to slide his hand higher. I wanted him to rip through the
delicate silk and find the lace foundations underneath. I wanted to
be entirely consumed by his size and his strength.

His hand moved higher up my leg sending a wave of heat throug
me. He moved the hem of my dress an inch higher, then another,
exposing the garter tab.

His palm burned through the sheer nylon, the heat sinking
straight to the cage. I felt myself leaking, a warm, humiliating
dampness spreading against the front of my panties. When his
fingers brushed higher, grazing the lace edge of the garter strap, a
sharp, involuntary whimper escaped my throat. The cage throbbed
violently, the trapped flesh swelling uselessly against unyielding
resin. I wanted him to keep going. I wanted him to discover
everything.

“For me?” he asked.

“Yes, O...Olivia suggested it,” I said.



“You know the way to a man’s heart,” he said, “and other things.”

He shifted closer, his chest pressing lightly against my shoulder
blades as he reached up with his free hand, his fingers gently
tucking a stray strand of hair behind my ear. His touch was incredibly
gentle, yet it carried an unmistakable weight of possession. His
fingers lingered on my jawline, tilting my face up toward his.

When he leaned in, I didn't freeze. I didn't pull away. His lips met
mine in a kiss that was slow, deep, and completely confident. He
tasted like the rich, dark wine, his mouth demanding a response that
I gave without a single second of hesitation. I let my eyes close fully,
completely melting into the dark luxury of his embrace. My left hand
rose instinctively, my palm resting against his chest, feeling the solid,
rhythmic thud of his heart and the hard, unyielding muscle beneath
his dress shirt. Inside me, a small voice whispered, warned me, I
was kissing a man, I was being seduced by a man.

I should have been pushing him back, but instead, I was
encouraging him because in that moment, I felt like a real girl.
Completely helpless, completely desired, and entirely wanted. This
man, this strong, confident, masculine man, wanted me.

Emboldened by the haze of the alcohol and the intense,
agonizing arousal pooling in my gut, I let my hand drift lower.
Guided by a primal, desperate urge to serve this man who was
making me feel so complete, my fingers slid down his abdomen,
tracing the line of his buttons. My breath hitched in my throat as my
palm finally brushed over the front of his trousers.

At first, T just brushed over it, a tentative, feather-light graze of
my manicured fingers that confirmed I had found it. There was no
question what he wanted, what he thought of me; his cock said it
all, a rigid testament to the effect I was having on him. Gathering
my courage, my hand closed fully around the thick, unmistakable
hardness straining against the heavy fabric of his trousers, and a
dizzying wave of intense heat crashed through me.

The sheer, overwhelming scale of it beneath my palm was both
terrifying and deeply intoxicating. It wasn't just physical mass; it was
a pure, concentrated distillation of unyielding male energy. As I
gripped him, his erection throbbed—hot, heavy, massive, and alive



with an urgent, demanding rhythm that seemed to bypass my
intellect entirely, speaking directly to a desperate, hidden need for
surrender.

A heavy wave of vanity and profound validation flooded my mind,
thick and sweet. This powerful, confident man was hard for me,
utterly enthralled by the womanly illusion I had constructed. I was
the prize he was stretching toward, the sole focus of his hunger. Yet,
the contrast was staggering—the raw, pressing force of his
masculine vitality surging directly against the soft, moisturized
execution of my hand.

Feeling that predatory power react so violently to my touch sent
a profound shockwave straight down to my own trapped anatomy.
Beneath my skirt, the pink resin cage gave an intense, warning throb
against my pelvis, pulsing in a desperate, suffocating ache of
absolute denial that reminded me exactly how bound I truly was.

Every pulse of his erection seemed to echo against the rigid
plastic holding me captive, a harsh reminder of the physical truth I
was currently burying beneath the fantasy. He was everything I
wasn’t but at that moment, everything I craved. I didnt want to be
like him, I wanted to be wanted by him.

Jake let out a low, ragged growl against my lips, his kiss turning
deeper, hungrier, completely taking control of my mouth as my hand
anchored him. The smell of him filled my senses—a heavy,
intoxicating mix of clean sweat, expensive cedarwood cologne, and
the sharp, dark warmth of the whiskey we’'d been sharing. It was
entirely overwhelming, a scent that felt heavy and thick in the air,
wrapping around me until I could barely breathe.

Driven by my obvious desire for him, Jake’s hand slid lower,
shifting from my waist to the hem of my dress. His large palm was
incredibly warm as it slipped beneath the fabric, the rough, calloused
texture of his skin a stark contrast to the smooth execution of my
presentation. He didn’t hesitate. His hand glided slowly up the sheer,
slick nylon of my stocking, the friction making a soft, whispering
sound that was completely drowned out by the roaring in my ears.
Higher and higher his fingers tracked, mapping the long curve of my
leg with a confident, proprietary authority.



When his fingertips brushed the rigid, delicate hardware of my
garter strap, a shiver ripped through my entire spine. He paused for
a fraction of a second, his thumb hooking slightly into the elastic,
testing the tension of the architecture holding my hosiery in place. I
was entirely caught, suspended in a web of my own design.

Then, his hand moved higher, sliding past the thick, ribbed welt
of the stocking.

The instant his bare, calloused palm made direct contact with the
soft, unprotected skin of my upper thigh, reality didn't just return; it
shattered the fantasy like a bullet through glass.

“No—wait,” I choked out, the breathy register completely
fracturing as I tore my mouth away from his.

My breath caught in a sharp, violent gasp. My entire body went
completely rigid in his arms. This wasn’t a curated game in Olivia’s
bathroom. This wasn't a clinical, safe lesson from Katie. This was
real flesh, real male desire, pressing urgently against my palm,
demanding something I physically could not give. What scared me
the most, though, was how much I wanted it. How much I needed
it. How much I craved it. The first time I felt a man’s cock all I could
think about was it was the most natural thing in the world to want it.

The absolute, devastating asymmetry of our bodies crashed
down on me in a single, agonizing second. The moment I touched
him, my own body tried to respond to the intense arousal—and the
pink resin cage between my legs reacted instantly. The trapped,
highly sensitive flesh spasmed violently, swelling into the rigid,
unyielding plastic bars with a sudden, suffocating pressure. A sharp,
biting pain shot straight through my pelvis, a brutal, physical
reminder of the lock and key that bound me.

“I—I'm sorry,” I gasped, my voice fracturing into a high, panicked
pitch.

I jerked my hand away from his lap as if I had touched an open
flame, my chest heaving as a cold sweat broke out across my
collarbone.

“Harper?” Jake asked, his brow furrowing in immediate
confusion, his hands hovering in the air where I had just been
resting against him. “Hey, what’s wrong?”



I scrambled off the dark leather couch, the satin dress clinging to
me, restricting my thighs and causing me to stumble blindly. My
four-inch patent stilettos clicked frantically against the hardwood
floor as I backed away from him, my hands flying to my mouth to
stifle a sob. Tears pricked my eyes instantly, blurring the elegant
lines of his apartment into a smear of hostile neon lights.

“Jake, I'm so sorry. I can’t. I—I can’t do this,” I cried out, my
voice trembling so violently I could barely form the words. I looked
down at him, my heart hammering in my throat, the sharp pain in
my pelvis throbbing in tandem with my panic. “I'm a virgin. This is...
all of this is so new to me, and I thought I was ready, but I'm not.
I'm scared. I'm so scared.”

Jake sat up completely, the heat and hunger in his expression
instantly vanishing, replaced by a look of genuine concern and deep
bewilderment. He remained on the couch, his hands raised in a non-
threatening gesture, making no move to pursue me or trap me in his
space. “Harper, breathe. It's okay. Look at me, it's completely okay.
We don't have to do anything you don’t want to do. I'm sorry if I
pushed you.”

I was already spinning around, my eyes scanning the dark room
until I spotted my black patent clutch resting on the side table. I
grabbed it, my fingers shaking so hard I nearly dropped it twice. I
tried frantically to smooth the rumpled satin dress down over my
hips, but my coordination was entirely gone. I felt like an absolute
freak—an impostor playing dress-up in a beautiful woman’s clothes,
locked inside a structural lie that had malfunctioned the very second
it faced the real world.

“Thank you for dinner,” I choked out, fresh tears spilling over my
eyelashes and running down my cheeks, completely ruining the
mascara Olivia had so carefully inspected. “It was...it was wonderful.
Until T ruined it.”

“Harper, wait, let me call you a cab—" Jake started, rising from
the couch.

But I couldn’t stay a second longer. I turned and fled toward the
door, throwing it open and throwing myself into the brightly lit
hallway. The heavy mahogany door clicked shut behind me, and the



frantic, uneven click-clack of my stilettos echoed down the corridor
like a broken, terrified heartbeat, chasing me all the way to the
elevator.
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The cab ride to Olivia’s apartment was a nightmare of streaked
makeup, ragged breathing, and trembling hands clutching the hem
of my dress. Every bump in the road made the pink cage jar against
my sensitive skin, compounding my emotional panic with a deep,
frustrated physical ache. I felt like an impostor, a broken doll that
had malfunctioned the moment it was put to use.

The city lights outside blurred into long, smeary streaks of neon
and brake lights, mimicking the chaotic mess inside my own head.
My hands, tipped with the perfect nude pink manicure Olivia had
insisted upon, shook so violently I could barely grasp the handle of
my clutch. I was trapped in every literal and figurative sense—locked
inside a structural lie, locked inside an unyielding resin cage, and
completely unable to reconcile the intense, submissive desire I had
felt for Jake with the primal terror that had caused me to flee his
apartment.

When the cab finally pulled up to Olivia’s high-rise, I practically
threw my fare at the driver and stumbled out into the cool night air.
Walking in the four-inch patent stilettos was an exercise in pure
agony now; my knees wobbled, and the dress felt suffocatingly tight
around my hips, restricting my frantic stride into a series of small,
broken steps. I took the elevator up in total isolation, staring at my
reflection in the polished mirrored panels. My mascara was tracked
down my cheeks in dark, messy rivers, my lips were bitten raw, and
the delicate gold necklace at the hollow of my throat was twisted
sideways. I looked exactly like what I was: a girl who had unravelled
completely.

I didn't even have to knock. The moment my heels clicked
unevenly outside her door, the lock turned, and the heavy mahogany
door swung inward.



Olivia was standing there, already waiting. She was wearing a
loose, draped silk robe that caught the warm light of her entryway,
her dark eyes scanning me instantly with an intensity that made my
breath catch. She didn’t look angry; she looked deeply, terrifyingly
focused. Before I could utter a single syllable of an apology, she
reached out, caught me by the wrist with a grip that was surprisingly
firm, and pulled me across the threshold, shutting the door behind
me with a solid, echoing click.

“Look at you,” Olivia breathed, her voice a low, rich purr that
vibrated through the quiet foyer. She didn't let go of my wrist.
Instead, her other hand rose to cup my chin, her thumb smoothing
firmly over my trembling lower lip, smearing the last traces of tinted
gloss. “My poor, beautiful, broken girl. You ran.”

A choked sob escaped my throat, and the dam broke. Tears
spilled fresh over my eyelashes, stinging my red-rimmed eyes.
“Olivia, I'm sorry—I'm so, so sorry. I ruined it. I tried to be good, I
tried to do exactly what you wanted, but I couldnt—he was so...”

“Shh,” she murmured, her expression softening into something
intensely tender, yet saturated with an unmistakable, possessive
delight. She slid her hand from my chin down to the nape of my
neck, fingers tangling in the soft waves of my hair, pulling my head
forward until my forehead rested against her shoulder. The rich,
intoxicating scent of her vanilla and amber perfume washed over
me, a sensory anchor that immediately began to dull the sharp
edges of my panic. “Don’t apologize. I told you, didn't I? I told you
that when it got to be too much, you were to come straight home to
me. And you did. You listened. My pretty girl ran home to me.”

“You...you knew?” I whispered, my voice trembling.

"I suspected,” she murmured.

She kept one arm wrapped around my waist, supporting my
collapsed posture as she guided me away from the door and into the
deep luxury of her bedroom. The room was bathed in the dim,
golden glow of two bedside lamps, casting long, intimate shadows
across the plush velvet accents and the expansive, silk-sheeted bed.
The sheer opulence of her space always made me feel small, but



tonight, stripped of my confidence, it made me feel completely
powerless.

Olivia stopped me right at the foot of the bed, turning me so I
was facing the tall, silver-framed floor mirror. She stepped up tightly
behind me, her chest pressing against my shoulder blades, her
hands coming to rest on my narrow waist. In the reflection, the
contrast was dizzying. She looked entirely composed and radiantly
feminine in her draped silk, while I looked like a fragile, ruined
creature trapped in the black dress.

“Look at what he did to you,” Olivia whispered in my ear, her
warm breath making me shiver. Her palms slid slowly up my ribs, the
heavy silk of my dress whispering under her touch, until her hands
cradled the soft swell of my breast forms. “"He made you feel like a
woman, didn’t he, Harper? He made you feel small. Look at how
your heart is beating against my hands.”

“Yes,” I whimpered, my voice entirely throat-centric, small and
breathy. My eyes were locked on hers in the glass. “"He was...he was
so large, Olivia. When he touched my legs...through the stockings...I
felt this horrible, wonderful pull. T wanted him just to take over. I
wanted him like I'd never wanted anyone before.”

“Good,” she murmured, her teeth grazing the sensitive skin right
below my earlobe, causing a sharp, electric jolt to shoot straight
down to my pelvis. The pink resin cage responded instantly, the
trapped, highly sensitive flesh swelling tightly against the rigid bars,
sending a wave of deep, frustrated ache through my lower
abdomen. I let out a soft gasp, my knees buckling slightly, but Olivia
held me upright. “That is exactly what you were supposed to feel.
But then you touched him. Tell me what happened when you
touched him, Harper.”

"I can’t,” I whispered, shaking my head, a deep flush of shame
burning through my cheeks.

“Harper, it's me, Olivia. You can tell me anything.”

I cried then spoke. “It was too real. I felt...I felt how hard he
was. It wasn’t a game anymore. It wasn't a lesson. It was a real
man, and he wanted me, and I realized...”

“Yes?” she encouraged me.



I realized how much I wanted it to happen. How...how much I
wanted it. My god, Olivia, his cock was so...my god...But...but I
realized what I am. What I'm missing. What's locked up. Feeling him
and thinking of me...”

Olivia’s eyes darkened in the mirror, a heavy, predatory warmth
filling her gaze. “We're going to talk about every single second of it.
But first, let’s get you out of these clothes. You‘'ve been wearing his
gaze all night, and I want you back in mine.”

Her fingers moved to the zipper of the dress. With a slow,
agonizingly deliberate pull, she dragged the zipper down. The
metallic hiss sounded like a final release, and the heavy silk instantly
went slack, sliding off my shoulders and whispering down my torso.
I held my arms slightly away from my sides as the dress pooled at
my feet in a black satin puddle of luxury, leaving me standing in the
center of the room in just my foundations.

Without the dress, the raw reality of my reality was laid bare
under the golden lamplight. The lace bra cradled the silicone
teardrops, pushing them up into a soft cleavage that was entirely
meant for Olivia’s eyes. My waist was cinched by the six-strap garter
belt, the taut straps pulling downward against the sheer black
stockings that encased my long legs. But the true focal point was
lower. Beneath the sheer black panties, the sharp, rigid contours of
the pink resin cage were perfectly visible, the skin around the lock
flushed and slightly irritated from the frantic movements of my
escape.

Olivia stepped back slightly, her gaze dropping down my body
with a slow, heavy appraisal that felt almost tactile. She reached out,
her index finger tracing the delicate gold necklace at my throat, then
sliding down the center of my chest, over the smooth valley between
my breasts, down the taut skin of my stomach, until her knuckles
brushed against the front of my panties.

The contact was electric. I whimpered, my thighs trembling, the
nylon of my stockings whispering as my knees pressed tightly
together. "Olivia,” I choked, “I...”

“You're leaking,” she said, “wet, just like a girl. He made you
wet.”



I looked down at my panties, saw the wetness, knew it was true.
I'd been leaking all night, every escalation of desire, every moment
of surrender, every second.

A hot, suffocating wave of pure shame crashed over me, turning
my cheeks a violent, burning crimson. I stared at the damp silk of
my panties, my breath hitching in a jagged, pathetic sob. It was an
absolute, undeniable betrayal by my own anatomy. The pink resin
cage was supposed to be a mechanical barrier, a rigid sentinel of
denial that drew a hard, physical boundary between what I used to
be and what I was pretending to become. It was designed to keep
me contained.

But my body had completely bypassed the lock. The absolute,
intoxicating weight of Jake’s masculinity, the raw desire in his growl,
and the terrifying thrill of his hand on my thigh had rewritten my
biology from the inside out. Without ever needing to touch me there,
his sheer presence had forced a hyper-feminine response from a
body that shouldn’t have been capable of it.

The realization was deeply humiliating, yet it sent a treacherous,
agonizing spike of arousal straight to my core. I couldn’t deny it any
longer; I hadn't just been play-acting a script for Emma’s clinical
amusement or Olivia’s meticulous curation. The hyper-feminine
reality they had engineered through silk, nylon, and forced
submission had taken root deep within my bones. I had internalized
the role so completely that my body was reacting as a girl’s would,
weeping in secret surrender to a man’s dominant energy, entirely
helpless under the watchful gaze of the woman who had created
me.

“Look at you,” Olivia whispered, her voice dropping into a register
of pure, intoxicating tenderness. “So beautifully locked. So helpless.
Leaking. Jake had no idea that while he was touching your pretty
legs, did he?”

“No,” I choked out, a fresh tear escaping and tracking through
the ruined makeup on my cheek. “He didn't know. The cage... it kept
hurting every time I wanted to lean into him. It wouldn’t let me
forget.”



“That's its job, to keep you on Team Girl,” Olivia said softly. She
reached around me, her long fingers unhooking the garter straps
one by one, the metal clips clicking softly in the quiet room. She
knelt before me on the plush rug, her silk robe parting slightly to
reveal her own smooth legs. With agonizing slowness, she slid her
palms down my thighs, her thumbs catching the welts of my sheer
stockings and rolling them down, exposing the smooth, hairless skin
Katie and she had mandated. Her touch was incredibly gentle, a
soothing balm to my frayed nerves, yet every stroke carried the
weight of absolute ownership.

When the stockings were down, she reached up and unbuckled
the strappy black patent stilettos, easing my aching feet out of the
four-inch heels and stockings at the same time. Stepping down onto
the flat, soft rug made me feel instantly smaller, stripped of the
artificial height, entirely reduced to her level.

Olivia stood up, her face just inches from mine. She untied the
satin sash of her own robe, letting it drape open, revealing a creamy
ivory satin chemise underneath. The fabric was bias-cut, clinging
fluidly to her curves, the low-cut neckline trimmed with delicate
white lace. She looked breathtakingly beautiful. She turned to her
nightstand and picked up a matching fuscia satin chemise she had
laid out for me.

“Hands up, sweet girl,” she commanded softly.

I raised my arms obediently, my chest heaving with shallow
breaths. Olivia slid the cool, incredibly slippery pink satin over my
head. The fabric glided down my skin like liquid ice, providing an
instantaneous, soothing relief to my overheated, hypersensitive
body. The delicate lace trim at the hem brushed softly against the
tops of my thighs, hanging loosely over my panties and the rigid
pink cage.

“Come here, my pretty girl, come here,” she murmured,
extending her hand.

I took it, letting her guide me onto the expansive bed. The silk
sheets were cool against my bare legs as I crawled in, my body
feeling heavy and thoroughly exhausted from the emotional



whiplash. Olivia climbed in beside me, immediately pulling the heavy,
plush duvet over both of us, sealing us away from the outside world.

The moment the covers settled over us, Olivia drew me fully into
her arms. Our satin-covered bodies pressed together—slippery,
warm, feminine, and intensely intimate. The blush pink and creamy
ivory fabrics slid against each other with a soft, sensuous whisper
every time we moved. One of her long legs draped possessively over
both of mine, pinning me down, anchoring me against her body. She
cradled the back of my head, pressing my face into the soft swell of
her breasts, her fingers weaving through my hair, gently massaging
my scalp.

The safety of her embrace was overwhelming. The sheer
tenderness of how she held me, contrasted against the rigid,
unyielding reality of the cage pressed between our bellies, created a
suffocating wave of sexual and emotional tension. I cried, I just
cried.

“Now,” Olivia whispered into my hair when I was done, her voice
a soothing command that brooked no refusal. “Process it for me,
Harper. I want every single detail. Start from the moment you
arrived at his apartment. Don't leave anything out.”

I clutched at the satin of her chemise, my fingers trembling
against her back. “"We... we sat on his couch,” I began, my voice
cracking, a hot tear soaking straight into the ivory silk of her pajama.
“He poured us red wine. The apartment was so dark, Olivia. Just the
lights from the city outside. I felt so exposed. My dress... the hem
kept riding up my thighs when I sat down, and I had to keep pulling
it down because I was so scared he would see the outline of what
you did to me.”

“And did he look?” Olivia asked, her hand sliding down my back,
her fingers tracing the line of my spine beneath the pink satin, her
voice dropping into a dark, fascinated rhythm.

“Yes,” I gasped, a shiver running through me. “He looked with so
much hunger. He sat closer to me. His frame...he's so broad, Olivia.
He completely blocked out the windows. And then he put his hand
on my knee. Right over the stockings.”



“How did it feel?” she murmured, her lips brushing my temple.
“Tell me exactly how his hand felt on your body, Harper.”

“It was so hot,” I confessed, my voice breaking as the memory
washed over me, bringing a sudden, heavy spike of arousal that
made the cage throb in agonizing protest. “The heat of his palm
went straight through the nylon. He started moving his fingers...
tracing these slow, lazy circles just above my knee. It made my
entire stomach flip. I wanted him to slide his hand higher. I wanted
him to find the garter belt. I felt this horrible, heavy, submissive pull
to just let him do whatever he wanted to me. The cage reminded me
I was born a boy, but when he touched me, I felt only like a girl.”

“Good girl,” Olivia whispered, her hand moving from my spine
down to my hip, her fingers gripping my waist through the satin,
pulling my pelvis tighter against hers. The rigid pink resin of the
cage pressed firmly against her thigh, a hard, unyielding barrier
between us. “You're being so good for me right now, telling me the
truth. What did he do next?”

“He touched my hair,” I sobbed, burying my face deeper into her
neck, the scent of her vanilla perfume making me dizzy. “He tucked
a strand behind my ear, and his fingers were so gentle, but it felt so
possessive. He looked at me like...like he owned me. And I liked it,
Olivia. That's what’s so terrifying. I liked feeling like he could just
break me if he wanted to. I...I wanted to be owned, I wanted him to
just take charge. I didn't want to think. And then he leaned in and
he kissed me.”

Olivia’s breathing hitched slightly, her grip on my waist
tightening. The sexual tension in the bed was thick, nearly palpable,
the friction of our satin chemises creating a steady, electric current
between our bodies. “"How did he kiss you, Harper? Describe it.”

“It was slow. And deep. He tasted like the wine,” I whispered, my
heart hammering so hard I was certain she could feel it against her
own chest. “He didn't hesitate at all. He just took my mouth, and I
didn’t even think about the lie, or the office, or anything. I just
kissed him back. I put my hand on his chest, under his shirt, and his
muscles were so solid. I felt so incredibly small in his arms. I felt like
a real girl, Olivia. Completely helpless and completely wanted.”



Olivia let out a soft, sharp breath against my skin. Her hand slid
from my waist, moving slowly, deliberately down the front of my
blush pink chemise. Her fingers glided over the slippery fabric,
moving down my abdomen until her palm rested squarely over the
front of my panties, directly covering the rigid, trapped shape of the
cage. She didn't apply pressure; she simply held it, her warm palm
encapsulating the very center of my confinement while I trembled
beneath her. She held it like she was comforting me, validating me.

“And then you touched him,” Olivia prompted, her voice
trembling slightly with her own quiet excitement, her thumb tracing
the hard contour of the resin through the satin. “Tell me about the
panic, sweet girl. Tell me exactly what fractured inside that pretty
head of yours.”

“I let my hand slide down,” I choked out, fresh tears streaming
down my face, my entire body shaking in her arms as her hand held
my cage. “I slid it down his stomach...because I wanted to feel him.
And my palm brushed against it. Through his trousers. It was so
hard, Olivia. It was throbbing and it was so big. It felt so heavy and
hot and...and entirely male. It was real. It wasn't a fantasy we talked
about in your bathroom. It was a real man who was ready to take
me right there on that couch.”

“And what did your body do?” Olivia whispered, her hand flexing
slightly over the cage, pressing the rigid structure firmly against my
pelvis, causing a sharp, biting ache to flare through my trapped
anatomy.

“I went completely rigid,” I cried out, a soft wail of confession
escaping into the quiet bedroom. “The moment I felt how hard he
was, the cage...my body tried to respond to him, Olivia. It tried to
react, and it couldn’t. The flesh spasmed inside the cage. It felt like
it was tearing against the plastic. This horrible, sharp pain shot
straight through my pelvis. I realized I couldn’t give him what he
wanted. I realized I am completely locked up, completely altered,
and I'm entirely at the mercy of you and Emma. I panicked. I felt
like an absolute freak, an impostor who was playing dress-up in
black satin, and I couldn’t breathe. I just scrambled off the couch
and ran. I told him I was a virgin because I didn't know how to



explain why I was screaming inside, and then I ran straight to the
elevator.”

Olivia didn’t say anything for a long, heavy moment. She simply
held me, her body wrapped tightly around mine, her palm resting
steadily over the aching pink cage beneath the pink satin, feeling it
twitch. The only sound in the room was the ragged, exhausted pitch
of my breathing and the steady, calm rhythm of hers.

Then, slowly, she shifted. She slid her hand up from my panties,
moving beneath the lace trim of my chemise to touch the bare skin
of my waist. She lifted her head, her fingers reaching up to tilt my
chin so that my tear-streaked face was forced up into the golden
lamplight. Her dark eyes were dilated, swimming with an intense,
intoxicating blend of absolute tenderness and profound, triumphant
satisfaction.

“Look at me, Harper,” she commanded softly.

I forced my eyes open, my vision blurred by tears, looking up
into her beautiful, unyielding face.

“You didn't ruin anything,” Olivia whispered, her thumb reaching
up to gently wipe a wet line of mascara from underneath my eye,
her touch so soft it made my heart ache. “You did perfectly. Do you
understand me? You let yourself feel that attraction. You let a man
make you feel small and desired. You let your body experience the
real, heavy weight of submission. And when you got scared, you did
what any girl would do; you ran to your girlfriend.”

She leaned down, her lips brushing softly against my forehead,
then lingering on my tear-dampened cheeks, before she finally found
my mouth. The kiss was entirely different from Jake’s; it wasn't a
demand of flesh, but a deep, proprietary reassurance. It was the kiss
of a creator claiming her masterpiece, soft, lingering, and utterly
consuming. I melted into it, my hands curling into the silk of her
robe, letting all the residual panic from Jake’s apartment drain out of
me, replaced entirely by the dark, comforting luxury of her absolute
control.

“The cage isn't just a punishment, Harper,” Olivia murmured
against my lips, her hand sliding down to gently caress the side of
my hip, the satin of our chemises whispering together in the dark.



“It's a boundary. It's what protects this beautiful, soft, delicate girl
we are making you into. It keeps you safe from the world until you
are ready. And tonight, it brought you right back to my bed. Exactly
where you belong.”

“Olivia...”

“You first wore it to protect me,” she whispered, “and now you
wear it to keep your promise to be my girl. This is so important to
me, Harper, it's everything to me. You wear this for me.”

She pulled the duvet higher around our shoulders, tucking me
tightly against her side. Her long legs remained tangled with mine,
the cool satin of her ivory chemise a constant, soothing friction
against my pink one. Her hand returned to my bare stomach, her
fingers tracing lazy, hypnotic patterns over my skin, slowly easing
the deep, frustrated throb of the cage into a manageable, warm
ache.

Exhausted, completely emptied of my fear, and safely locked
away within my pretty pink resin, I let my head rest against her
chest. The dress lay forgotten on the floor like a shed skin from a
masculine life I could no longer even remember. In the quiet
sanctuary of Olivia’s arms, wrapped in satin and submission, I closed
my eyes and let myself disappear completely into her world.



CHAPTER NINE

Permanent Surrender

THE PHONE FELT heavy and smooth in my hand, its glass screen
reflecting the soft, muted light of Olivia’s living room. Beside me,
Olivia sat cross-legged on the velvet sofa, her silk robe pooled
around her waist, her dark eyes entirely focused on the digital
interface between us.

“Type it exactly as I say, Harper,” she murmured, her voice a low,
soothing purr that vibrated right against the shell of my ear. “Jake, I
wanted to say I'm so sorry for running out like that the other night. I
was just incredibly nervous, but I had a wonderful time with you and
want to see you again.”

My fingers shook slightly as I tapped out the letters, the tactile
clicks of the keyboard sounding like a slow countdown. The residual
panic from fleeing his apartment was still fresh, a tight knot in my
chest, but the constant, heavy throb of the pink resin cage between
my legs was an even louder reminder of my reality. I sent the
message, my breath catching as the status shifted to Delivered.

It didnt take long for the three dots to appear. When the
response came, a wave of liquid relief swept through me.

“Don't sweat it at all, Harper. You have nothing to apologize for. I
thought you were beautiful, and I'd love to see you again. We can
take things completely at your pace, as slow as you want.”

“He's perfect,” Olivia whispered, a slow, victorious smile
spreading across her lips. She leaned over, her long fingers brushing



a stray strand of hair behind my ear, her touch lingering on my
jawline. “Now, invite him over. Tell him you want to cook him dinner
at your place. But dont mention me. We're going to give him a little
surprise.”

Olivia set the phone face down on the velvet cushion between
us, the screen going dark with a soft, final click. She didn’t pull
away. Instead, she shifted her weight, tucking her long legs beneath
her silk robe, her dark eyes entirely focused on my face. The
triumphant, predatory gleam that usually defined her features
softened into an expression of deep, enveloping intimacy. It was the
face of a confidante, a sanctuary, completely devoid of the sharp
authority she wielded in the office.

“Now,” she murmured, her voice dropping into that low,
conspiratorial purr that always made my heart skip a beat. "Let’s talk
about what really happened last night, Harper. No masks, no
performance. Just you and me, a “day after” conversation.”

My fingers curled into the fabric of my skirt. The residual
adrenaline from my flight from Jake’s apartment was still humming
in my veins, a cold undercurrent to the intense, localized heat
radiating from the pink resin cage between my thighs. "I told you,
Olivia,” I whispered, looking down at my hands. “I panicked. When
he took me out of that lounge...when he brought me back to his
place, it all became too real. I felt like an imposter. A fraud.”

“Look at me, sweet girl,” Olivia cooed softly, reaching out to cup
my chin in her warm, smooth hand, gently but unyieldingly forcing
my gaze up to meet hers. “You aren't a fraud. You were just
overwhelmed. It's completely natural to feel a conflict between who
you used to be and the beautiful reality we are building for you. But
I want to know about the sensory details. When he touched you,
what did you really feel?”

A fierce, burning blush crept up my neck, flooding my cheeks. I
wanted to look away, to hide from the clinical precision of her gaze,
but her fingers on my jawline held me steady.

"I felt...small,” T confessed, the words tasting heavy and illicit on
my tongue. “He's so large, Olivia. His hands on my waist felt like iron
weights. And when he pulled me against him...I could feel it.



Through his trousers. The hard ridge of his erection, pressing right
against the side of my thigh.”

“And how did your body react to that?” Olivia pressed, her thumb
tracing a lazy, soothing circle along my jawline, her voice dripping
with an indulgent, hypnotic curiosity. “Did it frighten you? Or did it
satisfy something deep inside you?”

I let out a shaky, uneven breath, my chest heaving. “Both. It
terrified me because I knew I was completely helpless. I knew that if
he reached down, he would find the cage. But at the same time..." I
swallowed hard, the psychological weight of the admission tearing at
my throat. “It caused a violent, agonizing spike of arousal. My body
didn’t care about the lock. It didn’t care about the rules. It just
responded to him. It felt...intensely feminine to be desired like that.
To be the object he wanted to possess.”

“That is exactly what you are, Harper,” Olivia whispered, a
brilliant, proud smile warming her face. She leaned in closer, the
intoxicating scent of her jasmine perfume wrapping around me like a
heavy velvet blanket. Her free hand slid down to my lap, her fingers
resting lightly on the fabric covering the rigid plastic shield of my
cage. “Your body is smarter than your mind right now. It already
knows how to submit. It already craves the role. Tell me, sweet
girl...when you were looking at him, did you want to take it further?
If you hadn’t run...what did you want to do to him?”

The question sent a violent thiver straight down my spine,
causing a sharp, demanding throb to echo from the confines of my
pink prison. The mental image Olivia was painting—so vivid, so
explicit—collided with the rigid, mechanical boundary between my
legs.

“I...I don't know,” I stammered, my voice cracking.

“Yes, you do,” Olivia insisted softly, her fingers applying a
microscopic, teasing pressure against the front of my cage, a
physical reminder of my absolute restriction. “Be honest with me,
Harper. That's what we're here for. Did you want to unbutton his
pants? Did you want to reach in and pull it out? Did you want to see
a real cock, the sheer size of him in the light? Did you want to see
what you did to him? Did you want to touch the warmth of his



skin...to put your lips against him, to lick him, to taste how much he
wanted you?”

A low, involuntary whimper escaped my lips. Hearing my
innermost, forbidden thoughts spoken aloud in Olivia’s elegant voice
made the desire feel overwhelming, almost toxic in its intensity.
“Yes,” I cried out softly, a single tear of frustration and shame
escaping my eye and tracking down my cheek. “Yes, I wanted all of
it. I wanted to see it, to touch it, to taste it. I wanted to please him
until he was completely undone by me. But I'm so scared, Olivia.
I've never done anything like that before. I don’t know how to be a
woman for a man like Jake. I don’t know how to navigate the space
between my old life and this...this absolute feminine submission.”

Olivia immediately let go of my jaw, sliding her arms around my
shoulders and pulling me tightly against her chest. The smooth, cool
silk of her robe pressed against my face as she held me, her hand
stroke the back of my head with a tender, maternal warmth.

“Oh, my sweet, beautiful girl,” she cooed into my hair, her breath
warm against my crown. “You don't have to navigate it alone. You
don't have to carry the weight of that fear. That is why I am here.
We are going to do this together. We are going to seduce him as a
team.”

I froze in her embrace, my heart hammering violently against my
ribs as I pulled back just enough to look into her dark, glittering
eyes. “"What? You... You'd do that for me? You'd involve yourself in
this?”

“Of course I would,” Olivia smiled, a serene, entirely genuine look
of affection softening her features. She reached up to gently wipe
the stray tear from my cheek with the pad of her thumb. “Think
about it, Harper. What do best girlfriends do for one another? They
share secrets. They give advice. They help each other through their
most vulnerable, intimate moments. I am your curator, yes, but I am
also your best friend. I'm not going to throw you into the deep end
of the pool and watch you drown. I am going to be right there in the
water with you.”

The sheer luxury of her declaration left me breathless. The idea
of navigating Jake’s masculinity on my own was a terrifying



mountain; the idea of doing it under Olivia’s protective, experienced
guidance felt like an incredible, shielding grace. Yet, a residual flicker
of my old autonomy flared up, a lingering doubt that made my
throat tight.

“But Olivia... what if I'm not ready?” I whispered, my eyes
searching hers for any sign of judgment. *What if the moment
comes and I can’t do it? I'm not sure I'm ready to actually sleep with
him. To accommodate a man...it feels so permanent. It feels like a
line I can never cross back over.”

“Shh, don’t worry about the lines, and don’t worry about the
future,” Olivia quieted me, leaning forward to press a soft, lingering
kiss to my forehead, then to each of my eyelids, her lips cool and
reassuring against my hot skin. "We aren’t going to rush anything. It
will be just an experiment. It's a way for you to explore these new
feelings safely, with me right there to hold your hand. We'll bring
him over, we'll dim the lights, and we'll just see where the evening
takes us. If you feel overwhelmed, all you have to do is look at me. I
will tell you exactly what to do, step by step. You don't have to
think, Harper. You just have to feel, and you have to obey. Can you
do that for me?”

Listening to her voice, the heavy, frantic panic that had been
coiled in my chest since Saturday night began to unravel, melting
away into a profound, liquid sense of relief. The burden of choice
was being entirely lifted from my shoulders. I didn't have to figure
out how to be a woman; I just had to let Olivia curate the
experience for me.

“Yes, Olivia,” I breathed, my body going entirely soft in her
embrace, my head resting securely beneath her chin. “I can do that.
I'll do whatever you want.”

“Good girl,” she murmured, her fingers tangling in my hair, her
voice rich with an absolute, unyielding triumph. “*Now, let’s get up.
We have an entire evening to prepare, a wardrobe to select, and a
beautiful little trap to set for our guest.”
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By seven that evening, my apartment had been completely
transformed under Olivia’s meticulous curation. The lights were
dimmed to a warm, amber glow, and the scent of jasmine and
expensive wax hung thick in the air. But the most profound
transformation was the one happening in front of the full-length
mirror.

Olivia stood behind me, adjusting the straps of the delicate black,
pink trimmed chemise she had picked out for me. Beneath the sheer
fabric, the rigid, clinical geometry of the pink resin cage was
completely visible, resting starkly against the soft curves of my
thighs. She clipped the satin straps of my garter belt to the tops of
my sheer, white nylon high stockings, her fingers smooth and
deliberate against my skin.

“Look at yourself, Harper,” Olivia instructed softly, resting her chin
on my shoulder as we both stared into the glass.

In the reflection, I looked like an elaborate piece of art—
vulnerable, hyper-feminine, and entirely exposed. Olivia herself was
a vision of dark, predatory sophistication in a matching emerald lace
bustier, panties and thigh-highs, her towering black heels making her
look even more dominant beside me.

“You are a masterpiece tonight, my sweet girl,” she murmured,
her hands sliding down to cup the sides of my hips, her thumbs
lightly grazing the edge of the plastic shield. *When Jake walks
through that door, he isn’t just going to see a nervous girl. He’s
going to see exactly what you are: our beautiful, submissive doll.
And we are going to finish what you started.”

“But Olivia,” I whispered, my eyes darting down to the
unmistakable silhouette of the pink resin cage straining against the
sheer black fabric of the chemise. “What happens when he touches
me? What happens when he realizes what's underneath? He's going
to know something is wrong the moment he reaches for my lap.”

Olivia let out a soft, musical laugh, leaning forward so her breath
brushed warm against my collarbone. She slid her hands down my
sides, her long fingers tracking the smooth contour of my hips until
her thumbs rested directly on the rigid plastic casing.



“That, my sweet girl, is the beauty of the plan,” she murmured,
her dark eyes flashing with a sharp, brilliant amusement in the
mirror’s reflection. “We aren’t going to hide it from him forever. We
are going to hide it just long enough. He won't care, trust me.”

I swallowed hard, looking at the contrast between her emerald
lace and my vulnerable, ivory-and-pink restriction. “A double-bluff?”

“Exactly,” Olivia cooed, her grip tightening just enough to press
the cage firmly against my skin, sending a localized spike of heat
through my pelvis. *When you sit on his lap, the hem of this chemise
will keep it completely obscured from his eyes. You will kiss him, you
will melt into him, and you will let him feel how soft, how hyper-
feminine, and how desperate you are. We are going to drive his
arousal to the absolute point of no return first.

She leaned closer, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. “"And
then, when his hands guide you down, he will find the lock. He wiill
find the rigid, unyielding truth of what you are to me. By the time he
realizes you are entirely trapped, his own desire will be a fever. He
won't pull away, Harper. The sudden realization that you are
completely helpless, that you are locked away purely to build your
desire for his pleasure, will drive him completely over the edge. We
aren’t keeping a secret from him; we are setting a trap, and your
beautiful little cage is the teeth.”

The sheer psychological weight of her words made my knees
tremble. It wasn't just a physical seduction anymore; it was a total
dismantling of my autonomy, weaponized to capture Jake’s
masculinity and bind me further to Olivia’s absolute curation.

“You don’t say a word about it,” Olivia commanded softly, her
voice dropping into that heavy, authoritative purr. “You just let him
discover it naturally through touch. Let the shock finish what your
body starts. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Olivia,” I breathed, completely intoxicated by the dark
luxury of her design.

When the buzzer finally rang, my heart violently struck against
my ribs. My hands grew cold, and a sudden spike of terror flared in
my stomach, instantly met by a sharp, demanding ache from the



cage as my body reacted to the anticipation. Olivia caught my wrist,
her grip firm and grounding.

“Breathe, Harper. Open the door. I'll be right behind you.”

I walked down the short hallway, the click of my patent-leather
heels echoing in the quiet space. When I turned the lock and pulled
the door open, Jake stood on the threshold, a bottle of red wine in
his hand and a warm smile on his face. He wore a crisp, dark blue
button-down shirt and tailored trousers, looking exactly like the
confident, handsome man who had mesmerized me at the lounge.

But as his eyes swept over me—taking in the delicate fabric, the
exposed stockings, and the high-end lingerie—his smile faltered,
replaced by a sudden, heavy darkening in his gaze. His chest rose
and fell in a sharp breath.

“Harper...” he breathed, his voice dropping an octave. "I
thought...I thought we were having dinner.” The effect I had on him
was undeniable.

Before I could find my voice, Olivia stepped out from the shadow
of the hallway, her emerald lace gleaming under the amber lights.
She offered him a smooth, enigmatic smile, stepping forward to take
the wine from his hand.

“Dinner is going to have to wait, Jake,” Olivia said, her voice a
velvety, commanding purr. “Harper told me all about your last date
so tonight I'm here to help her. She was so nervous after your last
date, and I told her that the best way to move past that fear is to
completely surrender to it. We're going to finish what you two
started.”

Jake’s gaze darted between the two of us, his pupils dilated with
a mixture of shock and intense, primal arousal. The sheer luxury of
the trap we had set for him was undeniable. He didn’t say a word as
Olivia took his arm and guided him into the living room, pulling him
down onto the soft fabric of the sofa.

“Sit,” Olivia commanded softly.

She turned to me, nodding toward him. “Go to him, Harper. Show
him how much you wanted to welcome him. Show him what you
were thinking about last night.”



My legs felt heavy, the sheer nylon of my stockings whispering
together as I moved. I stepped up to the couch, my knees trembling
as I slowly sank onto Jake’s lap. The moment my weight settled
against him, I felt the immediate, hard ridge of his erection straining
against his trousers. A violent shiver ran through me, a heady
mixture of pure terror and an explosive, wild desire that sent a
fierce, throbbing pressure straight into the confines of my pink
prison.

Jake’s large hands came up automatically, his palms warm and
heavy as they gripped my waist, his fingers sinking into the soft skin
just above the garter belt.

“You're shaking,” he whispered, his eyes locked onto mine with
an intensity that made me feel entirely transparent.

“She’s perfect, isn’t she?” Olivia murmured, slipping onto the
couch right beside Jake. She leaned over, pressing a soft, lingering
kiss to the side of Jake’s neck while her hand reached out to stroke
my hair. “Kiss him, Harper. Let him taste how much you want this.”

I leaned down, my lips meeting Jake’s in a hesitant, trembling
kiss. He groaned against my mouth, his hands sliding down my
back, his touch sending waves of hyper-sensitive electricity through
the fabric of my chemise. The kiss deepened, becoming slow and
sensory-heavy, his tongue parting my lips with a dominant,
possessive stroke that made me whimpering into his mouth.

Olivia watched us, a look of pure, indulgent enjoyment on her
beautiful face. She reached between us, her fingers adroitly
unbuttoning Jake’s blue shirt, parting the fabric to expose the broad,
warm expanse of his chest. I parted from his lips, catching my
breath, my hands automatically resting against his bare shoulders,
feeling the heavy, rhythmic thrum of his heartbeat.

Jake’s hands slid further down my hips, tracing the line of my
thighs until his fingers brushed against something hard, rigid, and
entirely foreign to his touch. He paused, his brow furrowing slightly
as his fingertips mapped the smooth, unyielding contours of the pink
resin cage locked tightly between my legs.

Jake’s fingers froze against the rigid plastic, his entire body going
completely still beneath me. For a terrifying, breathless second, the



slow rhythm of the kiss shattered. He pulled his lips back slightly, his
brow furrowing in deep, genuine confusion as his fingertips traced
the structural bars, mapping the undeniable reality of the lock.

“What... what is this, Harper?” he asked, his voice dropping into
a thick, rough whisper as he looked up into my wide, panicked eyes,
his hands remaining clamped around the cold resin. "What are you
wearing under here?”

Before a single defensive word could escape my throat, Olivia
leaned forward from the cushions, her lace brushing my arm as she
slid her hand over the back of Jake’s knuckles, pressing his palms
heavier against my restriction.

“That is Harper’s boundary, Jake,” Olivia murmured, her voice a
velvety, commanding purr that seemed to anchor the entire room.
She didn't look at me; her dark, predatory eyes were locked entirely
on his. “It’s the permanent architecture of her surrender. She
belongs to me, that’s her commitment to me, a reminder of what
she gave up. She stays locked away so that her desire can build until
it's entirely unbearable.”

Jake’s chest rose and fell in a sharp, heavy breath, his eyes
shifting from Olivia’s serene smile down to the soft fabric of my
chemise where the unmistakable outline of the pink cage was
trapped beneath his hands.

“Locked?” he repeated, the word tasting heavy and dark in his
mouth. The initial shock in his gaze was already fracturing, rapidly
replaced by a dilated, primal heat as the true depth of the trap
clicked into place. “"She can't...she can't grow?”

“No,” Olivia cooed softly, her fingers tracing a slow, intoxicating
line down the side of Jake’s neck, right to the tense muscle of his
shoulder. "Never. She doesn’t get to have her own release, Jake.
Tonight, she is completely at your mercy, but she can only serve
you. Her body is a blank canvas for your pleasure, entirely empty of
her own masculine drive. Look at her face. Look at how much she
wants to be your doll.”

I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t defend the old identity I had so
completely abandoned. Instead, my silent concurrence was written
entirely in the violent, agonizing throb that pulsed from the confines



of my pink prison, a fierce spike of heat that made my hips give a
pathetic, involuntary twitch against his hands. The public exposure
of my helplessness didn’t cool the room; it drove my internal arousal
into absolute overdrive, my chest heaving as a hot tear of pure,
submissive validation tracked down my flushed cheek.

Jake watched the tremor ripple through my thighs, a dark,
dangerous understanding dawning in his eyes. The realization that I
was entirely trapped, operating purely to build a fever for his
satisfaction, stripped away the last of his polite hesitation. His grip
tightened on my waist, no longer hesitant, his large fingers digging
into my skin with a heavy, possessive dominance that made me
whimper.

“My god,” he murmured, his voice thick with an intense,
predatory hunger that told me the trap had snapped perfectly shut.
“You did this for Olivia?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said, “1...I committed to be her girl, only her girl.”

“Down on your knees, sweet girl,” Olivia guided gently, her hand
pressing firmly against my shoulder. “Let’s show Jake how well you
can take care of him.”

I slid off his lap, my patent-leather heels clicking against the
hardwood as I dropped to my knees between his thighs. The floor
was cool, but the space between Jake’s legs was radiating a heavy,
musky heat. Olivia moved to join me, kneeling right beside me, her
emerald corset pressing against my bare shoulder.

With practiced grace, Olivia unbuckled his belt and slid his
trousers down, freeing his massive, throbbing erection from his
underwear. It jumped into the warm air of the room, dark and fully
engorged, a testament to the intense atmosphere we had built. My
mouth went completely dry, my gaze locked onto the sheer size of
him, a fresh wave of submissive panic washing over me. I knew,
intellectually, that men had cocks like this, but seeing it in person,
inches from my lips, was an entirely different experience.

“It's okay, Harper,” Olivia whispered tenderly, leaning in to press a
reassuring kiss to my temple while her hand moved down to rest
over the front of my cage, gently holding the source of my agonizing



pressure. “I'm right here. If you want him, if you're ready, open your
mouth for him.”

Olivia reached out, her fingers slicking the head of Jake’s cock
with his own pre-cum, before she gently guided it toward my lips. I
parted my mouth, leaning forward until the warm, velvet tip pressed
against my tongue. The taste of him—musky, salty, and intensely
masculine—flooded my senses.

“Good girl...just like that,” Olivia murmured, her voice a hypnotic,
steady drone. She placed her hand over the back of my head, her
fingers tangling in my hair, providing a gentle, unyielding pressure
that guided my movements.

I leaned closer, the heat radiating from between Jake’s thighs
enveloping my face. My hands trembled against his knees as I
hovered inches away, my mouth parting slightly. I let my tongue dart
out first, tentatively tracing the broad, smooth curve of the crown.
He slicked with an immediate, heavy bead of pre-cum, and the taste
of him hit my senses instantly—salt, musk, and a deep, raw
masculinity that made my throat tighten with an immediate,
instinctive hunger. I swirled my tongue around the ridge, lapping at
the slick moisture, losing myself in the sheer, towering size of him.

When I finally pressed my lips over the velvet tip and slid my
mouth down his shaft, a profound, dizzying shift occurred within my
mind. The thickness of him stretched my lips, filling my mouth so
completely that my entire universe immediately shrank down to the
wet friction of his skin against mine. Jake let out a low, ragged
growl, his fingers tightening into the cushions of the couch, his hips
lifting slightly into my mouth in a quiet, instinctive demand.

The physical contrast was a beautiful, agonizing torment. Below
my waist, I was completely locked away, restricted and aching within
the rigid, unyielding grip of the pink resin cage. I couldn’t get hard, I
couldn’t reach for a single scrap of physical relief, yet the sensory
overload of accommodating him was driving a frantic, explosive
wave of psychological arousal straight into my trapped pelvis. Taking
a man’s cock into my mouth didn't feel like a violation; it felt like a
missing piece of a puzzle I hadn’t known I was trying to solve. It
was a deep, instinctual need I had spent my entire life suppressing,



a sudden and total realization that this complete submission was
exactly what I had been searching for. With every inch I swallowed,
the last lingering shards of my old identity and control were utterly
dissolved. I didn't want my own release anymore; I wanted to be
consumed. I loved the sheer helplessness of it.

“Watch her, Jake,” Olivia whispered, her voice a heavy, breathless
drone that vibrated right through my shoulder. She leaned in, her
own arousal entirely evident as her dark eyes tracked my mouth.
Her tongue darted out, licking the length of his shaft right above
where my lips met his skin, joining the wet, sensory rhythm. We
kissed, our lips moving in a slow, hypnotic pace, our tongues sliding
together in a deep, sensual dance before parting, going back to his
cock.

With Olivia’s gentle guidance, her fingers providing a steady,
anchoring presence against the back of my neck, I found a deep,
hypnotic pace. I drew him in, letting my throat open, taking him
deeper until the base of his groin pressed hard against my lips.
Every time I swallowed him fully, the pressure in my pelvis built to
an exquisite, agonizing peak, a phantom climax that I could only feel
in my mind. The sheer psychological dominance of the act made me
weep silently, the hot tears tracking down my cheeks and mixing
with the slick heat of our lovemaking as I gave myself entirely over
to his pleasure.

Jake’s breath became shallow and sharp, his chest heaving under
his unbuttoned shirt. “Olivia... I'm close,” he warned, his voice
straining, his thighs tensing beneath my knees. Even now, he was
trying to be a gentleman, trying to give us an opportunity to pull
back before the point of no return.

“Take him all the way, Harper,” Olivia commanded, her hand
tightening in my hair, holding me firmly in place and pressing my
face tightly against him. “Swallow it for him. Be our good girl.”

I didn't hesitate. I opened my throat completely, taking the full,
heavy length of him as his body went utterly rigid. A second later,
Jake bucked softly, and a thick, hot torrent of his cum flooded my
mouth. I swallowed automatically, the rich, intense taste of his
release filling me entirely as he pulsed again and again into my



mouth. The raw intimacy of it saturated my senses, a total, liquid
capitulation that I drank down greedily. I didn’t pull away, keeping
my lips locked around him until he let out a long, exhausted sigh, his
muscles finally relaxing into a heavy slump against the sofa.

I slowly sat back on my heels, my chest heaving as I tried to
draw breath, my lips wet, swollen, and parted. Olivia smiled down at
me, her dark eyes glittering with a proud, possessive luxury.

“You did so beautifully, Harper,” she whispered, wiping a stray
tear from my cheek. She leaned over, kissed me again, her tongue
darting out to share his cum.

But she wasn't finished. She looked up at Jake, whose erection
was still semi-hard and glistening, and a hungry, predatory look
crossed her face.

Olivia stood up, straddling his lap in a fluid, practiced motion. She
looked down at me, her gaze holding mine. *Watch us, Harper.
Watch how a man takes a woman.”

I could only watch, paralyzed by a wild, electric thrill, as Olivia
guided Jake inside her. The sound of their bodies meeting—the wet
friction, the soft slaps of skin, and the breathless groans from Jake—
filled the room. Olivia threw her head back, her emerald corset
shifting as she rode him with an uninhibited, fierce passion.

The sight of my beautiful girlfriend completely giving herself over
to the man who had just filled my mouth sent a wave of
unprecedented arousal through me. The pink cage throbbed so
violently it felt like a physical brand against my skin, a beautiful
torment that locked me into the role of the silent, devoted witness. I
watched every movement, every shift of muscle, completely
consumed by the dark luxury of our shared world.

When Jake finally came a second time, letting out a loud,
guttural cry as he buried himself deep inside Olivia, she collapsed
against his chest, both of them hyperventilating in the quiet room.

After a few long minutes, Olivia slowly slid off him. Jake’s eyes
were already heavy, the sheer exhaustion of the double release
pulling him down towards a deep, heavy sleep right there on the
cushions of the sofa. His cock remained semi-erect, slick with their
combined fluids.



Olivia knelt down beside me, her breath still warm and ragged.
She took my chin in her hand, tilting my face up.

“He's still wet, sweet girl,” she whispered tenderly. “Lick him
clean for us. Don't waste a single drop.”

I leaned forward, my tongue darting out to trace the length of
Jake’s shaft, meticulously cleaning the warm, salty remnants of their
lovemaking from his skin. The taste of Olivia’s sweethess mixed with
Jake’s musk on my tongue was an intoxicating, complex elixir that
cemented my submission entirely.

When I was done, we knelt there, watched Jake’s eyes get
heavy, close. Olivia stood up, taking my hand and pulling me to my
feet. My legs were shaking so badly I could barely stand, but she
supported me, guiding me away from the sleeping man on the couch
and into the quiet sanctuary of the bedroom.

The bedroom was dark, the sheets cool against our hyper-
sensitive skin as we slid onto the mattress. Olivia turned to me, her
long legs immediately tangling with mine, the friction of our
matching lace a constant, soothing rhythm.

“Now, my beautiful girl,” Olivia murmured, her fingers sliding
down my stomach, avoiding the cage but settling directly between
my thighs. “Taste me. I want you to taste exactly what we built
tonight.”

I slid down her body, burying my face between her thighs. My
first true taste of a woman was entirely of Olivia—but it wasn't just
her. It was the rich, deep flavor of her own desire mixed with the
unmistakable, heavy musk of Jake’s cum that she had carried with
her from the couch. The realization of what I was tasting sent a
shockwave of pure, emotional devotion through me. I lapped at her
greedily, devouring every drop, completely lost in the taste of her,
the taste of him, and the absolute certainty of my belonging.

When Olivia finally peaked, her fingers clenching into my hair as
she let out a soft, echoing cry into the dark bedroom, she pulled me
back up her body, tucking my head securely beneath her chin.

The aftercare was deeply intimate, a silent, tender sanctuary
after the intense storm of the living room. Olivia wrapped her arms
tightly around me, pulling the heavy duvet over our shoulders until



we were completely insulated from the rest of the world. Her hand
returned to my bare stomach, her long fingers tracing lazy, hypnotic
circles over my skin, slowly easing the sharp, frustrated throb of my
pink resin cage into a manageable, warm ache.

“You were so perfect tonight, Harper,” she whispered into the
dark, her lips pressing soft, lingering kisses against my forehead, my
eyelids, and my bruised mouth. “You let him touch you. You took
care of him. And you came right back to my bed. Exactly where you
belong.”

I let my eyes close, my body completely melted into her
embrace. The pink cage between my legs felt cold now, a silent,
permanent sentinel reminding me that I didn't want to go back. I
was still locked, still desperate, but as I listened to the steady
rhythm of Olivia’s heartbeat in the dark, I knew I had never been
happier. I was her doll, her creature, wrapped in satin, submission,
and the quiet luxury of her absolute control.
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The air in Katie's apartment always smelled faintly of lavender,
clinical disinfectant, and expensive tea—a strange, comforting
combination that usually managed to lower my heart rate the
moment I crossed the threshold. Tonight, however, my chest was so
tight I could barely draw a full breath. Every step I took in my
patent-leather black pumps sent a jagged, agonizing spike of heat
straight from the soles of my feet up into my pelvis.

The pink resin cage had become a localized furnace. The
prolonged denial, compounded by the constant, agonizing proximity
to Olivia at the office and the lingering, sensory memory of Jake’s
heavy hands on my waist, had pushed my body past the point of
mere frustration into an undeniable, physical distress. I was
suffocating under the weight of my own trapped arousal.

“Take off the trench coat, Harper. Let’s see you,” Katie said
gently. She was standing by the pristine, white island in her kitchen,
clad in a simple crop top and black leggings, looking every bit the
calm, analytical savior I desperately needed.



But tonight, she wasn't alone.

Sitting on the edge of the plush velvet armchair in the corner of
the living room was Olivia. She looked breathtakingly elegant in a
cream-colored silk blouse and a tailored black pencil skirt, her long
legs crossed at the knee, a glass of white wine resting securely
between her fingers. Her dark, predatory eyes tracked me with an
intensity that made the small hairs on my arms stand up.

“She’s been miserable all week at the office, Katie,” Olivia
murmured, her voice a velvety, rich purr that sent a warning shiver
down my spine. She set her wine glass down with a soft, deliberate
clink. “She could barely focus during the afternoon presentation. I
could hear the plastic of her cage clicking against the underside of
her desk every time she shifted her weight. I told her it was time to
visit you, and I wanted to come along. I want to learn exactly how
to take care of her.”

My face burned with a sudden, devastating heat. The shame of
being discussed so clinically, so completely stripped of my autonomy
in front of the two women who orchestrated my reality, was
staggering. Yet, beneath the humiliation, the ache between my legs
flared into a sharp, demanding throb. My body wanted this. It craved
the exposure.

“Go into the bedroom,” Katie instructed softly, her tone entirely
devoid of mockery, possessing only that firm, therapeutic kindness
that always dismantled my defenses. “The satin babydoll is on the
bed. Strip down, leave the heels on, and come back out when you're
ready.”

I nodded dumbly, my voice caught in my throat. I hurried into
the bedroom, my hands trembling violently as I unbuttoned my
tailored office blouse and stepped out of my skirt. Sliding my
underwear down, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror—the
stark, clinical geometry of the pink resin cage locked tightly against
my soft skin, holding me in a permanent state of vulnerable
restriction. I pulled the short, ivory satin babydoll over my head. It
barely covered my hips, leaving the cage and the entire length of my
nylon-clad legs completely exposed.



When I stepped back into the living room, the click of my heels
sounded loud against the hardwood. Olivia’s breath hitched slightly,
her gaze instantly locking onto the exposed plastic between my
thighs.

“On the table, Harper,” Katie guided, pointing to the sturdy,
leather-padded massage table she had set up in the center of the
room. “On your back. Bring your knees up toward your chest so we
can access you properly.”

I climbed onto the table, the cool leather pressing against my
skin. I slid onto my back, carefully lifting my legs and pulling my
knees out and up, exposing my most vulnerable, locked-away self to
the open room. I clutched the edges of the table, a quiet sob of
shame and overwhelming relief escaping my lips as I stared up at
the ceiling, utterly exposed.

Katie stepped up to the side of the table, her gloved fingers
resting gently on my thigh, rubbing slow, soothing circles to calm my
trembling muscles. Olivia approached from the other side, her heels
clicking slowly, a look of profound, fascinated curiosity on her face as
she peered down at my receptive posture.

“She’s incredibly tight, Olivia,” Katie observed, her voice slipping
into her professional, clinical register. She slid her fingers down to
touch the rigid framework of the pink resin. “The tissue around the
base is flushed and swollen. The constant arousal without release is
starting to cause physical distress. But as we know, Emma holds the
key at the office, and we can’t unlock her without risking everything
we've built.”

Olivia leaned closer, her fingers lightly tracing the satin hem of
my babydoll, just inches from my hip. “Is there anything we can do
to make it easier for her? I don’t want her in pain, Katie. I want her
soft, submissive, and happy.”

Katie sighed softly, stepping away for a moment to retrieve a
small, brown medical bottle from the counter. “The physical distress
is only going to get worse as long as she stays locked like this,
Olivia,” she said, her voice dropping into a calm, authoritative
register as she turned the bottle in her gloved hands. “If we want to
keep her under long-term management without risking her health,



we need a pharmaceutical intervention. I think it’s time we start her
on a low-dose chemical protocol—specifically, Estradiol paired with a
mild anti-androgen.”

I froze on the table, my heart hammering violently against my
ribs. Hormones. The word echoed in my mind, tasting like a
permanent, uncrossable line.

Olivia’s eyes widened with genuine curiosity. She leaned over me,
her hand resting firmly on my shoulder, anchoring me to the table.
“Tell me more about that, Katie. What exactly will the low-dose
female hormones do to her?”

“It's a way to safely manage her system while beautifully aligning
with the lifestyle you're creating for her,” Katie explained thoroughly,
her fingers tapping the label of the bottle. “At a low dose, the
Estradiol will gently suppress her natural testosterone production.
Physically, the first thing she'll experience is a drastic reduction in
the spontaneous, agonizing arousal that causes this severe cage
pain. The chemical drive will quiet down. The sharp, frantic ache will
transform into a much softer, more passive kind of sensitivity.”

Olivia’s thumb stroked my shoulder blade, her voice dropping into
a fascinated murmur. “A passive sensitivity... meaning she’ll be less
distracted by her own body?”

“Exactly,” Katie nodded, tapping the label of the bottle. "The
blockers will quiet the aggressive, masculine drive that’s causing her
so much pain right now. She won't have the urge to seek her own
release anymore; instead, her body becomes a blank canvas, entirely
dependent on the stimulation you choose to give her. Over time, the
Estradiol will soften her skin, round out her hips, and lean her down
into the high-end wardrobe you've picked out. It strips away the
threat of her residual masculinity, leaving her perfectly safe, delicate,
and functional for your lifestyle. And, of course, the breast tissue will
begin to develop.”

Breasts? The word hung in the sterile air, a sudden, heavy weight
that made my lungs freeze. Breasts. Not just a temporary surrender,
not just a game played in satin and lace, but a physical molding of
my flesh into something entirely soft. Entirely hers.



A heavy, liquid silence filled the room. I lay there on my back,
listening to my fate being mapped out with terrifying precision. And
yet, as the agonizing heat of the cage continued to throb against my
skin, the idea of that frantic, aggressive male drive being chemically
quieted felt less like a punishment and more like a profound,
merciful surrender. I wanted to be soft. I wanted to be empty of the
old, heavy weight of being a man.

"I love it,” Olivia whispered, her voice rich with absolute,
unyielding support. She leaned down, her lips brushing against the
shell of my ear, sending a fierce wave of goosebumps down my
neck. "“Did you hear that, my sweet girl? We're going to make you so
soft. You won't have to fight your own body anymore. You're just
going to belong to us.”

“Yes, Olivia,” I whimpered, staring up into her dark eyes, the
words slipping out automatically, a complete capitulation to the dark
luxury of her control.

“Good,” Katie said, her tone returning to the task at hand. “But
before we start the protocol, we need to clear the current
congestion. She needs a release valve tonight. Olivia, come stand
right beside me. I'm going to teach you how to milk her prostate
properly.”

Olivia shifted her position, her cream silk blouse whispering
against the air as she stood shoulder-to-shoulder with Katie near my
parted knees. I felt a cold, wet sensation against the sensitive skin
of my perineum as Katie applied a generous amount of medical
lubricant.

“Because her arousal is so deep tonight, a standard manual
manipulation won't be enough to completely drain the fluid,” Katie
explained, her voice steady and instructional. She reached into her
medical tray and pulled out a silicone, cock shaped dildo. It was
smooth, anatomically correct, and ruthlessly efficient in its design.
“We're going to use this tonight. It's larger than a finger, shaped like
a man’s penis, but smaller, appropriate to start with. And it serves a
dual purpose. It will provide a deeper, more therapeutic simulation
to clear the congestion, and it will begin to prepare Harper’s body for



the real thing—for when she accommodates a male partner under
your supervision.”

A gasp of pure, unadulterated terror tore from my throat. My hips
instinctively tried to flinch away, but Olivia’s hands instantly came
down on the tops of my thighs, her manicured nails digging firmly
into my skin, pinning my legs open and locking me in place on the
table.

“Stay still, Harper,” Olivia commanded, looking down into my eyes
with a low, thrilling rumble. “"Don’t you dare move away from us.”

“Look closely at the angle, Olivia,” Katie instructed calmly. She
pressed the rounded tip of the silicone toy against my opening, the
pressure intense and unyielding. “You want to insert it slowly,
angling slightly toward the anterior wall. Ready, Harper? Breathe
out.”

I let out a long, ragged exhale, and the smooth silicone slid
inside me. The sensation was overwhelming—a massive, intrusive
fullness that immediately collided with the deep, aching pressure
point of my prostate. I cried out, my fingers clawing into the edges
of the massage table, my toes curling inside my high heels as my
back arched off the leather.

“See how her thighs are twitching?” Katie noted, her hand
working the toy in a slow, rhythmic, in-and-out motion. Each stroke
was deliberate, heavy, and target-specific. “That’s the localized
congestion. Now, Olivia, place your hand over mine. Feel the
rhythm.”

I felt the shift—the heavier, slightly less practiced but entirely
dominant pressure of Olivia’s hand joining Katie’s on the handle of
the toy. Olivia began to guide the strokes from between my legs, her
movements slow and exploratory, learning the internal geography of
my submission.

“Oh, wow,” Olivia murmured, her breath catching as she watched
my face and felt my body squeeze convulsively around the silicone.
“She’s so sensitive right here.”

“Apply a firm, downward pressure on the forward stroke,” Katie
guided gently. "That’s it. Watch her face, Olivia. Watch how she
submits to you.”



The internal friction was driving me insane. Locked in the pink
resin cage, completely restricted from any external erection or
physical release, the intense, rhythmic stimulation of my prostate
was overloading my nervous system. The pleasure was entirely
psychological and internal, a deep, pulling ache that made my vision
blur as I lay beneath them.

“Please... Olivia... Katie...” I sobbed, my head thrashing against
the table as the tears finally spilled over, pooling at my temples.

“What do you want, Harper? Tell Olivia what you need,” Katie
prompted, her voice a soothing, maternal contrast to the intense
stimulation.

The weight of the secrets I had been keeping, the wild, chaotic
desires that had fractured my mind since the date with Jake,
suddenly came crashing down under the pressure of Olivia’s touch.

“I... I crave it,” I confessed, the truth tearing out of me, raw and
shameful. "I crave being used by him... by men... I want to feel
small, Olivia. I want to be used exactly how you want me to be
used.” I sobbed, my chest heaving as the ultimate submission left
my lips. "But I'm so scared... I just want your approval. I want your
touch. Please tell me I'm your good girl.”

Olivia let out a sharp, emotional breath. She let go of the toy for
a split second, leaning completely over my chest, her body pressing
against mine as she wrapped her arms around my shoulders, holding
me tightly against her silk blouse while my legs remained parted.

“You are my perfect, beautiful girl, Harper,” Olivia whispered
fiercely against my neck, her hands sliding down to grip my waist,
reinforcing the rhythm as Katie continued the steady, heavy strokes
with the toy. “Hearing you say that...it makes me so incredibly proud
of you. You are going to be our exquisite little doll. I'm going to
watch you give yourself over to it, but you will always, always come
back to my bed. You are doing this for us.”

The emotional validation, paired with the relentless, targeted
friction against my prostate, pushed me completely over the edge.
My internal muscles tightened into a violent, prolonged spasm.
Without an erection, without a single touch to the front of my body,
a thick, clear torrent of prostatic fluid erupted from the tip of my



restricted anatomy, squirting fiercely through the slots of the pink
resin cage and onto my stomach, pooling in the dip of my abdomen.

I let out a loud, undone wail of pure shame and explosive
release, my body collapsing flat against the table as the intense,
throbbing pressure finally emptied out of me. Katie slowly withdrew
the silicone toy, the clinical intervention complete.

I lay there panting, completely spent, a puddle of tears at my
eyes and my un-erect release cooling on my bare skin. The pink
cage felt suddenly cold, the frantic furnace extinguished. Yet, as the
initial shock of the release faded, a lingering, high-strung ache
remained—the heavy psychological arousal still keeping my nerves
wound tight and entirely on edge.

Olivia shifted, sliding off my upper body but remaining close by
my side. Her eyes dropped to my stomach, tracking the glossy, clear
fluid pooled against my skin. Instinctively, with a look of possessive,
dark fascination, she reached down. Her long, manicured fingers
dipped into the warm puddle, scooping up the viscous fluid.

She brought her wet fingers up to my face, resting them against
my lower lip. “Lick it clean, Harper,” Olivia murmured, her voice
dropping into a low, hypnotic command. “Show me how much you
belong to me.”

Realizing that the physical release hadn't fully quieted the
desperate, trembling need inside me, I parted my lips eagerly. I
swirled my tongue around her fingers, hungrily licking the fluid
clean, desperate to absorb every bit of her attention. I cleaned her
skin with frantic, submissive devotion, my eyes locked onto hers.

Olivia smiled down at me, a serene, victorious expression
warming her elegant features. She used her free hand to gently
stroke my damp hair, smoothing the stray strands away from my
forehead as I continued to lick her fingers clean.

“Such a good girl,” Olivia cooed softly, her thumb tracing the line
of my jaw as my tongue worshiped her hand. "My sweet, beautiful,
helpless little thing. You did so well for us tonight.”

Katie stood nearby, watching the display with a quiet satisfaction
as she peeled off her medical gloves. “"She’s empty now, Olivia. The



physical congestion is gone, and her mind is exactly where we need
it to be.”

Olivia finally withdrew her clean fingers from my lips, giving my
cheek a tender, proprietary pat. She reached for the small brown
bottle of Estradiol that Katie had left on the counter, holding it up to
the soft light of the room like a prize.

“Tomorrow morning, we start her new routine,” Olivia said, her
voice rich with absolute certainty as she looked down at my
shivering, satin-clad form. "No more masculine pain. Just my sweet,
delicate girl.”



CHAPTER TEN

The Final Erasure

THE RAIN UP here didn't fall so much as it drifted, a heavy, silver-
gray mist that swallowed buildings in a dense, suffocating silence.
Inside, the only light came from the steady, rhythmic snap of the
woodstove, casting long, amber shadows across the wide oak
floorboards. I sat on the edge of the deep plush mattress, my legs
curled slightly inward, staring down at my own lap. Stripped of the
protective armor of my tailored office skirts and sharp pumps, I felt
dizzyingly undone. I was wearing nothing but a soft, pink silk
babydoll Olivia had given me me and a pair of sheer, thigh-high
stockings. Beneath the hem of the babydoll, the pink resin cage
caught the low firelight, its glossy plastic framework serving as a
permanent, cold reminder of the lines that had been redrawn around
my entire existence.

But it wasn't just the cage now. The last few months of
hormones had done something to me. I had changed the original lie
I told into my literal reality. I was no longer a boy pretending to be a
girl; I was now a boy actually transitioning into a girl.

An upcoming night with Jake crashed over me like a nightmare I
couldn’t wake from. After that intense, breathless encounter in my
living room several months ago, I had foolishly thought the pace
would remain manageable. We had taken it slow at first—dinner
dates where I sat across from him in high-end office skirts or pretty
dresses, the pink resin cage still my protector, a throbbing weight



beneath my layers, while Jake watched me with a growing, heavy
fascination. He had accepted Olivia’s architecture completely; he had
become a partner in my curation.

But as the weeks and months bled together and the estrogen
rewrote my flesh, the slow burn had shifted into an inevitable,
terrifying escalation. Olivia and Jake had planned this milestone in
exquisite detail. It was no longer about public dates or hesitant
touches. It was no longer about teasing, delaying. It wasn't even
about him insisting or pushing, because the terrifying truth was that
I wanted him as much, if not more, than he wanted me.

Olivia knew. She guided me, but protected me. She pushed me,
but kept me safe. Her plan was to book a private luxury suite at an
upscale hotel in the city, a space entirely insulated from the outside
world, explicitly designed for my final transition. I was to be
presented to him as a finished piece of art, completely soft,
permanently locked, and utterly vulnerable. This wasnt a game of
glances anymore; under Olivia’s guiding, devoted gaze, I was
expected to cross the ultimate boundary and let a man, let Jake,
take me completely like a woman.

I stood up from the bed, the air suddenly feeling suffocatingly
still, as though the rustic walls themselves were closing in, waiting
for me to finally break.

What started as camouflage, a desperate strategy to fit in with
the girls at the bank, had become my literal flesh and bone. The boy
who once sat in his mother’s quiet house, devastated by overheard
gossip calling him a creep, no longer existed. In his place was
someone whose penis had been locked in chastity for months,
whose skin was shaved smooth every morning, whose voice had
settled into a soft, throat-centric register I could barely force back
into anything masculine. The hormones had done more than change
my shape. They had altered my mind. I cried more easily how. My
emotions felt closer to the surface, raw and overwhelming. Even my
desires had shifted, softened, made passive, channeled through the
constant, aching reminder between my legs.

I couldn’t breathe.



This wasn't roleplay anymore. This was the final erasure. I knew
once I submitted to a man, once Jake took me like a woman, there
was no turning back and it scared me. I was afraid, lost, confused.

My hands moved before my mind could catch up. I yanked open
the closet door and pulled down the old duffel bag I hadn’t touched
since the move. The zipper rasped loudly in the silence as I tore it
open. I don’t know why I'd kept it, perhaps as a lifeline, a way back
to what I was. I looked inside: the heavy oxford shirt from my old
corporate life, the stiff cotton that once felt normal but now scraped
against my hypersensitive skin. A pair of worn blue jeans that would
hang loose on my hips. Boxer briefs that felt obscene and alien. An
oversized hoodie that still carried the faintest ghost of my old scent.
Heavy leather dress shoes that looked absurd next to my collection
of stilettos and loafers.

As I looked at each item, I felt a desperate attempt to claw back
something that was already gone.

My breathing grew shallow and ragged. The room began to tilt. I
dropped to my knees beside the bed, pressing my forehead hard
against the mattress as hyperventilation took hold. Hot tears spilled
down my cheeks, cutting dark tracks through the sheer tinted
moisturizer and translucent powder I had applied that morning out
of pure, pathetic habit. Mascara ran in messy rivers. My shoulders
shook violently, the silk of my babydoll whispering against my newly
sensitive skin with every sob.

"I can't... I can’t do this anymore,” I whispered brokenly to the
empty room, my voice cracking into that soft, feminine register I
could no longer escape. “I'm disappearing. There’s nothing left of
him. Nothing.”

The front door clicked open down the hall.

“Harper?” Olivia’s voice, rich and melodic, floated into my
apartment. “I stopped at that little boutique on the way over. I found
the most exquisite garter belt for tomorrow night, black silk with
delicate rose-gold clips. The straps are so soft against the skin. I
think Jake is going to lose his mind when he sees how beautifully it
frames your legs and your rear. And I picked up that wine you like...”



Her footsteps approached. They stopped abruptly in the bedroom
doorway.

Silence stretched, heavy and suffocating. I didnt look up. I
stayed on my knees, trembling, surrounded by the scattered
remnants of my old life.

“Harper...” Olivia’s voice cracked. The shopping bag slipped from
her fingers. In an instant she was on her knees in front of me,
pulling me into her arms with desperate strength. “Sweetheart, talk
to me. What is all this? Please, my love.”

I finally lifted my head. My eyes were swollen, desperate,
streaming. Another broken sob tore free.

"I cant do it, Olivia,” I choked out, my voice raw. “I can't. Look
at what they’ve done to me.” I gestured frantically at my chest,
where the small buds pressed visibly against the pink silk. “They’re
still growing. Every day they’re a little bigger, a little more sensitive.
My skin feels everything, every brush of fabric, every shift in
temperature. It's like my body is betraying me constantly. My hips
feel wider. My emotions...I cry at nothing now. And tomorrow night
Jake is supposed to...to make love to me while I'm locked and soft
and completely helpless. I'm losing the last piece of who I was. The
boy I used to be is dead. He’s gone. And I don’t know who this
person is anymore.”

My voice rose into a wailing crescendo.

“Olivia, I...I feel like I want to quit the bank. I want this cage off
forever. I want to go back before any of this started. Before the
changes, before Emma, before you and Katie turned me into...into
this soft, sensitive, locked thing. Please, Olivia. I'm begging you. Just
let me go. Let me disappear before there’s nothing left to save.”

Olivia’s face crumpled with raw pain. She crushed me against her
chest, rocking me as I sobbed violently into the silk of her blouse.
Her hands stroked my hair, rubbed my back, held me like I might
shatter.

“Shhh...breathe with me, my beautiful girl. In... and out. I've got
you. I'm right here.”

I cried harder, my fingers clutching desperately at her back. “You
don't understand, every morning I wake up and feel these buds on



my chest. They're real now, Olivia, they aren't just temporary
swelling anymore. My nipples are constantly aching, my skin is
changing, and I can feel the tissue hardening into shapes that don't
belong to a man. My body doesn’t belong to me anymore; it belongs
to the hormones, to the cage, to you. I was supposed to be
pretending. I wasn't supposed to actually start turning into a
woman. And the worst part is...part of me doesn’t even hate it. That
terrifies me more than anything. I look in the mirror and I feel guilty
that I want this.”

Olivia pulled back just enough to cradle my face in both hands.
Her own eyes were wet, tears glistening on her lashes. The
commanding woman I knew had vanished; what remained was raw,
trembling vulnerability.

“You are not a project to me,” she whispered fiercely, her voice
breaking. “You are not a lie. You are Harper. My Harper. The
gentlest, sweetest soul I have ever known. I fell in love with you
when you gave up trying to be that boy. I fell in love with you when
you gave up that boy because of me. I saw how the world was
crushing you. I gave you permission to stop fighting, but I never
wanted to erase you. I wanted to set you free.”

I shook my head, fresh tears spilling. “But I'm scared. Tomorrow
night...if I let Jake take me completely while I'm locked and these...
these breasts are budding and my skin is so sensitive... there won't
be anything left. I'll be gone. And what if I hate myself? What if I
hate you?”

Olivia’s tears fell freely now. She pressed trembling kisses to my
forehead, my wet eyelids, the tip of my nose.

“I'm scared too,” she confessed, her voice raw. “Every day I
watch you soften and bloom and I am terrified you'll wake up one
morning and see a monster instead of the woman who loves you
more than life itself. I did this because I saw how miserable you
were. But if keeping you means losing the real you...I wont doit. I
love you too much.”

She held me tighter, pulling me backward onto the bed as the
sobs continued to wrack my body, turning the bed into an
impenetrable sanctuary against the cold mist outside.



“You don’t have to decide everything tonight,” she murmured into
my hair. *I'm going to make you a promise. Tomorrow night...we do
it if you want to, but only if you want to. It isnt a trap, love, it's an
experience we share. I will be right there, holding you, whispering to
you, reminding you exactly who you are to me. And afterward, if you
still need to leave...if you still want the key and your old life back...I
will give it to you. No threats. No Emma. No bank. Just us. I will help
you however you need. Because your peace matters more to me
than anything.”

I searched her tear-streaked face, looking for any trace of
manipulation. I found only love and fear and absolute sincerity.

“You'd really let me go?” I whispered, my voice small and broken.

“Yes,” Olivia said, crying openly now. “It would destroy me. But I
would. Because I love you enough to want you free. If this is too
much, you have to tell me and I'll set you free.”

I collapsed against her again, clinging desperately as the panic
slowly ebbed into an exhausted, agonizingly keyed-up trembling.
The cage remained a localized furnace between my thighs, a
constant throb of denial, but the emotional storm had finally cleared
into a sharp, terrifying focus.

“Okay,” I finally whispered against her shoulder. "*One more
night.”

Olivia held me even tighter, pressing a lingering kiss to the top of
my head.

“One more night, my beautiful girl. Then you choose. And
whatever you choose...I will love you through it. But only one more
night if you want to.”

“The thing is,” I said, my voice trembling, “I do.”
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The city lights blurred into streaks of gold and crimson through the
tinted windows of Olivia’s sleek black car. My hands lay folded tightly
in my lap, fingers nervously twisting the delicate hem of the black
silk dress she had chosen for me. The fabric clung possessively to
every new curve the hormones had gifted my body over the past



months. I could feel the garter belt she bought of me hugging the
gentle flair of my hips, the smooth, hairless expanse of my thighs
beneath sheer black stockings. Beneath the elegant dress, the pink
resin cage pressed warm and unyielding against my pelvis, a
constant, intimate weight that made every small shift in my seat feel
exposing and vulnerable. It was a physical reminder of my
submission, a literal lock on a past life I was rapidly outgrowing.

I could feel the estradiol still working its quiet, relentless magic
inside me. Every brush of silk against my thighs, every subtle
movement of the dress across my chest sent tiny, distracting sparks
racing straight through my nervous system. My nipples, unprotected
by breast forms, ached gently against the lace of my bra with each
breath, a dull, sweet throb that kept me entirely anchored in my new
biology. Even my emotions felt closer to the surface, raw, fragile,
and utterly amplified. One moment a dark, submissive thrill fluttered
low in my belly at the thought of what awaited me tonight; the next,
a wave of pure, cold existential panic threatened to pull me under
completely. I felt like glass, beautiful, newly molded, and terrifyingly
easy to shatter.

Olivia’s warm hand rested possessively high on my thigh, her
manicured fingers gently tracing the top of my stocking through the
thin silk of the dress. She hadn't spoken much during the drive, but
her touch remained steady, heavy, and grounding.

Every gentle stroke sent conflicting sparks through me —
comfort, love, and a deep, trembling anticipation that made the pink
cage throb between my legs. I kept replaying her promise in my
head, clinging to it like a lifeline even as the city lights began to glow
on the horizon. One more night. One final surrender. And then...I
would choose.

“You're trembling again, my sweet girl,” she murmured, her voice
low and velvet-soft in the quiet luxury of the car. “Talk to me. Let me
hear what'’s going on inside that beautiful head of yours.”

I swallowed hard, my throat tight, a sudden prickle of hot tears
forming in the backs of my eyes another humiliating, wonderful side
effect of the estrogen. “I'm scared, Olivia. Not just of Jake...of what
this night means. After everything we talked about last night, after I



almost packed a bag and ran, this feels like stepping off a cliff. If I
let him take me completely tonight, while I'm locked and soft and...
like this...” My voice cracked, undeniably feminine and trembling.
“There won't be any going back. The man I used to be will be
erased forever.”

Olivia lifted my hand to her lips and kissed my knuckles with
tender, absolute reverence. “That man was lonely and exhausted,
Harper. The person you're becoming is loved. Cherished. Safe. But
tonight isn’t about erasing you. It's about showing you how exquisite
you are when you finally stop fighting your own nature. Jake already
sees it. He wants the soft, gentle, feminine creature you've become.
And I will be right there with you the entire time, holding you,
guiding you, reminding you exactly who you belong to.”

“You promise?” I whispered, my voice trembling.

“I promise, but...”

“But?” I asked, my throat tightening.

“But we're only doing this if this is what you want to do.”

I swallowed hard. “As emotional as I am right now, as scared as I
am, it...it actually is.”

She squeezed my hand protectively. "My sweet Harper.”

The private elevator opened directly into luxury penthouse suite,
but she led me by the hand down a short, dimly lit hallway to the
master suite. When she pushed open the tall double doors, the
outside world ceased to exist.

The room was a masterpiece of sensual luxury, designed for
complete surrender.

Dim, warm amber lighting spilled from recessed fixtures and
clusters of tall, flickering candles placed strategically around the
space, casting long, dancing shadows across the walls. The light
danced across heavy midnight-blue silk sheets that covered the
enormous bed, making the fabric shimmer like liquid under the
golden glow. The air was thick and heady with scent, a blend of
Olivia’s signature vanilla and amber perfume layered beautifully with
a deeper, unmistakably masculine cologne that could only belong to
Jake. It created an intoxicating, heavy atmosphere that wrapped



around my lungs like a living thing, making my pulse race and my
skin prickle with heightened awareness.

Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a breathtaking panoramic view
of the glittering city skyline far below, but the heavy silk curtains had
been drawn back. A large, velvet chaise lounge sat near the
windows, and a low side table held an ice bucket with chilled
champagne, two crystal flutes, and a small silver tray arranged with
delicate bottles of massage oil and lubricants that made my stomach
flutter with a sickening, delicious rush of nervous anticipation.

Jake stood near the windows, tall and powerfully built in a
tailored blue button-down shirt and dark trousers. The moment his
eyes found me in the doorway, they darkened with a genuine,
hungry appreciation that made the breath catch in my throat. There
was no mockery there, no sense of cruel conquest, only a raw,
protective masculine desire for the soft, feminized woman I had
become.

“Harper,” he said, his deep voice rich and warm, sending an
involuntary shiver straight down my spine. He stepped closer, his
shoes heavy against the floor, taking me in slowly, the way the black
silk dress clung to the gentle curves of my body, the subtle swell of
my breasts, the elegant line of my stockinged legs. “You look
absolutely breathtaking. Even more beautiful and soft than the last
time I saw you. Everytime I look at you, at the changes...they're
incredible.”

My cheeks burned hot. The hormones made blushing come so
easily now, a constant, vivid feminine betrayal that painted my
submission across my skin for everyone to see.

Olivia moved behind me, her body pressing lightly against my
back for support, her presence a protective wall. Her hands settled
on my waist, warm and possessive. “She is, isn't she? My perfect,
beautiful girl.” She leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to the side of
my neck, her lips lingering, inhaling me. “"Come here, sweetheart.
Let him see all of you properly.”

She guided me forward, her hands urging my hesitant thighs
until I stood just a few feet from Jake. The contrast between them
was dizzying, pulling me apart from both sides, Olivia’s elegant,



feminine strength and reassurance at my back, Jake’s solid,
commanding male presence directly in front of me. He reached out
slowly, giving me time to run if I wanted to, and cupped my burning
cheek with one large, warm hand. His thumb brushed tenderly,
deliberately across my lower lip, parting it slightly.

“So incredibly soft,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a low
rumble, almost reverent. “The changes in you...they suit you
perfectly, Harper. You've become this exquisite, delicate thing. It's
captivating. I can feel how much you’re trembling.”

I shook visibly under his touch, my knees feeling weak and fluid.
Olivia’s arms wrapped more fully around me from behind, her hands
sliding around to rest on my stomach, pulling me back against her
chest, holding me steady between their two bodies. The silk of my
dress whispered against my hypersensitive skin with every small,
panicked breath I took.

“Relax, my love,” Olivia whispered against my ear, her breath
warm, her teeth lightly grazing my earlobe. “Feel how much he
wants you. Feel how safe you are. This is what you wanted. This is
what we built you for. Breathe through it.”

Jake’s other hand rose to my waist, his large fingers splaying
across my hip, gently drawing me a fraction of an inch closer. I could
feel the heat radiating from his broad chest, a wall of pure
masculinity. His cologne enveloped me completely now, deep,
woody, masculine, mixing with Olivia’s sweeter perfume until my
head spun and my thoughts grew cloudy. My heart hammered so
violently against my ribs I was sure they could both feel it vibrating
through me. The pink cage gave a sharp, aching throb between my
legs, a heavy ache of being trapped and denied, while the rest of my
hormone-softened body responded with a helpless, flooding warmth
that made me feel entirely undone.

“I've thought about you a lot since our last night,” Jake said
quietly, his dark eyes locking onto mine, pinning me in place. “About
how sweet you tasted. How perfectly you surrendered when you
finally let go. Tonight I want to take my time with you, Harper. I
want to worship every soft inch of you.”



A soft, involuntary whimper escaped my lips, a high, desperate
sound that I barely recognized as my own. Olivia’s fingers traced
slow, soothing circles on my stomach through the silk, while her
other hand gently stroked my hair, anchoring me.

“That's it, my good girl,” she murmured lovingly, her voice a purr
of approval. “Let yourself feel everything. Don't hide from him.
You're so beautiful between us like this. So perfectly soft and ready
to be taken.”

The three of us stood there in the golden, candlelit glow of the
penthouse suite, the heavy silk sheets waiting invitingly on the
massive bed behind us, the city sparkling far below like a distant,
irrelevant dream. Tension and thick, heavy, sensual anticipation filled
the room until the air felt almost electric, thick enough to touch.
Jake's thumb continued its gentle, hypnotic caress along my jaw, his
gaze dropping to the swell of my chest. Olivia’s body remained
pressed protectively against my back, her lips brushing soft,
lingering kisses along my shoulder, her hands reminding me of my
constraints.

This was the moment.

The threshold I had been terrified of crossing, the point where
the past ended and the future began.

And yet, standing here between them, completely consumed,
cherished, desired, and entirely seen, the terror began to mutate.
Something deep inside my core began to shift, fracturing the last
remnants of my resistance. The panic was still there, raw and real, a
desperate heartbeat in my throat. But beneath it, a quiet, trembling,
absolute surrender was beginning to bloom, heavy and sweet.

I closed my eyes for a fraction of a second, leaning back into
Olivia’s embrace while tilting my face up into Jake’s warm hand. I
was exactly where I was meant to be.

The air in the room felt heavy, almost liquid, as Jake’s hands
shifted from my waist to the zipper of my dress. The sharp hiss of
the zipper parting was a dividing line; each inch it dropped felt like a
layer of my old self being systematically peeled away. The cool air of
the penthouse kissed my bare back, immediately chased by the heat
of Olivia’s palms smoothing over my sensitized skin. When the silk



dress pooled at my feet, I stood before them in nothing but sheer
black lingerie—the lace bra, the six strap garter belt, the heels, and
the sheer panties, doing little to hide the pink resin cage locked
tightly at my pelvis.

I felt utterly exposed, a raw nerve vibrating under their twin
gazes. My chest heaved, the budding softness of my breasts rising
and falling rapidly as Jake’s eyes swept down my body. There was no
shield left, nothing to hide behind. The stark asymmetry of my form
was laid bare: a body blooming into soft, hormone-softened
femininity, completely denied of its original function, bound and
governed by the unyielding plastic cage.

“Look at you,” Jake breathed, his voice a low, reverent rumble
that vibrated straight through my core. “Look how beautiful they’ve
made you, Harper.” One of his strong hands went to one of my
breasts, cupping the soft swell. The other found the front of my
panties and gently stroked the cage. “You're perfect,” he murmured,
his voice low and hungry.”

“Oh, Jake,” I whispered, my voice trembling with a chaotic
mixture of intense pleasure, desire, fear, and absolute surrender.

Olivia’s hands guided me toward the edge of the massive bed,
her touch firm yet infinitely tender. "Sit, my sweet girl,” she
whispered against my ear, her breath a warm, encouraging current.
“Show him how beautifully you can submit.”

A wave of the old, familiar panic surged, a desperate, dying gasp
of the boy I used to be, screaming at me to fight, to run, to protect
whatever dignity I had left. I sat, the sheer physical act of sitting
before this man left me wholly dependent, entirely vulnerable, with
the weight of my locked pelvis pressing against my thighs, shattered
the last illusion of control. I wasn’t a man playing a game; I was a
woman entirely undone by love and authority.

When Jake stepped closer, his commanding presence filling my
vision, Olivia slipped her dress off, revealing lingerie that matched
mine. She sat beside me on the mattress, her arms wrapping around
my chest from above, anchoring me against her side. She cupped
my chin, tilting my face upward so I was forced to look directly into
Jake's darkened eyes.



“Keep your eyes on him, Harper,” Olivia murmured, her voice
steady and full of an absolute, fiercely protective love. “Let go of the
weight. Let him have you.”

Serving him in that state of complete physical denial was a
profound, ego-melting experience. Because the pink cage kept me
entirely soft, entirely restricted, I could not engage with him from a
place of masculine aggression or reciprocal drive. I had to learn a
completely different language of pleasure, one born of selflessness,
of worship, of finding my own fulfillment entirely within his
satisfaction and Olivia’s quiet, purring approval above me. Every
touch, every movement of my lips and hands was an act of absolute
surrender. I was the vessel for his desire, guided entirely under
Olivia’s direct, watchful gaze.

As I lost myself in the rhythm of his pleasure, the lingering
identity panic that had tortured me for months simply...evaporated.
The frantic internal noise of Who am I? What am I becoming? was
silenced by the overwhelming reality of the present moment. The
man I used to be couldn’t exist here. He didn't belong in this sacred,
candlelit space of absolute vulnerability. He was too rigid, too tired,
too lonely. In his place was someone fluid, delicate, and profoundly
responsive.

With Olivia’s gentle guidance, I reached up, undid his belt,
unzipped his pants, and deftly pulled both his pants and underwear
down to the floor. His cock sprang free, thick and heavy, twitching
with urgent need right in front of my face.

Jake’s large hand guided me down gently but inexorably until my
knees sank into the plush rug between his spread thighs.

I felt the garter straps tugging gently at my stocking tops as I
settled before him. The rigid pink cage throbbed painfully between
my legs, already leaking from the sheer weight of anticipation. Olivia
knelt beside me on the floor, one arm wrapped around my
shoulders; her fingers stroked my hair with tender possession.

“Look at him, sweet girl,” she whispered, her voice low and
velvet-rough against my ear. “Look what you did to him. That
beautiful, thick cock is aching because of you. This man wants you,
the prettiest girl in the world. This is what you do to him.”



Jake’s erection stood heavy and flushed, the thick vein along the
underside pulsing visibly. The head glistened with a bead of precum.
The sheer masculine size of it—veined, heavy, unmistakably real—
made my stomach flutter with equal parts terror and desperate,
feminine hunger.

I leaned forward, lips parting. The first taste was salt and musk
and raw male need. My tongue swirled tentatively around the head,
and Jake let out a deep, guttural groan that vibrated through his
entire body. Encouraged, I took more of him, lips stretching around
the thick shaft as I sank lower. The weight of him on my tongue, the
way he filled my mouth so completely, sent a violent spike of
humiliated arousal straight to my locked clit. The cage strained as
my penis tried to swell; it bit my swollen, denied flesh as I bobbed
my head up and down on his cock, sucking with wet, eager sounds
that filled the bedroom.

Olivia’s hand guided the back of my head gently, not forcing, but
directing. “Slower, Harper. Worship him. Let him feel how soft and
obedient that pretty mouth is.”

I obeyed, taking him deeper, gagging softly when he bumped the
back of my throat. Tears pricked my eyes, but I didn’t pull away. The
taste of him—salty, warm, alive—combined with the humiliating
stretch of my lips and the constant, aching pressure of the cage
turned my brain into liquid. Every bob sent fresh leaks dripping
through the slots of the pink resin, coating my smooth thighs. I was
drooling, mascara running, completely lost in the act of pleasuring a
man while my best friend and owner watched with dark, loving
pride.

Jake’s hand fisted gently in my hair. “Fuck, Harper...your mouth is
perfect. So warm. So eager.”

Olivia kissed my temple, murmuring praise between my wet,
obscene sounds. “Good girl, Harper, that’s my good girl. Such a good
little cocksucker for him. You were made for this. I know you didnt
know it before, but your mouth was made to suck his cock.”

When Jake finally pulled me off with a wet pop, my lips were
swollen and shiny, strands of saliva connecting me to his glistening
cock. I was panting, dazed, the taste of him burned into my senses.



My lips were swollen and shiny, strands of saliva still connecting me
to his glistening cock. I was panting, dazed, when Olivia gently
helped me up from the rug and guided me onto the silk sheets
arranging me on my back as Jake stood above me.

She stayed right there, cradling my head in her lap, stroking my
hair and cheeks as Jake moved over me. His massive frame eclipsed
everything. The heat of his body pressed me down into the
cushions. He kissed me deeply—slow at first, almost reverent, his
tongue exploring my mouth as if claiming territory. One large hand
cupped my breast through the satin, thumb circling the hardened
nipple beneath the fabric, while the other slid down my side, tracing
the garter straps and the trembling skin of my thigh.

“Oh, god, Jake,” I moaned softly, my voice thick with desire as
his fingers teased my nipple, sending a wave of heat through me.

“You're so fucking soft,” he growled against my lips, voice thick
with lust. “So perfect.”

Olivia’s fingers laced with mine, holding my hand tightly. “Let him
in, Harper. Open for him, sweet girl. This is what you were made
for.”

She reached over, took his thick cock in her hand and deftly
applied lube to the saliva that already coated it.

Jake reached between us. I felt the blunt, hot pressure of his
cockhead against my entrance. He pushed forward slowly, inch by
thick inch.

The stretch was overwhelming, but it was the new sensations
flooding my body that truly undid me. My budding breasts, no longer
just small swells but tender, hormone-sensitive mounds, ached as
they pressed against the lace of my bra with every ragged breath.
My nipples—now impossibly sensitive—tightened into hard, aching
peaks that scraped against the delicate fabric, sending sharp, electric
sparks straight down to my core with every shift of my chest. The
skin across my entire body felt softer, thinner, almost feverishly alive;
every brush of Jake’s rougher hands or the cool silk sheets made me
shiver uncontrollably.

Below, the six-strap garter belt tugged insistently at the tops of
my sheer stockings with every tiny movement of my hips, a



constant, delicate pull that reminded me how completely decorated
and presented I was for him. And between my legs, the pink resin
cage throbbed violently, leaking in steady, humiliating drips that
coated my smooth inner thighs and the base of Jake’s cock as he
pressed deeper. The denied flesh inside the cage strained uselessly,
trapped and swollen, turning every thrust into a deep, prostate-
driven wave that bypassed my caged clit entirely.

In that moment, something fundamental inside me fractured.
Every slow push forward erased another piece of the man I used to
be. The boy who once stood tall, who tried to take up space, who
thought he could ever lead or claim — he was impossible now. There
was no room for him here. Only this soft, yielding, feminine body
being opened and filled by a real man. The deeper Jake sank, the
more distant that old identity felt, like a half-remembered dream
dissolving in the heat and pressure.

Olivia’s eyes never left mine. She cradled my face, her thumb
stroking my tear-streaked cheek with infinite tenderness. In her gaze
there was no shame, no judgment—only love, pride, and a fierce,
almost reverent joy. Under that look, the act stopped feeling
degrading. It felt sacred. I was being claimed, remade, and
witnessed by the woman who had guided every step of my
becoming.

“Oh Jake, oh, Jake,” I moaned softly.

“Shhh, I've got you,” Jake murmured, kissing my neck, my jaw,
my tear-streaked cheeks as he eased his cock into me, in and out,
more with each push, until he filled me completely. He stayed there,
buried to the hilt, letting me adjust while Olivia whispered
encouragement above me.

“You're taking him so beautifully, Harper. Feel how full you are?
That’s a real man inside you. This is where you belong, letting a man
inside you, fill you.”

Then he began to move.

At first it was slow, deep rolls of his hips that dragged his cock
over that sensitive spot inside me with devastating precision. Every
thrust sent liquid heat blooming through my pelvis. The cage leaked
steadily now, clear fluid smearing across my stomach and the base



of his shaft. My legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, heels
digging into his back as nylon and skin slid together.

Gradually his pace increased. The gentleness gave way to raw
hunger. His thrusts grew harder, deeper, the wet slap of skin on skin
filling the room alongside my broken moans and Olivia’s soft, loving
praise.

“That's it, baby,” she cooed, cradling my face, kissing my
forehead while Jake fucked me. “Let go for us. Show him how much
your pretty locked pussy needs him.”

“It's so much,” T looked from Jake to Olivia, trying to slow him
but unable to.

“Shhh, I know,” she whispered, her voice soft and tender, “this is
what it is to be a woman, giving yourself over to a man, losing
control and letting him take what he wants.”

The pressure built differently than anything I'd ever known—no
frantic rush toward the tip, but a deep, slow, rolling wave that
started in my core and spread outward. Jake’s rhythm became
punishing, his hips snapping, the thick head of his cock hammering
my prostate with every stroke. My vision whited out. A long, keening
cry escaped me as the orgasm finally crashed over me—a sissy
orgasm, full-body and devastating.

It rolled through me in endless, pulsing waves. My caged clit
twitched and spurted helplessly, thin streams of cum leaking out in
rhythmic pulses, pooling on my stomach and dripping down my
sides. No explosive release, just a long, melting, soul-shaking
surrender that left me shaking and sobbing in Olivia’s arms. The
pleasure seemed to go on forever, wringing me dry while Jake kept
thrusting through it, chasing his own peak.

Olivia watched me the entire time, her eyes shining with pure,
adoring love. "My beautiful girl,” she whispered, kissing my tears.
“You came so perfectly for him. I'm so proud of you, now finish him.”

Jake groaned, deep and animalistic, burying himself to the hilt
one final time. I felt the hot, heavy pulses as he came inside me,
filling me with thick, claiming heat. His body shuddered against
mine, muscles flexing, before he collapsed forward, careful not to
crush me, pressing soft kisses to my neck and shoulder.



“You did so well, Harper,” she murmured, voice thick with
emotion. “You're ours now. Completely.”

I closed my eyes, floating in the warm, sticky, satin-wrapped
afterglow, the taste of Jake still on my tongue and his cum slowly
leaking from me. There was no going back. And for the first time, I
didn’t want to.

Olivia gently pulled me closer, cradling my trembling, sweating
body against her chest. I watched through a film of tears as she
reached out, capturing the evidence of my surrender, and brought
her fingers to my lips.

“Taste how sweet you are when you belong completely to us,”
Olivia murmured, her eyes shining with an immense, doting pride.

I opened my mouth, swallowing the taste of my own absolute
compliance, fed to me by the woman who had remade me. The
gesture was the final, sealing vow.

As the overwhelming wave of endorphins and profound,
crystalline peace washed over me, every single doubt I had ever
harbored was completely erased. The lingering fear of the outside
world, the anxiety of transitioning, the pressure to maintain the
heavy, exhausting armor of manhood—it all dissolved into the
midnight-blue silk sheets.

I closed my eyes, burying my face into the crook of Olivia’s neck
while Jake’s large, warm hand settled possessively over my hip. I
didn’t want to be a man in the cold, demanding, indifferent world
outside anymore. The thought of it felt alien, repulsive, and
profoundly lonely. I didn’t want to fight. I didn’t want to lead. I
wanted to be exactly right here, wrapped in their heat, locked in my
cage, utterly protected, beautifully soft, and entirely adored.

For a long time, the only sounds were our ragged breathing and
the gentle stroke of Olivia’s fingers in my hair. Jake eventually
slipped free and moved to the side, giving us space, but Olivia kept
me wrapped tightly in her arms, cradling my spent, leaking,
trembling body like something infinitely precious.

She pressed her forehead to mine, our breaths mingling in the
warm space between us. Her hand slid down to rest over my cage,



not teasing, but holding it gently, possessively, as if reminding me it
was still there—still hers.

“You were so perfect,” she whispered, voice thick with emotion
and love. "My sweet, brave girl. I saw how scared you were... and
you still gave yourself to us. I've never loved you more than I do
right now.”

I let out a shaky, tearful breath and buried my face deeper into
the curve of her neck, inhaling her familiar vanilla scent. In that
moment, safe in her arms with Jake’s warmth still lingering inside
me, the last fragile pieces of resistance finally melted away.

“I'm yours,” I whispered against her skin, the words tasting like
both surrender and salvation. “Completely.”

Olivia’s arms tightened around me, and she kissed the top of my
head with trembling lips. “Yes, my love. You are. And I'm never
letting you go.”

In that moment, wrapped in her warmth with Jake’s claim still
deep inside me, I felt something settle peacefully in my chest. For
the first time, the thought of disappearing didn't feel like loss. It felt
like coming home.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

The Sacred Seal

THE RAIN THAT had plagued us three weeks ago was a distant
memory, replaced by a cool, perfect June evening in the city. Inside
the cool, air-conditioned sanctuary of the apartment, I stood before
the full-length mirror, smoothing the fabric of a deep emerald-green
silk dress Olivia had selected for me. It was sleeveless, with a
sweetheart neckline that dipped just low enough to show the subtle,
rounded fullness of the breast buds the estradiol had carved into my
chest. The fabric clung possessively to the new, softer curve of my
hips, tapering down to a hemline that hit just above my knees,
exposing the flawless, sheer black stockings held up by the delicate
lace garter belt beneath.

I leaned closer to the glass, applying a touch of lip gloss with a
hand that trembled slightly. The face staring back at me was
undeniably softer now, the jawline less pronounced, the skin
luminous and smooth, completely free of the rough texture that
used to define it. But it wasn’t my reflection that was making my
chest tight with a dull, persistent ache. It was the heavy,
unpredictable silence that had settled over us the last couple of
weeks.

Ever since that night with Jake—that breathtaking, shattering
milestone where I had finally surrendered the last remnants of my
old self on the midnight-blue silk sheets—Olivia had been different.



She hadn't pulled away physically; she still held me at night, still
ran her manicured fingers through my hair until I fell asleep, and still
checked the alignment of my pink resin cage every morning with her
usual meticulous care. But her mind felt a thousand miles away. She
would stare out the floor-to-ceiling windows for hours, her
expression clouded with an unreadable, brooding intensity. When 1
spoke to her, there was a split-second delay before she answered, as
if she were forcing herself back across a vast distance to meet me.

She’s jealous, the thought had whispered in my mind a week
ago, and it had taken root, growing into a terrifying, invasive weed.
She built the architecture. She curated the meeting. But now that
Jake has actually taken me, now that I belong to the space they
created together, she regrets it. She’s looking at me and seeing a
mistake.

“Harper, are you ready, sweetheart?”

Olivia’s voice drifted from the hallway, rich and melodic, but
carrying that distinct, tight edge that had characterized it for days.

I swallowed the lump in my throat, forcing a soft, compliant smile
onto my lips. “Just finishing up, Olivia.”

When I stepped into the living room, the breath caught in my
throat. Olivia was stunning. She wore a tailored black tuxedo-style
dress that exuded a commanding, effortless elegance, her dark hair
swept up to expose the sharp, aristocratic line of her jaw. But as her
eyes swept down my body, taking in the emerald silk, the sheer
stockings, and the delicate heels, her expression didn't soften into
the usual warm, doting pride. Instead, a strange, tight shadow
passed over her features, her lips pressing into a thin line before she
managed a small, strained nod.

“You look beautiful, my girl,” she said quietly, her voice unusually
subdued. “The car is downstairs. We should go.”

The drive to the restaurant was agonizing. Olivia stared out the
tinted window of the sleek black car, her fingers idly tracing the edge
of her clutch purse. I sat beside her, my hands folded tightly in my
lap, twisting the silk of my dress. Every small shift in my seat made
the pink resin cage press warm and unyielding against my pelvis, a
localized furnace of denial that usually brought me a deep,



submissive comfort. Tonight, it just felt like a weight, a heavy
binding contract that the architect was suddenly rethinking.

I tried to reach out, sliding my hand across the leather seat to
touch her knee. “Olivia? Are you okay?”

She flinched slightly at the contact, then quickly covered my
hand with her own, squeezing it. But she didn’t look at me. “Of
course, love. Just a lot on my mind. Don’t worry.”

How could I not worry? The silence stretched between us, thick
and suffocating, all the way to the restaurant.

She had chosen Le Petit Chateaux, an ultra-exclusive, dimly lit
French establishment nestled in the heart of the historic district. It
was the kind of place where tables were far enough apart that
conversation was intimate, but close enough that patrons were not
isolated. It was the kind of place where proper couples had intiate
dinners carried out in hushed, reverent whispers, and where a jacket
was strictly required for gentlemen—though, of course, that
particular rule no longer applied to me. We were escorted to a table
towards the back under the polite, sweeping gaze of the maitre d’,
my heels clicking softly against the marble floor, the six-strap garter
belt tugging delicately at my stocking tops with every step.

As we settled into our chairs, the amber glow of a single candle
flickered between us, casting long, dancing shadows across Olivia’s
face. She immediately ordered a bottle of expensive wine, her
fingers tapping a frantic, erratic rhythm against the white tablecloth
while the waiter poured.

She didn't look at me. She looked at the menu, then at the
candle, then at her glass. Her preoccupation was a physical wall,
cold and impassable.

A sudden, violent prickle of hot tears formed at the backs of my
eyes—that humiliating, wonderful side effect of the estrogen that
made my emotions feel constantly raw and exposed. The panic
began to mutate, shifting from a vague anxiety into a sharp,
terrifyingly clear realization.

A public place.

The thought flashed in my mind like a lightning strike,
illuminating a memory from months ago. I could almost hear Olivia’s



voice from the previous winter, clear and pragmatic, as she sat
across from me in the penthouse: “If you're going to confess the
truth to Jake, Harper, you do it at a lunch date. In pubilic.
Somewhere upscale. A man like Jake won't make a scene in a
crowded restaurant. It forces him to keep his composure, gives him
a boundary so his initial reaction is contained.”

The room began to tilt. The ambient chatter of the restaurant,
the clinking of crystal, the soft jazz playing in the background—it all
receded into a distant, underwater roar.

She had brought me here to break up with me.

It made a sickening, logical sense. I had transitioned too far. The
buds on my chest were real; my skin was shaved smooth; my voice
had settled into this soft, throat-centric register I could no longer
escape. I wasn't a thrilling project anymore; I was a permanent
reality that was suddenly too heavy for her to carry. And she knew
me. She knew how easily I cried now, how raw and overwhelming
my emotions were under the influence of the hormones. She had
brought me to Le Petit Chateaux because she knew I wouldn't let
myself sob, scream, or beg for the key to my cage in front of the
city’s elite. She was using her own tactical advice against me.

The waiter brought our appetizers, but the food looked like ash. I
picked at a piece of endive, my breathing growing shallow and
ragged. Beneath the table, my legs trembled so violently that the
garter straps hummed against my thighs. I looked across at her, my
heart hammering a frantic rhythm against my ribs, waiting for the
axe to fall.

Olivia drank her wine quickly, refilling her glass before the waiter
could even approach. She cleared her throat, a sound that felt like a
dividing line in the air.

This is it, I thought, a tear finally escaping and cutting a dark
track through the translucent powder on my cheek. She’s going to
hand me over to Emma, give me back the key to my apartment,
request a transfer within the bank, and tell me to disappear.

Olivia took a deep, shuddering breath, her shoulders rising and
falling sharply beneath the sharp lines of her tuxedo dress. She set



her glass down with a slight clink, her manicured fingers twisting a
silver cocktail napkin into a tight, ruined spiral.

“Harper,” she began, her voice cracking slightly, devoid of its
usual commanding, velvet-soft authority. She paused, looking down
at her hands, hemming and hawing in a way I had never seen her
do in all the months I had known her. “1...I've been doing a lot of
thinking over the last couple of weeks. A lot of reflecting. About us.
About how all of this started.”

I sat there, frozen, the silk of my dress feeling suddenly like ice
against my skin. I couldn’t speak. If I opened my mouth, the wailing
crescendo that had trapped itself in my throat would tear free,
shattering the dignified silence of the restaurant. I just stared at her
through a film of hot, blurring tears, my chest heaving with every
ragged breath.

“I've been thinking about the origins of our relationship,” Olivia
continued, her eyes tracing the pattern of the tablecloth, her anxiety
palpable, almost electric. "About how I took a boy who was broken,
lonely, and being crushed by the world, and I gave him a sanctuary.
I gave him a place to stop fighting. And then...I watched that boy
dissolve. I watched you bloom into this exquisite, delicate, soft
creature sitting in front of me tonight.”

She finally lifted her gaze, and to my absolute shock, her own
eyes were wet, tears glistening on her long lashes. But her
expression wasn'’t cold—it was terrifyingly raw, full of a fierce,
trembling vulnerability that made my head spin.

“And then three weeks ago,” Olivia whispered, her voice dropping
to a low, rough murmur that vibrated straight through my core, "1
watched you give yourself over to Jake. I sat right there on that bed,
holding your head, watching you submit to a real man with a total,
ego-melting selflessness. I saw how he worshiped the softness we
built into your flesh. I saw how you took him, how you let him fill
you, and how you came so perfectly for him while you were locked
and helpless.”

She swallowed hard, a single tear spilling down her cheek. “And I
realized something, Harper. I realized that the architecture I built
wasn't just a curation anymore. It isn't a game. Seeing you between



us like that...seeing how completely you trusted me to guide you
through the ultimate boundary...it terrified me. Because I realized
how desperately, entirely, I am consumed by you.”

My mind fractured, unable to process the data. She isn’t saying
she regrets it. She isn't saying I'm a mistake.

Olivia reached down, her hand disappearing into her small clutch
purse. When she withdrew it, she wasn't holding the key to my
apartment, but a small, square box wrapped in deep, royal blue
velvet.

She opened the velvet box with a snap and my breath caught in
my throat. Rested against the deep midnight fabric is a ring that
feels like it was stolen straight from a fairy tale, perfectly matched to
the silk of her favorite dress. It was a delicate, classic platinum band
cradling a single, perfectly cut, diamond that caught the candlelight
and scattered it into a thousand tiny, dazzling stars across the white
linen.

The restaurant, the public space, the tactical containment—it
wasn't a trap to dump me. It was a stage for an absolute, total
claim.

I was completely speechless. The internal noise of the entire
evening—the panic, the conviction that I was being erased and
abandoned—simply evaporated, leaving behind a vast, crystalline
silence. A second tear rolled down my cheek, hot and heavy,
splashing onto the emerald silk of my dress.

I stared at the ring, then at Olivia’s face, which had gone
incredibly pale beneath her makeup. “Harper,” she whispered, her
voice trembling slightly, “will you marry me?”

“I thought...” My voice was a tiny, broken whisper, the soft,
throat-centric register completely cracking under the weight of the
shock. “I thought you were going to break up with me.”

Olivia’s eyes widened, a sudden, breathless laugh bursting from
her lips, though it sounded closer to a sob. “Break up with you? You
stupid, stupid girl.” She reached across the table, her hands
wrapping around mine, pulling them away from my lap. Her palms
were warm, trembling violently against my skin. "How could I ever
break up with you? You are integrated into my very breath, Harper.



Every change in your body, every throb of that cage, every tear you
cry belongs to me. I don’t want to let you go. I want to bind you to
me legally, permanently, in front of whatever world is left to see us.”

My lips parted, but no sound came out. The sheer scale of the
shift—from the absolute certainty of being discarded to the sudden
presentation of a lifelong vow—left me entirely undone. The pink
resin cage felt like a sudden anchor between my thighs, a heavy
reminder of my total submission, while my heart soared into
something wild and terrifyingly beautiful.

“I... I don’t know what to say,” I choked out, my fingers trembling
within her grasp.

Olivia let out another shaky, anxious breath, her thumb rubbing
frantically over my knuckles. “The traditional responses are yes, no,
or I need to think about it.” She tried to force a small, characteristic
smirk onto her lips, but her eyes were wide, desperate, and filled
with a profound, terrifying vulnerability. She was completely at my
mercy in this moment, stripped of all her commanding armor.

“Olivia, I... I..." T stuttered, my brain turning into liquid under her
intense, devoted gaze.

“Harper,” Olivia whispered, her voice cracking completely as she
leaned forward across the candlelit space, her fingers gripping mine
with a desperate, crushing strength. “If you don't say yes right now,
I'm going to have a breakdown. Right here in the middle of this
restaurant.”

A wet, emotional laugh tore free from my chest, a high, distinctly
feminine sound that I didn't even try to force back. I looked at the
beautiful diamond ring, then at the woman who had taken my
broken, lonely life and remade it into something sacred, cherished,
and entirely seen. The fear of the outside world, the anxiety of what
I was becoming—it all dissolved into the absolute certainty of her
love.

“Of course yes,” I whispered, fresh tears streaming down my
cheeks as I tilted my face up. “Of course yes, Olivia.”
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The afternoon sun slanted warm and amber through the floor-to-
ceiling windows of Emma’s private office, casting a soft glow over
the minimalist, cream-toned mid-century furniture that defined the
communications suite. There was none of the sterile, razor-sharp
corporate hostility that usually filled executive offices; instead, the
room smelled faintly of white tea, expensive leather, and the subtle,
elegant layer of perfume left behind by the women who ran the
company’s public identity.

I sat on the plush velvet sofa, my ankles neatly crossed,
smoothing the hem of my tailored gray melange pencil skirt.
Underneath the structured fabric, the silky, micro-mesh friction of my
sheer black Wolford hosiery hummed against my skin, a constant
reminder of how naturally my body now carried itself in hyper-
feminine office wear. Across from me, Olivia was a vision of
effortless, high-end sophistication in a draped emerald silk blouse
and black wool trousers, her long legs elegantly crossed at the knee.

But despite our professional attire, a frantic, electric energy
crackled between us. Every time Olivia looked at me, her dark eyes
danced with a bright, hidden mischief, and my cheeks burned hot in
response. The hormones made blushing come so easily now, a vivid
feminine betrayal that painted my emotions across my skin. We were
both vibrating with a restless, giddy secret, our fingers twitching in
our laps.

Emma leaned back against the edge of her pristine teak desk,
holding a ceramic mug between her hands. She opened her mouth
to speak, likely intending to review the upcoming quarterly PR
metrics, but her voice trailed off. Her sharp, analytical gaze drifted
down to where my hands were clasped over my gray skirt, then
flicked across to Olivia’s lap.

On my left ring finger, the delicate platinum band and its brilliant-
cut diamond gleamed in the afternoon light, throwing tiny sparks
across the room. On Olivia’s left hand, a matching band gleamed in
identical, undeniable symmetry.

Emma froze. She blinked, lowering her ceramic mug slowly to the
desk without taking her eyes off our hands.



A tiny, choked sound escaped my throat. I quickly clamped my
mouth shut, but the sheer, girlish nervousness bubbling up inside me
was impossible to contain. Beside me, Olivia bit her lower lip, her
shoulders trembling slightly as she tried—and failed—to maintain her
usual commanding, cool composure. We were on the absolute verge
of giggling, trapped in the delicious, terrifying vulnerability of being
caught.

“Oh my god,” Emma breathed, her voice dropping its executive
weight entirely, replaced by pure, unadulterated shock. “You two are
engaged.”

The dam broke.

“We—well, it happened on Friday night—" I started, my voice
pitching up into that soft, throat-centric register.

"I took her to Le Petit Chateaux, Emma, and I was so nervous I
almost—" Olivia cut in at the exact same fraction of a second, her
usual velvet-soft authority dissolving into a rushed, breathless
cadence.

“—she had the box in her clutch the whole time and I thought
she was dumping me—"

“—she actually thought I was breaking up with her, can you
believe that? She was sitting there ready to cry—"

“All right, all right, slow down!” Emma laughed, holding her
hands up to cut through the chaotic, overlapping symphony of our
explanations. The strict, protective boundaries of the office
completely melted away as a massive, genuine smile spread across
Emma’s face. She stepped away from her desk and walked over to
us, her eyes shining with a deep, maternal satisfaction. “Take a
breath, both of you. Good lord, I can barely understand a word.”

She sat in the armchair adjacent to the sofa, leaning forward to
look at our hands properly. The matching diamonds seemed to seal
the reality of the room. “I am so, so incredibly happy for you two,”
Emma said softly, her voice carrying a warmth that made my chest
tighten with a sweet, heavy ache. "When I look at the two of you
sitting here like this... it just makes perfect sense.”

“Thank you, Emma,” Olivia murmured, finally settling back into
the sofa, though her fingers immediately found mine, lacing our



hands together so our rings clicked softly in the space between us.
"It feels perfect.”

I nodded dynamically, a stray tear of pure, overwhelming
happiness pricking the backs of my eyes—another wonderful side
effect of the estrogen that I no longer fought. I simply let myself feel
the immense safety of the room.

Emma watched us for a quiet, lingering moment, her expression
shifting from celebratory joy into something far more solemn, tender,
and profound. The air in the room suddenly felt heavy, almost liquid,
as the corporate space transformed into a sacred sanctuary.

“You've come so far, Harper,” Emma said gently, her gaze resting
on my softened shoulders and the delicate, manicured hand resting
in Olivia’s grip. "When you first walked into my department, you
were a lonely, exhausted boy trying to survive in a world that was
crushing you. My primary responsibility back then was to protect this
team, to ensure the equilibrium of the sanctuary we built here
wouldn't be disrupted by a masculine presence. And more than
anything, I needed to make sure you were safe for Olivia.”

She paused, her eyes locking onto mine with an absolute, fierce
kindness. “That is why I insisted on holding the custody of your
keys. It was never out of malice, sweet girl. It was an institutional
safeguard to ensure you were entirely stabilized, entirely contained,
until your new reality became your literal flesh and bone. But looking
at you now...there isn't a single trace of that old threat left. You
aren’t playing a role anymore. You are a woman, completely and
beautifully defined by the love you share with Olivia.”

I let out a shaky, trembling breath, leaning my shoulder into
Olivia’s side as the profound weight of Emma’s validation washed
over me.

Emma stood up slowly. She walked back to her pristine teak
desk, but she didnt pick up her coffee. Instead, she slid her hand
down to the heavy, locked bottom drawer. She turned a small key in
the brass lock, the mechanism sliding open with a heavy, deliberate
click that seemed to echo in the quiet room.

From the depths of the drawer, Emma withdrew a small, heavy
velvet pouch. With slow, reverent grace, she untied the satin



drawstring and tilted it into her palm. The tiny, unmistakable gleam
of the silver keys slipped out, catching the amber afternoon light. It
was the physical manifestation of the control Emma had maintained
over my anatomy, the literal lock on my past life.

She walked back to the sofa, holding the keys between her
fingers. The playfulness of the morning was entirely gone, replaced
by a thick, heavy, sensual gravity.

“There is no longer any institutional reason for me to hold this,”
Emma whispered, her eyes shining as she looked down at me, her
gaze lingering on the waistband of my gray pencil skirt where the
rigid framework of the pink resin cage sat snugly and quietly against
my pelvis. “The architecture Olivia built for you has become your
permanent home. You don't belong to the custody of this office
anymore, Harper.”

Emma turned to Olivia, taking her hand and turning it palm-up.
With absolute, deliberate finality, Emma lowered the small silver keys
into Olivia’s open hand.

"It is time for you to take full, exclusive charge of her chastity,
Olivia,” Emma murmured, her voice a low, binding vow. “She is no
longer a project under my supervision. From this moment on, she is
entirely yours to contain, to cherish, and to protect for the rest of
your lives.”

Olivia’s fingers closed tightly over the cold metal, her matching
diamond ring clicking against the keys with a proprietary, chillingly
sweet finality. A deep, intoxicating warmth flared in her dark eyes as
she looked down at me, her hand immediately sliding to the nape of
my neck, her thumb caressing my jawline with total, absolute
ownership.

“Thank you, Emma,” Olivia whispered, her voice thick with an
intense, proprietary pride. "I will take perfect care of her. She will
stay exactly where she belongs.”

A long, shuddering, ego-melting sigh escaped my lips. The final
remnants of my old identity, the final illusion of external, corporate
control, simply evaporated into the quiet air of the office. I let my
head drop against Olivia’s shoulder, melting completely into her
protective embrace, utterly conquered by the reality of the transfer.



Beneath my gray skirt, the pink resin cage between my thighs
grew quiet and warm, transforming completely from an instrument
of corporate discipline into a sacred, private symbol of my absolute,
eternal belonging to the woman who now held my world in the palm
of her hand.
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The summer rain began to fall just as we arrived back at Olivia’s
apartment, a steady, rhythmic drumming against the floor-to-ceiling
glass windows that overlooked the city lights. Inside, the apartment
was a sanctuary of hushed shadows, warm ambient lamplight, and
the heavy, intoxicating scent of jasmine and expensive leather. The
chaotic world outside felt miles away, entirely blocked out by the
thick double-paned glass.

Olivia had changed into a draped, floor-length silk robe the color
of spilled red wine, the fabric whispering luxuriously against the
hardwood floors as she moved through the living room. I stood by
the velvet armchair, having already removed my heels, but I was still
wearing my gray skirt and my sheer nylons, standing in my stocking
feet, my body humming with a deep, reverent anticipation.

“Come here, Harper,” Olivia murmured, sitting down on the edge
of the plush, deep-seated sofa. She patted her lap, her dark eyes
dilated, filled with an intense, intoxicating authority that made my
knees instantly weaken.

I moved forward with a deliberate, graceful docility, lowering
myself onto the thick rug right between her knees. I folded my legs
beneath me, my sheer-clad thighs resting against the soft fabric of
her robe. I rested my forearms across her knees, looking up at her
like a devotee at an altar, my breath catching in my throat as she
reached down to stroke my hair.

Her long fingers moved through my strands, smoothing the stray
hairs away from my forehead with a tender, unyielding warmth. “You
were so perfect today in Emma’s office, my sweet girl,” she
whispered, her voice a low, possessive rumble that resonated
straight into my chest. “So disciplined. So beautiful. Did it humiliate



you, Harper? Hearing the two of us discuss custody of your cage like
you were an exquisite piece of property?”

“No, Olivia,” I sobbed out softly, a single tear of pure,
overwhelming emotion slipping down my cheek. "It felt...it felt like a
shield. It felt like the truest thing in the world.”

Olivia smiled, a slow, victorious expression that made every
ounce of the past six months completely worth it. She reached into
the pocket of her silk robe and pulled her hand out, her fingers
uncurling to reveal the keys, the objects that represented the total
sum of the lock that held my body captive.

“The institutional phase is over, Harper,” Olivia said gently, her
voice dropping into a soft, hypnotic cadence. She took my hands,
lifting them up so my palms were flat and open, and placed the keys
directly into my hands. The cold metal stung against my warm skin,
a sharp, physical jolt.

“Look at them, Harper,” Olivia commanded softly.

I looked down, my vision blurring slightly with tears. The keys
felt incredibly heavy in my hands.

“For these months, you have been kept under lock and key
because you had to be,” Olivia murmured, her fingers tracing the
contour of my wrists. “Because the panic was too loud, because the
boy you used to be was trying to run, because the Emma required
collateral and control. But that is over now. You are stabilized. Your
body has accepted the change. Your mind is at peace.”

She leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear, her voice
filled with a devastating kind of kindness. “I am giving you a choice
tonight, Harper, a genuine, absolute choice. The doors are unlocked.
You can take the keys, unlock the cage, and remove it forever. You
can walk out of this apartment tomorrow as a free woman, entirely
in control. You can have your autonomy back. I will not stop you.
You can be forever free from the cage.”

The silence that followed her words was enormous, broken only
by the steady hiss of the rain against the glass. The keys lay in my
open palms, a literal invitation to freedom. The cage between my
legs felt suddenly prominent, its hard, rigid framework clicking softly
against the fabric of my dress as my thighs trembled. It had been



more than six months since I had last felt myself swell, since I last
touched my erect penis.

I looked at the keys, and then I looked up into Olivia’s eyes. They
were dark, unyielding, yet filled with a profound, terrifying
vulnerability. She was giving away her power, offering me the exit,
forcing me to confront the absolute reality of my own desire.

And in that moment, the final, deepest truth of my existence
crystallized with an absolute, blinding clarity. Autonomy wasn't a
sanctuary; it was a void. Freedom was the cold, terrifying wilderness
where I had been drowning for years, lost in the chaotic noise of a
masculine identity that had never fit, trapped by the weight of
expectations I couldn’t bear. The cage wasn’t what restricted me; it
was what liberated me from the burden of choice. It was the anchor
that kept me safe from the storm.

“No,” T whispered, my voice thick with an undone, explosive
certainty.

With a slow, deliberate movement, I closed my fingers tightly
over the keys, the sharp metal edges digging into my palms. I lifted
my hands and pushed them back against Olivia’s chest, pressing the
key firmly against the smooth, wine-colored silk over her heart.

“No, Olivia. Please,” I begged, the last remnants of my pride
dissolving completely into the quiet room. “"Don‘t make me take
them. I don't...for months all I thought about was being unlocked.
But now...when you offer it...when you give me the choice...I don’t
want it. I don’t want to be free. I dont want to belong to myself
anymore. I...I want to belong to you.”

Olivia’s chest rose and fell beneath my hands, her breath
catching as she looked down at me, her eyes shimmering with a
fierce, possessive hunger. “Tell me what you want, Harper. Say the
words. Let me hear exactly what you are choosing.”

"I want you to keep me locked forever,” I sobbed, the vow
echoing purely and beautifully in the quiet sanctuary of the
penthouse. I want you to take the keys and hide them where I can
never find them. I don’t want the option to run. I don’t want the key
to be an administrative tool or a corporate requirement. I want it to



be yours. Completely yours. I want...I need you to be the one in
charge.”

I slid my hands down her lap, my fingers curling into the silk of
her robe as I pressed my forehead against her knee, weeping openly
from the sheer, overwhelming relief of total surrender. “The
cage...it's not my prison, Olivia. It's my wedding gift to you. It's the
proof that I'm your girl, your soft, submissive little doll, permanently
locked away in your world. Please, Olivia...claim me. Keep the keys
forever.”

A beautiful, fiercely victorious cry escaped Olivia’s lips. She
leaned down, her hands slamming flat against my cheeks, lifting my
face up with an unyielding, predatory strength. She caught my
mouth in a kiss that was utterly consuming—hot, heavy, and filled
with the absolute authority of a creator claiming her masterpiece. I
melted into it completely, my hands clutching at her waist, letting
the final, lingering remnants of my old life drain out of me, replaced
entirely by the dark, comforting luxury of her permanent control.

“My good girl,” Olivia whispered fiercely against my lips, her
hands sliding down the front of my skirt. She moved the heavy knit
fabric aside, her palm slipping beneath the waistband of my Wolford
tights, pressing flat and heavy over my panties.

Her fingers curled over the rigid, smooth contour of the cage
underneath. She didn’t press for release; she simply cupped the
structure with a heavy, proprietary finality, her rings clicking softly
against the plastic.

“It is done, Harper,” Olivia murmured, her dark eyes locking onto
mine with an unyielding, protective warmth that wrapped around my
soul like a vault. “The keys is going into my private safe tonight, and
will never leave there except when we need to use them to clean
you. You are permanently contained. You are permanently
cherished. You are my beautiful, delicate, locked little creature until
the end of our days.”

A long, shuddering sigh escaped my lips. I let my eyes close,
melting completely against her long legs, the cool satin of her robe a
soothing friction against my skin. The throb of the cage grew quiet,
transforming from a painful reminder of institutional denial into a



sacred, private symbol of absolute, eternal belonging. The identity
crisis was dead; the man was completely forgotten. In the quiet
sanctuary of Olivia’s embrace, wrapped in satin, nylon, and
permanent submission, I was finally, completely at peace.

In the quiet sanctuary of Olivia’s embrace, the cage between my
thighs felt warm and peaceful for the first time. It was no longer a
punishment or a safeguard. It was the sacred seal on the life I had
chosen—soft, locked, and forever hers.



CHAPTER TWELVE

The Crown of Her Design

OLIVIA AND I (mostly QOlivia) decided on a long engagement. Why?
She wanted me to have “breasts” when we married. To be honest,
so did I. While the hormones initially started the growth process, we
decided to wait until I'd been on hormone replacement therapy for a
year before I got what worked out to be C cup implants.

We waited another few months after that to allow my new
breasts to settle into their more natural shape and size.

While I wanted to get married as soon as possible, I didn’t regret
waiting. The feel of my breasts, emotionally and physically, was so
important to me as they replaced my locked penis as one of my
primary sources of pleasure.

There were mornings I just lay there in bed, touching them,
feeling them, and thinking of how beautiful they were. My nipples
and breast tissue were so sensitive, whenever Olivia touched them,
licked them, or kissed them, I felt a deep, radiating, and full-body
sexual arousal so different from what I'd felt as a boy.

We felt we had some traditional things to do, so neither one of us
helped the other shop for the wedding. Emma and Chloe shopped
with Olivia while Katie took care of my needs, one last project in her
feminization of me.
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The atmosphere inside Maison de L'Etoile was a study in hushed,
architectural luxury. High ceilings, plush ivory wool rugs that
swallowed the sound of my heels, and floor-to-ceiling mirrors framed
in tarnished brass, created an environment that felt entirely removed
from the bustling city outside. Here, there was no noise. Only line,
texture, and intent.

“The weight of this fabric is extraordinary,” Katie said, her fingers
skimming a heavily beaded, off-the-shoulder gown on the central
display. She looked over at me, a mischievous spark in her eye. “"But
it's a bit too much fluff and bohemian lace for you, isn't it? A bit too
much ‘here comes the bride” and not enough ‘here comes the
woman who owns the room.”

I offered her a cool, amused smile, letting my heavy wool coat
drape over the velvet settee. I am many things, Katie, but a
bohemian isn't one of them. I want something classic, something
that holds its own architecture. I don’t want to be buried in tulle
while Emma and Chloe are undoubtedly dressing Olivia in something
that breathes.”

“Olivia will probably be in something flowing and ethereal,” Katie
mused, her voice softening as she watched me closely. *How are you
actually feeling about all of this? The ceremony, the guests, the
permanence of it? You've spent so much of your life maintaining
absolute control, Harper. A wedding is...it's a massive public
vulnerability.”

I paused, letting my hand rest on the smooth, polished wood of a
display table. For a fraction of a second, I felt the slight weight in my
chest—the quiet gravity of what this day actually meant.
“Vulnerability doesn’t have to mean a lack of control, Katie. Olivia
gives me a different kind of center. With her, the walls don't feel
necessary. But to the rest of the world? On that day, the exterior
remains flawless.”

Monique, the salon’s senior design consultant—a woman who
possessed the sharp, discerning eye of a veteran couturier and the
absolute discretion of a confessor—approached us with a silver tray
of iced water.



“For Mademoiselle Harper, we do not do fluff,” Monique said
smoothly, her accent a crisp Parisian lilt. “We do line. We do
silhouette. And I believe I have the exact masterpiece.”

Before she brought out the gown, we retreated into the private,
cavernous fitting room for the foundation layer—the true pivot of the
wardrobe. Monique returned with a shallow, satin-lined box
containing the lingerie options. My eyes immediately locked onto a
vintage-inspired, longline bustier. It was crafted from heavy, pale
cream silk-satin panels interspersed with fine, flat Chantilly lace
overlays that lay completely flush against the fabric. Running down
the length of the torso were spiral steel bones, wrapped in matching
satin casing. Most importantly, anchored directly into the reinforced
hem of the bustier were six wide, garter straps, fitted with traditional
stamped metal clasps.

“You have an appreciation for the correct mechanics, I see,”
Monique noted, her voice dropping to a warm, professional register
as she helped me layer the foundation first.

I stood in the fitting room’s center, allowing Monique to lace the
back of the bustier. As the satin laces tightened, the steel boning
conformed to my torso, cinching my waist and lifting my chest,
forcing me into a state of rigid, elegant composure.

When Monique stepped back, I looked into the mirror, my breath
catching slightly. The bustier was a triumph of structure. It scooped
low at the back but pushed my breasts up with breathtaking
precision, cradling them in the demi-cups of flat Chantilly lace. The
ivory silk contrast against my skin enhanced the soft, rounded
contours of my bust line, creating an incredibly sensual, full
silhouette that was entirely secure.

I stood there for a long moment, simply admiring the view. I ran
a slow, deliberate hand over the curve of my chest, appreciating the
flawless shape the garment provided. It was a rare moment of pure,
unadulterated vanity, and I owned it completely.

Katie stepped into the doorway, leaning against the jamb, and
instantly froze. Her eyes went straight to my chest, wide and
completely transfixed by the stunning architecture of the bustier.



I caught her reflection in the mirror. A low, rich laugh escaped my
throat—a sound of genuine amusement that broke the formal
solemnity of the room.

“Katie,” I murmured, my lips curving into a wicked smirk. “If you
stare any harder, you're going to burn a hole right through the lace.”

Katie blinked, snapping out of her trance, a bright flush creeping
up her neck. She laughed nervously, throwing her hands up. “Can
you blame me? Jesus, Harper. I mean, I knew you‘d look good, but
that...that is...amazing. You look like a vintage Hollywood starlet. It's
wildly unfair.”

“It's correct,” I said, my laugh fading into a satisfied smile as I
ran my palms down the smooth satin front panels. “It gives me the
structure I need. If I am going to stand before everyone and give
myself to Olivia, I want to feel entirely bound in my own strength.”

Next came the hosiery. I sat on the velvet bench, carefully rolling
the authentic 100% silk stockings over my feet. The cream silk felt
entirely different than standard nylon—it was heavier, cooler, with a
distinct, matte texture that glided over my skin like smooth stone.
One by one, Monique fastened the six garter straps—two front, two
rear, and two on my hips. The moment the final metal clasp snapped
into the reinforced welt, the tension was perfectly distributed. The
silk was pulled absolutely taut, locking the vertical reverse seams in
a flawless, razor-straight line up the back of my calves.

Monique then reached into the box, pulling out a pair of
matching, high-waisted silk briefs, beautifully tailored with a sheer
lace front panel. She looked at me, a brief, respectful, and entirely
pragmatic smile crossing her face.

“And for the briefs, I selected this cut to ensure they
accommodate the cage comfortably beneath the corset’s line,”
Monique said softly, her tone entirely natural, devoid of judgment.
“The silk panel has enough give to secure everything flush without
creating a single ridge.”

I met Monique’s eyes in the mirror, acknowledging her effortless
discretion with a slow nod. “Perfect, Monique. Thank you.”

Finally, came the gown itself. Monique and an assistant carefully
wheeled it in, and my breath caught. It was a magnificent, heavy



matte silk-style fabric, tailored into a modern, majestic ballgown.
The top featured a sharp, geometric square neckline with wide
straps that offered a clean, severe frame. Below the cinched waist,
the skirt erupted into grand, dramatic box pleats that held their
massive, clean volume without a single layer of suffocating tulle or
petticoats.

Stepping into it felt like entering a beautifully engineered fortress.

As they zipped the hidden back and adjusted the heavy fabric,
the transformation was absolute. The dress slid seamlessly over the
smooth satin of my bustier. Because the wide skirt held its own
shape structurally with a hidden horsehair trim, the vast space
beneath remained completely free and empty. On the outside, I was
encased in a massive, regal, architectural monument of pristine
ivory. Beneath it, hidden in that empty cavern, my legs were bare
save for the tight, steel-boned corset, the six taut straps, and the
crisp, whispering silk stockings.

I looked at myself in the triple mirror. The square neckline was
brilliant. It didn't plunge obscenely, but because of the incredible
upward lift of the bustier underneath, it framed the fullness of my
breasts with a subtle, breathtaking contour. It was sophisticated,
structured, and intensely sensual all at once. I casually slipped my
hands into the hidden pockets in the wide pleats, settling into my
natural, commanding stance.

Katie walked over, placing a hand gently on my shoulder, looking
at our shared reflection. The emotion in her eyes was palpable now.
“Olivia is going to lose her breath,” Katie whispered, a soft,
emotional warmth in her voice. “You look absolutely commanding,
Harper. It's beautiful. All of it—the grand fortress everyone else will
see, and the secret world only the two of you know is underneath.”

I looked at my reflection—sharp, elegant, perfectly contained,
and entirely in control, yet ready for the beginning of something
entirely new. “It's exactly what it needs to be,” I said softly, a rare,
genuine warmth touching my eyes as the final pieces of my wedding
day fell into place.

Monique gave a tight, satisfied nod, intuitively sensing the shift in
the room, and quietly slipped out of the fitting room to finalize the



paperwork. The heavy velvet curtain fell shut, leaving just Katie and
me in the soft, warm glow of the mirrors.

I didn't take the dress off immediately. I wanted to feel the
weight of it a little longer. I walked to the plush velvet settee,
carefully managing the grand pleats of the skirt, and sat down.

Katie sank into the cushions beside me, turning her head to
study my profile. “If someone had told me three years ago that I'd
be sitting in a couture bridal salon watching you pick out a majestic
ivory ballgown, I would have told them they were delusional.”

“So would I,” T murmured, my eyes fixed on the cream silk toes
of my shoes peeking out from beneath the heavy hem.

“You've changed, Harper,” Katie said softly. There was no
judgment in her voice, only a profound, grounded awe. “But not in
the way people usually do when they fall in love. You softened your
edges, you became this beautiful woman, but somehow you're still
you.

I turned my head to meet her gaze. The steel-boned bustier held
my posture perfectly straight, but inside, the breath I took felt deep
and clear. "I spent a long time engineering a life where no one could
touch me, Katie. Where no one could perceive a single flaw or
exploit a single weakness. I thought that was freedom.”

“And now?”

I looked back at the triple mirror, at the striking, clean lines of
the square neckline framing my chest, at the absolute certainty in
my own silhouette. “"Now I realize that true control isn't about being
untouchable. It's about choosing exactly who gets to hold the keys.
Olivia doesn’t make me weak. She is the only person in the world
who looks at this armor and understands exactly why it was built,
and loves the woman inside it anyway.”

Katie smiled, a small, emotional sheen in her eyes as she reached
over and briefly squeezed my forearm. “She really does. You've built
an incredible life, Harper. And you deserve every square inch of the
space you're about to take up on that aisle.”

I let out a soft, quiet breath, the familiar, crisp whisper of my silk
stockings rustling in the quiet room as I stood back up to let
Monique help me undress. “Then let’s give them a show.”
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The study was a quiet sanctuary of deep mahogany, low light, and
the gentle, rhythmic hum of the city filtering through the sheer lace
curtains. Outside, a soft summer rain slicked the pavement, casting
a shimmering, fractured reflection of streetlamps across the ceiling
of the room. It was exactly a week before the wedding. The desk
was piled with the finality of our preparation—seating arrangements,
caterer confirmations, and floral schedules. Beneath my tailored
skirt, the familiar, lightweight pressure of my cage sat as a
comforting, discrete anchor, a constant physical reminder of the
boundary that kept me centered.

Olivia entered without a sound, the heavy oak door clicking shut
behind her. She had shed her stylish dress and replaced it with
designer tights and an oversized, cream cashmere sweater that
swallowed her slight frame, making her look impossibly soft,
delicate, and close. Yet, as she approached the desk, there was a
deliberate, quiet focus in her steps that made me set my pen aside
before she even reached me.

In her hands, she carried a small, square box wrapped in plush
black velvet. She didn’t speak initially. Instead, she crossed the ivory
rug and knelt directly beside my leather armchair, resting her
forearms over my knee. She looked up at me with those wide, clear
eyes—eyes that had always possessed the terrifying, beautiful ability
to see straight through my armor.

“Harper,” she said softly, her voice a low, melodious purr that
instantly grounded the restless energy in my chest. “Put the papers
away. The wedding can wait for five minutes.”

I closed the leather-bound planner, offering her a slow, amused
smile as I leaned forward, resting my elbows on my knees to close
the distance between us. "The seating chart is a battlefield, love.
Your aunt is currently next to my cousin, which is a diplomatic
disaster waiting to happen.”

“Let them fight,” Olivia murmured, her lips curving into a tender,
fleeting smile. She lifted the black velvet box, placing it gently into



my open palms. Her skin was warm, a sharp and intoxicating
contrast to the cool dampness of the evening air. “*Open this. I want
you to have it tonight.”

I untied the silk ribbon and lifted the lid. Resting inside on a
contoured bed of black satin was an absolute triumph of mechanical
engineering. It wasn't the slightly warm-to-the-touch 3D-printed
resin I currently wore. This cage was slightly smaller in size and
shape and was sculpted entirely from pink tinted titanium. It was
incredibly sleek, catching the amber glow of the desk lamp like liquid
silver.

When 1 lifted it from its velvet bed, the sheer physical difference
was striking. It was so lightweight, it was flawlessly smooth,
seamlessly machined from a solid block of medical-grade metal—no
ridges, no seams, just a cold, absolute promise of containment.

I held the light metal crescent in my palm, staring down at it, a
quiet, intense question forming in my throat. I looked up, meeting
her gaze.

Olivia swallowed softly, her fingers sliding up my wrist to anchor
my hand, holding the cold weight of the titanium between our
palms. “Katie bought that resin one to protect me from you when all
of this started,” she began, her voice steady but laced with a
vulnerability that made my heart stutter. “It was perfect for then. It
gave us a language when we were still figuring out how to speak to
one another. But we still have to remove it so often for hygiene,
Harper. And every time we unlock it, even for an hour in the shower,
it lets you swell. It gives you that brief window where the pressure
recedes, where your body tries to return to what it was.”

She leaned closer, her breath warm against my chin, her eyes
locked onto mine with an intensity that burned away everything else
in the room.

“This cage...it's medical-grade titanium, non-porous,” she
continued, her tone dropping to a soft, reverent whisper. “Katie
helped me research the specifications. It can be worn almost
continuously without the need to remove it to clean it properly. You
can wash it, rinse it, live in it, completely. Which means...you never
have to worry about being without it again, you never have to worry



about swelling again. You never have to leave the headspace. You
can just remain entirely, uninterruptedly bound.”

A strange, beautiful tightening formed deep in my chest. The
sheer magnitude of what she was proposing settled heavily in the
quiet space between us. I stared at the flawless titanium crescent,
feeling its chill rapidly absorbing the heat of my skin, then looked
into her eyes.

“Olivia,” I murmured, my voice dropping to a low, rough register,
thick with an emotion I rarely allowed myself to feel, let alone show.
“Are you saying...you never want to unlock me again?”

Olivia’s breath hitched. For a fleeting second, a flicker of
hesitation crossed her face—the old, protective worry that she was
asking for too much, that her desires might overpower my
boundaries or push me into a place I didn’t want to go. She looked
down at our joined hands, her shoulders tightening slightly beneath
the soft cashmere.

“I...no...I...T thought...there’s no need,” she whispered, her voice
dropping an octave, her cheeks flushing a delicate pink. "But if
you...if that’s too much to ask, Harper, I understand. I don’t want to
force you into a cage you can’t step out of. I just...I want you to be
entirely mine. Safely. Permanently. Without the interruptions.”

Seeing her hesitate—seeing the profound depth of her dark,
beautiful desire paired with that exquisite, agonizing care for my
well-being—shattered the last of my carefully maintained
composure. A sudden, overwhelming heat rushed behind my eyes,
and before I could stop them, a pair of hot, silent tears slipped down
my cheeks.

I reached down, cupping her face in my hands, my thumbs
wiping at the soft skin beneath her eyes, forcing her to look up and
see the absolute, unyielding devotion written across my features.

“Olivia,” I choked out, a rare, vulnerable break in my voice as I
brushed a stray lock of hair behind her ear. “Olivia, you absolute
fool. Of course I'll give you that gift.”

She blinked, her own eyes glistening, a soft gasp escaping her
lips as she saw the tears on my face. She reached up, her small



hands wrapping around my wrists, holding my palms flat against her
cheeks.

“You're giving me the grandest gift in the world next week,” I
whispered, leaning my head down until my forehead rested firmly
against hers, our breaths mingling in the quiet room. “You're giving
me the gift of being your wife. Of standing before everyone we know
and letting them see that I belong to you, completely and
unreservedly. You are making me your woman. So let me give you
this. Let me give you the gift of permanent chastity. I...you can...you
can...I can put it on and you can lock it and...and we never have to
worry about it again.”

Olivia let out a shaky, emotional breath, a tear finally escaping
her eye to wet my thumb. She shifted, pulling herself up from the
floor to sit sideways across my lap, her arms wrapping around my
neck as she buried her face into the crook of my shoulder. The
massive volume of her soft sweater pressed against my chest, and I
held her tight, my fingers digging into the knit fabric, anchoring her
against me.

“I'm terrified, Harper,” she whispered into my skin, her voice
small and fragile in the quiet of the study. "About the wedding.
About everyone looking at us. I keep having this dream that I'm
standing at the altar and my voice just...disappears.”

I held her closer, my chin resting on the top of her head, inhaling
the clean, familiar scent of her jasmine shampoo. “Your voice won't
disappear, sweetheart. Because I will be standing right in front of
you. You don't have to speak to the room. You only have to speak to
me.”

She pulled back just enough to look at me, her fingers reaching
up to trace the line of my jaw, smoothing over the sharp tension that
always lingered there. “Are you nervous? Truly? You always look like
a statue up there. Like nothing can shake you.”

"I am terrified of making you wait a second longer than
necessary,” I admitted softly, a rare, genuine warmth touching my
eyes. “"But the ceremony itself? No. I am ready for it. I have been
ready since the moment I realized what you were to me.”



She smiled, a beautiful, radiant expression that chased away the
lingering shadows of her anxiety. She shifted slightly on my lap, her
thigh brushing against my lap, and the distinct, heavy weight of the
titanium device still clutched in my hand reminded me of the
transition we were about to make.

“Speaking of the ceremony,” she murmured, a playful, teasing
light returning to her eyes as she traced a finger down the front of
my shirt. “Katie won't tell me a single thing about your dress. Every
time I ask, she just locks her jaw and says she’s sworn to secrecy
under penalty of death.”

I let out a low, rich laugh, the sound rumbling against her chest.
“Katie knows exactly what will happen to her if she leaks a single
detail. And what about you? Emma and Chloe have been smugly
hinting at your dress for three weeks. Chloe told me it has
‘significant architectural movement,” whatever that means.”

“I'm not telling you anything,” Olivia gasped, a delighted laugh
bubbling out of her as she shook her head. "Absolutely not. You're
the master of surveillance, Harper, but you are not getting a single
detail out of me until the chapel doors open.”

“A fair policy,” I murmured, my lips brushing against the soft skin
of her jawline, making her shiver slightly in my arms. “Though I
have a feeling that whatever you wear, it will be entirely too soft for
the fortress I've built for myself.”

“Good,” she whispered, her fingers tangling in the hair at the
nape of my neck, pulling me down into a slow, deep, and intensely
romantic kiss. It wasn't a kiss of urgency or dominance; it was a
slow, deliberate melting of boundaries, a silent vow sealed in the
quiet week before our lives became legally entwined.

When she finally pulled back, her cheeks were flushed, her
breathing shallow and sweet. She reached down, her fingers closing
over mine around the polished titanium cage.

“Take the key tonight, Olivia,” I whispered against her lips,
pressing the heavy, cold metal into her palms, surrendering the final
illusion of my independence. “Lock me into this before we go to bed.
Let the resin go. I want to feel the weight of your permanence



before I ever walk down that aisle. I want to be bound by your
design, every single day for the rest of our lives.”

She nodded, her eyes dark with a profound, loving certainty as
she held the heavy metal tight against her chest. “Every single day,
Harper. You are my woman.”
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The morning of the wedding arrived not with the frantic, chaotic
energy of a traditional ceremony, but with a deep, reverent quiet
that hung over my apartment like incense. Sunlight filtered through
the sheer silk curtains of the grand master suite, casting long, pale
gold beams across the polished hardwood floors and the vast,
midnight-blue bed. The city below was shrouded in a soft, low-lying
mist, distant and irrelevant. Today, the world outside simply ceased
to exist. Inside this sanctuary, a final, permanent architecture was
being completed.

I sat motionless before the three-panel vanity mirror, my hands
resting lightly on the cold marble surface, my fingers twitching with
a delicate, electric thrill that resonated through my entire nervous
system. For months, my transition had been a journey of private
milestones, an intimate reshaping of my flesh and spirit under
Olivia’s watchful eye. But today was the public manifestation of that
surrender. Today, I was to be bound to her completely, not just by
private vow, but by the ancient, heavy solemnity of marriage.

The mirror reflected a woman I still sometimes looked at with a
sense of quiet, breathless awe. The hormones had long since
completed their work, leaving me with a frame that was soft, fluid,
and beautifully fragile. My shoulders, once broad and rigid, sloped
into a delicate, elegant line that made the collarbones beneath my
skin appear prominent and fine. My waist was nipped inward, a
graceful indentation that gave way to the gentle, generous swell of
my hips—a curve that felt entirely natural now, a landscape created
explicitly for Olivia’s hands. My face had softened completely, the
sharp angles of my jawline melted into a smooth, heart-shaped
contour, and my skin was so thin and luminous it seemed to glow



from within, painted with the faint, vivid pink of a perpetual,
contented blush.

Olivia’s personal stylist, a quiet, meticulously professional woman
who asked no questions and executed instructions with absolute
discretion, stood behind me, pins tucked between her lips as she
gathered the final strands of my hair. She had styled it into an
intricate, low-slung chignon, leaving a few soft, curled tendrils to
frame my face and brush against the sensitive skin of my neck.

“You are absolutely breathtaking, Miss Harper,” the stylist
whispered, stepping back to admire her work. “The silhouette is
perfect. We are ready for the gown.”

“Thank you,” I murmured. My voice was low, soft, and carrying
that breathless, distinctly feminine cadence that had become entirely
my own. It no longer sounded foreign to my ears; it sounded like
peace.

As the stylist brought out the masterpiece of haute couture, a
quiet gravity settled over me. Beneath the dress, my true anchor
remained securely in place. My new, permanent titanium cage
pressed warm and unyielding against my pelvis, its mirror-polished
surface catching the amber glow of the vanity lights. It was a
physical contradiction to the sheer, fragile lace of my bridal lingerie—
the thigh-high cream silk stockings held in place by the delicate, six
lace-trimmed garter straps of the bustier that cradled the soft
mounds of my chest.

They guided my arms into the gown, smoothing the heavy,
immaculate fabric over my torso and zipping the hidden closure up
my spine. The architectural modern ballgown was a triumph of
structure. It featured a sharp, clean, geometric square neckline with
wide straps that perfectly framed my collarbones and showcased the
breathtaking, subtle lift of my breasts from the bustier below. From
the beautifully cinched waist, the heavy fabric erupted into grand,
dramatic box pleats, flaring out into a majestic, voluminous skirt that
held its crisp shape with a hidden horsehair trim. Stepping into it felt
like entering a beautifully engineered fortress. Because the skirt held
its own massive volume without a single layer of suffocating tulle or
petticoats, the vast space beneath remained completely free and



empty. On the outside, I was encased in an untouchable monument
of pristine silk-style ivory. Beneath it, hidden in that empty cavern,
my legs were bare save for the tight, steel-boned corset, the six taut
straps, and the crisp, whispering silk stockings.

The stylist quietly slipped out of the room, leaving me alone with
my reflection. I casually slipped my hands into the hidden pockets
nestled within the wide pleats of my skirt, settling into a
commanding, perfectly contained stance. A moment later, the heavy
double doors of the bedroom clicked open, and the mirror caught
the reflection of the woman who held my universe in the palm of her
hand.

Olivia walked into the room, and the breath caught sharply in my
throat, a soft whimper of adoration escaping my lips. She looked
utterly magnificent, a sovereign preparing to claim her kingdom. She
had chosen a breathtaking white wedding dress that mirrored her
commanding, elegant grace. The gown was a masterclass in
structural fluid symmetry, crafted from heavy silk that draped
beautifully around her silhouette, emphasizing her commanding,
feminine strength. The bodice was tailored to perfection, dipping
into a soft, sophisticated neckline, while the waist flared into a
stunning, dramatic skirt that pooled at her feet in a river of pristine
white. Her dark hair was styled in sleek, dramatic waves that fell
perfectly over her shoulders, and her eyes, dark and infinitely deep,
locked onto my reflection in the glass.

She moved with a slow, hypnotic grace, stepping up behind my
chair. I spun around slightly in the vanity seat, the grand volume of
my pleated skirt rustling softly around the base of my chair as a
nervous, delighted smile broke across my face.

“Olivia,” I gasped softly, gesturing between the two of us, both
encased in our grand bridal gowns. “We're bad luck. We're
completely breaking the rules. You aren’t supposed to see the bride
in her dress before the ceremony.”

Olivia let out a low, rich chuckle, her dark eyes crinkling with
absolute adoration as she reached down to take my hands, pulling
me gently to my feet so our dresses rustled together. “Since we are



both the brides, Harper, I think the rules bend entirely to our design.
Besides, I couldn’t wait another hour to see you.”

Her long, manicured fingers settled onto my bare shoulders just
beside the wide straps of my neckline, her skin warm and heavy
against mine as I turned back to face the glass. I instinctively closed
my eyes, leaning my head back against her chest, inhaling her
signature scent of vanilla, amber, and expensive leather.

“My beautiful, perfect girl,” Olivia murmured, her voice a low,
velvet purr that vibrated through my skin. She leaned down, her lips
brushing a soft, lingering kiss against the hollow of my neck, her
teeth lightly grazing my sensitive skin, causing a shiver to race
straight down to my locked pelvis. “Look at you. You are beautiful.”

“I'm nervous, Olivia,” I whispered, my hands rising to cover hers,
my fingers tracing the elegant lines of her knuckles over my
shoulders. “Not of us...never of us. But of standing out there. Of the
world looking at me.”

Olivia’s hands slid down the front of my gown, her fingers tracing
the clean, horizontal edge of the square neckline, highlighting the
full, flawless contour of my chest before resting firmly on my waist,
pulling me gently against her structure. “To the world out there,
Harper, we are a powerful, gorgeous lesbian couple. A modern
success story. They will look at you and see nothing but an
exquisite, delicate bride who has found her place beside a woman
who adores her. They don’t need to know the depth of your
surrender. They don’t need to know about the lock beneath the silk.
They don’t need to know what you gave up for me.”

She slid her hand further down, smoothing over the heavy ivory
pleats of my skirt, pressing through the fabric until she found the
smooth, rigid surface of the titanium cage beneath. She pressed
against it firmly, an intimate, heavy weight that made my breath
hitch, a sharp throb of denied pleasure radiating from my core.

“This is our secret,” Olivia whispered against my ear, her breath
warm and intoxicating. “Your private ring to me. While they watch us
exchange vows, you will feel the weight of my possession with every
step you take. You are locked into my life, Harper. Permanently.
Beautifully.”



“Yes, Olivia,” I breathed, my eyes fluttering open to meet hers in
the glass. The panic that had once defined my life was entirely
absent, replaced by a deep, bottomless compliance. I was her
creature, and today was the coronation of that truth. I was a bride,
soft, delicate, and entirely contained, ready to walk toward the altar
of my absolute surrender.
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The door of the private honeymoon suite clicked shut behind us with
a final, resonant sound that seemed to seal the rest of the world
away. The room was bathed in soft, golden lamplight and the
flickering glow of dozens of candles placed around the space. Floor-
to-ceiling windows overlooked the glittering city skyline, but heavy
silk drapes had been drawn, creating an intimate, insulated
sanctuary. The massive four-poster bed dominated the center of the
room, dressed in layers of midnight-blue silk sheets and plush down
pillows.

I stood just inside the doorway, still wearing my wedding gown,
the heavy ivory pleats pooled around my feet like a fallen banner. My
heart was hammering so violently I could feel it in my throat. The
titanium cage—now permanently locked by Olivia’s hand—pressed
warm and unyielding against my pelvis, a sacred weight that
anchored me completely in the present moment.

Olivia turned slowly, her own white gown shimmering as she
moved. The commanding elegance she had worn at the altar had
softened into something deeper, more vulnerable, and infinitely more
possessive. She wore a breathtaking white lace lingerie set beneath
the gown—a delicate, longline bustier with sheer floral lace panels
that hugged her curves, thin straps that framed her collarbones,
garters that held up her own stockings, and a matching high-waisted
thong with intricate embroidery that disappeared between her
thighs. The lace was so fine, it was almost translucent, revealing the
soft, beautiful shape of her breasts and the elegant line of her hips.
She looked like a vision of feminine power and tenderness all at
once.



She stepped close, her hands rising to cup my face with
trembling reverence.

“Harper,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. "My wife.”

The word sent a shiver racing through me. Wife. It felt sacred.
Permanent. Right.

She kissed me slowly, deeply, her lips claiming mine with a
tenderness that made my knees weak. Her fingers traced the sharp
square neckline of my gown, brushing over the sensitive swell of my
breasts. My nipples tightened instantly against the lace of the
bustier, sending sharp, electric sparks straight down to my locked
core.

“Turn around, my love,” she murmured against my lips.

I obeyed without hesitation, turning so my back was to her.
Olivia’s hands moved to the hidden zipper at the base of my spine.
The slow, metallic hiss as she drew it down felt like the final release
of the day’s tension. The heavy silk gown slid from my shoulders and
pooled at my feet in a whisper of ivory. I stepped out of it carefully,
now standing before her in nothing but the steel-boned ivory bustier,
the six taut garter straps, the sheer cream silk stockings, panties,
and the gleaming titanium cage locked tightly between my thighs.

Olivia let out a soft, reverent breath. She stepped behind me
again, her hands sliding around my waist, pulling my back flush
against her chest. One hand cupped the soft mound of my breast
through the bustier, thumb brushing over my aching nipple. The
other slid lower, pressing firmly over my smooth silk panties, finding
the cool titanium of the cage.

“You're so beautiful,” she whispered, lips brushing the shell of my
ear. "My perfect, locked wife. Feel it in your bones, Harper? How
completely you belong to me? Caged forever.”

A broken, needy whimper escaped my lips. The titanium was
lighter than the resin had been, but the psychological weight of its
permanence made it feel like an anchor. I was never coming out. Not
ever. I'd never be free, never be able to touch myself, never be
inside her, never be a boy.

Olivia guided me to the bed, laying me down gently on the cool
silk sheets. She undressed slowly, letting her own gown fall away



until she stood before me in the delicate white lace lingerie. She
wore a bustier as well and it pushed her breasts up beautifully, the
sheer panels revealing the soft pink of her nipples; garter straps held
up white stockings. The high-waisted thong accentuated the elegant
curve of her hips. She looked like a goddess—powerful, loving, and
entirely mine.

She crawled over me, straddling my hips, her dark hair falling
around us like a curtain. She kissed me again—deeper this time,
hungrier, but still filled with overwhelming tenderness. Her hands
explored my body with possessive wonder: tracing the curve of my
breasts, the dip of my waist, the soft skin of my inner thighs where
the garter straps bit gently into my flesh. Every touch made me
tremble. My nipples were hypersensitive, sending waves of pleasure
straight to my core with every brush of her fingers or lips. My skin
felt feverishly alive, every caress amplified by the hormones.

When she finally reached between my legs, she smiled, cupped
the titanium cage in her palm, pressing it firmly against my body as
she kissed me.

"I love you like this,” she breathed against my mouth, voice thick
with emotion. “So soft. So denied. So completely mine. You gave me
everything today, Harper. Your name. Your future. Your body. I will
never take that trust for granted.”

She shifted, positioning herself above me. With slow, deliberate
care, she guided my caged body against her, rubbing the smooth
titanium along her wetness. The pressure against my prostate sent
deep, rolling waves of pleasure through me.

Her hand slid down my stomach until her palm rested
possessively over the titanium cage. She didn't stroke or tease, she
simply held it, feeling the constant, helpless throb of my denied clit
against her skin.

“You're never coming out of this again,” she whispered, lips
brushing my ear. “*Not for anyone. Not even me. This pretty little clit
belongs to your wife now.”

I whimpered, hips twitching uselessly. The cage was warm from
my body heat, the metal slick with the thin, constant leak that had
started the moment she called me wife.



Olivia shifted, straddling my thigh. I felt the heat of her through
the delicate white lace. She was soaked.

“Feel how wet I am for you?” she murmured, grinding slowly
against my leg while her hand kept the cage pinned. “All because my
beautiful girl gave up everything today. Your name. Your future. Your
orgasms. All of it, just to be mine.”

She reached down, guiding the smooth, rounded end of the
titanium cage against her entrance. The pressure on my prostate
made my eyes roll back.

“Olivia... please...”

“Shhh, wife,” she said.

Olivia lowered herself onto me—not onto my penis, but onto the
smooth, rounded end of the cage itself, using the hard titanium as a
tool for her pleasure while my own denied flesh strained helplessly
inside. The sensation was devastating. Every roll of her hips pressed
the cage firmly against my prostate, sending intense, internal
pleasure radiating through my pelvis while my clit remained trapped,
leaking steadily onto my stomach.

I gasped, my hands clutching at her hips as she rode me.
“Olivia...oh god...”

“That's it, my wife,” she moaned, her voice low and loving, eyes
locked on mine. “Feel how full I am because of you. Feel how wet
you make me while you stay locked and perfect for me. I love you so
much, Harper. I love every soft, surrendered inch of you.”

The pleasure built differently than anything I had ever known, a
deep, slow, rolling wave that started in my core and spread outward.
My breasts ached with every breath, my nipples tight and sensitive
against the lace. The garter straps tugged at my stockings with
every movement of my hips. And the titanium cage, cold,
permanent, became the center of my universe, grinding relentlessly
against that perfect spot inside me.

Olivia leaned down, capturing one of my nipples between her
lips, sucking gently as she pressed harder against me.

“I love you,” she whispered against my skin.

“I love you too,” T whispered back, my voice thick with emotion
and love.



“Too bad he’s not here,” she said with an evil grin.

“We...we have time,” I said, "I just want you tonight.”

“Same,” she said. “"But that doesn’t mean you're not thinking
about it, does it?”

“Him?”

“Hmmm,” she said, “and his cock.”

“Some,” I whispered, the admission leaving my lips in a
breathless rush.

She kissed me again, deeper, hungrier. *I should change.”

“You're perfect,” I said.

"I have a wedding night chemise,” she said.

“I...I just have this,” I said, “I...I didn't...”

“This is perfect,” she said. “Perfect.”

She kissed me. Her smile was beautiful, a perfect blend of
absolute possession and deep, marital warmth. She leaned down to
capture my mouth again, her kiss deeper and hungrier this time,
tasting the lingering warmth of my confession. When she finally
pulled back, her cheeks were beautifully flushed. “Give me just a
moment, my girl,” she murmured, her voice a low, velvet purr as she
slipped off the bed and vanished into the bathroom.

When she returned, the air in the room seemed to stand
completely still. She had changed into a stunning white wedding
night chemise. Delicate, translucent lace draped over the soft curves
of her breasts, while fine white nylons hugged her thighs. She stood
in the center of the candlelit room, a vision of pure feminine
sovereignty, looking down at me with an expression that made my
heart hammer against my ribs.

“What?” I asked.

“You are absolutely perfect just like that,” she said softly, her
dark eyes sweeping over my bound, decorated frame. She walked
back to the bed with a slow, hypnotic grace, sliding under the silk
sheets and moving flush against my side. “Tonight, I want you to be
my girl, Harper. Truly my girl. My wife.”

“I am,” I breathed, turning into her body.

As I moved, Olivia shifted her weight, pressing her hips firmly
against the side of my leg. The unexpected movement caused my



titanium cage to tighten instantly around me, but what made my
breath hitch completely was the hard, unmistakable contour pressing
back against my thigh. It felt like a cock—the heavy, unyielding
shape and size of it sending a jolt of chaotic adrenaline straight to
my core.

*0...0livia,” I gasped, my eyes widening.

She smiled down at me, her fingers tangling in my hair, her gaze
dark with an intensely romantic certainty. “Jake can take you from
time to time—for both of us, together,” she whispered, leaning down
so her lips brushed mine. “But tonight, you belong exclusively to me.
Let me make love to my wife, Harper. Let me feel you around me.”

Tears of overwhelming emotion pricked at my eyes, a soft nod of
total compliance my only response. “Yes...please, Olivia,” I choked
out, completely conquered. “I want to be your wife.”

But as my gaze fell to the white silk hem of her chemise, a
deeper, instinctual need took hold of me. Before she could move
above me, I needed to worship her.

With trembling fingers, I reached down and gently lifted the
white silk fabric, revealing a beautifully crafted strapless dildo
secured against her hips—smooth, realistic, and radiating her body
heat through her sheer white pantyhose. My breath caught in
absolute awe. I slid my body down the cool silk sheets, gravity and
surrender pulling me lower until my face was positioned between her
thighs.

I didn't wait for her command. I leaned forward, pressing my lips
in soft, reverent kisses along the length of the dildo through the
delicate fabric of her hose, letting her feel the absolute devotion of
my mouth before I ever took her inside me.

I pressed soft, reverent kisses along the length of the dildo
through the delicate fabric, feeling the heat of her body and the
firm, unyielding shape beneath. My tongue traced the outline,
tasting the faint salt of her skin mixed with the silk. Olivia let out a
soft, shuddering moan, her fingers tangling gently in my hair.

“You're so good to me,” she whispered, voice thick with emotion.
"My sweet, loving wife.”



She reached down, carefully tearing a small, neat hole in the
crotch of her white pantyhose with her manicured nails. She guided
the thick head of the strapless dildo through the opening, presenting
it to me. It stood proud and glistening, warm from her body.

I took her into my mouth without hesitation, lips stretching
around the realistic head as I sucked gently, reverently. The taste of
her arousal mixed with the smooth silicone filled my senses. I
bobbed my head slowly, taking more of her with each pass, my
tongue swirling around the shaft. The pressure of my mouth and the
way the base of the dildo rubbed against her clit made Olivia’s thighs
tremble. Her response, her arousal, called to me: all I wanted was to
make her cum.

Her breathing grew ragged, her fingers tightening in my hair as
she moaned my name. “Harper...oh, my love...” she gasped, her hips
rocking gently. The combined stimulation, the dildo filling her and
the suction of my mouth, pushed her over the edge. She came with
a soft, shuddering cry, her body trembling as she held my head
close, riding the waves of pleasure while I continued to worship her.

When her orgasm subsided, she gently pulled me up, kissing me
deeply, tasting herself on my tongue. “You are everything to me,”
she whispered, voice raw with love. “"Now let me make love to my
wife.”

She moved over me with gentle confidence, positioning herself
between my spread thighs. The weight of the garter straps tugged
at my stockings as I opened for her. She slicked the dildo generously
with lube, then leaned down to kiss me again, slow, deep, and full of
love.

When she pressed forward, the stretch was overwhelming. I
gasped into her mouth as the thick head breached me, sliding deep
in one smooth, careful thrust. The fullness was incredible; it was
warm, heavy, and entirely hers. Every inch she gave me pressed the
titanium cage firmly against my prostate, sending deep, rolling
waves of pleasure through my core. My breasts ached against the
lace of the bustier, my sensitive nipples scraping with every breath.
The softer, hormone-changed skin of my body felt feverishly alive,
every point of contact with her sending sparks racing through me.



Feeling my wife inside me was the most erotic and loving thing in
the world to me.

Olivia stayed there for a long moment, buried inside me, her
forehead pressed to mine. “I love you,” she whispered, voice
trembling with emotion. “I love you so much, Harper. My beautiful
wife.”

Then she began to move.

It wasn't frantic or dominating. It was slow, deep, and achingly
intimate—each thrust deliberate, every roll of her hips pressing the
dildo against that perfect spot inside me. I wrapped my legs around
her waist, the silk of our chemises whispering together as our bodies
moved in perfect rhythm. My hands clutched at her back, pulling her
closer, needing her as close as possible. The lace of her chemise
brushed against my breasts with every movement, the sensitive
nipples sending sharp, electric pleasure straight to my core.

Every thrust sent liquid heat blooming through my pelvis. The
titanium cage leaked steadily, thin streams of clear fluid coating my
stomach and the base of the dildo. My breasts bounced gently with
each movement, the soft, newly developed mounds feeling heavy
and tender. The garter straps tugged at my stockings, a constant,
delicate reminder of how completely decorated I was for her.

Olivia never looked away from my face. Her eyes stayed locked
on mine, filled with love, awe, and a fierce, protective tenderness.
“You're so beautiful like this,” she whispered between kisses. “So
open for me. So soft. So mine. I can feel every tremble, every little
sound you make. I love you, Harper. I love you more than anything.”

The pleasure built differently than anything I had ever known—a
deep, slow, rolling wave that started in my core and spread outward,
growing stronger with every thrust. My body trembled beneath her,
completely surrendered, completely loved. Her cock and the cage,
the permanent cage became the center of my universe, grinding
relentlessly against that perfect spot inside me while Olivia moved
inside me with such care and devotion.

“I'm yours,” I gasped, tears slipping down my cheeks.
“Completely yours.”



Olivia’s rhythm deepened, her hips rolling with more intensity as
her own pleasure built. She leaned down, capturing one of my
nipples between her lips, sucking gently as she thrust harder. The
dual sensation—her mouth on my breast and the relentless pressure
on my prostate—pushed me over the edge.

My orgasm crashed over me in long, endless, soul-shaking
waves. No explosive release, just a deep, melting surrender that
wrung me dry. Thin, clear streams of cum leaked helplessly from the
slots of the titanium cage, pooling on my stomach as my body
convulsed beneath her. I cried out, a high, feminine sound of pure
release, my hands clutching desperately at her back as tears of
overwhelming emotion spilled down my cheeks.

Olivia followed moments later, moaning my name as she ground
down hard, her body shuddering with pleasure. She collapsed onto
me, both of us breathing hard, skin slick with sweat and my leaking
release.

For a long moment, she simply held me, her forehead pressed to
mine, our breaths mingling in the warm space between us. Then she
shifted slightly, reaching down between our bodies. Her fingers
traced through the warm, clear fluid that had leaked from the
titanium cage onto my stomach. She gathered a generous amount
onto her fingertips, bringing them up between us so I could see the
glistening evidence of my surrender.

“Look at what you gave me,” she whispered, her voice thick with
love and awe. She brought her fingers to her lips, slowly licking my
cum from them with deliberate, sensual strokes, her eyes never
leaving mine. The sight sent a fresh wave of overwhelmed emotion
through me. Then she leaned down, capturing my mouth in a deep,
lingering kiss. She shared the taste with me, her tongue sliding
against mine, letting me taste my own submission mixed with her
love. It was intimate, filthy, and profoundly sacred all at once.

For a long time, we simply held each other. Olivia kissed my tear-
streaked cheeks, my forehead, my swollen lips, whispering soft
words of love and praise between each kiss.

“My wife,” she murmured again and again, her hand resting
possessively over the titanium cage between my legs. "My perfect,



locked, beautiful wife. I will never let you feel alone again. You are
safe. You are loved. You are mine.”

I closed my eyes, floating in the warm, sticky, silk-wrapped
afterglow, completely spent and utterly at peace. The man I used to
be was gone. In his place was something soft, cherished, and
eternally bound.

And I had never been happier.
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The months after our wedding settled into a rhythm of profound,
luxurious peace. Jake never became a rival or a complication. He
became something far more elegant, a carefully curated, trusted
presence in our shared world. He respected Olivia’s absolute
authority and held a genuine, protective affection for my soft,
delicate nature. He wasn't invited into our daily life, nor did he seek
to be. Instead, he existed as our exclusive, cherished male partner,
joining us for private weekends or intimate dinners, always under
Olivia’s watchful, matriarchal supervision. He satisfied the deeper,
physical cravings of my submissive wiring without ever threatening
the sacred bond between Olivia and me. He was an asset to our
marriage, not a threat to it.

On a quiet Sunday morning a few months after the wedding,
golden sunlight filtered through the tall windows of our beautiful
home, casting warm patterns across the marble kitchen island. I
stood at the counter in a soft blush satin robe that brushed the tops
of my thighs, the familiar, comfortable weight of the titanium cage a
constant, reassuring presence between my legs. It no longer felt like
denial or punishment. It felt like home—a profound, loving boundary
that meant I was safe, I was cherished, and I was exactly where 1
belonged.

I prepared Olivia’s coffee exactly the way she liked it, my
movements graceful and content. The hormones had long since
finished their work, leaving me with a soft, feminine body I had
grown to love. My breasts were full and sensitive, my skin smooth,



my hips gently curved. I no longer questioned who I was. I was
Harper, Olivia’s wife, her girl, her greatest creation.

Olivia sat on the plush couch in the living room, legs tucked
beneath her, reading the Sunday paper with a small, peaceful smile.
When I approached with the coffee, she looked up, her dark eyes
softening with that same deep, abiding love that had never wavered.

“Thank you, my love,” she murmured, taking the cup and pulling
me down beside her. She wrapped an arm around my waist, her
hand resting possessively over the satin robe where the titanium
cage lay hidden beneath.

I leaned my head against her shoulder, breathing in her familiar
scent. The city hummed quietly far below us, but in this moment,
the world felt perfectly still.

“I'm so happy,” I whispered, my voice soft and content. "I never
knew it could feel like this.”

Olivia kissed the top of my head, her fingers gently tracing the
edge of the robe.

“You are exactly where you belong,” she said. "My beautiful,
perfect wife.”

Olivia’s fingers traced slow, possessive circles over the platinum
band on my left ring finger, the diamond catching the soft lamplight
as she pressed her palm flat against the rigid pink cage beneath my
silk babydoll. The cool metal of the ring and the unyielding warmth
of the titanium met under her touch, a perfect union of promise and
possession.

“Mine,” she whispered, her voice low and velvet-rough, lips
brushing my temple. “This ring says you're my wife...and this,” she
gave the cage a gentle, proprietary squeeze, feeling the helpless
throb inside, “says you’'ll stay my soft, locked little girl forever.”

A shudder ran through me, the estrogen-softened curves of my
body melting deeper into her embrace. The weight of the cage,
warm and familiar between my smooth thighs, no longer felt like
denial. It felt like devotion. Like home.

I turned my face into her neck, breathing in her scent, and
whispered the only truth that still mattered.

“Yes, Olivia. Always.”
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