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Chapter 1
Dressed to Impress


The dress lay on the bed like a promise. Soft pink. Almost bridal. Delicate in a way that made me feel even more exposed than if it had been tight or revealing. It didn’t command the room. It asked to be touched. It looked like something meant for a spoiled little princess, or a doll who’d never known anything but obedience.

Rachel had chosen it, of course. Just like she’d chosen the lacy pink lingerie I wore beneath it. The balconette bra with its scalloped trim. The matching panties, high-cut and sheer. The garter belt clipped to the pale stockings hugging my legs. Every inch of me had been selected, sculpted, made ready for display.

And tonight was the night.

Rachel’s company ball. Not some office holiday party. This was the event. The one I’d only heard whispers about back when I was still… him. Before I ever imagined I could be brought to something like this. Before I belonged to her.

I was going as her guest. No—her partner. Her submissive. Her secret.

I stared at the dress, still too afraid to slip it on. My heart beat fast, my fingers trembling as I double-checked my makeup in the mirror for the fifth time. I’d gone soft with it—peachy cheeks, glossy pink lips, a smoky little wing at the corners of my eyes that made my lashes look impossibly long. I looked… feminine. Exquisite. Unreal.

And terrified.

The bedroom smelled like perfume and candle wax. My curling iron was still cooling on the counter. My lipstick sat open beside the earrings I hadn’t dared put on yet—delicate rose quartz drops in a little gold setting. Just enough to make me feel owned.

Rachel had told me to get ready early.

“I want you to take your time,” she’d said that morning, brushing my hair with slow, methodical strokes. “I want to know that every part of you was prepared just for me.”

I had. God, I had. I’d shaved slow, scrubbed with rose-scented body wash, moisturized every inch. I’d lotioned and powdered and painted myself into someone beautiful.

And now I was standing in the bedroom, heart thudding against my ribs, too afraid to put the dress on.

What if they knew?

What if they laughed at me?

What if I embarrassed my mistress?

But deeper than the fear was something worse—something hotter.

What if they didn’t?

What if they looked at me and just saw a pretty girl on the arm of a powerful woman?

What if they flirted?

What if I let them?

I was still in that spiral when I heard the door open behind me.

“You’re not dressed,” Rachel said, her tone amused but low, that dangerous purr that made me clench without thinking.

I turned around fast. “I—I was about to⁠—”

She stepped inside, shutting the door with a quiet click. She was already dressed, of course. Her gown was black and sleek, hugging her curves like sin, the slit up one thigh revealing just enough to make my knees go weak. Her hair was twisted into a smooth chignon. Her lipstick was blood red.

As usual, she looked like a goddess.

Rachel crossed the room without rushing, every click of her heels sending a jolt straight down my spine. She picked up the dress from the bed and ran her fingers down the fabric like she was inspecting merchandise.

“Come here,” she said softly. “Arms up.”

I stepped into place, breath held, and lifted my arms. The fabric slid over my skin like a sigh, settling around me in layers. She adjusted the bodice slowly, smoothing it over my breasts, her hands lingering just long enough to make me bite my lip. Then she reached around behind me and pulled the zipper up—inch by inch—until it stopped just below my shoulder blades.

With each tug, I felt like she was sealing me in. Like the version of me I’d lived in all day—nervous, exposed, uncertain—was being wrapped tight in satin and turned into something else entirely.

Her hands didn’t move away when the zipper reached the top. They flattened against my waist, then slid around my hips, pulling me close until I could feel the shape of her body against my back.

“You look good enough to eat,” she whispered, her breath brushing the shell of my ear.

My knees went weak from her words, but had just enough strength to let her turn me toward the mirror. I stared at my reflection and swallowed hard. I was beautiful.

Rachel picked up the earrings I’d left behind and clipped them into place. Her touch was so gentle it made my stomach flip. Like she was dressing me for slaughter. Or worship. Or both.

“You know what tonight means,” she said softly.

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

Her hands rested lightly on my shoulders. “I’m introducing you to people I’ve worked with for years. People I command in meetings. People who respect me.”

I swallowed. “Do they know about me?”

“Some of them,” she said. “Most of them? No. But by the end of tonight, they’ll all know exactly what you are.”

I felt my breath catch. “And what am I?” I whispered.

Her lips brushed my cheek. “Mine.”

That single word made my whole body light up. My legs pressed together, my cheeks flushed, my chest squeezed tight with need.

She bent down and picked up the little pearl clutch she’d chosen for me and tucked it into my hand like she was arming me with something fragile.

“Smile for them,” she said. “Be charming. Let them look at you. Let them wonder.”

“And if someone flirts?”

Rachel smiled. “Let them. Tease them. I want them to see what they can’t have.” Her hand curled around my chin and tilted my face upward so I couldn’t look anywhere but at her. “And if I do let someone have a taste,” she murmured, “it will be because I want them to.”

I whimpered.

She kissed me—slow, indulgent, full of promise—and then stepped back with a gleam in her eye.

“Our chariot awaits,” she said. “Let’s show them who you belong to.”


Chapter 2
Our Entrance


The car was sleek. Of course it was. Rachel didn’t do anything halfway.

It wasn’t a stretch limo, but it was close—black, polished, silent as it pulled up to the curb. The driver stepped out and opened the rear door like he knew who he was collecting: not just a couple, but someone important. Rachel slid in first, a vision in her black dress, crossing her legs like she was settling onto a throne. She didn’t look back when she gestured for me to follow.

I gathered my skirts and stepped inside, heart beating fast. The seat was warm. The lights inside dim. There was a bottle of champagne waiting in a silver bucket, already sweating from the cold.

Rachel didn’t reach for it—she reached for me.

“You’re trembling,” she said, resting her hand on my thigh. “Nervous?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her lips curled. “You should be.”

I swallowed hard. She didn’t move her hand.

The dress was thick but the way she touched me—it didn’t matter. She knew how to find the edge of my garter strap without even trying. She traced the curve of my thigh through the satin, slow and idle, like petting her favorite toy. I kept my legs pressed together, my hands folded in my lap, desperate not to wriggle even as my body betrayed me with warmth and want.

Rachel’s eyes lingered on my face. “You remember your rules?”

I nodded quickly. “Smile. Curtsy if someone’s rude. Let them look, but only flirt if you let me.”

She raised a brow. “If I let you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And if someone touches you?”

I hesitated. “I pull away unless… unless you’ve given permission.”

Her hand squeezed my thigh. “Good girl.”

My stomach fluttered.

She picked up the champagne and poured two glasses. The soft fizz filled the car. She handed me one and clinked her glass to mine. “To your debut, my love,” she said, voice velvet-wrapped and sharp. “To showing the world what my perfectly trained partner looks like.”

I flushed all the way to my ears as I took a sip. The bubbles tickled my tongue. It tasted expensive—crisp and just a little sweet.

The rest of the ride passed in a kind of haze. Rachel didn’t say much, but she didn’t stop touching me either. Her fingers traced idle patterns against my thigh, her gaze occasionally flicking to my profile like she was assessing her masterpiece before it went on display. I stared out the tinted window, trying to calm my breathing, but the city lights just made my nerves worse.

And then there was the hotel. Massive, golden and lit up like a dream. There were valets at the front, guests stepping out in gowns and tuxedos, flashes of sequins and silk and cologne-heavy air. I could already hear the music drifting out the double doors—soft, classical, elegant. The kind of sound that made people straighten their backs and pretend they belonged.

Our car rolled to a stop and Rachel took my glass and set it aside, then leaned in to whisper, “Smile, sweetheart. You’re about to make your grand entrance.”

The door opened. A hand reached in—white-gloved—and Rachel stepped out with the confidence of a woman who ran boardrooms by day and broke girls like me by night.

Then it was my turn. I took her hand as she helped me out, the dress billowing slightly with the movement, the chiffon catching in the breeze like a sigh. The night air hit my skin and I realized, suddenly, how exposed I felt. Not naked. Worse. Vulnerable.

My heels clicked against the pavement. Heads turned.

I wasn’t imagining it. People were looking. At me.

Rachel curled her arm around my waist like it was second nature. Not possessive. Not theatrical. Just… hers. Like she’d done it a thousand times. And in a way, she had.

Inside, the hotel lobby was breathtaking. Marble floors. Crystal chandeliers. Velvet drapes framing golden mirrors. Every detail screamed wealth and control.

We passed through the main hall and toward a grand staircase leading up to the ballroom. I felt every step in my legs, my spine straight, my heart hammering like it wanted to escape my ribcage.

At the top of the stairs, the doors stood open. People milled in small clusters, champagne in hand, laughter soft and knowing.

Rachel paused just before we entered. She leaned in close. “You belong here.”

I nodded.

“Say it.”

“I belong here.”

“Good girl.”

Then we stepped inside.

The ballroom was glowing. Candlelight and gold and soft orchestral music wrapped around us like a spell. People turned as Rachel entered. Some greeted her with familiarity. Others paused with curiosity.

But every eye seemed to flick to me and Rachel did nothing to explain me right away.

She let them wonder. Let them guess.

She walked me straight to the bar, her arm still looped around me, her fingers grazing the bare skin of my back as she ordered two glasses of champagne. She handed me mine and finally turned to face me fully, her voice low, just for me.

“Now, sweetheart. Mingle. Smile. Dance if you’re asked. But don’t forget to whom you belong.”

I looked up at her. “I couldn’t if I tried.”

She smiled then someone tapped her shoulder—an elegant man in a tuxedo with silver at his temples and a wedding ring that didn’t stop his gaze from sliding to me.

“Rachel,” he said smoothly. “You didn’t tell me you were bringing someone tonight.”

Her hand gripped my waist just slightly tighter.

“I thought it was time.”


Chapter 3
Dancing


Rachel’s arm didn’t budge from my waist. “This is Sarah,” she said simply, her tone cool and measured, like that answered everything.

The man’s eyes lingered. Not leering, not crude. Just assessing. The way men do when they’re used to getting what they want.

“I see,” he said, and held out a hand. “Matthew King.”

I recognized his name and knew he was more than just a coworker, he was the CEO of the company which made him Rachel’s direct boss. My fingers trembled as I placed mine in his. “Nice to meet you,” I said, trying to keep my voice from shaking. “Sir.”

The smile that flickered across his face made my skin tighten. Rachel didn’t say anything. Just sipped her champagne and watched.

I didn’t know what to do. I stood there like a doll between them—perfect posture, painted lips, warm champagne in one hand. I knew I looked like something made for show. I was.

But standing next to Rachel, I still felt protected. Grounded.

That changed the moment she let go.

“I see someone I need to speak to,” she murmured, brushing a kiss against my temple. “Stay here. Talk. Or dance. Or don’t. Enjoy yourself, Sarah.”

My stomach dropped. She was leaving me? Just like that?

Before I could answer, she turned and drifted into the crowd—her dress like a streak of ink in the sea of glitter and gold, leaving me alone.

With him.

Mr. King—or Matthew—didn’t seem surprised. “Well,” he said smoothly, “now that we’re not chaperoned, would you care to dance?”

I blinked. “I—I don’t know how.”

“You’re lying,” he said, his grin widening just enough to crinkle the corners of his eyes. “Any girl who looks like you can dance. Come on. One song.”

My feet moved before I said yes, his hand pulling me towards the center of the ballroom. The dance floor was alive now, the string quartet playing something soft and sweeping. Couples moved in slow, elegant circles beneath the chandeliers. I felt like I’d stumbled into a dream—and I was the girl they were all watching, whispering about. The girl in pink.

Matthew’s hand slid around my waist, the other holding my fingers lightly. He led easily, effortlessly. I followed.

We didn’t speak for the first minute. I was too aware of everything. His hand. My breath. The feel of his fingers barely pressing the small of my back.

And the way he looked at me. He didn’t know. He couldn’t know. But he looked at me like he did.

“You’re very lovely,” he said after a moment, his voice low. “Though I suppose you already know that.”

My cheeks flushed. “I don’t. I mean—thank you.”

“Rachel has exquisite taste,” he murmured. “But this is new for her. I’ve never seen her bring anyone to a company event.”

I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what I could say.

“She’s proud of you,” he added. “You can see it.”

“Thank you.”

The song ended, but he didn’t let go.

“Another?”

I nodded, curious to hear more about my wife in the work place, but also curious of him. My head was spinning, but my body didn’t want to stop. I felt warm, dizzy. Desired.

We danced again. This one slower.

I felt so exposed dancing with him. I could feel everyone’s eyes on me, watching me, judging me, but it was only one set of eyes that mattered. Rachel’s. And I could feel them searing me with a deep heat.

His hand moved just slightly. Lower. More sure of itself. He didn’t ask permission—but he didn’t need to. Or did he?

Rachel hadn’t explicitly given us permission, but she had left me with him. She had told me to talk and dance with him, did she intend for more to happen? Did he?

“You’ve made quite an impression,” he murmured, his fingers grazing the bare skin of my back where the dress dipped low. “I think half the room is wondering where Rachel found you.”

I looked up at him. “And the other half?”

He smiled. “I think they’re wondering if they can have you.”

That should’ve scared me—but it didn’t. It made my thighs press closer together beneath the swish of satin.

When the song ended he finally released me.

“Thank you for the dances,” I said, breathless.

“Don’t disappear,” he replied, and brushed a kiss against my knuckles. “I hope to see you again real soon.”

I stood frozen as he walked away, the space around me suddenly too large, too bright. I found the nearest wall and leaned against it, heart pounding, cock pulsing.

I wasn’t just aroused—I was aching. From nothing more than being touched, admired, flirted with, and seen. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt this… wanted. Not used. Not commanded. Desired.

And then, like magic, Rachel appeared at my side again, slipping a hand around my waist like she’d never left.

“Good girl,” she whispered against my ear. “I watched the whole thing.”

I turned to look at her, shame and heat flooding my cheeks. “You did?”

Her smile was slow. “You looked like you belonged to him.”

“I didn’t mean to.”

“I know, sweetheart. It’s not a bad thing.”

Her fingers slipped down to rest just below my waist.

“That’s what makes it so perfect.”


Chapter 4
Permission


Rachel’s hand stayed on my lower back, her fingers gently tracing the line where my dress met bare skin. She didn’t speak right away—just held me there, letting the moment hang between us like silk.

“I watched the way you looked at him,” she said finally, her voice low and rich.

“I—I didn’t mean⁠—”

“Shh,” she murmured. “You didn’t do anything wrong. You were beautiful.”

I blinked at her.

Rachel turned to face me, wine glass in hand now, her eyes glittering in the ballroom light. “You don’t even see it, do you? The way they watch you. The way they want you. You were floating. You looked like a fantasy.”

My throat was dry. I didn’t know what to say. Everything I felt was a contradiction—shame and pride, heat and hesitation, the thrill of being wanted and the fear of wanting it too much.

“You are a fantasy—your own fantasy. You’re everything you’ve ever wanted, everything you were ever meant to be,” she purred, her words making my chest surge with pride.

“I just… I didn’t expect to feel so…” I searched for the word.

“Free?” she offered.

I nodded.

She smiled. “I know.”

I glanced across the room. Matthew was laughing with someone now, but his gaze flicked to me—just once. And it landed like a hand on my thigh.

I looked back at Rachel. “Is this what you wanted?”

Her brow lifted, shoulders shrugging. “What do you want?”

My stomach dropped.

“I don’t know,” I whispered.

She stepped closer, crowding into me until her lips were nearly at my ear. “Then maybe it’s time to find out.”

I froze.

Rachel took a slow sip of her drink and leaned back, her expression calm, unbothered. “Go get some air,” she said. “Touch up your lipstick. Fix your hair. Let them miss you.”

I hesitated. “Where will you be?” I asked.

Her smile was dangerous. “Around. I have lots of business to handle. You enjoy yourself. Do as you please.”

She kissed the corner of my mouth—soft, warm, possessive—and then she was gone again, swallowed by the glittering sea of gowns and tuxedos and murmured conversation.

I stood there for a moment, reeling. Then I did as I was told.

The powder room was down a side hallway, all marble and mirrors and perfume-laced silence. There were women inside, adjusting straps, reapplying gloss, whispering about husbands and meetings and who had done what with whom.

No one noticed me. Maybe that was what gave me the courage to lean into the mirror and pull out the lipstick Rachel had chosen. The same pink as my dress. I reapplied slowly, carefully, watching my reflection with an almost feverish focus.

I looked flushed. Kissed. My heart still hadn’t slowed.

When I emerged, the hallway was quiet—but someone was waiting.

He was standing just to the side of the doorway, one hand in his pocket, the other holding a crystal tumbler filled with amber liquor. He wasn’t looking at me at first. Just down the hall, like he’d been waiting long enough to get bored—but not long enough to leave.

My breath caught the moment he turned. It was him. Mr. King. Matthew.

“Sarah,” he said, nodding like we’d simply picked up where we left off.

I froze, hand tightening on my little pearl clutch. “Mr. King.”

He smiled, slow and smooth. “Call me Matthew.”

My heart was pounding. “Were you—were you waiting for someone?”

“I was,” he said, and took a slow sip of his drink. “You.”

My mouth went dry.

He looked me over, openly this time. The low lighting didn’t hide anything—the blush on my cheeks, the way my dress shifted when I breathed, the nervous flick of my tongue over freshly glossed lips.

“Rachel said you might be here.”

“She did?”

“She said you might want some air. Or… company.”

The hallway stretched quiet around us. He took a step closer, and something in his gaze shifted.

“She said tonight was for you. To celebrate you and all that you’ve become.”

My whole body flushed. My instinct was to pull away. To step back. To say no.

But I didn’t.

Because she had said that. She’d told me to smile. To let them look. To explore.

She’d told me the night was mine.

And now, standing in front of me, was her boss. The man who had danced with me like I was something rare. Who had watched me with hungry, practiced eyes. Who knew exactly who Rachel was—and still looked at me like he might want to take something she claimed.

I didn’t say yes. I didn’t have to.

I took a step closer. Then another. Until I was standing right in front of him.

“I don’t know what Rachel told you,” I whispered.

“She didn’t have to tell me anything.” He leaned in slightly, breath warm against my temple. “She gave me permission.”


Chapter 5
Feeling Seen


The hallway was carpeted and quiet, lined with heavy framed art and discreet gold sconces casting pools of warm light. I walked beside Matthew in silence, the muffled sound of our footsteps the only thing I could hear above the roar in my chest.

I didn’t know where we were going. That wasn’t true. I did know. And I didn’t stop. I followed him like I belonged to him already.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t touch me. But every few steps, he glanced at me—just a flick of his eyes, assessing, watching. Like he was studying me. Or waiting for me to run.

I didn’t.

At the end of the hallway, he stopped in front of a door. 927. One of the executive rooms, of course. The kind reserved for partners, VIPs, people who mattered.

He pulled a key card from his inner jacket pocket and swiped it. The reader blinked green. Beep. Click.

He opened the door but didn’t step through. Just held it wide and looked at me.

I hesitated. Only for a second. Then I stepped through.

The room smelled like luxury—clean linen and candle wax, old wood and something floral I couldn’t name. It was big. Subtle, tasteful, expensive. A small living room opened up before me, with cream-colored chairs and a low velvet sofa. Past that was a bedroom framed in gold and navy, the bed perfectly made, the pillows fluffed and untouched.

It was too quiet. Too intimate.

I stopped just inside the door, unsure of where to stand, what to do. My fingers tightened on the little pearl clutch in my hands, and I heard the soft click of the door shutting behind me, the lock sliding home.

Matthew stepped in slowly, calm and unbothered, as if this were the most natural thing in the world. As if bringing someone like me—dressed in pink, trembling in heels and gloss—into a private suite was part of his evening routine.

“I didn’t expect you to follow,” he said casually, slipping off his jacket and draping it over the back of a chair. “But I hoped you would.”

I turned to face him, my throat dry. “Did Rachel really send you?”

He smiled at that. “Does it matter?”

“Yes.”

“Then yes,” he said, and poured himself a drink from a bottle of amber liquor on the sideboard. “She said the night was yours. That you should be… encouraged to explore.”

His voice made the word explore sound like something indecent.

I took a slow breath. Though I had many experiences with men before, never had any of them been without Rachel by my side, telling me exactly what to do. While I couldn’t deny the pleasure that I felt from those experiences, I knew that Rachel’s demands were part of the arousal.

But she had approved it. She had encouraged it. So perhaps she was still by my side in spirit.

“I’ve never done anything quite like this,” I muttered.

“I know.”

“You don’t know me.”

He took a sip and smirked. “Don’t I?”

I flushed. “You don’t know what I am.”

He stepped closer. “I know what I see.”

I backed up half a step and hit the wall. My back straightened.

“What do you see?”

His gaze swept over me, slow and hot and deliberate. From the loose curls in my hair to the soft pink flush on my cheeks, the gloss on my lips, the satin of the dress.

“I see someone who wants to feel beautiful, desired—taken,” he said.

He struck a chord within me, making my legs wobble, and taking my breath away.

“You looked so poised earlier,” he murmured. “So trained. But under all that polish, there’s something trembling. Something desperate.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

His hand came up—not to touch me, but to trace the air an inch from my face. Like he was drawing a line around my cheekbone, memorizing it.

“Rachel told me you’ve come a long way. That she built you from something raw. And now look at you.”

I could barely breathe. He knew.

He leaned in slowly, his breath warm against my temple, just shy of a kiss.

“I’ve always wanted to be with someone like you,” he whispered. “Someone brave, someone who understands what they really want, who they really are.”

His fingers brushed my bare shoulder, light as a whisper. I shivered.

“But still so reserved, so humble about their beauty. It’s like you ache to be seen.”

“I do,” I breathed.

“I see you.”

I looked up at him. “Do you?”

He nodded once. “Clear as day.”

His hand settled on my waist. It was gentle and grounding, but sent shivers down my spine.

“I see a girl wanting to fit in. To believe they belong.”

“Yes.”

He tilted his head, and I could feel his gaze on my lips. “You’re beautiful and you do.”

I didn’t speak. I leaned in.

Or maybe he did.

Either way, the space between us vanished—and then we were kissing. His lips were firm, confident, hungry without being cruel. His hand slipped from my waist to the small of my back, pulling me close until my chest was flush against his, my breath caught somewhere between a gasp and a moan.

The kiss deepened. It wasn’t gentle anymore. It was a claiming.

His tongue swept against mine, teasing, tasting, demanding more. My fingers curled into his shirt, my body melting into his without permission. I moaned into his mouth, and his hand tightened at my back, pulling me tighter, as if he’d been waiting for that sound.

When he finally pulled away, I was breathless. Dizzy. Ruined.

He looked at me like he already knew how I’d taste. How I’d sound. How I’d beg.

But he didn’t push. He stepped back instead. Picked up his glass. Took a long, slow sip.

“I’ll give you a moment,” he said. “To think about what you want.”

Then he sat in one of the armchairs, legs crossed, watching me with calm, quiet heat.

Waiting for me to decide.


Chapter 6
Good Girl


Ididn’t wait. I didn’t think. I just jumped.

One second I was frozen at the edge of the room, trembling in pink satin, and the next I was on top of him—straddling his lap, kissing him like I was starving. His hands caught me instantly, strong and greedy, one at my waist, the other in my hair. My skirt rode high as I ground down against his cock, and fuck, he was hard. Thick and ready. The pressure of him against my cage made me gasp.

“You needy little slut,” he growled into my mouth. “I knew you’d be like this.”

I moaned and rocked against him, the friction maddening, completely useless. He pulled back just long enough to look me over—my messy curls, smeared gloss, panting mouth—and then?

He ripped my dress in half.

Literally grabbed the neckline and tore it like tissue. The sound of it made me flinch—and then flush.

“Fuck,” he muttered.

I was practically bare underneath. Just the baby-pink lingerie Rachel had picked out for me. Lacy and skimpy, adhered to my skin with sweat and lust. It framed my chest like I had something worth showing and clung to my tucked little bulge like it was decoration, not function.

He groped me hard. Everywhere.

Hands on my chest, my waist, my hips, my ass. He manhandled me like I was his. Like he couldn’t decide where to touch first. I squealed when he bit at my neck, sharp and messy, leaving wet red marks all the way down my chest.

“God, you’re so soft, so delicate,” he said, running his tongue over the curve of my breast form.

I whimpered from his touch—so different than any I had felt before.

He stood suddenly, lifting me like I weighed nothing. I clung to his shoulders, breath caught in my throat, and he tossed me onto the bed. I landed on my stomach with a bounce and barely had time to squeal before he flipped me over and yanked me onto my knees.

“I want that ass up,” he said. “Show me what you’ve been trained for.”

My face burned. My heart pounded. I felt so exposed—knees wide, shoulders down, my tiny pink cage tucked tight between my thighs. He reached between my legs and unsnapped the crotch strap of my lingerie, popping each little button like he’d done it before.

The lace peeled open and I was his.

“Ohhh yeah,” he said, palming both cheeks. “Now this is what a good little girl looks like.”

He spread me with both hands, slow and wide. I shuddered as cool air hit my hole.

“Look at that. Tight and pink and just waiting.”

I buried my face in the sheets and moaned as his finger traced the rim. I gasped. My back arched. My hips twitched backward without meaning to.

“You want it here?” he asked, mocking.

“Yes,” I breathed.

I cried out as one finger pushed in. He worked it slowly, opening me, stroking deeper. Then two. Then a stretch that made my eyes roll back.

I was shaking, cage leaking, thighs slick.

He pulled his fingers out and wiped them down the inside of my thigh. “Good and ready,” he said.

I heard the rustle of fabric. His zipper. The sound of his cock coming free. And then—I felt him.

Pressing. Thick. Relentless.

He didn’t ask again—he didn’t need to. He just took me. Slow at first, stretching me open, then harder. Deeper. My fingers clenched the sheets. My mouth opened in a silent scream. “Ohhh fuck, yes⁠—”

He grabbed my hips and slammed forward. Balls slapping. Skin on skin. Me, nothing but wet gasps and whimpers as he used me like I was built for it.

Because I was.

I felt every inch of him. Felt my hole squeeze around him. Felt my pathetic little cage twitch as my prostate lit up like fire.

“You like getting used like this?” he grunted.

“Y-yes, sir⁠—!”

“Does this make you feel like a real woman?”

“Yes! Please don’t stop⁠—!”

He pulled my hair. Fucked me harder. Groaned deep as his cock throbbed inside me.

“Take it,” he growled. “Take every inch like the good little slut you were made to be.”

I was whining, gasping, drooling into the sheets. My body rocked under every thrust, my ass stinging from how hard he gripped it. My cage was aching. Every stroke against my prostate sent another jolt through me.

He let go of my hair just long enough to slap my ass—hard. The sound cracked through the room. I yelped, then moaned like a fucking whore.

“Such a tight fucking hole,” he panted. “Can’t believe your wife trained you this well.”

“She wanted me like this,” I panted. “Pretty. Obedient. Ready to be used.” I let out a cry as he thrust harder in me. “But I wanted it, too. I needed it.”

He reached around and grabbed my chest, pulling me upright against his.

“And now you’re better than ever,” he whispered into my ear. “You’re perfect.”

My whole body seized. My cock tried to swell in its cage, but it couldn’t—just leaked, twitching pathetically. I was shaking.

“Fuck me,” I begged. “Please, more—make me yours.”

He didn’t answer with words. He just held me there—hips grinding, breath hot against my neck, cock pulsing deep inside me.

I was clenching so hard I could barely breathe. Every thrust lit me up, raw and aching and perfect.

“I need it,” I gasped. “This is who I am.” My voice cracked. My body shook.

He groaned—louder, deeper—and slammed in one last time, cock twitching hard inside me.

And then he came.

Spilled into me in hot, thick waves, panting against my back as he pumped every drop in.

The feeling was overwhelming. Everything tonight was—the dress, the attention, the praise, the desire. I thought about it all as I felt him climax, then I came too.

I collapsed forward. Breathless. Used. Perfect.

And then—click. The door opened.

I froze, but Matthew didn’t.

He sat up slowly, zipping his pants. Calm. Like this was all just part of the plan.

Because it was.

Rachel stepped inside like she owned the place. Black gown still flawless. Lips red. Not angry. Not surprised. Smiling.

“Well,” she said, heels clicking toward the bed, “looks like everything went according to schedule.”

I tried to cover myself, I tried to speak and explain myself, but I couldn’t do either.

Matthew looked at her and grinned. “You were right,” he said. “She’s something special.”

Rachel crossed her arms and leaned against the wall. “I told you.”

He adjusted his cufflinks like he was leaving a meeting. “You have the promotion.”

Rachel’s smile widened. “Good.”

He walked past her with a final nod. “I can only hope that you can transform and train the company as well as you did her.”

“I will.”

The door shut behind him and Rachel turned to me. Slow, smug, and beaming. “You did so well, Sarah,” she said. “I’m proud of you.”

I blinked up at her, still flushed, still dripping, still throbbing from the inside out. “You… planned this?”

“Of course,” she said, sitting at the edge of the bed. “You think I’d let my sissy get fucked by my boss without approval?”

I whimpered, unsure of how to feel.

She kissed my forehead, soft, tender, full of affection.

“Don’t feel mad, dear. Tonight was perfect,” she assured me. “Tonight I wanted you to feel free, to feel feminine and beautiful, to feel your true potential as the woman that you’ve become. Did you feel that way?”

I nodded. I had.

“As you should,” she smiled, voice syrupy sweet. “And now that I’ve got the promotion, we can finally have everything we’ve dreamed of.”

Her hand slid over my thigh, fingers possessive, sure.

“You can be Sarah. Not just for me. Not just for tonight. But truly. Forever.”

She kissed my neck—soft, slow, claiming.

“You can live the life you were always meant for.”

Her lips brushed my chin.

“And I can finally have all of you. The real you.”

Then she kissed me—deep, warm, and certain—as my whole body melted into hers.

Suddenly it was official. I wasn’t Sam anymore.

I was Sarah. Forever.

And I was hers.
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Billionaire’s Sissy Maid

Derek’s life was as comfortable as it could be for a college student without a permanent residence. This was thanks to his job as a house sitter which helped him both pay for tuition and provide a roof over his head. But when he gets a new job at a secluded hillside mansion, his easy job suddenly takes a turn for the worse after he breaks all of the home owner’s rules.

Soon Derek is scrambling to please the house’s billionaire owner, Sandra, who gives him two options: commit to doing everything she commands or face the consequences of his actions. Things quickly escalate as she pushes him to prove his devotion and obedience to her.
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For three straight days, Stephen is surprised by gifts left on his desk, each containing a new piece of lingerie. On the fourth day, he finds a chastity cage and an invitation to meet his secret admirer—but only if he wears everything he's received. Suddenly, he finds himself intrigued by the seductive garments and the mysterious device.

Unable to resist the temptation, Stephen dresses up, hiding the lingerie under his clothes, and goes to find his admirer. He soon discovers that it’s Juliette, the stunning daughter of his boss, and that she has bigger plans for him than just wearing lingerie—a complete transformation awaits. A transformation that makes him question himself and his true desires.

As Juliette continues to train him, Stephen delves deeper into his desires, learning how to serve his boss properly in his new position and finding himself in a twisted web of romance through this three book series containing: Feminized By My Boss's Daughter, Trained By My Boss's Daughter, and Ravished By My Boss's Wife.
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