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Chapter 1: Friday

The alarm hadn’t gone off yet.

I was awake at five-fourteen, the blue digits of the phone burning a quiet rectangle into the ceiling of a room I couldn’t pretend wasn’t mine. The manila folder was on the nightstand, where I’d left it three days ago, where it had sat through Wednesday and Thursday like a document that knew more about Friday than I did. I hadn’t reread it after midnight. I hadn’t needed to. The preferences were memorized: oral giving and receiving, anal giving, prostate stimulation on the client administered by the escort, no bondage, no marks, no rough handling, two hours, The Velvet Room, $600, he likes blondes.

He likes blondes. Candy would handle that. Candy handled everything.

The cage was warm between my thighs. The morning erection was mild, the hormones continuing their patient work on the circuitry, and the bars pressed against the swelling with a familiarity that had stopped registering as discomfort weeks ago. The swelling was morning. The cage was body. The two had merged into a single physiological fact, no more remarkable than the pulse in my throat.

What was remarkable was the rest of me. The tenderness beneath the camisole where the breast buds pushed against silk. The hips that had settled into the mattress with a softness the mattress hadn’t changed to produce. The skin: smooth from waxing and hormones, the sheet sliding against my legs the way sheets slide against women’s legs in the mornings they’re dreading, the mornings they’ve been counting down to, the mornings they’ve spent practicing for.

I had practiced. Two sissygasms two nights ago, voluntary, alone, spitroast position against the wall with a suction-cup dildo and a plug and the silence where the sardonic narrator used to live during orgasm. I had practiced because I wanted to be good at it. The wanting was the part I was still negotiating with.

Five-seventeen. Three more hours until Candy opened the salon. Six more hours until the booking.

I lay there and did the thing I’d been doing for three days: imagined it.

The Velvet Room. The red velvet chaise lounge. The silk sheets on the king bed. The indirect warm lighting. The marble-topped nightstand with the crystal decanter and two glasses. I knew the room. I’d cleaned it. I’d scrubbed the fixtures and changed the sheets and found the used condom in the trash eight weeks ago, when the cage was new and the evidence of what happened in that room made my cock swell against bars I was still learning to hate.

I didn’t hate the bars anymore. That was the problem. The cage was the body’s architecture now, and the body’s architecture was pointed at Friday, and Friday was pointed at a man named Julian who liked blondes and wanted my mouth and my ass and my hands on his prostate, and all of those things were things I’d done on silicone, and all of those things were things my body had responded to with enthusiasm my rationalizations couldn’t edit, and all of those things were going to happen tonight.

The alarm went off at six. I’d been awake for forty-six minutes, and every one of them had been spent in a kind of focused, resigned anticipation that was either preparation or dread, and I could no longer tell the difference.



Candy’s salon at eight. The pink walls, the mirrored wall, the warm lighting, the treatment chair, the supply trays, the smell of styling products and hormone vials and the faint synthetic sweetness of Candy’s shampoo. The salon was the room where my body was maintained, adjusted, and prepared. Candy’s hands produced changes that I discovered later, after the fact, in mirrors and in the way fabric fell and in the reactions of strangers who called me “miss.”

Candy was waiting. Platform heels, pink scrubs over the corset, platinum extensions in a high ponytail, the F-cup chest straining against pink fabric. Her permanent pout assessed me as I walked in, and then the pout broke into a grin that was too wide and too genuine to be anything but Candy.

“Friday girl!” she said. She clapped her pink-nailed hands. “Oh my god, okay. We are doing this. Come, come, come. Sit.”

I sat in the salon chair. In the mirror: a young woman with light brown hair past her jaw, soft features, the remnants of last night’s skincare routine making the skin luminous in the salon’s warm light. The eyes were scared. Not panicked. Scared in the specific way that includes preparation, that has done the math and shown up anyway.

“Okay, babes.” Candy snapped on pink latex gloves. The snap was the starting pistol. “We’re going blonde for this one. The file says soft blonde, natural makeup, black lingerie. Julian is a gentle-touch client, very clean, very nice, super respectful. He tips well. He’s been with us for, like, two years? Three? Aria had him for a while. He liked her fine. He likes everyone fine. He’s just, like, easy. Good starter.”

She was already working. The wig: blonde, human hair, honey highlights, the one I’d worn to some Companion bookings. She fitted it over my own hair, which was now long enough to tuck but not long enough to pass as the length the file requested. Her fingers worked the edges, blending, securing, adjusting. In two minutes, the reflection went from light brown to soft blonde. The face changed with the hair. Blonde made the eyes look wider, the features softer, the bone structure more prominent. I looked younger. I looked: available.

“Makeup,” she said, already reaching for the palette. “Natural beat for Julian. He doesn’t want a whole production. He wants the girl-next-door who just happens to be on her knees.”

The words landed without impact. Candy said things like this the way other people said “pass the salt.” The normalization was her superpower and her purpose: to make the impossible seem procedural, the degrading seem cheerful, the terrifying seem like a regular Tuesday. She’d been doing it for twelve years, and the twelve years had produced a woman who could describe fellatio technique while applying mascara and make both sound like reasonable morning activities.

Foundation. Concealer. A lighter contour than I usually wore, keeping the face soft. Blush: warm peach, not the cool pink I preferred. Eye shadow: champagne and a barely-there taupe. Mascara: the waterproof formulation she always used because “you never know when a girl’s going to cry, babes, and waterproof is just basic respect for craftsmanship.” Lip liner: nude pink. Lipstick: soft rose. No gloss. Julian didn’t request gloss.

“Lingerie,” she said, and handed me a black lace set from the wardrobe closet. The bra was a training bra, padded enough to suggest the A-cup shape the hormones and breast buds were building toward, delicate enough that a client’s hand could feel the real tenderness beneath. The panties were black lace, cut to accommodate the cage, the fabric stretching around the small metal shape the way it had been stretching for weeks now. Stockings: sheer black, thigh-highs with a lace top. The cage was visible through the lace panties as a subtle outline, the metal shape against flesh, the secret that every client had been told about and every client’s file acknowledged and every booking’s consent forms included as a line item.

I changed in the salon’s changing corner. The lingerie went on with practiced hands: panties first, adjusted around the cage, the lace settling against the metal with the softness-against-hardness contrast that was my body’s permanent condition. Stockings next, rolled up smooth legs, the lace tops gripping the thighs. Bra last, the padded cups settling over the tender buds, a preview of the fullness the hormones would eventually provide.

“Fresh plug for warmup,” Candy said. She handed me a slim plug, smaller than the medium I used for practice, tapered for comfort. “Pop this in about thirty minutes before the booking. Lube in the kit. It just opens you up so the first, like, contact isn’t a shock.” Her clinical competence surfaced: “0.3 centimeters less diameter than the medium you’ve been using, so it’s not going to stretch, it’s going to prep. Like a warm-up before a workout.”

She paused. Her blue contact lenses held my eyes in the mirror.

“Nataly.” She used the name the way everyone used the name now: naturally, reflexively, as if it had always been there. “Do you understand the booking and the standard safe-stop protocol?”

“Yes.”

“Say it back to me.”

“Green means continue. Yellow means slow down. Red means stop. The agency phone is on the nightstand in the suite. If I can’t verbalize, I knock on the headboard three times.”

“Perfect.” She asked again, because Candy always asked twice. “And you understand the booking acts?”

“Yes.”

“You’re going to be amazing, babes.” She squeezed my shoulder. The squeeze was warm, maternal. Candy had watched a hundred girls through this doorway, and she believed, genuinely and without irony, that the doorway led somewhere good. “Your body is so ready for this. I’ve been watching you for, like, two months? And your body knows. Trust me. Trust it.”

I nodded. The nod was smaller than I intended. In the mirror, the blonde woman in black lace and sheer stockings looked ready. Her face was composed, her posture correct, her legs smooth and crossed at the ankle. She looked like someone who had done this before. She hadn’t. The mirror was lying, or the mirror was telling a truth about the future that the present hadn’t caught up to.



Margaux appeared at the salon threshold at nine-fifteen.

She did not enter. She stood in the doorway: black blazer, silk blouse buttoned to the throat, pencil skirt, pointed-toe stilettos, her reading glasses resting against the thin chain at her throat. The silver streaks in her dark hair caught the salon’s warm light. She held a folder in one hand, the folder I’d memorized, Julian’s file.

She looked at me. The look was not the full-attention look from her office three days ago, the look that had accompanied “you’ve done well.” This was the professional look, the assessing look, the look that evaluated product before it left the showroom.

“The file is in order,” she said. Her voice was low, French-accented, unhurried. “The suite is prepared. Candy has confirmed your physical readiness. The safe-stop protocol has been reviewed.”

A pause. Not for effect. For accuracy.

“You are Tier 2 now. Perform accordingly.”

The words were flat. Professional. Devoid of warmth, of the micro-tenderness that had lived in “you’ve done well.” These words were not for me. They were for the agency, for the system, for the hierarchy that required a Tier 2 escort to receive her first sexual booking with the same institutional precision that a Tier 0 trainee received her first cage.

But underneath the flatness, beneath the professional delivery and the blazer and the reading glasses, was the fact that Margaux Devereaux had come to the salon threshold to deliver a six-word directive that could have been a text, a note, a message through Candy. She had come in person. She had looked at me. The looking had lasted three seconds longer than institutional precision required.

She left. The heels clicked down the hallway and faded.

“She likes you,” Candy said, already cleaning up the makeup station. “Like, she almost never comes down for first sexuals. She just sends the file. She came down for yours.”

“She came down because this is a management function.”

Candy’s permanent pout curved into the specific smile that meant she knew something I didn’t and found my ignorance adorable. “Sure, babes. Totally. A management function.”



The Velvet Room at three in the afternoon.

I’d spent the hours between the salon and the booking in my room, not practicing, not reviewing, not doing anything productive. I sat on the bed in the lingerie and the wig and the stockings and the makeup and I breathed. I looked at the ceiling. I looked at the nightstand: the lip balm, the makeup bag, the empty space where the manila folder had been. The folder was downstairs now, in the suite, in the file holder mounted inside the nightstand drawer where the agency kept booking documentation. Everything was where it was supposed to be. Including me.

The plug went in at two-thirty. Lubricant from the kit, applied in the shared bathroom with the door locked, the tapered tip sliding into a body that accepted it with the ease of weeks of practice. The prostate pressure was gentle, a low hum, the plug smaller than what I was used to. The cage stirred. I breathed through it.

I walked to the third floor. Heels on the stairs, the specific careful navigation of the brownstone’s narrow stairwell in three-inch pumps. The third-floor hallway: dim, lit by sconces, amber light on dark wallpaper, thick carpet that swallowed heel sounds. Four doors with discreet brass plates. The Velvet Room was the second on the left.

I opened the door. The suite was as I remembered it. As I’d cleaned it. The red velvet chaise lounge, the king bed with silk sheets I’d ironed myself two months ago, the indirect warm lighting, the marble nightstand with the decanter and two glasses. The scent was sandalwood and leather and the faint residual complexity of expensive cologne and bodies and what happened in rooms that existed for this purpose. I’d cleaned this scent out of the sheets. Now I was on this side of it.

I checked the room. The agency phone on the nightstand: present, charged. The lube in the drawer: present, the brand Candy recommended. The towels on the warming rack: fresh, white, folded. The lighting: warm, indirect, making skin look golden. Everything was professional. Everything was prepared.

I sat on the edge of the bed. The silk was cool against the backs of my thighs. The cage hung between my legs, the lace panties stretching over the outline, the metal warm from my body. The plug pressed gently against my prostate. The room waited.



Julian arrived at three-fifteen. The door opened and a man walked in, and the man was real.

Late forties. Brown hair with a distinguished streak of gray at the temples. Clean-shaven. Tailored navy blazer over an open-collar white shirt. The shirt was linen. The watch was expensive without being ostentatious. The shoes were Italian leather. He moved unhurriedly, familiar with rooms like this, with their protocols and rhythms, comfortable in a space that existed at the intersection of money and desire.

He closed the door. The click was quiet, final.

“Nataly?” His voice was warm, low, professional-friendly. He used first names on purpose.

“Yes.”

He looked at me. Not the way Atticus had looked at me at the quarterly reception: proprietary, gravitational, assessing an acquisition. Julian’s look was appreciative. Simple. He looked pleased, as if the delivery matched the order.

“I’m Julian.” He set a slim leather portfolio on the side table by the chaise. “I was told you’re new to Tier 2. Is that right?”

“Yes.”

“Then we go at your pace.” He said this simply, the way a man says something he means. “I’ve read your file. Your limits are my limits. You have the safe-stop protocol. I’ll ask you before anything changes. If at any point you need to pause, we pause.”

I nodded. The nod was steadier than the one in the salon.

“You’re very pretty,” he said. The word landed differently from a client than from a mirror. The word had a buyer’s weight, a consumer’s certainty. He wasn’t telling me I was pretty because he wanted me to feel better. He was telling me I was pretty because I was the product he’d selected and the product met specifications. “Shall we start with a drink?”

He poured from the crystal decanter. Whiskey, expensive, the amber liquid catching the warm light. Two glasses. He handed me one. We sat: he on the chaise, I on the bed’s edge, three feet of carpet and the entire history of my life between us.

I sipped. The whiskey was smooth, warm, the heat spreading through my chest. The happy-pill path that Candy kept mentioning would have made this easier. The happy pill wasn’t here yet. What was here was whiskey and training and the knowledge that my body had done everything this booking required, on silicone, in the dark, with a plug in my ass and a dildo on the wall and two sissygasms that had silenced every objection my brain had stored.

Julian set his glass down. He stood. He crossed the three feet of carpet.

“Come here,” he said. Gently. Not a command. An invitation backed by the contract and the money behind it.

I stood. The heels put me at five-ten, my eyes level with his chin. He smelled like clean linen and cedar and something warm underneath. His hand found the side of my face, the thumb tracing my cheekbone. The touch was careful. Not timid. Careful the way a man is careful with something expensive.

“Beautiful,” he said. “We’ll start simple.”



Julian sat on the chaise and I knelt between his knees.

The position was trained. Candy’s training room, the padded mat, the suction-cup dildo at kneeling height, her voice coaching depth and angle and breathing. The position was identical. The context was everything.

His pants were down. His cock was in front of my face. It was a real cock. Average length, slightly thick, cleanly groomed. The first real cock I’d seen this close since the contract. The smell was warm skin and soap and the faint musk underneath that no amount of grooming eliminates because the musk is the body’s honesty. Not silicone. Not lubricant. Skin.

My mouth opened. This was the moment. The moment that the training room had been pointing at, that every jaw-ache session had been preparing for, that every “good girl” from Candy had been rehearsing. The moment that the cage had been anticipating, the cage that was stirring now, the bars pressing against swelling flesh, pre-cum already beading at the tip.

I took him in my mouth.

The sensation was different. Warmer than silicone. The skin had texture, ridges, the vein on the underside pulsing with a rhythm that belonged to a body. The head was softer than silicone, yielding slightly against my tongue, and the taste was clean skin and the faintest salt and the awareness that this was a man, a person, a body connected to a face that was looking down at me with the expression of someone being served.

I used the technique. Tongue on the underside. Lips sealed. Slow, measured rhythm. Breathing through the nose. The depth that Candy had drilled: take him to the back of the throat, hold, draw back, tongue work on the head, repeat. The jaw settled into the ache that was no longer an ache but a familiar state. The mouth worked. The body worked.

“Good,” Julian said. His hand found the top of my head, the fingers resting on the blonde wig, not pushing. “That’s good. Slow like that.”

The praise landed in the cage. Pre-cum leaked through the bars, dampening the lace panties, the wetness spreading as the arousal built. The connection Candy had described, the one the training had wired, the sympathetic loop between throat and P-spot, was active. Every swallow sent a pulse to the prostate. Every pulse made the plug shift against the spot. Every shift made the cage leak more. The circuit ran mouth to prostate to cage, a closed system where the cock served and the body responded and the response was pleasure I couldn’t attribute to anything except the act itself.

I took him deeper. Seven inches was my training depth. He was shorter than that, which meant the throat opened easily, the gag reflex absent, the technique operating within its proven range. Julian inhaled sharply. His hips shifted. His hand pressed slightly on my head, not guiding, reacting.

“Nataly.” He said my name like it meant something. Like the mouth around his cock belonged to a person with a name and the name was worth saying. “You can use your hands.”

I brought my hands up. One on the base of his cock, the other on his inner thigh. The touch was professional. Candy’s training again: “Hands show engagement, babes. One on the cock, one on the body. It tells him you’re present, not just performing.” I was present. The performance and the presence were merging, the line between them thinning with each stroke, each swallow, each pulse in the cage.

Julian’s breathing changed. He was close. The physiological signs Candy had taught me to read: shortened breath, tensed thighs, the cock thickening slightly at the base. I increased the pace, shortened the strokes, focused on the head, the tongue circling the ridge the way the training aid had taught my mouth to circle ridges.

He pulled my head gently from his cock. “I want to touch you.”

The words rearranged the room. I was no longer only the person serving. I was the person being attended to.

Julian guided me to stand, then sit on the edge of the chaise beside him. His hands moved down my body: collarbone, the training bra’s edge, the stomach, the hip. When he reached the cage, he didn’t flinch. He knew it was there. The file told him. His fingers traced the lace over the cage, feeling the metal bars beneath the fabric, the swelling pressing against them, the pre-cum dampening everything.

Then he lowered his mouth to the lace-covered cage. He kissed the metal shape through black lace, lips warm over the trapped outline, tongue finding the curve where pre-cum had already started wetting the gusset. The contact was indirect and somehow worse for it, his mouth on the place everyone had agreed no longer belonged to me.

“May I?” he asked.

“Yes.”

He pulled the panties aside. The cage was exposed: pink metal, familiar bars, the cock inside swelling against the same architecture that had held it for weeks. Pre-cum glistened at the tip, pooling in the drainage holes. Julian looked at the cage with: interest. Clinical, erotic interest. He had paid for a specific product, and his attention examined its specifics.

His mouth found my inner thigh next. Then the perineum, beneath the cage, the spot where the skin was sensitive and smooth and waxed and connected to everything. His tongue pressed against the perineum and the prostate responded from inside, the plug shifting with the pressure, and I made a sound that I didn’t recognize and that the training room hadn’t prepared me for because the training room didn’t include a real man’s mouth on the skin between my cage and my ass.

“There,” Julian said against my skin. “Relax into it.”

His tongue worked the perineum. The plug shifted with each press. The cage leaked freely, the drainage holes shining wet, the slickness gathering at the lock and slipping into the crease of my thighs. My hands gripped the chaise’s velvet. My back arched. The wig brushed my shoulders. The sensation was new. Real. The training room’s simulation of a body’s pleasure was a pencil sketch of the oil painting that was Julian’s mouth on my skin, his breath warm, his hands steady on my thighs, the plug pressing against the prostate from inside while his tongue pressed from outside.

I was making sounds. Small, broken sounds that the voice feminization training had produced in one register and that the pleasure was producing in another. The cage strained. The panties were soaked through. Julian’s mouth was wet against my skin.

He pulled back. “Turn over. Hands and knees.”

I moved to the bed. The silk sheets were cool against my palms, my knees. The position was hands and knees. The plug was still inside. Julian moved behind me, the bed shifting with his weight. His fingers found the plug’s base and drew it out slowly, the prostate dragging against the surface, a shudder running through my body as the emptiness replaced the fullness.

“I’m going to check you first,” he said. “Then I’ll enter you. Is that okay?”

“Yes.” My voice held the feminine register, holding steady, the word clear.

Lube, cold, warming quickly. His finger touched the opening the plug had prepared, not pushing yet, just pressing, giving my body a second to report itself. The body reported: ready. Embarrassingly ready. The muscle softened around the first careful pressure and accepted him with the same trained relaxation Candy had drilled into me on tables and mats and late-night practice sessions.

“Still green?”

“Green.”

He slid one finger in. Slow. Careful. The finger was smaller than the plug, smaller than the training dildo, but the intimacy of a real hand checking me before a real cock entered made the cage leak harder than the size should have justified. He curled slightly, not hunting for the prostate yet, just confirming the angle, the warmth, the way my body opened around touch when the touch was patient and the person behind it was listening.

“Good,” he said. “You are ready.”

The condom wrapper crinkled. More lube, cold, warming quickly. The head of his cock pressed against me, against the opening Julian had checked and the plug had prepared, and the body’s acceptance was not reluctant. The body had been trained for this. The body opened the way bodies open when the preparation has been thorough and the person kneeling is ready whether or not she’s admitted it to herself.

He entered slowly. The sensation was different from the plug, different from the training dildo, different from anything silicone. The warmth. The give. The slight irregularity of a real body’s shape, not the manufactured uniformity of a training tool. The head breached the ring of muscle, and the muscle accepted, and the rest of him followed, and the fullness was complete. Not the plug’s preparation fullness. The fullness of being entered by a person who was present and warm and breathing behind me.

Julian’s hands settled on my hips. His thumbs pressed the small of my back. He began to move: slow, deep, the rhythm measured, the control deliberate. Each stroke pressed against the prostate. Each press sent the pulse through the closed circuit: prostate to cage to brain and back. The cage bounced between my thighs with each thrust, the bars slick with pre-cum, the small metal shape swinging with the rhythm of a man inside me.

“You feel incredible,” Julian said, the composure straining at the edges. “Just like that. Stay exactly like that.”

I gripped the silk sheets. The fabric bunched under my fingers. The sensations were the fullness, the prostate, the cage’s useless weight, the sound of skin against skin, the sound of Julian’s breathing, the sound of my own breathing, which had become ragged and high and broken in the way it became during sissygasms, the way it became when the sardonic narrator went quiet and the body spoke for itself.

The narrator was quiet. The narrator had been quiet since Julian’s mouth found my perineum. The sardonic voice, the defense mechanism, the internal editor who had spent eight weeks reframing every pleasure as coincidence and every arousal as coercion, had nothing to say. Because the body was beyond the narrator’s jurisdiction now. The body was kneeling on silk sheets with a real cock inside it and the cage leaking beneath it and the prostate singing and the pleasure real and uncomplicated and impossible to file under “training” or “contract obligation” or “the cage made me react that way.”

This was sex. I was having sex. A man was inside me, and I was on my hands and knees, and the position was the position I’d practiced on silicone, and the sensations were the sensations the training had promised, and the pleasure was the pleasure the sissygasms had previewed, and all of it was happening in the room I’d cleaned in a French maid uniform eight weeks ago, and the only thing I could think was that the silicone had been a lie. Not a bad lie. A preparatory lie. The lie that said “this is what it’s like” so that the truth could say “no, this is what it’s like,” and the truth was warmer and rougher and deeper and better.

Julian’s rhythm increased. The prostate stimulation built. I was close to something, the gathering internal pressure of a sissygasm approaching, the body preparing for the wave that started inside and crashed outward.

Then Julian slowed.

“I want you to touch me now,” he said. “The way the file says.”

The file. Prostate stimulation on the client, administered by the escort. The line I’d read three days ago and memorized because it was easier to memorize words than imagine a real man asking for my fingers inside him after he’d been inside me.

He withdrew. The emptiness was shocking. The body protested the absence before the brain could frame an opinion. Julian removed the condom, tied it, discarded it, and reclined against the pillows with the calm of a man following a sequence he had requested and paid for and expected me to know how to perform.

“Glove and lube are in the drawer,” he said. “Take your time.”

My hands worked before the panic could organize itself. Drawer open. Glove packet. Lube bottle. Candy’s voice in memory, bright and precise: two fingers only unless requested, pad of the finger, slow pressure, listen to his breathing. The glove snapped onto my right hand. The lube was cold on the fingertips, then warm.

Julian spread his thighs. The sight of him like that, open for me, rearranged the room again. He had used my body and now he was offering his, not in surrender, not in weakness, but in the professional intimacy of the booking’s next act. My fingers touched him. He exhaled.

“Yes,” he said. “Slow.”

I pressed one lubricated finger inside him. The ring gave with careful pressure. Warmth closed around the glove. The anatomy was different from mine and exactly the same in the way bodies are exactly the same when they open around trust. I found the angle. Forward. Slight curl. The motion Candy had described on silicone and diagrams and my own practice, translated now into a real man’s body.

Julian’s cock twitched against his stomach.

“There,” he said, voice lower. “That’s it.”

I moved my finger in small strokes, not thrusting, pressing. His breath changed. The file’s preference became a living thing under my hand: prostate service, not abstract, not a line item, a man shuddering because my lubed finger had found the place inside him that made his cock thicken again.

I lowered my mouth to him.

The angle was awkward until it wasn’t. One hand inside him, one hand at the base of his cock, mouth over the head. I worked him from both places, tongue and finger, the reversal so complete that my brain stopped trying to label who was serving whom. I was serving. That was the answer. My mouth worked his cock while my finger worked his prostate and Julian’s hand found my hair again, not pushing, holding.

“Good,” he said. “Nataly, that’s good.”

The praise hit the cage. Pre-cum pushed through the bars, fresh and humiliating, while I had a finger in a man’s ass and his cock in my mouth and my own prostate still throbbing from being used, the whole room turned into a circuit of bodies learning what they had been trained to do.

He came.

The warmth filled my mouth. The taste was specific. Thick, salt-warm, slightly bitter, coating the tongue and the roof of the mouth and the back of the throat. The taste of a man’s orgasm delivered directly, without the intermediary of silicone or the distance of imagination.

I swallowed. The swallow was practical. Not noble, not degrading, not a statement. The alternative was spitting into the towel on the warming rack, and spitting felt like failure, felt like admitting that the substance in my mouth was something I couldn’t handle, and I could handle it, and the handling was a swallow. Simple. Muscular. The throat closed and opened and the cum went down and the mouth was empty and the act was done.

Julian exhaled. His hand released my hair. He looked at me with the calm satisfaction of a man whose booking had met specifications.

“That was excellent,” he said. “You’re very attentive.”

Attentive. The word Candy would relay tomorrow, the word that would appear in the client feedback, the word that would join the collection of compliments and reviews that tracked my career at Devereaux and Associates. Attentive. The word meant: I was good at this. The word meant: my mouth and my body and my training and my willingness had produced a result that a paying client described as excellent.

I pressed the towel to my lips. The taste lingered. I folded the towel and placed it in the laundry bundle by the door. Then I changed my mind. I took it out. I folded it small and slipped it into the pocket of the robe Candy had left for me. I didn’t ask myself why. The asking would have required an answer, and the answer was in the same locked room as the reasons I’d practiced spitroast alone in the dark.

Julian dressed. He was neat, efficient, the blazer settling onto his shoulders with the ease of a garment that had been put on and taken off in rooms like this many times. He tipped in cash: three hundred-dollar bills folded into the agency’s gratuity envelope on the nightstand.

“Tell Margaux I’ll book again,” he said. He smiled, briefly, at the door. “You’re going to do well here, Nataly.”

The door closed. The Velvet Room was mine again. The sheets were wrinkled. The air smelled like sex and sandalwood and the specific warmth of a room where a transaction had occurred and both parties had received what was advertised.



I stood in the suite and the silence was enormous.

Not empty. Enormous. The silence of a space holding the echo of what had just happened in it, the way concert halls hold echoes after the music stops. My cage was damp. My jaw ached. The taste in my mouth was fading but the memory of the taste was strengthening, the way certain experiences write themselves deeper in retrospect than they registered in real time.

I had done it. The line the last eight weeks had been walking toward, the line the contract had drawn and the training had prepared and the sissygasms had previewed and the private practice sessions had rehearsed. I had crossed it. A real cock. A real client. A real room. Real cum swallowed down a real throat.

The cognitive dissonance arrived on schedule, the brain’s defense mechanisms spinning up to reframe what had happened into something manageable. I told myself: it was professional. I told myself: the training worked, that’s all. I told myself: the body responded to physical stimulation the way bodies respond to physical stimulation, and the swallow was practical, and the pleasure was mechanical, and the “excellent” was a customer review, not an existential verdict.

The towel was in my robe pocket. I’d kept the towel. I’d kept the evidence. The defense mechanisms noted this and had nothing to offer.

I cleaned the suite. Habit. Tier 0 training: strip the sheets, replace, wipe the surfaces, empty the trash, restock the towels. I cleaned the room I’d just been fucked in with the same efficiency I’d cleaned it as a maid, the muscle memory of service overlapping with the muscle memory of service, the two meanings of the word collapsing into a single action: I clean this room because I work here. I was fucked in this room because I work here.

I carried the laundry bundle downstairs. Changed into the robe, then into evening clothes. Candy’s salon for aftercare: a quick physical check, no injuries, no marks. “How was it, babes?” she asked, and I said, “Fine,” and the word was the truest lie I’d told since signing the contract.

I went to the fourth floor. I walked down the hallway to my room. The heels clicked on the hardwood. The cage swung between my thighs, damp, familiar.

Margaux was standing in the fourth-floor hallway outside my room. She held the completed booking report, the folder closed, the pen in her hand. She was not waiting for me, I told myself. She had simply chosen the least likely hallway in the building to review a file at an hour she was usually in her office.

“Six hundred dollars,” she said. Her voice was flat, professional, the delivery identical to the way she read debt balances at morning meetings. “Applied in the morning.”

I looked at her. The blazer. The silk blouse. The glasses hanging from their thin chain. The silver streaks. The dark eyes that gave nothing and took everything. Margaux Devereaux, who had slid a contract across a desk and changed my name with a pen stroke and said “you’ve done well” three days ago and was now telling me that a man had paid six hundred dollars to use my mouth and my ass and that the six hundred dollars would be subtracted from the number that had brought me here.

“Thank you,” I said. My voice was steady. The feminine register held. The taste of Julian was still in my mouth, fading but present, and I was thanking the woman who’d sold me the opportunity to acquire it.

Margaux’s expression did not change. She turned and walked toward the stairs. The heels clicked. The folder was under her arm. She did not look back.


Chapter 2: Applied in the Morning

The camisole was twisted around my ribs when the alarm went off at six-thirty. The cage was warm, quiet, the morning erection a ghost rather than a crisis. The breast buds pressed against the silk where the fabric had ridden up during sleep, and the tenderness was routine. The tenderness was the body’s ongoing construction project, the hormones building something the mirror hadn’t confirmed yet but the fabric reported every morning.

I lay still. The habit was a minute long now, the morning inventory: cage status, chest status, skin status, the body’s daily memo on its transformation. Today the memo had an addendum. The taste was gone. The actual physical trace of Julian’s cum had been swallowed twelve hours ago, metabolized, absorbed into the same body that had received it. But the memory of the taste was present in the way that certain memories attach to the sensory cortex and replay on demand: thick, salt-warm, coating, the way it sat on the tongue before the throat closed and delivered it downward.

I told myself: professional. The memory edit deployed on schedule, the brain’s first line of defense against the implication that last night’s swallow had been anything other than a job competently performed. Professional. Attentive. Excellent. The words from the client review, the words that would appear on my file, the words that made last night a data point in my career rather than a turning point in my identity.

The edit did not cover the towel.

The towel was in the pocket of the robe hanging on the back of my door. I had taken it from the laundry bundle. I had kept it. The towel had Julian’s residue on it, dried now, the stain invisible against the white cotton, but present. Present the way the cage was present, the way the breast buds were present, the way Nataly was present inside Nathan’s skull: a fact too established to deny and too recent to accept.

I had kept a cum towel. The keeping was the part the edit couldn’t cover. The edit could handle the swallow (practical), the pleasure (mechanical), the moaning (involuntary). The edit could not handle the deliberate, voluntary act of extracting a towel from a laundry bundle and slipping it into a pocket because some part of me wanted to retain the evidence of what had happened in the Velvet Room.

I got up. Showered. Dressed. The closet offered choices and I made them: a blush-pink silk blouse, charcoal pencil skirt, kitten heels. The choice of pink was notable. Two months ago, pink had been the agency’s color, Candy’s signature, a hue that I associated with the transformation’s aesthetic and resisted on principle. Today the blush-pink blouse was the first thing my hand reached for, and the reaching was automatic, and the automatic was the transformation operating below the conscious threshold again, making choices the conscious mind would have to catch up to.

Makeup. Twelve minutes. The face that emerged in the mirror held together better than it used to. Foundation, blush, muted rose mouth: all of it made a woman I could assemble without Candy’s hand guiding mine. A face in progress, one that could pass through reception with towels on her hip and sign for a courier without making him hesitate.

Pretty hovered at the edge of the thought, too warm to use comfortably, so I filed it under functional and put the powder away.



Morning meeting at eight-thirty. The room off reception: long table, six chairs, coffee on the sideboard. Candy’s sparkly “SLAY” sticker on the coffee maker. Margaux at the head, pen in her hand, agenda open, the lenses catching the room’s light.

Piper was already seated. Tea, not coffee, the teacup delicate in her hands, her auburn waves pulled back with a simple clip. Her freckles were visible in the morning light. She looked at me when I entered and said nothing, which was Piper’s way of saying everything.

Candy bounced in with a pink mug that said “PRETTY IS A FULL-TIME JOB.” She smelled like hair products and optimism. She sat beside me and squeezed my knee under the table, the gesture quick and sisterly, and then she was pouring something from a thermos into the pink mug and the thermos was pink and the something was pink and it was strawberry-infused something, probably a latte, and the fact that Candy existed in the world as a monument to joy without apology was, this morning, a comfort.

Aria arrived last. She entered the room in a designer cream dress that cost more than my monthly booking earnings, strappy heels, platinum hair immaculate, ice blue eyes sweeping the table. She sat with controlled grace, as if the room had already been assigned to her and she intended to keep it that way.

Margaux began.

The pen moved. The lenses stayed between her and the table. Debt balances, in order of seniority.

“Piper, four thousand two hundred.” Nearly clear. The number was a countdown, and the countdown was a cliff, and Piper held her face still while her future narrowed.

“Aria, eleven thousand.” Aria’s numbers had been flat. The debt was low because she’d been earning for two years, but the flatness meant the income was plateauing, and the plateau was visible in the morning meeting the way a stalled engine is visible on a highway: everyone saw it, nobody said anything, and the car behind was gaining speed.

“Nataly, seventy-three thousand four hundred.”

The number dropped. Six hundred dollars. One booking. One man, one suite, one swallow, one Friday. The $80,000 mountain that had brought me here was now $73,400, and the difference, the $6,600 that had been chipped away over eight weeks of Companion dinners and one sexual booking, was visible. Real. A groove in the mountain’s face that had not been there yesterday.

The dopamine hit was clean. Not complicated, not layered with the shame I expected. Clean. A number went down. The number going down meant the contract was working. The contract working meant the system was performing as designed. I was the system. I had performed as designed.

Across the table, Aria’s expression went flat for one second. The honey coating of her perpetual composure cracked at the molecular level, a fissure visible only to someone who had been watching for it, which I had been, because Aria had been watching me for eight weeks and the watching was mutual even if the motives were different.

Her expression recovered. The honey returned. But the second of flatness was data, and the data said: Aria had heard the number. One booking, six hundred dollars, one swallow translated directly into the ledger. No correction had been spoken. No comparison had been made. The comparison still sat on the table between her eleven thousand and my seventy-three thousand four hundred.

The meeting continued. Duty assignments. Booking schedules. The machinery of the agency’s daily operations, the institutional structure that turned bodies into services and services into income and income into debt reduction. The machinery was normal. The morning meeting was where the agency’s reality was read aloud, and reality did not accommodate the internal crisis I was trying to have about a towel in my robe pocket.



After the meeting, Aria intercepted me in the hallway. She fell into step beside me, her height advantage (6’0” before heels, 6’4” in the strappy platforms she wore today) creating a shadow that I walked in.

“Congratulations,” she said. The word was coated in the same honey that coated everything Aria said: sweet, smooth, and concealing something that would cut if you pressed. “Your first sexual booking. Julian must have liked beginners.”

The insult was layered. “Beginners” reduced the booking to novelty, implying that Julian’s satisfaction was the result of curiosity rather than competence. “Must have” introduced uncertainty, suggesting that the positive review could be attributed to anything other than skill. The construction was Aria. Precision hostility packaged as casual observation, delivered with a smile that reached her ice blue eyes and stopped there.

I didn’t respond. Not because I couldn’t. Because the response forming in my chest was “He called me excellent, and the six hundred dollars will be on the ledger before your next correction,” and delivering that response would be playing a game Aria had been playing for two years and I’d been playing for two months. The math wasn’t in my favor yet.

Piper was passing in the hallway. She heard. Her green eyes moved from Aria to me and back. She did not intervene. Piper’s style was observation. She had been at the agency long enough to know that defending a newer sissy against Aria created more problems than it solved. She gave me a look that was noted. She continued walking.

Aria waited for a response that didn’t come. The waiting lasted three seconds, during which her smile maintained its perfect, honey-coated temperature. Then she turned and walked toward the stairs, the strappy heels clicking, the cream dress swaying, the platinum hair catching the hallway’s sconce light. The departing view was perfect. Aria from behind was a monument to what two years of surgical feminization and relentless maintenance could produce. The beauty was cold. Impressive and cold, the way marble is impressive and cold. You could admire it without ever wanting to touch it.



Candy’s salon at ten. Aftercare check: standard post-booking protocol.

“Okay, babes, real quick.” Pink latex gloves. “Any soreness? Tearing? Unusual tenderness? Discharge?”

“No.”

“Cage okay? No chafing from the position changes?”

“Fine.”

“Cool.” The gloves came off. The clinical moment ended. Candy became Candy again: the same Candy as always, with the clinical precision sinking beneath the bubbly surface. She perched on the edge of her supply cart, platform heels dangling, pink scrubs stretching over curves that defied structural engineering, and looked at me like she’d just watched a friend accomplish something significant and wanted to celebrate without making the friend cry.

“So,” she said. “Julian’s feedback came in.”

“Already?”

“Clients submit the morning after. It’s a form. Margaux is, like, aggressively organized about forms.” She held up her phone, screen turned toward me. I couldn’t read the text at that distance, but I could see the rating field: a row of dots, five possible, five filled.

“Five out of five, babes. And the comment is, quote, ‘Attentive, beautiful, natural presence. She made me feel comfortable. I will absolutely rebook.’ Unquote.”

Attentive. Beautiful. Natural presence. Comfortable. Rebook.

The words were a client review. They were feedback in a form field, the commercial equivalent of a Yelp star. They should not have mattered. They should have been: data. Business metrics. The professional assessment of a service rendered.

They mattered. The mattering was the problem, the same problem the towel represented, the same problem the clean dopamine of the debt drop represented. The mattering was evidence that I cared about being good at this. Survival would have been easier to explain. Endurance until the contract expired would have fit the bargain. This was about wanting to be good at it. About a man named Julian telling Margaux’s form that I was beautiful and attentive and that my presence was natural and that he wanted me again.

“That’s great,” I said. The words were flat. Professional. The emotional equivalent of putting the towel back in the laundry bundle.

Candy saw through it the way Candy saw through everything: immediately, cheerfully, without making a production of the seeing. “You’re allowed to be proud, babes. Like, you did a hard thing and you did it well. That’s just true.”

“I’m fine.”

“Totally.” She hopped off the cart. “Oh, and Julian mentioned he wanted to rebook next week. Margaux is scheduling it. Same suite. He specifically requested you. Not just ‘a blonde.’ You.”

She said “you” with precise emphasis. She understood what the word meant in this context. Not “a blonde” from the roster. Me. Nataly. The woman who had knelt between his knees and swallowed his cum and cleaned the suite afterward and kept the towel.



The courier arrived while I was carrying a folded stack of towels past reception.

He was in a brown jacket, handheld scanner in one hand, padded supply box in the other. Salon supplies, probably. Candy ordered things constantly: gloss, gloves, wax strips, tiny bottles whose labels looked medical and whose contents smelled like fruit.

“Here, miss,” he said, holding out the scanner. “Signature.”

Miss. In reception. The brownstone’s public edge. Midday. Laundry in my arms. A courier who wanted to finish his route. No gala lighting, no hotel-lobby fantasy, no hours of preparation around the word.

I shifted the towels to one hip and took the stylus.

The signature came out before the thought arrived. Nataly. Angular, increasingly close to Margaux’s hand, the N sweeping into the rest of the name with the confidence of a body that had signed too many forms to hesitate now.

The courier took the scanner back. “Thanks, miss.”

He left. The box stayed on the reception counter. The signature stayed in the device, transmitted somewhere I would never see, a logistical record that a woman named Nataly had received salon supplies at Devereaux and Associates.

I stood there with towels on my hip and the cage warm beneath the charcoal skirt and realized I had not almost signed Nathan.



The afternoon was routine. The word kept asserting itself, the daily rhythm of the agency absorbing the extraordinary into the ordinary the way oceans absorb rain. Salon session with Candy for standard maintenance: hormone injection, skin treatment, nail check. Training room for an hour of advanced heel work on uneven surfaces, the textured mat Candy had ordered for ankle stability. Then a suite-readiness pass in the Mirror Suite before a late booking: lights, towels, water glasses, the room prepared for someone else’s appointment.

This was not house duty. That mattered. I wore the blush-pink blouse and charcoal skirt I’d chosen that morning, not a maid uniform, and the difference between checking a suite as a Tier 2 escort and being sent back to Tier 0 work was large enough that my body noticed before my brain organized the distinction.

The walls of mirrors reflected me from every angle: blouse, skirt, kitten heels, the cage visible as a subtle shape when I bent. The reflections were Nataly preparing a room where another woman would work later. Nathan pretending had no place in the glass. The costume had become ordinary fabric. A woman moved through a suite with enough familiarity to know which glass needed replacing and which lamp always sat crooked after clients leaned against the nightstand.

The mirrors were kinder than they used to be. The mirrors had been shame once: flinch, avoidance, the old reflex of not looking. Today the mirrors were not kind exactly, but they were curious. The reflections asked questions instead of making accusations. The reflections said: “Who are you today?” instead of “Who did you used to be?” The word that surfaced when I looked too long was the word that kept surfacing: not shame, not horror, not the old denial vocabulary. Something else. Something warmer. I wiped it away before it settled.



Staff kitchen at seven. Candy was cooking. The stove held a pot of something pink; the pot was a regular pot, not pink, but its contents were strawberry pasta. Candy’s signature dish, the recipe she’d found on TikTok, the one that was cream infused with strawberries and parmesan and was pink and was actually good.

“Strawberry pasta night, babes!” Candy stirred with an acrylic nail when the wooden spoon wasn’t within reach. The nail, glossy and pink and impractical, moved through the cream sauce with total confidence; Candy had never let her nails stop her from doing anything.

Piper was at the table. Tea, as always, the cup held in both hands, the freckles on her knuckles visible in the pendant lamp’s warm cone of light. She was in her off-duty clothes: a soft gray cardigan, leggings, her auburn waves loose. She looked like a woman reading in a coffee shop, not like a woman whose work sometimes put her in a third-floor suite with a client’s hands on her hips.

I sat across from her. The kitchen felt the way the kitchen had felt since the night Piper poured me wine after the gala: like the one room in the brownstone that existed outside the agency’s hierarchy. The kitchen was where debt balances didn’t echo and booking files didn’t arrive and Margaux’s reading glasses didn’t assess. The kitchen was where Candy cooked and Piper read and the fridge hummed and the window showed the back courtyard’s single tree in its stone planter and the evening sky and the world outside the brownstone that continued to exist without acknowledging what happened inside it.

“Did he listen?” Piper asked. She didn’t look up from the table. She was stirring her tea, the spoon making small circles.

“Yes.”

“Good.” She nodded once, the small, measured nod that was Piper’s equivalent of a standing ovation. “That matters more than you think.”

I wanted to ask what she meant. I wanted to ask what the alternative was, what it looked like when a client didn’t listen, what Piper’s first sexual booking had been like and whether she’d kept a towel. I wanted to ask because Piper was the only person in the agency who offered truth without packaging it in either Candy’s sunshine or Margaux’s authority, and the truth from Piper came in the form of short sentences that hit harder because of their rarity.

I didn’t ask. The asking would have opened a door into Piper’s history that Piper kept closed, and the closed door was part of who Piper was: a woman who had been here three years and shared nothing about the time before and nothing about what happened in the suites and nothing about the birth name she’d left behind. The closed door was Piper’s version of my robe-pocket towel: private evidence of what the agency had done and what the person had chosen and what lived in the space between.

Candy served the pasta. Pink bowls (she’d bought pink bowls for the kitchen, the bowls sitting among the white agency mugs like flamingos among doves). The pasta was good. It was always good. The strawberry cream was rich and slightly sweet and the parmesan cut the sweetness and the result was something that shouldn’t work and did, which was a description that applied to most things in this building.

We ate. Candy talked about her dating app: a man had sent her a photo of his Honda Civic, which she found personally offensive. “I am a Porsche-or-above situation, babes. I did not get these,” she gestured at her chest, the F-cups straining against the pink crop top she’d changed into for dinner, “to ride in a Honda.” Piper’s mouth twitched. I almost laughed. The almost-laugh was genuine. The genuineness was concerning, because it meant the staff kitchen was becoming a place where I felt something warmer than professional tolerance, and warmth in a building you were supposed to leave in eight months was a dangerous investment.



My room. Nine p.m.

The room was a woman’s room. The throw pillow, dusty rose, on the bed. The organized closet. The makeup bag on the nightstand. The lip balm, cherry, almost empty. The small pink plant on the windowsill. The shoes paired on the closet floor. The earrings on the accessories shelf. The room had accumulated these objects the way a life accumulates itself: daily, quietly, without a ceremony for each addition.

The photo.

Sienna’s promo photo from my first portfolio session, face-down on the dresser since the night Sienna had given it to me. The white back of the photographic paper. The woman on the other side, frozen in a moment of uncertain composure, captured by a camera that saw what I hadn’t been ready to see.

I picked it up. Turned it over. The woman looked back at me.

She was younger than I remembered. The photo was from weeks ago, before the Tier 2 bookings, before the cage had been this settled, before the breast buds had been this present. The woman in the photo had good bone structure and soft features and an expression Sienna had made me look at without telling me what to think. She was in the black cocktail A-line dress from the first promo shoot, heels under the hem, light-brown wig styled smooth, full makeup careful enough to make the face pass. Pearl studs clipped her ears; a thin gold chain sat at her throat. Her eyes were uncertain but present.

I looked at her for ten seconds. Then I put the photo face-down again.

I did not look at the towel. I changed into the camisole. I got into bed. The silk pressed against the tender breast buds. The cage was quiet. The room was dark.

Under the door, a thin rectangle of hallway light.

“Tomorrow afternoon,” Sienna said from the hallway. Her voice was low, close to the door. “Read it in the morning.”

The whisper of a folder sliding across the floor.

I got up. A file folder was on the floor, pushed under the door. Not manila this time. The folder was the same agency standard, the tab visible in the hallway’s light.

The brass tab read: The Mirror Suite.


Chapter 3: The Mirror Suite

The file said his name was Roderick. Mid-forties, corporate, vetted regular. The booking requested The Mirror Suite specifically. The preference field contained one instruction that the other clients’ files hadn’t included: “Escort to maintain eye contact with her own reflection during the session. Eyes open.”

I read it three times at the nightstand, sitting on the bed in the camisole, the cage warm between my thighs. Eyes open. The instruction was not about him. The instruction was about me watching myself while he used me. His kink was not the act. His kink was the witness.

Sienna had warned me. She’d caught me in the basement stairwell that morning, Leica around her neck, a Joy Division t-shirt today, the asymmetric hair pushed behind one ear with the small silver barrette. She was carrying a set of prints for Margaux’s client archive and she paused when she saw the folder in my hand.

“Mirror Suite?”

“Yes.”

“Who?”

“Roderick.”

She nodded. Sienna knew the clients the way she knew light and angle and composition: through observation, through the way bodies moved in spaces she photographed. “Mirror clients are sometimes harder than rough ones,” she said, direct and warm, stating facts without adding an opinion about how you should feel about them. “The rough ones push your body. The mirror ones push your mind. The room does half the work.”

I waited for her to say more. She didn’t. Sienna’s advice was like Piper’s truth: delivered in one precise sentence and then nothing, the sentence left to do its work without the dilution of elaboration.

“Good luck,” she said, and continued up the stairs.



Candy styled me softer than the Julian booking. Light brown hair, my own, which had grown past my jaw now and could be styled without the wig for clients who didn’t request blonde. Candy worked product through it, creating waves that fell beside my face, framing the cheekbones. The makeup was gloss, not matte. “The mirrors are going to reflect everything, babes, so we want surfaces that catch light. Your skin, your lips, the lingerie. Everything should shine a little.”

The lingerie was pale satin. A demi-cup bra that followed the natural line of the hormone-assisted breast buds, creating the suggestion of cleavage without the augmentation of the padded training bra. Matching panties: satin, high-cut, the cage visible through the fabric as a defined shape rather than a subtle outline. The satin caught the salon’s warm light and held it.

“Oh, babes.” Candy stepped back and looked at me in the salon mirror, her hands on her hips, her permanent pout pursed in evaluation. “The mirrors are going to love you.”

A wrap dress in muted silver went over the lingerie. Heels: nude patent, three inches, pointed toe. The ensemble was elegant. Softer than the black lace and blonde wig of the Julian booking. This was not the costume of sex. This was the costume of being seen. The Mirror Suite required a different kind of readiness.

Candy checked the cage: clean, properly fitted, the bars secure. She handed me the slim warm-up plug and the lube kit. “Same protocol. Thirty minutes before. And, babes?” She caught my eyes in the mirror. “If the mirror gets to be too much, you can close your eyes for a second. He’ll probably redirect you, but you’re allowed to blink. It’s not a staring contest.”

“Thanks.”

“Also, like, the mirrors show everything. So your posture is extra important. No hunching. Think: dancer, not dishwasher.”

I almost smiled. Candy’s coaching oscillated between clinical precision and Saturday-morning-cartoon wisdom, and both were somehow useful.



The Mirror Suite at two in the afternoon.

The room was exactly as I’d cleaned it during Tier 0 duties: walls of mirrors floor to ceiling, a king bed centered on the floor with a mirrored headboard, the ceiling itself a mirror, the carpet plush and dark to absorb sound. The lighting was warm and carefully angled so that every reflective surface caught it and multiplied it. The effect felt infinite. Standing in the Mirror Suite was standing in a room with no walls, only reflections of reflections extending outward, each one showing you from an angle you hadn’t chosen.

I checked the room. Agency phone on the nightstand: present. Lube: present. Towels on the warming rack. The bed was made with dark silk sheets, the fabric chosen to contrast with skin tones rather than complement them. Everything in the room was designed to make the person in it visible. That was the room’s entire purpose.

The plug went in at one-thirty. Lubricated, seated, the prostate hum established. I stood in the center of the room and let the mirrors do what mirrors do.

I was everywhere. From the front: the wrap dress, the heels, the waves framing the face, the satin lingerie implied beneath the fabric. From the left: the profile, the line from shoulder to hip that the hormones were softening, the cage’s shape absent from this angle because the dress obscured it. From the right: the same softening line, the curve of the demi-cup bra visible through the dress’s wrap. From behind: the ass, the back, the hair touching the shoulder blades, the heels extending the legs. From above: the ceiling mirror showed the top of my head, the part in the hair, the shoulders, the room radiating outward around me.

Every angle was Nataly. The reflections were not images of a boy in a dress. They were not images of a disguise. They were images of a woman standing in a room full of mirrors, and the woman was present in every surface, and the woman was me.

The word surfaced.

Pretty.

It arrived the way it had been arriving lately: unbidden, unauthorized, the internal response that slipped past the editorial department before the editorial department could reframe it as “passable” or “adequate” or “the makeup does most of the work.” Pretty was the word that the mirrors offered and that the mouth tried to edit and that the chest kept, the word that lived in the same unnamed space as Margaux’s “you’ve done well” and Julian’s “beautiful.”

Pretty. The woman in the mirrors was pretty. I tried to replace it with “passable.” The mirrors did not cooperate. Eight of me stood in eight reflections and each one was pretty.

I pushed the word down. It didn’t go far. It settled into a holding pattern, circling.



Roderick arrived at two-fifteen.

He was precise. Mid-forties, average height, dark hair trimmed close, a fitted charcoal blazer over a black shirt, no tie. Clean-shaven, manicured, his posture said he was comfortable in his body and expected the people around him to be comfortable in theirs. He closed the door, surveyed the room, and then looked at me with an assessing expression. Not the consumer satisfaction of Julian’s look. The artist’s assessment. Roderick looked at me the way Sienna looked at me through the viewfinder: as a composition.

“Nataly,” he said, calm and modulated, neither warm nor cold. Professional without Julian’s gentleness.

“Yes.”

“You know the room?”

“I’ve cleaned it.”

A smile, slight. “Then you know what it does.” He took off his blazer, hung it on the door hook. The black shirt underneath fit well, the body lean and maintained. He rolled his sleeves to the forearms. The gesture was preparation. “The rule is simple. Keep your eyes on the mirror. Whichever mirror I position you toward, that’s where you look. You watch yourself. I watch you watching yourself. That’s what I’m here for.”

“Understood.”

“If you need to close your eyes, that’s fine. I’ll remind you to open them. It’s not a punishment. It’s the point.” He crossed the room to the bed, sat on the edge. “Take off the dress.”

I untied the wrap. The silver fabric parted, slid down my arms, pooled on the carpet. Underneath: the pale satin lingerie, the sheer stockings, the heels. The cage outlined through satin. The mirrors caught everything. Eight versions of me stood in eight reflections, each one in lingerie, each one exposed, each one: Nataly in the space between dressed and undressed, the in-between body that the mirrors multiplied and the audience assessed.

Roderick’s expression was satisfied. Not sexually charged yet. Satisfied the way a director is satisfied when the lighting hits the actor correctly.

“Sit on the bed,” he said. “Face the wall mirror.”

I sat. The wall mirror was directly in front of the bed, floor to ceiling, and the reflection showed me from the waist up: satin bra, soft waves of hair, the glossed lips, the nude heels visible below, the cage’s outline at the bottom of the frame. The bed’s mirrored headboard caught the back of my head. The ceiling mirror showed the top: shoulders, the part in my hair, Roderick standing behind me.

He moved behind me. His hands settled on my shoulders, the warmth of his palms through the satin straps. His chin was near my ear.

“Watch,” he said.

His hands moved. Down the shoulders, the upper arms, to the bra straps. He slid them off the shoulders, one at a time, the satin falling to my elbows. The bra still held but the straps hung, and the reflection showed a woman being undressed by a man standing behind her, and the woman was watching.

I watched. The instruction was eyes on the mirror. I obeyed because the booking required it and because the alternative was closing my eyes, and closing my eyes would mean the mirrors were too much, and the mirrors being too much would mean the reflection mattered, and the reflection mattering would mean I cared what the woman in the mirror looked like while she was being touched.

I cared. The caring was the part Sienna had warned about. The room did half the work.



Roderick sat on the bed and positioned me between his knees. Facing the wall mirror. His cock was out, hard, average, the same business-casual as the rest of him: presentable without ostentation. He guided my hand to it first, my fingers wrapping around his cock while I watched in the mirror.

“Look at your hand,” he said. “Watch what it does.”

I watched. My hand, with the short nude nails Candy maintained, wrapped around a man’s cock, the satin bra strap still hanging off one shoulder, the reflection duplicated in the side mirrors so that I could see the image from three angles simultaneously. My hand moved. The reflection’s hand moved. The synchronization was precise, the way reflections are, and the precision made it real. Not a memory. Not a practice session recalled. A live image, happening now, my hand on a real cock, visible from every angle the room offered.

He guided me down. I knelt between his legs, facing the wall mirror, and watched my glossed lips close around him. The angle meant I could see myself: the glossed lips around his cock, the cheeks hollowing, the eyes open because the booking required eyes open. The glass gave me exactly what I was doing. No editing. No post-hoc revision. A woman on her knees performing oral sex on a man, eyes open, cage visible through satin panties stretched tight between kneeling thighs, pre-cum darkening the pale fabric.

“Look at yourself,” Roderick said, control thinning around the edges. “Don’t look at me. Look at her.”

Her. The woman in the mirror. She had glossed lips around a cock and pre-cum soaking through her panties and eyes that were wide and dark and did not look away. She looked: intent. She looked like someone who was focused on the act and on the reflection of the act simultaneously, the duality creating a loop where performing and witnessing were the same thing.

I looked at her. The word circled: pretty. The woman on her knees with a cock in her mouth was pretty. The gloss smeared around him was pretty. The cage leaking through satin was pretty. The word was wrong; the word was accurate. Both things were true in the Mirror Suite, where every surface confirmed what the brain tried to deny.

Roderick pulled me up. He turned me sideways on the bed, positioning me so the left wall mirror showed my full profile. The cage was visible now, the satin panties pulled aside, the metal bars catching the warm light, the cock inside swollen against the bars, pre-cum glistening at the tip and pooling in the drainage holes.

“Look at it,” he said. He meant the cage. He was looking at it in the mirror, watching me look at it. His kink was the looking, the whole circuit: me seeing myself, him seeing me see myself, the mirrors multiplying the seeing until the room was full of witnesses.

His fingers found the cage through the parted panties. He traced the bars, one by one, his touch light, the sensation traveling through the metal into the flesh pressed against it. My cock strained. Pre-cum ran down his finger. He brought the finger to my lips.

“Taste yourself.”

I took his finger in my mouth. The taste was mine. Salt-warm, thinner than Julian’s cum, the specific consistency of pre-cum that the cage produced in long, slow leaks. In the mirror, the image showed a woman sucking a man’s finger, her cage exposed, her panties aside, her eyes on her own reflection.

He moved behind me. The plug came out with a careful pull, the emptiness brief because his cock replaced it. The condom was on, the lube applied, the entry steady and certain. He held my chin with one hand, turning my face toward the wall mirror so I couldn’t look away.

“Watch,” he said. “Watch what happens to your face.”

He entered me. The fullness was familiar now. Julian’s cock had been two days ago, and the muscle memory was fresh, and the prostate contact was immediate because Roderick’s angle was direct and practiced. His other hand was on my hip. In the mirror, the image showed a woman being penetrated from behind, her chin held forward, her eyes on her own face, her expression shifting from composure to something else.

The something else was pleasure. The prostate stimulation built with each stroke, the pressure inside climbing, the cage leaking freely. The face in the mirror showed what the brain was doing: the softening of the jaw, the parting of the lips, the glazing of the eyes. The face was losing the performance, losing the composed exterior, becoming the interior. The face was becoming honest.

Roderick was measured. His rhythm was steady, designed to sustain rather than sprint. He was watching me in the mirror, watching the face change, watching the eyes that were required to stay open as the pleasure built and the composure dissolved and the woman in the reflection became someone who was feeling something she couldn’t control.

“There,” he said. “That face. That’s real.”

The cage leaked. The prostate pulsed. The face in the mirror was mine. Nataly’s. The face of a woman being fucked from behind in a room of mirrors, the face flushed and open and honest, the face that the mirrors refused to let me look away from.

He shifted positions. Guided me to straddle him, facing the floor-to-ceiling mirror, my back to his chest. His cock slid back in, the angle different now, the prostate contact deeper. My weight settled onto him, the gravity pressing him deeper, and the sensation turned overwhelming. Every surface gave back the whole body: the bra pushed down, the tender breast buds exposed, the cage between spread thighs, the satin panties stretched to one side, his cock visible where it entered me, the thighs in sheer stockings, the heels still on.

“Ride,” he said. “Slowly. Watch.”

I moved. Slowly, the way he asked. Rising and falling on his cock, each descent pressing the prostate, each rise pulling the sensation outward. The full circuit was in front of me: the woman’s face, the woman’s body, the cage bouncing between the woman’s thighs, the man beneath her, the room extending into infinity through the multiplied reflections. The image was pornographic and beautiful and impossible to edit because it was happening in real time and every mirror confirmed it.

The orgasm built from the prostate. Not a sissygasm yet, not the full-body convulsion. A slower gathering, a tidal pool filling with each stroke, each gravity-assisted descent. The cage was leaking in a steady stream now, pre-cum threading through the drainage holes and smearing onto Roderick’s stomach where the cage rested at the bottom of each stroke. The floor mirror to my left showed the wet trail across the metal and the next drop gathering. The ceiling mirror showed my back, my shoulder blades, the muscles moving as I rode.

“Can you keep watching?” Roderick asked. His voice was close to my ear now, controlled but thinner than it had been when the booking began. “Can you keep your eyes on her?”

“Yes.”

“Then don’t close your eyes.”

I looked. The face was gone. The composure, the professional exterior, the presentation that Candy built every morning in the salon. Gone. What remained was skin and expression, the raw material beneath the makeup, the person beneath the persona. The eyes were glazed. The mouth was open. The cheeks were flushed beneath the blush that Candy had applied over the flush the body was producing on its own.

The orgasm hit while I was looking at myself.

Prostate-centered, cage-triggered, the cum spurting through the bars while the body convulsed on a man’s cock. The image in the mirror was impossible to escape: a woman in stockings and heels riding a man’s cock, her cage spurting cum between her thighs, her face contorted in genuine pleasure, her eyes open because the room required them open. And the image made the orgasm stronger, not weaker. Seeing it happen while it happened was a feedback loop, the visual confirming the physical confirming the visual, the mirrors reflecting pleasure into pleasure into pleasure.

The orgasm lasted ten seconds. Twelve. The prostate pulsed against Roderick’s cock. The cage dripped onto his stomach. My thighs trembled in the stockings. The sardonic voice was absent. Silent. Killed by the same mechanism that had killed it during the first sissygasm, the pleasure too total to accommodate defense.

Roderick came inside me with a controlled exhale, his hands on my hips, his eyes on the mirror where my face was still showing what his cock had done. The orgasm was his. But the image in the mirror was mine. In the mirror, a woman had just come from a man inside her, watched herself come, and not looked away.



He dressed. He left the gratuity envelope. He said, “You have very expressive eyes,” which was not the same as “excellent” or “attentive” but which lived in the same compliment family, a family I was accumulating membership in.

The door closed.

I stood in the Mirror Suite alone. The mirrors held the afterimage of what had happened: the rumpled sheets, the warming-rack towels, my reflection in every surface. The cage was damp. The panties were ruined. The bra was pushed down around my waist.

I walked to the wall mirror. The mirror Roderick had made me face throughout. The reflection showed Nataly in the aftermath. Makeup slightly smudged, hair mussed, the body still flushed, the cage still leaking, the eyes still wide.

I raised two fingers. Touched the mirror at the height of my own face, where the reflection’s cheek was, where the glass was cool and solid and real.

“Pretty,” I whispered.

I wiped the fingerprint away.


Chapter 4: The Wrong Blonde

At one-forty, ten minutes before my two o’clock salon prep, Aria was standing beside the salon entrance, leaning against the doorframe, every inch of her casual elegance rehearsed until it was indistinguishable from nature. She was in a cream silk top and high-waisted black trousers, the platinum hair pinned up in a French twist, the ice blue eyes assessing me the way ice assesses the ship it’s about to sink.

“Quick tip,” she said, all honey, the kind that doesn’t crystallize because the sugar content is too refined. “Your three o’clock wants platinum blonde, heavy glam, pink lingerie. I overheard Candy on the phone with the client’s assistant.” She examined her nails, perfect and sharp. “Just wanted to make sure you were prepped. We look out for each other here.”

It sounded helpful. It sounded like workplace courtesy: a senior escort sharing information with a junior one in a house where everyone competed for the same resources. It was Aria. Which meant the gift paper had a blade inside.

I should have checked the file. The file was upstairs in my room. The file contained the actual client preferences, typed and approved with Margaux’s signature. I should have turned around, gone up one floor, opened the folder, and cross-referenced Aria’s verbal tip against the documented preferences.

I didn’t. The day had already been compressed by two same-day schedule changes, a salon slot Candy had wedged into an overfull schedule, and the small panic of having ten minutes before prep started. The pressure compressed my thinking into shortcuts, and the shortcut said Aria had been here two years and knew the clients and the quick tip was probably accurate and checking the file would cost ten minutes I didn’t have.

The shortcut was wrong.



Candy’s salon at two. I told Candy the client wanted platinum, heavy glam, pink lingerie.

Candy paused. Her pink-gloved hands, holding a styling comb, stopped mid-motion. Her blue contact lenses blinked once.

“Platinum? Are you sure?”

“That’s what Aria said.”

Another pause. The pause was longer than Candy’s pauses usually were. Candy’s pauses were measured in fractions of seconds, the brief gaps between bubbly narration and clinical execution that characterized her workflow. This pause was thoughtful. The thoughtfulness was itself alarming, because Candy being thoughtful meant something in the system had snagged.

“Babes, hold on. Let me check the file.”

She walked to the salon’s file cabinet, her platform heels clicking on the tile, and pulled the booking folder. She flipped to the preferences page. She read it. She looked at me.

“Soft blonde. Natural makeup. Black lingerie.” She held up the page. “The file says soft blonde, natural, black. Not platinum, not heavy, not pink.”

The floor seemed to drop. The sensation was a cousin of the morning-meeting stomach-drop I’d felt when Margaux announced Tier 2 evaluations: the body processing bad information before the brain can frame it, the nervous system responding to the realization that a mistake has been made that cannot be unmade.

I’d been in the salon for twenty minutes. Candy had already started the platinum wig: fitted, secured, the edges blended. The heavy glam makeup was half-applied: dramatic contour, smoky eye building, lip liner in a deeper shade than the file’s “natural” requested. The pink lingerie was laid out on the styling station: hot pink lace, Candy’s default bimbo-coded set, lingerie that announced “I am here to be looked at and liked” rather than “I am here to be comfortable and elegant.”

Twenty minutes of work. Forty minutes until the booking.

“Oh my god,” Candy said. Not panicked. Professionally urgent. “Oh my god, okay. Okay okay okay. We’re fixing this.” She was already moving, the platform heels carrying her between the supply drawers and the styling station and the mirror at emergency-triage speed, somehow still running in four-inch platforms. “Platinum is so not the same vibe, babes. Platinum says ‘take me to a club.’ Soft blonde says ‘take me to dinner.’ These are totally different girls.”

The wig came off. My own hair, light brown and jaw-length, was already pinned flat underneath. Candy grabbed the soft blonde wig, the one I’d worn for Julian, and began fitting it with hands that moved like she was defusing a bomb in a comedy: fast, precise, and narrated.

“Pin here. Pin here. Blend. Blend. Okay, the edge is good, the edge is fine, the lace is, hold still, the lace is blending.” She was talking to herself as much as to me. “Now the makeup. We’re taking the eye down. Way down. Going nude. Going natural. Where’s the micellar water? It’s on the, it’s behind the, oh my god, it’s in Aria’s station. Why is it in Aria’s station?”

She retrieved the micellar water from Aria’s station with controlled fury, because she understood the tactical dimensions of product relocation. “Why is my micellar water in her station? I have labels, babes. Labels. Pink labels. With hearts. How do you lose a bottle with a pink heart label? You don’t lose it. Someone takes it. Someone with an ice-blue stare and a grudge. I’m not naming names. Aria. I’m naming names.” The heavy makeup came off in swift, professional strokes. The skin underneath was mine. Softer than it had been two months ago, the hormones continuing their patient work on texture and tone. Candy rebuilt the face from the foundation up: lighter coverage, subtle contour, warm peach blush, champagne shadow, the thin liner I preferred, mascara, nude lip. The transformation from heavy-glam-platinum to soft-natural-blonde took eighteen minutes. Eighteen minutes of Candy muttering “platinum is so not the same vibe, babes” and working with the focused intensity that was her clinical competence surfacing beneath the bubbly exterior.

The black lingerie replaced the pink. The black lace set from the Julian booking: padded training bra, high-cut panties, the cage accommodated, the stockings sheer. The difference between the pink and the black was the difference between a question and an answer. The pink asked: do you want this? The black stated: this is what you’re getting.

“Okay.” Candy stepped back. Hands on hips. Assessment face. “Okay, you’re saved. You look correct. The client is going to see what the file ordered.”

“How much time?”

“Twelve minutes.”

Twelve minutes. The delay was noticeable. Not catastrophic. Noticeable. Margaux tracked delays because Margaux tracked everything, and the tracking would produce a note on the booking report, and the note would be: “preparation delay, nine minutes past scheduled salon exit.”

“Go,” Candy said. “And, babes? Check the file next time. Not the hallway.”



Margaux was in the second-floor corridor when I emerged from the salon. She was not waiting for me. She was passing through, folder in hand, black blazer impeccable, the glasses low on her nose. She saw me and stopped. Her gaze moved from the wig to the makeup to the lingerie visible under the robe I was carrying to the booking suite.

“You were scheduled to leave the salon nine minutes ago,” she said. The voice was flat. The voice was always flat. The flatness was the medium through which Margaux’s assessments traveled, the tone that treated delays and debt balances and performance evaluations with identical professional indifference.

“The preparation took longer than expected,” I said. My face was burning. Not visibly, I hoped; the foundation and blush masked the flush. But the burning was there, the internal heat of knowing that Margaux was seeing a delay that I’d caused because I’d trusted Aria instead of trusting the file.

“Longer than expected,” Margaux repeated. Not a question. A restatement, delivered with the faintest emphasis on “expected,” the word carrying the implication that expectations at Devereaux and Associates were precisely calibrated and that failure to meet them was a matter of record.

She didn’t ask why. She didn’t need to. Margaux knew the agency’s social dynamics the way she knew the debt balances: intimately, structurally, without needing to investigate individual incidents because the patterns were visible from the data. A new escort, a preparation delay, a salon emergency. The cause was in the corridor’s social fabric, and Margaux read that fabric the way she read everything: from above.

“The booking is in The Velvet Room,” she said. “Client Felix. He has a specific aesthetic preference. Please ensure your presentation matches the file.”

“It does.”

“Good.” She turned and walked toward the stairs. The heels clicked. The folder was under her arm. The correction was mild, professional, a notation rather than a punishment. But the correction was public. Candy had heard it from the salon. The hallway held the echo.



I learned two things in the twelve minutes between the salon and the booking. First: I would never trust Aria’s verbal information again. The lesson was binary, absolute, installed by failure without requiring repetition. Second: Aria’s sabotage had been calibrated. She hadn’t given me wrong information about the acts or the limits or the safety protocol. She’d given me wrong information about the aesthetic. The damage was to my preparation, not to my safety. The sabotage was deniable. She’d overheard something, she’d passed it on, she’d been mistaken. No file had been altered. No booking had been endangered. Just a verbal tip that happened to be wrong, delivered with honey-coated concern by a woman who had been the agency’s top escort for two years and was watching a two-month newcomer’s booking numbers climb.

The sabotage was smart. I hated that it was smart.



Felix was in The Velvet Room at three. He was different. Not the measured sexuality of Julian or the artistic voyeurism of Roderick. Felix was specific. His file had been clear: shoe and foot fetish, focused on the escort’s feminine presentation, no penetration.

He was seated in the red velvet chaise when I entered, a man in his fifties with graying hair and round tortoiseshell glasses that gave him the look of a professor or a collector. Careful appraisal seemed to be his natural habitat. He wore a charcoal sweater over a collared shirt, corduroy trousers, leather shoes that were expensive in a quiet way. His hands were neat, the nails trimmed, the fingers long.

“Nataly,” he said, soft and cultured, a man who visited museums alone and spent more time with the plaques than the paintings. “Please, sit.”

I sat in the velvet chair opposite the chaise. The chair was lower, which put my legs at his eye level. He’d requested the chair arrangement. Every detail in the room belonged to his composition.

“I brought three pairs,” he said, and opened a leather case on the side table. Inside, nested in tissue paper: three pairs of heels. One strappy stiletto in nude patent. One pointed-toe pump in deep burgundy. One kitten heel in soft pink with a satin bow.

“I’d like you to model each pair,” he said. “Take your time. Stand, walk, sit. I want to see how you wear them.”

The booking was a fashion show. I stood, and Felix’s eyes traveled the route from my face to the floor and stayed at the floor, specifically at my feet. The existing heels came off. Candy’s nude patent pumps, the three-inch pointed-toes that had become my daily standard. Felix took them carefully, set them beside the chair, and held up the first pair from the case: the strappy stiletto.

I stepped into them. The straps buckled around my ankles, Felix’s fingers working the clasps with the careful attention of a man handling something precious. His proximity to my feet, his kneeling posture, his fingers on the ankle straps: the power dynamic was inverted. He was on his knees. I was standing. He was the client, and he was worshipping.

“Walk to the mirror and back,” he said. He was still kneeling.

I walked. The strappy stilettos were higher than my usual heels, four inches, the ankle straps providing stability but adding a sway to the gait that Margaux’s deportment training channeled into controlled movement. The Velvet Room’s carpet absorbed the heel strikes, but Felix wasn’t listening for the sound. He was watching the feet. The ankles. The line from heel to calf to knee, the way the stockings sheathed the leg and the shoes completed it.

I returned. He held up the second pair: the burgundy pointed-toe pump. The change was performed again, Felix kneeling, the fingers on the ankle, the eyes on the foot.

“Beautiful,” he said. The word landed on the shoe first, then traveled through the shoe into me. That was Felix’s entire kink lane. He saw the woman through the presentation, the femininity through the artifact. The shoes were not accessories. The shoes were the point of entry.

The third pair: the pink kitten heel with the satin bow. This one, when I stepped into it and Felix’s fingers lingered on the arch of my foot, produced a different response in him. His breathing changed. His hand trembled slightly. The satin bow sat on my instep like a gift.

“May I,” he said, and the question was permission. Not Julian’s permission, not the right to touch my body for sex. This was permission to worship. The word changed shape in his mouth.

“Yes.”

He lowered his head and pressed his lips to my instep. Through the sheer stocking, the kiss was warm, precise, deliberate. He kissed the arch, the ankle, the toes through the fabric. His lips moved with the reverence of a man performing a ritual, each kiss placed rather than pressed, each one a word in a language I hadn’t known existed. The language said: your femininity is the holiest thing in this room.

The cage stirred. Not from the physical sensation, which was mild, a man’s lips on a stocking through a shoe. The cage stirred from the meaning. From the kneeling. From the worship. From the fact that a man had paid to kneel at my feet and kiss my stockinged toes and the payment was not for my mouth or my ass but for the feminine presentation that I’d built over two months of hormones and salon sessions and deportment training and quiet, terrified, exhilarating transformation.

Felix worshipped my feet for twenty minutes. Each pair of heels received attention: kisses, the fingers tracing the arch, the lips on the ankle bone, the careful handling of the shoe as object and the foot as vessel. He moved my stockinged foot to his lap and pressed the arch against the bulge in his corduroys, the pressure modest, the contact: specific. My foot against a man’s cock through fabric. The inversion was complete: I was above, he was below, my feminine presentation was the authority in the room.

“May I touch myself?” he asked.

“Yes.”

He unfastened his trousers. His cock was average, hard, the arousal built through twenty minutes of foot worship and shoe admiration. He stroked himself while I kept one heeled foot against his chest, the pink kitten heel with the satin bow, the foot a symbol and a trigger. I talked him through it because the file’s notes said he responded to verbal accompaniment: “Look at my legs. Look at the stockings. Look at the heels you chose.” The words came easily, and the ease felt like the bimbo path Candy hadn’t started yet but that the bookings were approximating through sheer repetition. The ease was the body learning that speaking desire was part of the service, and the service was part of the transformation, and the transformation was producing a woman able to stand in heels and direct a man’s orgasm with real authority. She understood what she was selling. I understood what I was selling.

Felix came onto a towel he’d placed on the carpet. His orgasm was quiet, concentrated, the sound a single exhaled breath through clenched teeth. He cleaned himself with efficiency and replaced the towel. He looked up at me from the floor as if he’d just experienced something sacred.

“Thank you,” he said. “You carry the shoes beautifully.”

The cage was leaking. Not from direct stimulation, not from prostate contact, not from any of the trained routes to arousal that Candy had wired. The cage was leaking because his worship had made me feel powerful and displayed and desired in a way that none of the other bookings had achieved. Julian had used my body. Roderick had made me watch my body being used. Felix had worshipped my body. The worship was different. The worship said: the femininity is the point. The femininity is what I paid for. The femininity is beautiful.

The arousal stayed through the booking and for twenty minutes after, warm metal, damp lace, the worship refusing to leave my body when Felix did.



Aria was in the hallway when I returned to the fourth floor. She was leaning against the wall outside her room, the door open, the perfume drifting into the corridor: cold, expensive, January distilled into designer fragrance.

“Good recovery, sweetie,” she said. It was congratulations in the same way that a fisherman congratulates the fish. “Almost like you belong here.”

The insult was layered. “Good recovery” acknowledged the sabotage without admitting it. “Sweetie” was Aria’s diminutive of choice, the word she deployed when she wanted to remind me that I was new and small and temporary. “Almost” did the real damage: it placed my belonging at the threshold, not through the door, close enough to taste and too far to claim.

I said nothing. The nothing was calculated. The response forming in my chest was “I handled your sabotage and still got five stars, which is more than your flat numbers did this week.” The response would have been accurate and satisfying and would have escalated the war from proxy skirmishes to direct engagement, and direct engagement with a woman who’d been sharpening her social weapons for two years was a fight I wasn’t ready for. The nothing was the professional choice. The nothing was the Piper choice: observe, absorb, deploy later or never.

Aria waited for a response. The waiting had the patience of a cat at a mouse hole. Three seconds. Five. The honey-coated smile held.

“Sleep well,” she said, when the response didn’t come. She disappeared into her room. The cold perfume lingered.

I went to my room. Closed the door. Changed into the camisole. The booking had gone well despite the sabotage. The booking had gone well because I’d read the client in the room and adjusted away from the platinum-heavy-pink disaster that Aria had set up and toward the soft-natural-black that the file required. I’d saved the booking by being good at the job that Aria was trying to prevent me from being good at.

The irony was that Aria’s sabotage had proved that I belonged here. The recovery was evidence of adaptation, of reading the room, of professional instinct that couldn’t be installed by Candy’s training or Margaux’s deportment drills. The recovery was mine. And “almost like you belong here” was closer to the truth than Aria intended.

I lay in bed. The cage was quiet. The breast buds ached softly under silk. The room was dark.

I picked up my phone. Not for the files, not for the schedule, not for any agency function. I opened the browser. I typed: “strappy stiletto heels nude patent.”

The search results populated. Images of shoes with no agency label and no booking requirement attached. Shoes that existed in the world for women who wanted them, and the wanting became browsing. Shopping. Looking at products and imagining them on your body because your body was a body that wore shoes like this and your taste was a taste that had opinions about shoes like this.

I scrolled. Liked some. Dismissed others. A pointed-toe pump in deep green caught my eye and held it. Not for a booking. For: me. A shoe I would choose for myself because the green would match the sheath dress that I’d started thinking of as mine.

I closed the browser. Set the phone on the nightstand. The lip balm, the makeup bag, the face-down photo, and now the ghost of a green shoe I’d browsed without assignment or instruction.

The green shoe was still in the browser history.


Chapter 5: Just To Make It Easier

The bookings were accumulating.

Two more In-Call sessions in the week after Felix, each one slotted into the schedule that Margaux’s morning meetings announced with the same flat precision that she announced debt balances. The first was an oral-only client, a man in his late fifties who wanted me on my knees for the entire hour. Not rough, not gentle; steady. He sat in the Velvet Room’s chaise in a dress shirt with the cuffs rolled, accustomed to being attended to, and I knelt on the carpet between his parted legs with my hands on his thighs.

The first twenty minutes were slow. He wanted depth without urgency, savoring rather than chasing. My lips worked his cock at half the speed Candy had trained for standard service, the seal gentle, the tongue tracing the underside vein with lazy deliberation. He was thick enough that the jaw had to open wider than Julian’s sessions required, the stretch settling into the bones, the ache spreading through the joint and into the temples. The ache was no longer a signal of distress but an occupational sensation, the way a runner’s calves burn: evidence that the body was working. My lips slid from base to tip and back, the wet sound of suction filling the quiet room, his cock glistening with saliva that caught the warm lighting. Pre-cum gathered in a slow, constant drip from the cage, beading at the drainage holes, running down the bars, dampening the lace panties, pooling in the crease of my thighs until a dark spot formed on the carpet beneath my knees.

He came the first time at thirty minutes: in my mouth, the warmth flooding across my tongue in a thick pulse, the taste arriving as data rather than shock. Salt-warm, heavy, cum pooling thick behind my teeth before I swallowed. The throat worked. He stroked my hair (the wig, but the gesture was real) and said “again” and I said “okay” and took him back in my mouth while he was still softening, the cock shrinking against my tongue, the texture changing from rigid to yielding. I nursed the softening cock with slow, gentle suction, the lips maintaining contact, the tongue working the sensitive underside with the patience the file required, coaxing the blood back into flesh that had just emptied. The second erection was slower to build. Minutes of careful, sustained attention, my jaw aching in the deep, structural way that Candy had said would become familiar, an ache that lived in the bone and became its own reward because the ache meant endurance and endurance meant competence.

The second time he came on my collarbone, with his eyes closed, the cum landing in a warm stripe across the skin above the bralette’s lace edge, the white fluid sitting on the smooth, hormone-softened skin where the necklace chain interrupted its path. I sat on my heels and let it cool there because he hadn’t asked me to wipe and the file said “escort to await client instruction on cleanup.” The cum cooled. The warmth faded to a tacky weight, the stripe settling into the skin’s surface. He opened his eyes. He looked at the cum on my collarbone. He said “beautiful” the way a man says beautiful about a sunset: with finality. He wiped me himself, with the suite towel, the gesture oddly: tender. The towel pressed against the stripe and absorbed it, and his thumb followed the towel’s path across the collarbone as if he wanted to remember the line.

The booking was efficient. I was efficient. The word fit like the cage fit: a shape I’d grown accustomed to.

The second was a man who wanted slow anal while I repeated my working name. He positioned me on my back, legs up, the Velvet Room’s silk sheets cool under my shoulders, the cage visible between my thighs. The plug came out. His cock went in, the condom slick with lube, the entry patient and thorough. He pressed forward until the fullness was complete, the prostate contact immediate, the walls gripping him with the trained relaxation that accepted intrusion as architecture. He entered me with the measured patience of someone following a script he’d written for himself, and each time he bottomed out, his hips flush against my ass, the prostate contact sending the pulse through the closed circuit, he said: “Say your name.”

“Nataly.” The name came out breathy, broken by the rhythm, the syllables separating around the sensation of his cock pressing against the P-spot: “Na-ta-ly.” He pulled back. The walls clung to him, reluctant. Pushed in. The fullness returned, the prostate flaring. “Again.” “Na-ta-ly.” The repetition was disorienting, the name becoming a metronome that synchronized the body’s pleasure with the mouth’s performance, the identity spoken at the moment of deepest penetration, the self and the act fused at the syllable level. The cage leaked with each repetition, each thrust and each syllable producing a fresh bead of pre-cum that ran down the bars and dripped onto my stomach, the evidence accumulating as the name accumulated.

He wanted the name as a soundtrack to the act, the identity performed while the body was being used, and the performance and the reality were the same thing. I said my name thirty times during the booking. Each time his cock bottomed out, each time the prostate sang, each time the cage leaked another drop. At some point around the fifteenth repetition, the name stopped being a word and became a sound, a phonetic pattern detached from meaning, vibrating through a throat that was also making pleasure sounds between the syllables: “Na-ta-ly” followed by a moan followed by “Na-ta-ly” followed by a gasp, the name and the pleasure becoming the same output. Around the twenty-fifth, the meaning returned and the meaning was me. The name was me. The body being fucked was me. The mouth saying the name was me. By the end, the name had become a sound that existed independently of me, a vibration in the room, and then the vibration and the name and the person merged again and the name was just mine. Just a fact of the body that was being fucked and the person doing the fucking and the mouth saying the name because the name was the name.

Margaux read the updated balance at the morning meeting. Seventy-one thousand even. Down twenty-four hundred since the morning after Julian, three thousand since the folder first landed on my nightstand. Five sexual bookings total: Julian, Roderick, Felix, and the two this week, the Tier 2 income doing what the Tier 2 income had always promised. My body had become a payment processor with breath and perfume and a cage between my legs.

The numbers were working. I was working. Two statements, technically separate, practically fused in the same way the cage and the body had become separable only on paper.



I found the towel on a Wednesday.

Not the towel I’d been thinking about, the one from the Julian booking that I’d kept in my robe pocket and then transferred, two days later, to the back of my nightstand drawer behind the stockings and the plug. A different towel. Except it was the same towel: I had brought another one home from a booking, this time from the oral-only client, the one who’d come on my collarbone. After he wiped me with the suite towel, I took it from the laundry bundle and, instead of dropping it where it belonged, folded it small and slipped it into my robe pocket.

Two towels now. Two pieces of evidence in the back of a drawer, folded small, stained with two different men’s cum, hidden from desire rather than shame. The hiding was the same. The motive was different. The shame had been there for the first towel, the Julian towel, the towel I’d told myself I’d hidden because the alternative was processing. But the second towel, the collarbone towel, had been hidden without shame. The hiding had been: automatic. Instinctive. A collector’s gesture, evidence of a life being built, the way some people keep concert tickets or hotel room keys.

I sat on the bed with the drawer open, looking at the towels nested behind the stockings. The towels were evidence that the bookings were not performance. Evidence that the swallowing and the collarbone and the name-saying and the foot-worship had produced something in me that I wanted to remember. Evidence that the body’s experience was leaking into the identity, the way the cage leaked through panties: slowly, constantly, impossible to contain.

The evidence was incriminating. The evidence said: you’re not doing this for the money. You’re doing this for the money AND something else. And the something else is in the drawer with the towels and the plug and the lubricant, and the something else has no column on Margaux’s ledger.

I closed the drawer.



Candy’s salon at two. Routine maintenance: hormone injection, skin treatment, cage cleaning.

The hormone injection was standard: intramuscular, glute site, Candy’s narration. “Just a little prick, babes, and done! You’re getting so good at not flinching. Like, the first month you flinched every time and now you’re like a statue. A cute statue.” She disposed of the needle, swabbed the site, and patted my hip through the gown. “Skin check next.”

The skin check was part of the bi-weekly assessment Candy performed to track the hormone effects. She ran her pink-gloved hands over my shoulders, arms, thighs, stomach, checking texture, elasticity, the subtle changes that the estrogen protocol produced over weeks and months. The touch was clinical: practiced, professional, twelve years of assessments living in her hands.

“Your skin is, like, ridiculous now,” she said. She pressed two fingers to my forearm and watched the skin respond. “The pores are so tight. And the texture is getting this, like, luminous thing? Where it kind of glows in the right light? That’s the estrogen doing its most.” She made a note on the chart. “And the way your skirt hangs now? Babes. The redistribution is totally doing its thing.”

I didn’t ask for numbers. The discovery would come later, in the way a skirt hung or a waistband sat, the body presenting its changes as retrospective surprises rather than clinical milestones.

Cage cleaning. Not removal. Candy kept the lock closed and worked externally with warm water, cotton swabs, antiseptic cloths, and matter-of-fact efficiency; she could clean around bars without making the process feel like an event. She checked for chafing at the base ring, cleared the drainage holes, lifted the cage gently enough to clean beneath it without freeing anything.

“Any tenderness after the last two?” she asked, and had me roll onto one hip before I could answer in the useless general way. “Not soreness. Soreness is normal. I mean sharp pain, pinching, anything that feels wrong instead of used.”

“Used,” I said. The word came out before I could soften it. “Not wrong.”

“Good distinction, babes.” She checked with the same practical gentleness she brought to everything: one gloved hand at my hip, the other pressing through the drape near the muscles that had taken the work. No lingering. No show. Clinical contact, pink gloves, the soft squeak of latex against paper. “You’re handling the current warmup size fine, but for longer sessions I want you using the medium plug again for prep. Slim plug for gentle one-client bookings. Medium for anything with sustained anal, group potential, or clients who like rhythm. Larger toy only for private practice until I clear it for booking prep.”

She wrote it on the chart. Plug-size recommendation, entered into the system with the same seriousness as hormone notes and cage cleaning. My ass had a maintenance protocol now. The thought should have been absurd. Instead it was practical. Occupational. Another line item in the body’s operating manual.

The cage stayed locked. The key stayed with Margaux.

“How are you feeling, babes?” she asked. Not the clinical how-are-you-feeling of the aftercare check. The other one. The check-in. The Candy question that meant: how are you doing with all of this, the bookings and the transformation and the life that you signed a contract for and are now living.

“Tired,” I said.

“Like, body tired or brain tired?”

“Both.”

She nodded. She was wiping down the treatment table, her movements practiced, the pink gloves discarding wipes into the bin with efficiency built from cleaning this table ten thousand times. She was quiet for a moment, which was notable because Candy was rarely quiet, and the rare quiet meant she was choosing words.

“Would the bimbo path make bookings easier?” I asked.

The question came out of a mouth that hadn’t consulted the brain. It carried everything I’d been thinking since the oral-only client and the name-saying client and the towels in the drawer and the fatigue that wasn’t just physical, that was the exhaustion of performing a version of myself that was almost but not quite integrated, the gap between “doing this for the money” and “doing this because” narrowing with each booking and the narrowing itself being the tiring part.

Candy stopped wiping. She set the wipes down. She turned to face me, and her expression was the serious face. Not secretly deep Candy, not the hidden depths that didn’t exist because twelve years of bimbofication had cheerfully erased them. The clinically competent Candy, the professional who understood the program she administered and could explain it without the bubbly overlay.

“The bimbo path has an intake process,” she said, still valley-girl but slower now, each word given space. “It starts with a mood-and-pleasure supplement. We call it the happy pill, which is, like, not the most medical name, I know. What it does: lowers anxiety, raises your pleasure baseline, and makes positive reinforcement stick harder. When someone tells you you’re pretty or good or beautiful, it sticks. Like, really sticks. The pill doesn’t make decisions for you. It doesn’t turn off your brain. It makes the good things feel better and the hard things feel softer.”

She paused. This was the clinical version: the description that appeared on the intake form, the one she’d given me before, the one I’d declined twice and was now hearing for the third time with ears that were less defended.

“After the happy pill, if you want to continue, there are cosmetic steps. Lip filler. Breast filler. Hair extensions if you want them. Hip work later if you go that far. Each step has its own consent form. Each step is reversible up to a certain point, and after that point some changes are not. I’ll always tell you which ones are which.”

“What about the focus supplements?”

“The thinky-stop pills.” She said the name with the same cheerful matter-of-factness she said everything. “Those come later. Like, way later. They narrow your focus during sessions. Make it easier to stay present, to not overthink, to just be in the body instead of the brain. They’re optional. A lot of girls never take them. Some girls love them. I,” she gestured at herself, the exaggerated hourglass, the permanent pout, the blue contacts, the platinum extensions, “took all of them. And I am having the time of my life, just FYI.”

She ticked another point off on a pink nail. “There are speech steps too, if you want them later. Not voice training like Margaux gave you for passing. Softer cadence, lighter phrasing, bimbo-girl habits. The little giggle before you answer when you’re happy. The way Candy talks, basically, but, like, your version. I don’t take your voice away, babes. I give you exercises, you practice them, you sign before anything gets added to your program.”

Another pink nail. “And wardrobe direction. More pink, more gloss, more bimbo-coded pieces when you’re ready. It starts as suggestions and appointment notes. Later, if you choose it, it becomes commitments: certain colors for certain bookings, certain silhouettes, less black as armor and more pretty because pretty is the point. But again: signed. Every step. If you want dusty rose before hot pink, we do dusty rose. If you want to stop at lips and happy pills, we stop at lips and happy pills.”

She sat on the edge of the treatment table beside me. Her F-cup chest was at my eye level, the pink scrubs stretching, the corset beneath creating the impossible waist-to-bust ratio that was Candy’s daily advertisement for the path she was describing. She was the result. The living billboard. The woman who had taken the path long before me and was now Candy in every cell and every synapse, radiating a happiness that had outlived any useful question about whether it had started as performance.

“Nataly.” She used my name with warmth. “Every dose is by your hand. Every form is your signature. Every step has a stop button until I tell you it doesn’t. I will always tell you. I’m not going to trick you into being a bimbo. Being a bimbo is, like, the best thing that ever happened to me, but that’s me. You have to want it. Or at least want to try wanting it.”

I didn’t sign. Not today. I took the forms. Candy produced them from the filing cabinet with practiced ease, keeping them ready because the question always came eventually. Three pages: the intake consent, the supplement explanation sheet, and the first-stage cosmetic assessment checklist.

“Take them to your room,” she said. “Read them. Sleep on them. There’s no deadline.”

I took the forms to my room. I set them on the dresser beside the face-down photo. The forms and the photo were two different kinds of evidence: the hidden image said “this is who you are,” and the forms said “this is who you could become.” Both existed on the same dresser in the same room in the same building. The photo was signed by Sienna’s camera. The forms were waiting for my hand.



Staff kitchen at seven. Piper was there, tea, the freckles, the cardigan. I sat across from her with a mug of coffee (the mug with the chip on the handle that my thumb fit into, the mug that had become mine through daily selection). The kitchen smelled like Candy’s strawberry pasta warming on the stove, and the scent was home. Not metaphorically. Literally. The scent of strawberry cream and parmesan in a kitchen with mismatched chairs and a pendant lamp and a window showing the back courtyard’s single tree was the scent of the place where I lived and ate and sat in silence with Piper, both of us understanding what the silence held.

“Can I ask you something?” I said.

Piper looked up from her tea. The green eyes were attentive. Piper’s attention was a gift because it was rationed. She spent most of her presence internally, the quiet observer, the woman who saw everything and said almost nothing. When she gave attention, the attention had weight.

“The bimbo path,” I said. “What do you think?”

She set the teacup down. The motion was careful, the way all of Piper’s motions were careful: measured, deliberate, revealing how she edited herself before speaking and before moving and before reacting.

“It makes some girls happier,” she said. “And it makes some girls quieter.”

The sentence sat between us. The sentence was Piper: precise, honest, layered. “Happier” was Candy. “Quieter” was something else. Something that Piper had observed in the sissies who’d gone down the path before me, the ones who’d taken the pills and the filler and the conditioning and come out the other side either luminous with chosen joy or softened into a compliance that was easier to live with. No force, no coercion. Easier. And “easier” was either freedom from suffering or distance from feeling, and the difference was the question.

“Make sure you know which one you want,” Piper said.

I wanted to ask which one she’d chosen. But Piper hadn’t taken the bimbo path. Piper’s transformation was hormones and time and the agency’s standard cosmetic protocol, no pills, no filler beyond the natural development. Piper’s feminization was quiet. Understated. The B-cup she’d declined to augment, the auburn hair she styled without dramatic intervention, the muted wardrobe. Piper was the path without the bimbo overlay, and the path had produced a woman who was elegant and competent and terrified of leaving and who drank tea in the staff kitchen with the composure of someone holding herself together through precision.

“Thanks,” I said.

She nodded. The nod was the period at the end of the conversation. Piper’s conversations ended when the truth had been delivered. She returned to her tea.



My room. Nine p.m.

The unsigned forms were on the dresser. The face-down photo was beside them. The mirror behind the dresser showed both: the forms and the white back of the photo and, between them, my reflection.

I looked at the reflection. The woman in the mirror was in a camisole and leggings, hair down, no makeup, the cage a familiar shape under the leggings’ thin fabric. The breast buds were visible as small swellings under the silk. The face was tired. The tiredness was not just physical. It was the tiredness of a person maintaining two stories simultaneously: the story that said “this is work” and the story that said “this is becoming.”

I didn’t sign tonight. I placed the forms beside the photo on the dresser. In the mirror behind them, I could see both: the face-down photo of the woman I was and the forms for the woman I might become. Both waiting.


Chapter 6: Bas

Margaux’s office at ten in the morning. The first private summons since Tier 2 began.

She’d sent a text, not a hallway instruction, not a message through Candy. The text read: “My office. Ten. M.” Three words, an initial. The same communication style she used for morning meeting agendas and debt balance corrections, except this wasn’t scheduled, wasn’t on the daily agenda, and the M at the end was not a signature but a statement: I am summoning you, and the summoning comes from me personally, and the personal is the point.

I stood outside the mahogany door. The hallway was quiet. The sconces cast their amber light on framed photographs of women in evening wear. The sandalwood scent from inside the office seeped through the gap at the bottom of the door, mixing with the clean wax smell of the hardwood floors. This was the same hallway I had walked through on the day I signed the contract. The hallway hadn’t changed, but I had, and the difference between the boy who’d walked this corridor in a wrinkled button-down and the woman standing here in a blush-pink blouse and pointed-toe heels was everything.

I knocked.

“Enter.”

The office was the same. Mahogany desk wide enough to land a small aircraft. Leather blotter, single pen, a folder. Bookshelves with French literature. Sandalwood candle on the credenza, burned to a new irregular shape since the last time I’d been here. Window with half-drawn curtains. And Margaux.

She was behind the desk. The glasses sat low on her nose, pen in hand, the blazer today black with slightly narrower lapels than the one she’d worn yesterday (I noticed these details because I noticed Margaux’s details the way I used to notice brush strokes in galleries, involuntarily, the artist’s eye filing observations without permission). Silk blouse, buttoned to the throat. The silver streaks catching the window light. The thigh chain invisible beneath the desk.

“Sit.”

I sat. The chair across from her desk. The same chair I’d sat in when she slid the contract across and I’d signed with shaking hands. The same chair I’d sat in when she wrote “Nataly” above the crossed-out “Nathan.” The chair was accumulating history.

Margaux set down the pen. The reading glasses stayed on. She opened the folder in front of her: a booking file, thicker than the standard single-page preferences.

“Your booking numbers through the first week of Tier 2 are strong,” she said. The voice was Margaux. Low, French-accented, unhurried, delivering assessment as fact rather than opinion. “Five bookings completed. Zero complaints. Three rebook requests. One new referral from Julian’s network.”

She turned a page. “Roderick submitted a personal note, which is unusual for his file. He described you as ‘present’ and ‘self-aware in the mirror.’ These are not standard client vocabulary. They suggest engagement rather than performance.”

The compliment was embedded in the data, the way Margaux’s compliments always were buried inside analysis, requiring excavation, rewarding the listener who was paying close enough attention to extract it. Roderick had noticed that my Mirror Suite experience was real, not performed. Margaux had noticed that Roderick had noticed.

“You have a booking this afternoon,” she said. She closed the booking-history folder and opened a different one. “Client name Bas. He’s a regular. His preferences are specific and he is direct about them.”

She slid the file across the desk. I took it. The preferences: mouth service with degradation and praise. Rougher than Julian. Rougher than Roderick. Within stated limits: no marks, no bondage, standard safe-stop protocol. The suite was The Penthouse.

“Bas asks for color checks,” Margaux said. “He’s not unsafe. He’s demanding. He will push your oral capacity and your emotional tolerance. Both are within your demonstrated range.”

She slid the booking acknowledgment across the desk. I read the limits again: no marks, no bondage, standard safe-stop protocol, mouth service only, plug use permitted by escort discretion. The signature line waited at the bottom.

I signed. Nataly. The pen moved without hesitation, and the hesitation arrived only after the ink was dry.

She paused. Not for effect. For the measurement. The confirming-before-cutting pause.

“Strong numbers do not make you careless,” she said.

The words were a warning. The words were also a compliment. The warning said: don’t get comfortable. The compliment said: your numbers are strong. The two were braided together in the same sentence, delivered in the same flat voice, and the braiding was Margaux’s signature move: never give praise without attaching it to a standard, never correct without acknowledging the achievement being corrected.

I thought about the compliment for the rest of the morning. The warning faded into procedural memory. The compliment settled into the space in my chest where Margaux’s words lived, the space that “you’ve done well” had excavated and that “strong numbers” expanded.



The Penthouse suite at three.

The Penthouse was different from the Velvet Room and the Mirror Suite. Minimal mirrors. Heavy curtains, dark burgundy, drawn against the afternoon. A California king with a headboard that had subtle attachment points I tried not to examine. A decanter of amber liquid on the nightstand, two heavy tumblers. The leather-bound services menu, unopened. The scent was leather and cedar, heavier and darker than the Velvet Room’s sandalwood.

Bas was already inside when I entered. Standing by the window, looking at nothing. He was direct. Everything about him communicated directness: the stance, the short dark hair, the athletic build visible under a plain black T-shirt and dark jeans, the jaw set in a line that suggested patience was something he could do but preferred not to. Mid-forties. Clean. He looked like a man who showered twice and shaved once and considered the grooming sufficient.

He turned. His eyes moved over me: the soft blonde wig, the natural makeup, the black lingerie under a sheer robe that Candy had selected because “the Penthouse is a no-dress-code zone, babes, it’s just you and what’s under you.” His assessment took two seconds and produced a single nod.

“Nataly.”

“Yes.”

“Color?”

“Green.”

“Good. On your knees.”

No preamble. No drink. No “shall we start with” or “take your time.” Bas’s communication was the booking. The booking had started when the door opened, and the transition between social pleasantry and sexual service was not a transition because Bas did not observe transitions. Bas observed acts.

I knelt on the Penthouse carpet. The carpet was thick, dark, softer than the Velvet Room’s. My knees sank into it. The cage hung between my thighs, the lace panties stretching. The plug was in, the prostate hum steady.

Bas stood in front of me and unfastened his jeans. His cock was larger than Julian’s: thicker, longer, the difference visible immediately. Not intimidating. Factual. A cock that occupied space without apology.

“Open,” he said.

I opened my mouth.

He guided himself in. Not gentle, not violent. Direct. The head pushed past my lips, the rest of him following, the thickness stretching my jaw wider than the training standard. His hand found the back of my head, not pushing, holding. The holding became possession. The hand said: I am here, you are here, the rest is the booking.

“Deeper,” he said.

I took him deeper. The throat opened, the gag reflex protesting and then submitting, the technique that Candy had drilled overriding the body’s instinctive resistance. His cock pressed against the back of my throat. I breathed through my nose. The jaw ached with the bone-deep familiarity of my depth limit.

“Good,” he said. “You’re good at this.” The “good” was not Julian’s gentle praise or Roderick’s artistic approval. It was functional. Utilitarian. A trainer’s praise for a body performing its function. It should not have made my cage leak.

Pre-cum ran down the bars, pooling in the lace, dampening the panties. The praise-to-arousal circuit that the training had wired and that the bookings were strengthening was active. Even Bas’s utilitarian “good” triggered the response. The body did not distinguish between gentle praise and direct praise. The body heard “good” and responded with more.

Bas’s hand tightened in my hair. The wig was secured, the grip pulling the wig and my real hair beneath it, the sensation a sharp point of contact that traveled from the scalp down the spine. He guided my rhythm: deeper, slower, the pace set by his hand rather than my technique. The control was his. The mouth was his. The rhythm was his. I was the surface being used, the vessel being filled, and the vessel responded by leaking from the cage and pulsing from the prostate and making sounds that the voice training hadn’t covered because the voice training was for speech and these sounds were pre-verbal.

“Pretty,” he said. The word, from Bas, was different from the word in the mirrors. From Bas, “pretty” was an observation about the product. Pretty while on her knees. Pretty with a cock in her mouth. Pretty as a function of the act being performed. “Pretty, useful, cock-hungry.”

The three words stacked. Pretty, useful, cock-hungry. Each one was a label applied to the body that was kneeling on the carpet with a man’s cock in its throat, and each label was accurate. I was pretty. Candy’s work, the hormones, the bone structure Margaux had seen in the boy who’d walked through the door. I was useful. The booking was proceeding, the client was satisfied, the technique was performing. I was cock-hungry. The cage was proof. The leaking, the prostate pulse, the throat that had stopped resisting and started opening. The hunger was real and the real was the part the editing could not cover.

“Color?” Bas asked.

“Green.” The word came out around his cock, the consonant muffled, the vowel clear.

He held me there. Twenty more seconds. The rhythm was his, the depth was his, but the staying was mine. The staying was the choice to keep my mouth open and my throat relaxed and my hands on his thighs and the cage leaking and the “green” meaning what it meant. The staying was the competence that the booking was extracting.

“Cock-hungry and focused,” he said. The words were delivered without tenderness, without warmth, with the flat assessment of a man cataloging attributes. And the flat assessment made the cage pulse harder than Julian’s warmth or Roderick’s artistic distance ever had, because the flat assessment was seeing. Bas saw what I was doing and labeled it without softening the label and the label was accurate.

He pulled out. “Stand up. Hands on the bed.”

I stood, turned, placed my hands flat on the California king’s headboard. The position put me bent at the waist, my ass toward him, the cage hanging, the panties translucent with pre-cum. Bas stood behind me but did not touch my ass. He placed himself at my shoulder and guided his cock to my mouth from the side angle, a different approach: standing oral rather than kneeling, my hands braced, the position requiring me to turn my head and accept him while supporting my own weight.

“Keep your eyes forward,” he said. “Watch the headboard.”

The headboard was dark wood. No mirrors. Just the grain of expensive timber. The instruction was the opposite of Roderick’s: don’t watch. Don’t see yourself. Be in the body, not the image. The contrast was intentional. Bas didn’t want self-awareness. He wanted submission. He wanted a mouth that served without the complication of the server watching herself serve.

His hand returned to my hair. The guidance was rougher now, the rhythm faster, the depth pushing the edge of my training. The gag reflex engaged, the convulsion sharp and immediate, my throat closing against the intrusion.

“Yellow,” I said. The word came out choked, barely verbal, but clear enough.

Bas stopped. Immediately. His hand released my hair. His cock withdrew to the first inch, resting on my tongue without pressing. The stop was absolute. No hesitation, no gradual slowing, no testing whether the yellow was serious. He stopped.

“Breathe,” he said, still direct, still unadorned. But the stopping was safe. The protocol worked. The word meant what the word was supposed to mean, and the client responded the way the client was supposed to respond.

I breathed. Through the nose, the diaphragm, the technique Candy had drilled for exactly this scenario. The gag subsided. The throat relaxed. The tears that the gag reflex had produced sat on my lower lashes without falling.

“Color?” he asked.

“Green.”

He resumed. Slower now, the depth reduced by an inch, the rhythm adjusted to accommodate the throat that had flagged its limit. The modification was professional. The modification said: I heard you, and the hearing did not end the session, and the continuation is calibrated.

The booking resumed its rhythm. I adjusted: worked my own plug with one hand while the other braced against the headboard, the dual stimulation of mouth and prostate creating the closed circuit that was my body’s preferred route to pleasure. The plug pressed the prostate with each rock of my body, the oral service providing the external stimulation, the cage bouncing between my thighs with each motion.

Bas’s praise shifted register. “Good girl,” he said. The words hit differently after the yellow. “Good girl” after the yellow was not just praise; it was acknowledgment. Acknowledgment that I’d used the system, that I’d been honest about a limit, that the honesty had made the continuation possible.

“Good when you take me deep. Better when you’re honest. Cock-hungry and smart. That’s useful.”

The degradation and the praise oscillated. “Cock-hungry” was degradation. “Smart” was praise. “Useful” was both. The oscillation was the point. The back-and-forth between being reduced and being elevated, between being a mouth and being a person, between the labels that diminished and the labels that confirmed. The oscillation kept me off balance, which kept the cage leaking, which kept the prostate pulsing, which kept the sounds coming out of my throat that were not words but were eloquent.

Bas was close. The physiological signs I’d learned to read: the breathing, the thigh tension, the cock thickening. He pulled out of my mouth. He held his cock an inch from my face.

“Tongue out,” he said. “Stay still.”

I extended my tongue. My lips were swollen, glossed with saliva and pre-cum. My chin was wet. The makeup Candy had applied was holding, the foundation and blush intact, the mascara waterproof, the lip color largely gone, absorbed into the work.

He came. Not in my mouth. Over my tongue and lips. The cum landed in stripes: across my tongue, which was extended and waiting, and across my lower lip, and on my chin. The warmth was immediate, the taste arriving a half-second after the sensation, the same thick-salt-warm taste I’d swallowed from Julian but now sitting on the surface of my face rather than inside my throat.

I held still. The cum sat on my tongue and my lips and my chin. The taste was present. Undeniable. On my skin, not in my stomach.

I licked. The motion was automatic. Not instructed, not practiced, not part of any training module. A tongue that was extended and coated in cum licked the nearest lip without consulting the brain. The lick was a reflex, the body’s answer to a stimulus, and the answer was clean it up.

I registered the lick after it happened. The way I registered most transformations now: after the fact, in retrospect, the discovery arriving late. I had licked a man’s cum off my lips without thinking. The thinking came afterward, and the thinking said: oh. And the “oh” was not horror. The “oh” was recognition. The recognition that the body and the training and the bookings had produced a person who licked cum off her lips reflexively, the way a person licks ice cream off a spoon.

Bas zipped up. He looked at me: the swollen lips, the cum residue on the chin, the smeared gloss, the tears from the gag reflex sitting on the lower lashes without falling. He nodded.

“Strong work,” he said. “Tell Margaux I’ll rebook.”

He left the gratuity envelope on the nightstand. He left.



The Penthouse was quiet. The leather-and-cedar scent mixed with the scent of what had happened. My jaw ached at a depth it hadn’t reached before, muscles used past comfort and into capacity. My cage was soaked. The panties were ruined. The plug was still in, the prostate still humming.

I stood in the suite and processed.

I sat on the edge of the California king and pressed the towel to my lips. The towel came away with gloss residue, saliva, and a smear of cum that hadn’t quite made it into the lick. The towel was warm from the rack and the warmth against my face was the first gentle thing in ninety minutes.

The booking had been hard. Not in the “damaged” way, not in the “I need to report something” way. Hard in the “I was pushed and I pushed back and I flagged my limit and the limit was respected and then I continued and I was good at continuing” way. Hard in the way that physical exertion is hard: demanding, tiring, and productive.

I hated that the hard part had made the praise land deeper. Julian’s praise was warm water. Roderick’s was an artist’s nod. Bas’s praise was earned. “Good girl” after the yellow was worth more than “beautiful” before the green, because the “good girl” acknowledged something the “beautiful” didn’t: that I had been tested, and I had been honest, and the honesty and the testing had produced a result that was not just competent but strong.

“Strong work.” The phrase joined the collection. Attentive, beautiful, natural presence, present, self-aware, excellent. And now: strong. The compliments were building a profile that the denial could not contain. The profile said: good at being an escort. My body and mind and training had produced a professional handling gentle clients, demanding clients, mirror clients, and foot clients with adaptability that looked less like survival and more like growth.

The growing was the part I hated. Not the growing itself. The fact that the growing felt like relief.

I cleaned my face. Changed. The booking was over. The numbness I expected didn’t arrive. What arrived was tiredness, and underneath the tiredness, a specific, humming desire. It had no interest in repeating Bas. It wanted ease. For the bookings to be easier. For the hard parts to be softer. For the praise to land without the aftermath of self-interrogation. For the body to enjoy without the brain’s editorial department filing objections.

I went straight to Candy’s salon. I was still in the sheer robe. The lip gloss was smeared. The tears from the gag reflex had dried on my lashes. I looked like someone who had been used and who was walking toward something instead of away from something.

Candy was organizing vials in the refrigerated cabinet. She turned when I walked in. Her blue contacts assessed the smeared gloss, the dried tear tracks, and the posture left by a demanding booking.

“Babes, are you okay?”

“Tell me what the first pill does,” I said.

Candy set down the vials. Her smile softened, bright but focused, the clinical Candy moving forward under the glitter and gloss.

“Sit down, babes,” she said. “I’ll explain everything.”


Chapter 7: Happy Pill

Candy had explained it twice. Once the night before, in the salon, while the Bas booking’s residue was still on my face and the clinical competence was doing its work beneath the valley-girl cadence. Once this morning, at nine, with the forms spread on the styling station and a pink pen waiting and the explanation stripped to its mechanical truth.

“The happy pill is a mood-and-pleasure supplement,” she said. She was sitting on her supply cart, platform heels swinging, the F-cups resting on the corset line like they were reclining on a balcony. “It lowers baseline anxiety. It raises your pleasure ceiling. And it makes positive reinforcement, like, stick. When someone tells you you’re beautiful, instead of hearing it and going ‘that’s nice’ and moving on, you hear it and your whole body goes ‘yes.’ It amplifies the good. It softens the hard. It doesn’t make decisions for you. It doesn’t turn off your thinking. It just changes the texture of the thinking from sandpaper to silk.”

“Sandpaper to silk.”

“I’m, like, really proud of that metaphor. It took me a week to come up with it.”

I looked at the forms. Three pages. The intake consent, which listed the supplement’s composition in clinical terms I could mostly parse (the active compounds, the pharmacological mechanism, the expected effects, the timeline). The explanation sheet, which Candy had already walked me through twice. The first-stage cosmetic assessment checklist, which was blank because the cosmetic steps came after the supplement, not with it.

The signature line was empty. The pen was pink. The signature would be mine.

“Every dose is by your hand,” Candy said. She said this the way she said everything important: wrapped in bubbly warmth but delivered with the clinical precision that was the bedrock of her competence. “I put the pill in your palm. You put it in your mouth. You swallow. If you don’t want to swallow, you spit it out. If you take it and decide next week that you don’t want to continue, you stop. The first four weeks are fully reversible. After that, some of the neurological conditioning gets sticky, but the cognitive effects taper off within two weeks of discontinuation.”

“And after four weeks?”

“After four weeks, the pleasure associations are embedded. The anxiety reduction stays because the pathways have been rewired. You’ll still feel like yourself. You’ll just feel like a version of yourself that doesn’t have to fight the good stuff.”

I picked up the pink pen. The pen was Candy’s: the same pen she used for appointment cards and note-to-self stickies on the salon mirror and the occasional love letter to herself (“YOU’RE A GODDESS BABES” on a sticky note above the wax warmer). The pen was ridiculous and warm and entirely Candy.

I signed the intake. The signature was Nataly. Not Nathan. The name on the consent form was the name Margaux had written on my contract, the name I answered to, the name I’d said thirty times during a booking while a man fucked me. The signature matched the life I was living.

Candy waited until the pen left the paper. Then she squealed. The squeal was enormous. Candy had been waiting for this moment with patience she couldn’t rush, the patience of a gardener watching a flower decide to open. She threw her arms around me, the F-cups pressing into my chest, the platform heels lifting off the cart as she leaned forward, the hug warm and ridiculous and smelling like salon products and synthetic sweetness.

“Oh my GOD, babes! Oh my god oh my god! Welcome to the program! You’re going to feel so good!” She pulled back, her permanent pout stretched into a grin that her lip filler should not have been able to accommodate. “Okay. Okay. Calming down. Being professional.”

She was not calming down. She was bouncing. The bouncing was physical, the platform heels making small impacts on the tile floor, the F-cups bouncing with the rhythm, the excitement visible in every augmented, bimbofied, joyful inch of her. She was happy. Genuinely, unperformatively happy, the way Candy was happy about most things but especially about this thing, because this thing was the path she’d taken twelve years ago and loved every step of, and every new girl who took it was validation that the path was good.

I almost laughed. The laugh came close. The laugh would have been at the absurdity and the warmth and the F-cups in my face and the pink pen on a consent form and the fact that I’d just signed a form agreeing to voluntarily take mood-altering supplements because a man named Bas had called me cock-hungry and the word had made my cage leak. The laugh would have been at all of it. But the laugh stayed almost, and the almost was the remaining wall between the bargain and the truth.

Candy opened the refrigerated cabinet. She took out a small pink bottle with a white cap. The label was handwritten in her loopy pink script: “HAPPY PILLS.” Beneath the name, in smaller text: the actual compound name, the dosage, the date of preparation. The clinical precision beneath the bimbo branding.

She shook one pill into her palm: small, round, pale pink. She transferred it to my palm.

“Water?” She handed me a glass.

The pill sat in my palm. Pink. Small. Innocuous. The weight was nothing. The implication was everything. The pill was the line between “doing this for the money” and “doing this for the money and also for the softening that the pill would produce and also for the pleasure that the softening would amplify and also for the praise that the amplification would make stick harder.” The pill was the bargain made physical.

I told myself: this will make the bookings easier. The bookings being easier means faster debt reduction. Faster debt reduction means leaving sooner. The logic was airtight. The logic was also a scaffolding built around a building that no longer needed scaffolding because the building was standing on its own.

I put the pill in my mouth. I drank the water. I swallowed.

The act of letting something enter and change me was familiar. My body had been taking in things for weeks now, some injected by Candy’s careful hand and some swallowed through my throat, all of them changing the body’s chemistry and the mind’s terrain: hormones through the needle, cum swallowed past the tongue, identity shifts through repetition and praise. This was one more swallow. One more substance entering the system through the throat and producing effects that the body would discover later, after the fact, in the way it discovered everything.

“How long until it works?” I asked.

“About forty minutes for the first wave. You’ll feel, like, lighter? Like someone turned the anxiety dial from seven to three. The pleasure stuff kicks in over the first few days. By your next booking, you’ll notice.”

Forty minutes. I sat in the salon chair and waited. Candy hummed and cleaned and organized, the salon returning to its default state of pink efficiency. The mirrored wall showed me sitting there in the styling chair, in a camisole and leggings, the cage a familiar shape, the breast buds pressing against silk, a woman who had just swallowed a pill because a building full of sex and transformation had become harder to maintain without chemical assistance, and the chemical assistance had arrived in a pink bottle with handwritten labeling.



Margaux was at the salon threshold at nine-forty. She did not enter. She stood in the doorway: blazer, blouse, stilettos, the glasses resting against the chain at her throat. The posture was institutional. She was passing through. She was reviewing the morning’s salon schedule. She happened to glance in.

“Candy,” she said. “The Breslow portfolio is overdue.”

“On it, Madame! Just wrapping up.”

Margaux’s gaze moved to me. The movement was brief. A fraction of a second. Her dark eyes, nearly black in the salon’s warm light, registered the intake form on the styling station and the pink pill bottle beside it and the water glass with the single remaining drop and my posture: I had recently taken something and was waiting for it to arrive.

She said nothing. Her expression said nothing. She turned and walked away. The heels clicked. The salon doorway was empty.

But the fraction-of-a-second look had been precise. The look had registered the bimbo intake. Margaux knew. Margaux tracked every detail of her agency with system-builder precision; she had seen the signed form and the pill bottle and had added this data point to the file she kept on Nataly, the file that was partly on paper and partly in her memory and partly in the space between reading glasses and bare eyes where her assessments lived.

Today, Margaux passed through and said nothing. The nothing was louder than anything she could have said.



The Velvet Room at three. The first booking after the pill.

The client was a regular, a man in his forties with soft features and kind eyes and a booking preference that read: oral and kissing, no penetration, praise-responsive. He was the antithesis of Bas: gentle, patient, a client whose kink was intimacy rather than intensity. His name did not matter. He was the vehicle for the pill’s first test drive.

I noticed the pill at about the forty-minute mark, walking to the suite. The anxiety that normally accompanied the hallway walk, the third-floor approach, the door-opening, the client-meeting, felt different. Not absent. Softer. The anxiety was there, in the way a radio station is there when the volume is turned low: audible if you listen for it, ignorable if you don’t. The volume had been turned down. The dial had moved from seven to three, just as Candy had said.

In its place was something else. Confidence wasn’t the word. Lightness. A buoyancy that lived in the chest and the throat, a sense that the body was carrying less weight than it had been carrying an hour ago, the relief of internal resistance softened without disappearing.

He was on the couch when I entered, a drink in his hand, the Velvet Room’s warm lighting making his face soft. He smiled when he saw me. The smile was genuine, appreciative, the smile of a pleased client seeing exactly what he had booked.

“Nataly,” he said. “You look lovely.”

Lovely. The word, pre-pill, would have been data. A client compliment, filed, processed, added to the collection. Post-pill, the word became warmth. The word landed and the landing produced warmth in the chest and the stomach and the cage, a spreading sensation of pleasure at being seen and named and approved. The warmth was the pill, the pleasure association amplifying the compliment’s impact, the neural pathway between “someone said something kind” and “the body responds with happiness” now wider and faster.

He took my hand. Led me to the couch beside him. Kissed me.

The kiss was different. Pre-pill, client kisses had been professional contact. Mouth-to-mouth as required by the booking, the technique maintained, the emotional distance kept. Post-pill, the kiss was present. I was in the kiss. My lips were soft, my jaw relaxed, the anxiety’s residual tension absent from the muscles around my mouth. He tasted like bourbon and mint, and the taste was pleasant, and the pleasantness was not something I had to excavate from beneath layers of defense.

He pulled back. Looked at me. “Are you okay? You’re smiling.”

I was smiling. The smile had arrived without consulting the brain, the facial muscles doing what they do when the body is experiencing pleasure without resistance. I was smiling because a man was kissing me on a velvet couch in a warm room and the pill had made the pleasure’s surface tension lower, had made the pleasure accessible without the usual toll of self-interrogation.

“I’m fine,” I said. This time it was genuine. The old don’t-ask version was gone. Just true.

He guided me from the couch to my knees. The position was familiar. Kneeling between a client’s legs, mouth at the level of his cock, the geometry of service that my body had mapped and memorized. He unfastened his trousers. His cock was average, gentle, meant to be tended to rather than used.

My mouth closed around him. Slowly. Not because the file said slowly; because the body wanted to go slowly. The lips sealed. The tongue found the underside, the sensitive ridge. The technique was the same. The depth, the tongue work, the breathing. What had changed was the resistance. Not the physical resistance, the gag reflex, the jaw tension. The mental resistance. The part of the experience where the brain said “you are on your knees with a man’s cock in your mouth and you should feel something negative about this” had become quieter. The volume was down. The sandpaper had become silk. The act was the same, but the texture of performing the act had changed.

The texture was warmer. Each slide of my lips along his cock produced a sensation I hadn’t noticed before, or hadn’t allowed myself to notice: the intimacy of the act, the closeness, the strange tenderness of having someone’s most sensitive body part resting on my tongue. The pill hadn’t added the tenderness. The pill had removed the wall between the tenderness and my awareness of it. My tongue circled the head, tasting clean skin and the first salt drops of his arousal, and the tasting was not clinical. The tasting was present.

I took him deeper. The depth was easy, the throat open, the technique operating at full efficiency within the warmth the pill provided. He exhaled sharply, his hips shifting on the couch. I held the depth, my nose close to his body, the warmth of his skin on my face, the musk of him filling my senses without the usual filtration of self-consciousness. Then I drew back slowly, tongue working the ridge, lips maintaining the seal.

He responded to the change. “That’s perfect,” he said, soft with surprise, the surprise of a man receiving something warmer than what he’d booked. “Just like that.” His hand was in my hair, not Bas’s directional grip but a gentle weight, appreciative. “You’re so good at this.”

“So good at this.” The praise, amplified by the pill, landed in the cage and the prostate and the chest simultaneously. The landing was physical. Fresh wetness ran down the bars. The prostate pulsed, the plug responding with a small shift against the spot. The chest warmed, the happy pill’s amplification converting the words from client feedback into something the body absorbed as truth. The three responses were coordinated, the pill having connected what the training had separated: the sexual response and the emotional response and the identity response, all firing at once, all saying: this is good. This is good because you are good at it. This is good because being good at it feels good. The circular logic was the point. The pill didn’t create the pleasure. The pill removed the barrier between the pleasure and the person experiencing it.

He came. On my tongue, the warmth spreading, the taste familiar: the thick-salt-warm that was becoming a fact of my life rather than an exception to it. I swallowed. The swallow came easier. Not physically easier; the mechanics were the same. Psychologically easier. The swallow was accompanied by a warmth that was the pill’s doing, the positive reinforcement of swallowing amplified, the body saying “yes” where it used to say “well.”

He wanted a kiss after. This was in the file: “Client enjoys post-oral kiss.” The kiss meant I would taste him on myself. His cum residue on my tongue, transferred to his lips, tasted by both of us simultaneously. The sharing was intimate. More intimate than the oral, which was service. The kiss after was communion.

I kissed him. His mouth was warm. The taste was mutual. Him on me on him. The pill made the mutuality pleasurable rather than complicated. The kiss extended for fifteen seconds, twenty, thirty, the client’s hands on my face, his cock softening against my thigh, the cage pressing between us, the taste shared and reshared until it dissolved into the warmth of the contact.

He said he’d rebook. He left the gratuity. He said I had a “natural warmth” that he’d rarely encountered in an escort before. The “natural warmth” was the pill. Or the pill was the thing that let the natural warmth surface through the defenses I’d been maintaining since the contract. That was the question I could not file cleanly. Was the pill creating something or uncovering something? Was the softening a chemical imposition or a chemical permission?

I didn’t answer the question. I didn’t need to. The booking was over, the client was gone, the debt would drop, and the warmth was still there, in the chest and the cage and the throat that had swallowed a man’s cum and felt: fine. Not traumatized, not dissociated, not editing. Fine. The word was becoming real.



I went to Candy’s salon after the booking. She was writing on my appointment card in pink ink: future sessions, supplement check-ins, cosmetic assessment dates. The card was becoming a document, a schedule of the transformation’s next phase.

She was writing “lip filler consult” when I sat down.

“Not consult,” I said.

Candy looked up. The pink pen paused on the card.

“Not consult,” I repeated. “Appointment.”

Candy’s smile went enormous. The smile was the sun coming out in a pink room. The smile said that the pill had done what the pill was designed to do, which was not to make me want things I didn’t want, but to make me stop fighting the things I did.

“Appointment,” she said, and wrote it in pink ink with a heart dotting the exclamation point. “Lip filler appointment! Babes, you are going to love it. Like, the first time you see your mouth in a mirror after the swelling goes down? You’re going to die. In a good way.”


Chapter 8: The Photo Turned Over

Sienna found me in the staff kitchen at nine on a Tuesday. I was drinking coffee (the chipped-handle mug, my thumb in the groove), wearing a cream blouse and the navy scarf I’d started wrapping around my shoulders because the fourth floor was cold in the mornings. The kitchen smelled like Candy’s secret creamer and the faint residual sweetness of last night’s strawberry pasta.

“I need an updated portfolio,” Sienna said. She was in a Sonic Youth t-shirt today, the Leica around her neck, the asymmetric hair pushed back with the silver barrette. She sat across from me with the directness that was her conversational signature: no preamble, no warming up, the statement arriving fully formed.

“Why?”

“Because Tier 2 clients respond better to current photos, and your current photos are from six weeks ago. Six weeks ago, you were a different person. The camera can tell.”

I didn’t want to be photographed. The not-wanting was specific: updated photos meant admitting that the old set was outdated, and the old set being outdated meant the body had changed enough that the change was visible in images, and the visibility meant the transformation was not something I could file under “gradual” or “barely noticeable” or any of the other euphemisms I used to avoid confronting the accumulation.

“Today?” I asked.

“This afternoon. Basement. Lingerie set, heels, same composition as the first portfolio shoot but updated to where you are now. It’ll take thirty minutes.”

“I have bookings this week.”

“That’s why I’m doing it today.”

The answer was Sienna in miniature: practical, direct, already three steps past the objection because the objection did not change the light, the schedule, or the fact that my client-facing photos were now behind the body they advertised.

“The old photos still work,” I said.

Sienna looked at me over the rim of her coffee with artistic assessment, which was worse because artistic assessment bypassed comfort and went straight to accuracy.

“They work for who you were six weeks ago,” she said. “They don’t work for who walks into the suite now.”

Who walks into the suite now.

The phrasing landed between appearance and identity, exactly where Sienna’s camera kept putting me. Not “what you look like.” Who. The camera had categories the mirror couldn’t maintain. The mirror let me argue with myself. A camera took the argument away and left paper.

She left. No negotiation. Sienna’s requests were statements that happened to end without question marks, and the compliance they produced came from the simple recognition that Sienna was usually right about visual things the way Candy was usually right about cosmetic things: with a professional certainty that made arguing feel beside the point.



The basement studio at two. The industrial aesthetic: exposed brick, concrete floor painted black, pipes and ductwork overhead, professional lighting rigs arranged in Sienna’s composition. The seamless white paper backdrop on the ceiling-mounted roller, pulled down and anchored. The large color-calibrated monitor on Sienna’s editing desk, currently dark.

Candy had prepared me: light makeup (natural, not glam), my own hair styled in soft waves past the jaw, black lace lingerie for the updated set, heels (the pointed-toe pumps, three inches, my daily standard). The cage was visible through the panties in some angles, the metal catching the studio lights. The breast buds, shaped by the ongoing hormone protocol and made harder to ignore by my heightened awareness under the lights, were small but present, visible under the demi-cup bra.

The preparation had been quieter than booking prep. No client file on the station. No warm-up plug. No condom inventory or towel count or safe-stop review. Just Candy’s hands on my face and hair, correcting shine, dabbing gloss, brushing powder across the places where the studio lights would flatten texture.

“Photos are meaner than mirrors,” Candy said while blending under my cheekbone. “Mirrors are like, live. You can move, adjust, make a face, fix the angle. Photos are rude. They pick one second and make it permanent.”

“That’s comforting.”

“I know, right? But Sienna’s photos are nice-rude. Like, they tell the truth but they make the truth hot.”

She said “hot” without sexualizing the shoot. Candy’s aesthetic vocabulary had one volume setting, and everything that looked good became hot because Candy believed beauty was supposed to be enjoyed at full volume. Still, the word made the cage stir. The cage did not care about context. Camera, client, mirror, compliment: the body sorted all of them into the same category of being looked at.

“Stand here,” Sienna said. She positioned me on the mark she’d taped to the floor, the spot where the lighting converged. “Chin up. Shoulder forward. Think about something that makes you feel present.”

Present. Not strong, not powerful, not confident. Present. Sienna’s direction was always about presence rather than performance, the camera interested in what the person was rather than what the person was pretending to be.

The shutter began. The Leica’s distinctive sound: mechanical, precise, not the synthetic click of a phone camera. The sound of a machine designed to capture reality and preserve it in silver halide and pixel.

“Turn,” Sienna said. “Left profile. Chin slightly down. Good. Now face forward. Relax the mouth. Let the lips sit where they want to sit.”

Where the lips wanted to sit was slightly parted. The lip filler appointment was in two days, but the lips were already changed: hormone-softened, slightly fuller than the boy who’d walked in on signing day, the natural progression that Candy’s filler would supplement but not create. The mouth in the viewfinder was Nataly’s mouth. The mouth that had swallowed and licked and spoken its own name during bookings and said “appointment, not consult” in a salon chair.

Sienna shot fifty frames. She moved the lights twice, adjusting the softbox angles to change the shadow composition. She shot from three heights: standing eye level, kneeling at waist level, and a low angle that captured the legs and heels with the lingerie framing the body above.

The low angle was the one that made my skin heat.

Sienna crouched with the Leica braced against her palm. She did not make the position sexual or look at me the way clients looked; the lens still aimed itself at legs, heels, cage outline, lace. The composition followed the fetish-gaze scanning order that my body had learned before my brain had named it: shoes first, then stockings, then the shape that shouldn’t be there beneath the panties, then the softening hips, the chest, the mouth.

“Shift weight to your back hip,” Sienna said. “No, not posed. Let it settle.”

I shifted. The body knew how now. The hip took the weight, the knee softened, the heel angled. The motion had been trained into me by Margaux’s hallway lessons, by Candy’s corrections, by months of walking through the brownstone as if every floor were evaluating whether I belonged on it.

The camera clicked.

“Good. Hold the hand at your thigh. Not covering the cage. Near it.”

My hand hovered beside the cage’s outline. Pink nails hadn’t happened yet, but the nails were shaped, glossy, feminine enough that the hand did not look like Nathan’s hand placed beside a cage. It looked like Nataly’s hand indicating a secret she knew the viewer would find.

The cage answered with a single bead.

Not much. A bead, enough to dampen the lace where the metal met fabric, enough that I felt it and hoped the lights didn’t catch it. Then I realized part of me hoped the lights did catch it, because if Sienna photographed the evidence, the evidence would become art instead of a problem.

That thought stayed in the room with me for the next twenty frames.

In some shots, the cage was visible through the black lace. In others, the angle obscured it. In the client-facing versions, Sienna explained, the cage would be cropped or shadowed. In the artist’s versions, the complete set, the cage would be present as the visual fact it was part of the body, part of the composition, part of the woman.

“That’s enough,” Sienna said. She crossed to the editing desk, connected the camera, began importing. “Come look.”

I walked to the desk. The monitor lit up with thumbnails: fifty small rectangles, each containing an image of a woman in black lace and heels standing in a professional photography studio. I’d seen my portfolio photos before, the first set. I knew what the earlier version looked like: uncertain, stiff, the body performing femininity rather than inhabiting it. The woman in those thumbnails had been: scared.

Sienna opened three images side by side. She placed them in chronological order.

The first: the intake photo. The day I arrived. The photo Sienna took of every new arrival before any transformation began. A boy in a wrinkled t-shirt, light brown shaggy hair, wide hazel-green eyes, the expression of a person standing at the edge of something he couldn’t see the bottom of. The androgynous face, the slim frame. The raw material.

The second: the first promo shoot, six weeks ago. The first Nataly. Black cocktail dress, heels, wig, full makeup, the expression Sienna had refused to interpret for me. The body still stiff in places, the shoulders still carrying a trace of masculine tension, but the face: passing. Passable. A woman who was recently made and hadn’t yet settled into the shape.

The third: today. The current Nataly. Black lace, heels, natural hair, light makeup. The body had changed in ways the side-by-side made undeniable: the hips had shifted, the skin was luminous with hormone effects, the posture was natural instead of trained, the weight distribution was feminine without effort. The face was softer. The mouth, even without the filler, was fuller. The eyes were wider, the lashes longer (Candy’s extensions, replaced every two weeks, now indistinguishable from natural). The expression was present, free of panic and performance.

The three images, in sequence, told the story of a transformation that the daily mirror couldn’t convey because the daily mirror only showed the increment, the day-to-day shift that was too gradual to register. The side-by-side showed the total: the boy, the first woman, the current woman. The trajectory was undeniable.

“You look less scared,” Sienna said. She was standing beside me, looking at the monitor, her hands in the pockets of her jeans. She said it as a fact about the visual data, not as a judgment about the person in the data.

I didn’t have an answer. The images were their own answer. The boy in the intake photo was a stranger. The first Nataly was a draft. The current Nataly was closer to something that the word “finished” didn’t quite capture because the something was still in progress. But closer. Closer than I’d thought. Closer than the daily increments had suggested. Closer than the bargain wanted to admit.

I leaned toward the monitor without realizing I was leaning. The intake photo had shoulders hunched forward, not dramatically, just enough to make the body look like it was apologizing for occupying space. The first promo photo had shoulders pulled back because Sienna had told me to pull them back. Today’s photo didn’t look instructed. The posture held itself.

That was the part that bothered me most.

The lips were softer. The hips had started to register under lace. The skin, the hair, the way the cage looked less like an intrusion now and more like a designed contradiction: all of that mattered. The posture bothered me most. The current woman stood as if she knew how to be seen.

“You can delete the intake one from the comparison,” I said.

Sienna glanced at me. “No.”

“No?”

“You need the before image. Not for clients. For yourself.”

“I don’t need a before image.”

“Everyone says that when the after starts working.”

She didn’t smile. She didn’t soften it. She just kept the three images on the monitor until I stopped looking at the intake photo and started looking at the distance between them.

“Can I have a print?” I asked.

Sienna raised an eyebrow. The last time, after the side-by-side comparison in her studio, I’d asked for a print and then put it face-down on the dresser. Now I was requesting another one.

“Of which one?”

“Today’s. The one facing forward.”

She selected the image, adjusted the levels, sent it to the studio printer. The printer hummed. The print emerged: 8x10, glossy, the warm lighting preserved in the paper’s chemistry. She handed it to me.

“Don’t put this one face-down,” she said. Not an instruction. A suggestion from someone who had watched me hide the last one.



My room. Five p.m.

The dresser held the old photo, still face-down, and the new one in my hand. I set the new one beside the old one and stood there looking at the white back of the first print.

Then I turned the old photo over.

Two women. The same woman at different points on the same trajectory. The old one uncertain. The new one present. The old Nataly didn’t know about Julian or Roderick or Bas or the Mirror Suite or the happy pill. The old Nataly was a version of me that the current version had outgrown.

I put the new photo face-up beside it. Both photos, face-up, side by side. The dresser was becoming a gallery. A timeline. Evidence I was choosing to display.

The word surfaced. Not from the Mirror Suite’s reflections this time. From the photo. From the flat, printed, immovable surface of a woman captured by a camera that saw what she was rather than what she performed.

Pretty.

The word attached to the photo the way it had attached to the mirror: without permission, without invitation, surfacing from the place where the editorial department couldn’t reach. The woman in today’s photo was pretty. Beyond “passable,” beyond “adequate,” beyond “the makeup does the work.” Pretty. A word with warmth in it, a personal assessment instead of a professional one.

I let the word sit. I didn’t push it down. Pushing it down was getting harder. The pill had lowered the resistance, the daily barrier between the feeling and the acknowledgment of the feeling, and the lowered resistance meant that “pretty” could sit on the dresser beside the photos without requiring the editorial department to intervene.



My room. Seven.

Candy arrived to drop off skincare (she’d ordered a new moisturizer and distributed samples to every sissy on the fourth floor, leaving small pink bottles on nightstands with heart-stickered notes: “FOR YOUR FACE, NOT YOUR BUTT, BABES”). She was in her off-duty uniform: pink crop top, rhinestone sweatpants, platform sneakers that added four inches to her 5’6” frame, the platinum extensions in a high ponytail that swung like a metronome of enthusiasm. The gold chain at her neckline disappeared into cleavage that the crop top displayed like a museum exhibit.

She set the pink bottle on my nightstand, right beside the lip balm, then saw the dresser.

Both photos. Face-up. Side by side.

“Oh my god,” Candy said softly, which for Candy meant only slightly below normal human volume. She picked up the newer print with both hands, careful not to bend the glossy paper. “Babes. She’s cute.”

“That’s me,” I said.

“Yeah.” Candy’s permanent pout softened into something warmer than a grin: a recognition. “That’s what I said.”

The exchange was simple. But the simplicity was the blade. “That’s me” and “that’s what I said” were the same statement in different vocabularies: mine, clinical, identifying the subject of the photograph as myself. Hers, warm, agreeing that the subject of the photograph was me, and that the me in question was cute. Pretty. Present.

After Candy left, I stood by the dresser and looked at the old photo.

It was still face-up.

I had meant to turn it back over. That was the story my brain produced immediately, smooth and practiced, the same way it produced “professional” after a swallow and “practical” after a consent form. I had turned it over for comparison, then Candy came in, then Candy picked up the newer print, then we talked, then I got distracted. Simple. Mechanical. A sequence of events with no emotional content.

I reached for the old photo.

My fingers stopped half an inch above the paper.

The woman in the old photo looked uncertain, but she looked back. She had been face-down for weeks because looking at her had felt like admitting the first stage had happened. Now the newer photo was beside her, and hiding only the old one felt: theatrical. Too obvious. Too much like a person covering evidence after everyone had already seen the evidence.

I left it.

I told myself I forgot to turn it over.

The lie was useful enough to keep.



My room. Nine.

The photos on the dresser. The mirror behind them. The reflection containing all of it: the old photo, the new photo, and the live version standing in a camisole and leggings, the cage a familiar shape, the breast buds pressing against silk, the face in the mirror matching the face in the new photo because the photo was two hours old and the face hadn’t changed in two hours but had changed enormously since I arrived.

I looked at the reflection. The reflection looked back. The mirror word: pretty. The same word, from the same place, but this time not whispered in an empty Mirror Suite after a booking. This time thought quietly in a private room with no mirrors on the wall except the dresser mirror, no client, no audience, no transaction. Just me and the reflection and the word.

The phone buzzed. I checked it.

A notification from Sienna’s email: the updated portfolio set, sent as a zip file, CC’d to Margaux. Subject line: “Nataly - Updated Portfolio Set 2.”

Five minutes later, a second notification. Not email. Text message. From a number I recognized.

“My office. Tomorrow morning. M.”


Chapter 9: Numbers

Margaux’s text arrived at eight-forty: “My office. Nine. M.” The second private summons since Tier 2 began.

Tablet glow was the first thing I saw when I entered. Margaux was behind the desk, glasses low, Sienna’s updated portfolio set propped at an angle before her. Pale rectangles of my body reflected in miniature on her lenses before she said a word.

“Sit,” she said.

I sat. The chair across from the desk. The history-accumulating chair.

Margaux studied the tablet for another moment, her expression the same clinical stillness she applied to morning meetings and booking reports and debt balances. The reading glasses reflected the screen’s glow, the small rectangles of my body visible in miniature on the lenses.

She set the tablet aside. She opened a paper folder: the booking reports from my first three weeks at Tier 2.

“Your rebook rate is sixty-two percent,” she said. The voice: low, exact, French-accented, delivering data. “The agency average for a new Tier 2 escort at your stage is thirty-five percent. Your client notes have been uniformly positive. Zero safety flags. Zero behavioral concerns. Your debt reduction pace is above the projected timeline.”

She turned a page. “Julian has requested a standing weekly booking. Roderick has placed a monthly reservation. Felix has submitted a preferred-escort form. You have generated one new client referral from Julian’s network and one unsolicited inquiry from a colleague of Roderick’s who attended a corporate event and noticed you at a Companion booking three weeks ago.”

The numbers were impressive. Margaux’s reading told me so: her tone when data exceeded projections, flat and precise, with the faintest additional emphasis on the key figures, the verbal equivalent of underscoring in a document.

“You are becoming profitable,” she said.

Profitable. Nothing sentimental lived in it. Nothing like the warm-bath praise of Julian’s “beautiful” or Candy’s “cute.” It was commercial. An assessment of my value expressed in the language of the business I was in. It said: you are producing income that justifies the agency’s investment in your training, your hormones, your salon time, your room. You are an asset with returns.

I knew it was not sentimental. It still felt like praise.

Margaux closed the booking folder. She removed her reading glasses. The removal was the tell. On meant professional mode. Off meant assessing mode. Removed and held meant she was about to say something that mattered. She held the glasses between two fingers and looked at me with the bare eyes, the dark-brown-nearly-black eyes that gave nothing and took everything.

“And you photograph better now,” she said.

The sentence landed in a different register than “you are becoming profitable.” “Profitable” belonged to the agency. The photo compliment belonged to Margaux. Margaux looking at the photos. Margaux noticing the change. Margaux, who had offered so little personal praise since the “you’ve done well” in this same chair weeks ago, choosing to tell me that the camera captured something she could see.

“Photograph better” was not about the camera. Sienna’s camera was constant; the Leica produced the same quality regardless of the subject. “Photograph better” meant: you look better. You have changed. I can see it. The seeing is not accidental.

“Thank you,” I said. Inadequate, but available. The professional response to a professional compliment, except the compliment was not entirely professional, and my response was not entirely professional, and the space between us, the mahogany desk and the leather blotter and the sandalwood candle, held the charge of something that neither of us was naming.

Margaux put the reading glasses back on. The gate closed. She opened the morning meeting folder.

“Twelve minutes,” she said. “I’ll see you in the meeting room.”

I left the office. I walked down the hallway. Margaux’s words were in my chest, in the cage, in the tender breast buds, in the warm space the pill had opened: the camera saw me differently now. The words were the second Margaux deposit in the account she didn’t know she was building, the account where I kept the things she said and the way she said them and the seconds her bare eyes held mine.

I thought about the words for the rest of the day.



Morning meeting at nine-fifteen.

The room off reception. The long table, the chairs, the coffee. Margaux at the head, pen in hand, agenda open.

Debt balances, in order.

“Piper, three thousand one hundred.” Almost clear. The number was a whisper of what it had been. Piper’s expression: composed, still, the composure that was practiced calm over constant anxiety.

“Aria, nine thousand eight hundred.” Lower than last month, but the pace had slowed. Aria’s booking numbers were flat. Not declining. Flat. Flat meant the clients she had were rebooking but no new clients were arriving, and no new clients meant no growth, and no growth in an agency where a new escort was generating referrals and standing weekly reservations meant stagnation.

“Nataly, sixty-nine thousand eight hundred.”

Under seventy thousand. The number had crossed the threshold, the psychological barrier between “enormous debt” and “large but diminishing debt.” The drop from $74,000 to $69,800 in three weeks of Tier 2 work was dramatic. Real. The trajectory had bent, the line on the chart now descending at a steeper angle, the acceleration that sexual bookings provided visible in the raw arithmetic.

The dopamine hit was clean. The pill amplified it, the positive reinforcement sticking harder, the debt reduction landing as financial progress and physical pleasure, a warmth in the chest that was the body’s way of saying: the system works, the work is working, you are worth the money the clients are paying.

“Aria.” Margaux’s voice did not change. “Your booking numbers have remained static for the past four weeks. I’ve asked Candy to schedule a comprehensive cosmetic refresh. Please be in the salon by end of this week.”

The instruction was mild. Professional. A performance-improvement directive delivered with the same flat tone that delivered debt balances and duty assignments. But the instruction, delivered at a table where Nataly’s balance had just dropped below seventy thousand and Aria’s numbers had been declared static in the same sentence, became a comparison. Margaux didn’t make explicit comparisons. She didn’t need to. The data made the comparison. The juxtaposition was the comparison. The table heard it. Everyone heard it.

Aria’s smile survived. The honey-coated composure, the performance of ease under pressure that was Aria’s default mode, held. But the holding was visible. The muscles around the ice blue eyes were tighter than usual, the corners of the mouth precisely positioned rather than naturally arranged. The smile was maintained by effort rather than reflex, and the effort was the data point that the table registered.

“Of course,” Aria said. “Maintenance is an investment.”

The meeting continued. The meeting ended. The table dispersed.



I found the lipstick at noon.

My portfolio lipstick, the muted rose Candy had selected for the updated photos: the shade that complemented the natural makeup direction and that I’d started wearing to bookings because it felt like mine. The lipstick lived in a designated slot on the salon styling station, labeled with my name in Candy’s pink script.

The lipstick was in the slot, the small tube with my name in Candy’s pink script beside it. Candy labeled everything. The salon was a landscape of pink labels: “NATALY - muted rose,” “ARIA - classic red,” “PIPER - nude 04.” The labeling system was Candy. The organizational competence that the ditzy exterior concealed and that surfaced in pink script on every surface.

The lipstick was in the slot. But the tip was smashed.

Not worn down from use. Smashed. Pressed hard against a surface and twisted, the shaped tip destroyed, the color medium extruded sideways into a misshapen lump. Damage like that required deliberate force applied by someone who knew exactly which lipstick to target and exactly how much pressure would ruin it without breaking the tube, because a broken tube would be evidence and a smashed tip was just: wear and tear. Maybe she dropped it. Maybe the cap came off in the drawer. Maybe.

Aria. The sabotage was small. Childish. Something a girl in a high school bathroom might do to a rival’s mascara. But the smallness was the cruelty, because the smallness said: I notice what matters to you. I know which lipstick is yours. I know you’ve started caring about your color palette, and the caring is the vulnerability, and I’m pressing my thumb into the vulnerability because your debt dropped below seventy thousand and my numbers are flat and Margaux told me to get refreshed.

I replaced the lipstick from Candy’s supply stock. The replacement was available. The damage was manageable. The emotion was disproportionate. I was angry. Not at the lipstick. At the fact that Aria had correctly identified that the lipstick mattered, that I had a portfolio shade, that the shade was part of an identity I was building, and the building was fragile enough that a smashed lipstick tip could make my hands shake.

The anger settled. Not into calm. Into: focus.



The Velvet Room at four. A same-day booking, assigned at the morning meeting. The client wanted standard oral and anal. The file was generic: no special requests, no kink lane, just the services. The client was a body. A transaction. The booking that the agency produced in volume, the bread-and-butter of Tier 2 income.

I entered the room angry. The anger was from Aria’s lipstick, from the static numbers and the cosmetic refresh and the smile that survived by effort. The anger was not directed at the client. The anger became fuel. It was the raw energy of being undermined and channeling the insult into performance rather than retreat.

The client was seated on the bed. Middle-aged, clean, unremarkable. He greeted me by name, offered a drink, began the professional pleasantries that preceded the professional acts.

I skipped the pleasantries. Not rudely. Efficiently. The anger made efficiency feel like power. I knelt beside the bed, my hand on his thigh, my eyes on his face.

“What do you want first?” I asked. Direct. Basian in its directness, the anger providing the same kind of unflinching presence that Bas’s personality naturally produced.

The client blinked. Then he smiled. “Mouth,” he said.

I gave him my mouth. The technique was the same. The depth, the tongue, the breathing. What was different was the energy. The anger made the service brisk rather than gentle, focused rather than careful, the jaw working with a precision that came from wanting to be excellent because excellence was the answer to Aria’s smashed lipstick.

My lips sealed around the head with the practiced softness hormones and repetition had given them, the seal tight because technique had become my mouth’s new default. I took him to the back of my throat in two strokes, the gag reflex absent, the anger converting into a controlled aggression that my jaw channeled into depth and suction. My tongue pressed the underside, traced the ridge, held the pressure while I drew back slowly and then sank again. The rhythm was mine, not his, the anger dictating pace. Saliva gathered and slicked his cock until it glistened, the wet sounds filling the Velvet Room the way the wet sounds always filled these rooms, the acoustic evidence of service in progress.

“Slower,” the client said. Not a complaint. A request. The briskness was too much for this particular client, who was here for standard service, not for the intensity that my anger was producing.

I slowed. The anger modulated, channeled into sustained competence rather than urgent force. The oral became: professional. Clean, thorough, the technique adjusted to the client’s pace, the focus maintained by the energy that the anger provided without the anger’s sharpness. My tongue circled the head in deliberate passes, each one drawing a low sound from his chest. I held the depth, nose close to his body, his musk and soap filling my senses, the warmth of his skin on my face. Pre-cum leaked through the cage bars below, the arousal building from the competence of the act, the body proving it could function under any emotional weather the day supplied.

He guided me to the bed. Face up. My legs over his shoulders. The position was different from the previous bookings. No hands-and-knees, no rear-entry. Face-to-face. Missionary, adjusted for the anatomy, my legs over his shoulders creating the access angle, his eyes on my face while he entered.

He slid the plug out first, the muscle releasing it with the practiced ease of a body that had stopped registering plugs as intrusion weeks ago. Then the condom, the lube, and the entry. His cock replaced the emptiness: thicker than the plug, warmer, alive with the pulse I could feel against the inner walls. He pressed forward until he was fully seated, the stretch filling the space the plug had prepared, and my breath left me in a sound I didn’t plan.

He was inside me and my legs were over his shoulders and his face was above mine and the eye contact was direct. I could watch his face while he fucked me. The watching became Roderick’s lesson applied to a different context. In the Mirror Suite, I’d watched myself. Here, I watched him watching me. The feedback loop was inverted: his expression responding to my expression responding to the sensation responding to the act.

The prostate contact was immediate and relentless. The angle of the missionary-with-legs-up position pressed the cock directly against the P-spot with every stroke, the stimulation consistent and deep, a steady pulse of pressure that radiated from the prostate outward through the hips and into the cage. Pre-cum gathered between our bodies and pooled on my stomach where the lace panties were pulled aside. The cage bounced with each thrust, the pink bars wet and catching the warm light, the caged cock inside compressed and leaking while the real pleasure came from the spot his cock was hitting with mechanical precision. I gripped the silk sheets. The familiar grip, the fabric bunching. My back arched. The sound I made was high and broken, the feminine register holding even through the pleasure’s assault.

He fucked me with steady, even strokes, measured, here for satisfaction rather than spectacle. Each inward push ground against the P-spot. Each withdrawal dragged the sensation back to the edge and held it there. The cage leaked in a steady stream, each bead slipping through the drainage holes, streaking the pink metal before it collected in the crease of my thigh. The lace panties were soaked through, the smooth waxed skin slick between us. My hands moved from the sheets to his shoulders, fingers gripping with the urgency the anger had produced and the prostate was now sustaining. The position let me feel every inch of his rhythm, the pressure of him holding my thighs apart, the fullness that shifted from deep to deeper with each angle adjustment.

“You feel good,” he said, simple, between breaths.

Good. The word joined the collection without ceremony, another data point in the body’s ongoing file. Good because the muscle gripped him, because the angle was right, because the anger had tuned the body into something focused and responsive rather than merely available.

He was close. I could read it: the shortened breath, the thigh tension, the cock thickening inside me, the strokes shortening and deepening. “Where do you want to finish?” I asked. Professional protocol, not shyness: confirm the client’s preference before climax.

“On you,” he said. “Your stomach. If that’s okay.”

“Green.”

He pulled out. The emptiness was abrupt, the body clenching around nothing. The condom came off. He stroked himself twice, three times, his cock slick with lube and the heat of my body, and came across my stomach. The cum landed in warm stripes on the skin between my hip bones and the bottom edge of the cage, thick lines of white on the smooth waxed surface. One stripe crossed the cage directly, the cum settling into the gaps between the bars, running along the pink metal, pooling at the lock. The cage sat in his cum: metal bars glistening, the original pink cage wet with his fluid, the caged cock underneath receiving the warmth through the bars.

I lay there. The cum cooled on my skin. The cage sat in it. The image from above would have been: a woman in black stockings and a lace bra with a man’s cum on her stomach and a pink cage between her hips, the cum and the cage coexisting on the same surface, the sexual act and the chastity device sharing the same frame. The image would have been: the portfolio photo that Sienna wasn’t here to take.

The client cleaned up, dressed, left the gratuity. His aftercare note, which I’d read the next morning on Candy’s phone: “Professional.”

Professional. The word should have been insufficient. Professional was the baseline, the minimum, the thing the contract required. Professional was not “beautiful” or “attentive” or “strong work.” Professional meant you did the job. You performed the function. The product was adequate.

I should have hated the word. I didn’t. “Professional” from a same-day generic booking, completed with anger as fuel and competence as structure, was evidence that the system worked even when the emotions didn’t cooperate. The booking had been fine because I was fine, because the training held, because the body and the technique and the deportment operated independently of the mood, the way an engine operates independently of the driver’s feelings about traffic.

The cage was still wet with his cum when I cleaned the suite. I cleaned the suite the way I cleaned all suites: efficiently, methodically, the Tier 0 muscle memory overlapping with the Tier 2 reality. The cum washed off the cage bars during the cleanup. The evidence went down the drain. But the evidence had been there, on the body, and the body had: not minded.



The elevator at six. Returning to the fourth floor after the booking and the cleanup and a quick salon stop for Candy to check the cage and confirm no chafing from the client’s positioning.

The elevator doors opened on the fourth floor. Aria was waiting. Not for the elevator. Waiting. Leaning against the hallway wall, the way she leaned against all walls: with studied elegance, because she’d learned that walls were props for displaying her silhouette.

“Careful, Nataly,” she said, honey returned and sharpened. “Girls who rise that fast usually fall in public.”


Chapter 10: Lip Line

Candy numbed my lips at nine in the morning.

The topical cream went on first: a thick, clear gel that she applied with a cotton swab, tracing the border of my lips with the precision of an artist priming a canvas. The numbness arrived in waves, spreading from the lip line inward, the sensation retreating from the surface the way water retreats from a beach at low tide: gradually, steadily, leaving behind a tingling absence where feeling used to be.

“Okay, babes, consent form.” She held out the clipboard. The form was a single page: the procedure description (hyaluronic acid dermal filler, 0.5ml initial application, upper and lower lip), the risks (swelling, bruising, asymmetry, rare allergic reaction), the reversibility clause (fully reversible at this stage via hyaluronidase injection within 12 months), and the signature line.

I signed. Nataly. The same signature that lived on the escort contract, the bimbo intake form, the booking acknowledgments. The signature was becoming a reflex, the hand producing the name without the intermediary step of deciding to produce it.

“Small amount today,” Candy said. She was in full clinical mode: pink latex gloves, the rolling tray arranged with syringes, antiseptic, marking pen, hand mirror. The bubbly exterior remained present, orbiting the clinical core, making appearances between procedural steps. “First stage is about enhancement, not transformation. We’re adding volume where the hormones are already softening. Your upper lip is naturally thin, so we’ll add a little more there. Lower lip gets a touch. The goal is that gloss sits differently.”

“How differently?”

“Like it was made for your mouth.” She picked up the marking pen. “Open slightly. Relax.”

She drew small dots on the lip line: four on the upper, three on the lower. The marks were guidelines, the cartography of the change. She studied them, adjusted one, studied again.

“Perfect. Okay, you’re going to feel pressure, not pain. The cream handled the pain. Hold still.”

The first needle brought pressure. She was right. The cream had done its job, and the sensation was abstract rather than acute, a sense of intrusion without the sharpness that intrusion normally carries. Candy worked with practiced hands, the syringe moving in small, precise increments, the filler deposited in the tissue with control earned from hundreds of procedures. She talked while she worked, the valley-girl cadence providing the soundtrack to the procedure.

“The swelling is going to be, like, drama for the first twenty-four hours. Don’t panic. It always looks bigger the first day. By day three it settles, and by day seven you’ll see the actual result.” She moved to the lower lip. “Some girls ice. I say don’t ice. Let the body do its thing. Heat is better after the first day. And, babes? No kissing for twenty-four hours. Which means no bookings with oral for a day. I already told Margaux.”

“You told Margaux about the lip filler?”

“Babes, Margaux knows everything. She knew about the intake before I filed it. She probably knows what you had for breakfast.” Another injection, precise, the pressure spreading. “Anyway, she approved a twenty-four-hour oral rest. You’re booked for a Companion dinner tomorrow night, no sexual. The lips will be fine by the Mirror Suite booking on Thursday.”

The procedure took twelve minutes. Candy worked both lips, adjusted the symmetry, cleaned the injection sites, and handed me the mirror.

I looked.

The mouth looking back had changed. Not dramatically. Not Candy’s permanent pout, not the exaggerated fullness that defined the bimbo aesthetic at its extreme. The change was subtle. The upper lip, previously thin, was now fuller, the cupid’s bow more defined, the volume sitting at the vermilion border where the lip met the skin. The lower lip was slightly plumper, the overall effect a mouth that looked deliberate. Intentional. A mouth that had been designed rather than inherited.

Candy was right. Lip gloss would sit differently on this mouth. The surface area had increased. The texture was lush. Not Candy-level lush. A fraction of Candy’s lush, the first increment on a scale that went much further. But the increment was visible, and the visibility meant the change was real, and the real meant the bimbo path was no longer forms on a dresser and pills in a nightstand drawer. The bimbo path was now on my face.

“How does it look?” Candy asked. She was already cleaning up, the clinical moment concluded, the bubbly orbiter swooping back into the foreground.

“Different.”

“Good different or bad different?”

I looked at the mirror. The mouth looked fuller, and it was mine: the mouth that had swallowed Julian’s cum and worked Bas’s cock and kissed the post-oral client and said “Nataly” thirty times during a booking. The enhanced mouth was the same mouth with more of itself. The amplification that the pill had done to the pleasure associations, the filler had done to the physical surface.

“Good different,” I said.

Candy beamed. “Told you. Next step is breast filler, but that’s only when you’re ready. No rush. Enjoy the lips first.”

She told me the next step could be breast filler, but not yet if I wanted to wait. I said I wanted to see how the lips felt during a booking first. That was the bargain. Testing the investment before committing to the next one. Professional. Practical. The language of someone treating the bimbo path as a tool rather than an identity.

The tool was on my face. The identity was in the mirror.



Candy sent me on a supervised pharmacy run at noon. Aftercare supplies: a specific lip balm with SPF, a gentle cleanser that wouldn’t disturb the filler sites, and arnica gel for any bruising. The pharmacy was three blocks from the brownstone, a CVS that occupied the ground floor of a glass-and-steel building in the upscale district.

I walked the three blocks in heels, a knee-length dress, light cardigan, the swollen lips glossed with the plain balm Candy had applied after the procedure. The swelling was noticeable. The lips felt larger from the inside, the tissue pressing against itself, the subtle pull of the filler redistributing the mouth’s architecture. From the outside, the swelling read as full. A woman with full lips walking into a pharmacy on a Tuesday afternoon.

The cashier was a woman in her twenties, bored, scanning items. She looked up when I set the balm and cleanser on the counter.

“That’ll be fourteen thirty-seven, ma’am.”

Ma’am arrived as routine. The cashier said it the way cashiers say it to women who are visibly adult and visibly female: without examination, without suspicion, without the cognitive work of gender determination. Ma’am because the person in front of her was a woman, and women were ma’am, and the designation required no thought.

She was looking at my lips. Not staring. The casual, momentary attention that people give to a feature that catches the eye: a bright scarf, an unusual haircut, a mouth fuller than average, glossy, the swelling producing a plumpness that drew attention the way plumpness draws attention in magazines and advertisements and the glossy visual language of beauty that I was now participating in.

“Fourteen thirty-seven,” she repeated. I’d paused.

“Sorry.” I handed over cash. My voice held the feminine register, automatic, the pitch that held without effort, the tone that this cashier had heard from a hundred women today and that sounded like a hundred women’s voices sound: normal. “Thanks.”

I took the bag. I left. The three blocks back to the brownstone were three blocks of being a woman with new lips walking through a city that didn’t know the lips were new. The anonymity matched the anonymity the first gala had provided, the invisibility of passing, except now the invisibility had been enhanced. The world saw a woman, and the woman the world saw was a woman with full lips, and the full lips were a choice I’d made, and the choice was visible in public, and the public didn’t care.

The public not caring was the point. The public not caring meant the lips worked. The lips worked the way the hormones worked and the deportment worked and the voice worked: by producing a surface that the world accepted without investigation.



Thursday. The Mirror Suite at four.

The swelling had settled. Candy checked the filler that morning, pronounced it “perfect, babes, like, exactly what I wanted,” and applied a muted rose gloss that was thicker and shinier than my usual shade. The gloss sat on the new lips the way Candy had promised: differently. More surface, more shine, more presence. The mouth in the mirror had become a feature. Not background. A focal point that the eyes traveled to.

The client was a man in his forties, a regular of the Mirror Suite, a referral from Roderick. His file was similar: mirror engagement, self-watching, exhibition elements. But his request had an addition: “Interested in the escort’s new cosmetic work.”

He’d seen the updated portfolio. He’d seen the lips.

“Are they new?” he asked. The question arrived within the first minute, after the greeting, after the drink, before the booking had formally transitioned from social to sexual. He was looking at my mouth with close, confirming attention. He had requested a product feature and was checking its presence.

“Yes,” I said. The word came out before I could construct a professional answer. Not “the agency provides ongoing cosmetic enhancement” or “my stylist made some adjustments.” Yes. Direct. Personal. The lips were new. The newness was mine. I had signed the form, sat in the chair, received the filler, and the filler was now on my face, and the face was in a room with a man who had paid to see it.

“They’re perfect,” he said. “I want you to use them.”

He wanted slow oral. Specifically: he wanted to watch the lipstick on his cock. The gloss, applied thick, would leave marks. The marks would be visible in the mirrors. The marks would be evidence. Lipstick rings around a cock, the visual of oral service documented in cosmetic residue, the mouth’s signature written on the body it served.

He kept me standing first.

The floor-to-ceiling mirror showed us side by side: him behind me, his hand at my hip, my mouth lowering while I bent from the waist. The position put my lips in the mirror before anything else. Gloss, filler, the softened bow of the mouth, all of it approaching his cock at an angle that made the first contact visible from the side.

I took the head between my lips while still standing. The gloss transferred immediately, a muted rose crescent appearing on the flushed skin. He watched the mirror instead of looking down, his hand tightening at my waist when the new lips compressed around him.

“Good,” he said. “Now knees.”

I knelt in front of the floor-to-ceiling mirror. He stood, positioned so the mirror showed both of us: his cock, my mouth, the space between them closing again.

I took him slowly. The new lips wrapped around his cock with a different sensation than the pre-filler mouth had provided: more cushion, more pressure, the volume of the filler changing the oral mechanics in subtle ways that the training hadn’t covered because the training had been on the original mouth. The new mouth was learning itself. The tongue worked the same, the depth was the same, the breathing was the same. But the lips felt softer. Fuller. The seal they created tightened without effort, the volume providing contact that the original lips had to work to achieve.

I drew back to the tip, lips sealed, the suction gentle, the tongue circling the ridge of his head. Then forward again, slower, taking him inch by inch, feeling the filler compress against his cock, the cushion providing a pressure that felt new. The pressure was mine, produced by a body I’d signed for, the enhancement performing its function on a real cock in a real room. The taste was clean skin and the faint salt of arousal, and the enhanced lips held the taste on a wider surface, the way a broader brush holds more paint.

The gloss smeared. A ring of muted rose appeared on his cock at the depth line where my lips reached. He looked at the mirror. The ring was visible. The visual he’d requested: a mouth’s mark on a cock, the cosmetic product and the sexual act merging into a single image. The ring was also a signature. My mouth’s signature, written in gloss on a client’s body, the filler making the signature bolder than the original lips could have produced.

“Deeper,” he said. “Leave another mark.”

I took him deeper. My jaw opened wider, the ache settling in, the familiar structural sensation that was the mouth’s acceptance of its function. A second ring appeared, fainter, the gloss distributing across a wider surface. Between the two rings, his cock glistened with the residue of both passes, the cosmetic and the saliva mixing into a sheen the mirrors captured and multiplied. The mirrors showed the composition from every angle: the woman on her knees, the cock in her mouth, the lipstick rings, the cage visible beneath the lingerie, the eyes open because the Mirror Suite required open eyes.

He guided me. Not roughly, not gently. Specifically. He wanted the visual of the new lips working, the gloss transferring, the mouth’s presence amplified by the filler and the gloss and the mirror’s multiplication. He wanted the image more than the sensation, which was the Mirror Suite’s central truth: the watching was the act.

“Look at your mouth,” he said. “In the mirror. Watch what it does.”

I looked. My mouth, the enhanced mouth, the Candy-filled mouth, was wrapped around a man’s cock, the gloss smeared into a pattern that was unique to my lips, the shape of the filler visible in the way the lips compressed and released and compressed again. The mouth looked beautiful: beyond passable, beyond adequate. Beautiful. The filler had made the mouth a feature, and the feature was performing its function, and the function was oral sex, viewed in a mirror, with the new lips as the focal point.

The cage warmed and wetness gathered. The prostate pulsed. The happy pill’s amplification made the praise’s arrival more intense: “Perfect lips” and “you’re made for this” and “the new ones are incredible” landing in the body as truths the defense system couldn’t process fast enough to reject.

He wanted to photograph only the mouth. The file’s consent forms included a clause for partial photography: below the nose, above the chin, no identifying features, agency-approved angles, Nataly’s prior written consent, and no distribution beyond the client’s personal archive. I’d signed the consent before the booking.

He photographed my mouth around his cock. The phone’s camera (agency-vetted device, GPS-scrubbed, no cloud sync) captured the image: the new lips, the gloss, the lipstick ring, his cock. The image would live in a man’s personal archive, a private record of a mouth that the bimbo path had enhanced and the client had paid to use.

The photography added another layer. Being documented. Being captured in an image that existed outside the room and outside the moment, a permanent record of the new lips performing their function. The record aroused me. The arousal was the pill and the mirrors and the lips and the documentation and the fact that I was being seen and recorded and archived as a mouth worth photographing.

He finished in my mouth. The cum landed on the new lips and the tongue and the enhanced surface that the filler had created. The taste was the same. Cum tasted the same regardless of the receiving mouth’s volume. But the sensation of his cum on the new lips felt different. The lips held the cum on their surface the way a fuller sponge holds water: more contact, more surface, more presence.

I swallowed. The swallow was the same muscular act it always was. But the happy-pill association made the swallow’s aftermath warmer. The praise landed (“the new lips are perfect”) and the warmth spread through the bars and the afterglow came strong. Stronger than pre-pill. Stronger than pre-filler. The accumulation of changes, chemical and cosmetic and psychological, was producing a response pattern that felt enthusiastic where it used to be reluctant, warm where it used to be clinical, genuine where it used to be performed.



My room at nine.

The lip gloss. The tube on the nightstand, beside the lip balm and the makeup bag and the pill bottle and the plug. I picked it up. Uncapped it. Applied it.

The result looked back: the new lips, glossy, shining, the filler’s volume catching the light. The swelling had fully settled. The lips were the result: quieter than drama, nowhere near Candy’s scale, and still unmistakably more. More surface. More presence. More mouth.

I applied a second coat. The second coat was unnecessary. The first coat had covered the surface, provided the shine, done the job. The second coat was preference. The second coat was because the swelling looked better shiny, and the shine was a choice I was making at nine in the evening in my own room with no client and no booking and no professional requirement. The choice was aesthetic. I wanted my lips to look a certain way. The certain way was shiny. Full. The way the filler had made them. The way the client had photographed them.

The tube went back on the nightstand. The double-glossed lips shone in the dresser glass. The woman looking back was Nataly with enhanced lips, in a camisole, in a room that was hers, applying cosmetics by choice at night because the cosmetics made the face look the way she wanted the face to look.

The wanting was the confession. The lip filler was the first visible bimbo-path change that existed on my face when I walked out of this room. The happy pill was invisible, internal, its effects legible only to me and to the clients who noticed the warmth. The lip filler was external. Visible. Public. A change I’d chosen that the world could see, and the world seeing it meant the world was seeing a bimbo-path choice, and the bimbo-path choice was mine.

I lay in bed. The cage was quiet. The breast buds ached softly. The lips tingled with the filler’s residual settling, the tissue adjusting to its new volume.

Before the lamp went off, I opened Candy’s appointment card. The card was filling: happy pill check-in next week, portfolio update scheduled, salon maintenance, and now: “BREAST FILLER CONSULT.” Written in Candy’s pink ink, with the heart-dotted exclamation.

I crossed out “CONSULT” and wrote “APPOINTMENT” above it. The writing belonged to Nataly. The handwriting was angular, precise, a cursive that had begun unconsciously mimicking Margaux’s. The correction was the same correction I’d made in the salon: the refusal to browse when I was buying.


Chapter 11: Three Men

Margaux called me to her office at eight.

Not the morning meeting. Before the morning meeting. The summons arrived as a text at seven-fifteen while I was doing my face in the dresser mirror, the foundation blending under fingers that no longer shook during application, the technique that Candy had taught and the practice had refined and the daily repetition had turned into muscle memory. The text was two words and a period. “My office.”

At eight, the file was already open on Margaux’s blotter. Three preference sheets lay in a neat stack, each one longer than a standard request. I saw the stack from the doorway, and my stomach understood the number before my brain built the sentence.

Margaux was standing behind the desk, not sitting. Standing meant: the meeting would be brief, or the meeting required a posture that sitting didn’t provide. She wore the same tailored black, the same silk blouse buttoned to the throat, the same pointed-toe stilettos that added the height differential she didn’t need but deployed anyway. The glasses sat low over the top sheet. The pen was in her hand.

“Close the door,” she said.

I closed it. The door settled into its frame with the quiet click that every door in the brownstone produced: the hardware was expensive, the mechanisms precise, the building designed to contain sound and privacy with the same architectural care it contained women.

“Sit.”

I sat. The chair. The history-accumulating chair.

“A group booking has been requested for this evening.” Margaux’s eyes were on the file, not on me. “Three clients. All vetted regulars. All aware of your Tier 2 status. The booking is in The Penthouse suite. Duration: three hours.”

Three. The number was new. Every booking before this had been one client. One body, one set of preferences, one cock, one rhythm. The mathematics of service had been sequential: one act at a time, one man at a time, the body serving a single source of input and producing a single track of output. Three meant multiplication. Three meant the mouth and the ass and the hands and the cage and the performance, all operating simultaneously or in rapid rotation, multiple bodies requiring attention, multiple preferences requiring management, multiple cocks.

“The clients,” Margaux said, turning a page, “are Warren, Calder, and Miles.” She read their lanes without inflection:

“Warren: oral service, praise-oriented, prefers eye contact. Seated position. Standard depth. He books Tier 2 escorts regularly and has no behavioral flags.

“Calder: anal penetration, rhythm-focused, physically larger than average. Patient, no rough handling. Uses a condom. He has a preference for sustained duration rather than rapid completion.

“Miles: edging and cum play. He prefers to watch before participating. He will finish last. His preference for cum placement will be confirmed with you in the room.”

Margaux delivered kink lanes the way she delivered debt balances: as data, as facts, as elements of a professional system that processed human desire into scheduled events. The clinical delivery did not make the content less explicit. The clinical delivery made the content certain. These things would happen. These men would arrive. These acts would occur. The certainty belonged to Margaux. It said: I have seen this a hundred times. Your stomach is turning because you haven’t.

“There is no penalty for declining a group booking,” Margaux said. “It is your first. The agency does not require group work at Tier 2. If you decline, the booking is reassigned without comment.”

The option to refuse came from the contract’s structure. Every layer of the agency provided the exit, the off-ramp, the no-penalty refusal that existed on paper and in Margaux’s voice and in the fact that the door was not locked and the chair was not bolted and the decision was mine. The option to refuse also lived in the cage that held the decision in its own bars, because refusing meant admitting that the progression had reached a limit, and the limit meant the bargain had boundaries, and the boundaries meant there were things I wasn’t willing to do, and the unwillingness would sit in the account alongside the willingness, and the account’s ledger was becoming very long.

“I’ll do it,” I said.

Margaux closed the file. She did not smile. She did not nod. She did not acknowledge the decision with anything more than the closing of a folder and the setting down of a pen. “Candy will prepare you at four. Be in the salon at three-thirty for plug warmup and throat conditioning. The Penthouse at five.”

She put her reading glasses back on. The gate closed.

“Dismissed.”



Candy’s salon at three-thirty. The pink walls, the mirrors, the heated towel rack, the rolling tray. Candy in her pink scrubs, the corset underneath pressing her F-cups into the neckline with the cheerful structural defiance that was her daily starting position. She had: laid out supplies. More supplies than a single-client booking required.

“Okay, babes.” She patted the treatment table. “Group night prep. Hop up.”

I hopped. The paper crinkled. The table was warm from the heating pad Candy always placed before a client arrived on the surface. The warmth felt thoughtful. The thoughtfulness was Candy’s signature. Even the table was kind.

“So. Three clients. First group. It’s like choreography.” She snapped on pink gloves. “You keep count until you stop needing to count, and then you just feel where the next position is. Your body already knows how to do everything they’re going to ask for. You’ve done oral, anal, and exhibition in individual bookings. Now you’re doing them with an audience and a rotation.”

She began the warmup. The plug first: a medium, lubricated, inserted with practiced ease, an insertion she’d done a thousand times. The entry was familiar. My body opened for the plug the way it opened for a key, the muscle memory of reception, the sphincter relaxing at the pressure point Candy had taught me to breathe through.

“Good girl.” The words. The words that landed in the chest. The words that the happy pill had amplified into something that the defense system could no longer file as “professional encouragement” because the filing system was understaffed and the words arrived too warm.

Throat conditioning: three sprays of a numbing mist that reduced the gag reflex without eliminating sensation. Candy explained: “It doesn’t make you feel nothing. It makes you feel less panic. Your throat still works. You can still swallow, still control depth. You just won’t choke as easily when one of them gets eager.”

She refreshed my makeup. The muted rose lips, glossy, the filler settled and the volume stable. Hair down, the natural waves past the jaw. Black lace lingerie, sheer stockings, the pointed-toe pumps. She added: a thin gold chain necklace that sat in the hollow of the collarbone.

“The chain is a nice touch for groups,” she said, adjusting the clasp. “Gives them something pretty to look at when you’re between positions. Also, it catches the light in the Penthouse.”

She checked the cage. The original pink cage, the same bars that had been locked around me since the early weeks, still secure, still familiar, the lock sitting flush. She cleaned the drainage holes with a cotton swab.

“All right, babes. You’re ready.” She stepped back and studied me, her head tilted, the permanent pout softening into the professional assessment that surfaced when the clinical Candy overlapped with the cheerful one. “You look gorgeous. The chain was the right call. Now listen.”

She leaned closer. Her voice dropped from valley-girl cadence to the register she used during medical briefings: steady, clear, the ditz stripped away to reveal the competence underneath.

“If any of them crosses a line, you say red. Not yellow. Red. The booking stops. All three of them know this. They signed the same protocol you signed. If you need a pause, say yellow, and they slow. If you’re fine, say green when they check. They will check, because Margaux screens group clients with a standard that makes the individual vetting look like a library card application.”

The clinical Candy closed. The cheerful Candy returned, the transition instantaneous, the tonal whiplash that was her signature. “Also, your plug is totally set, the filler looks amazing, and your cage is clean enough to eat off of. Which: they might!” She giggled. “Kidding. Probably. Okay, go kill it.”



The Penthouse at five.

The suite I’d cleaned during Tier 0 maid duty: heavy curtains, California king with the headboard’s subtle attachment points, decanter of amber liquid, two heavy tumblers (now three, the third added for the group booking), leather-bound services menu on the nightstand, the smell of leather and cedar and money.

The suite I’d served in during Bas’s rough mouth session. The suite where I’d discovered that hard bookings made praise land deeper.

The three men arrived within ten minutes of each other.

Warren was first. Mid-fifties, average build, a financial-conference face: well-groomed, unremarkable, the eyes carrying more personality than the features. He greeted me by name. “Nataly. Good to meet you.” His handshake was warm. His voice belonged to a man who praised things and meant it.

Calder was second. Early forties, taller than Warren, broader, his body maintained by regular physical practice. Not intimidating. Solid. Patient. He nodded at me without speaking and settled into the armchair by the window, crossing an ankle over a knee, waiting.

Miles was last. Late thirties, lean, watchful. He observed before he participated. He poured himself a drink from the decanter without asking permission, which was either confidence or rudeness, and sat on the edge of the bed with the glass in his hand. He looked at me the way Roderick had looked at me in the Mirror Suite: as a composition. An arrangement of elements to be watched.

The four of us stood in the leather-and-cedar quiet, and nobody moved until Warren spoke.

Warren spoke first. “We’ve all read the file. We know the protocol. May I ask your color?”

“Green.”

He smiled. The smile looked genuine. “Good. Then let’s begin.”



Warren seated himself on the edge of the California king at the foot of the bed. He unbuckled his belt. The sound of the buckle became a starting signal, a metal punctuation that separated the social from the sexual.

I knelt between his legs. Kneeling was the position I knew. The mat, the salon, the training room, the Velvet Room. The knees on the thick carpet, the Penthouse’s flooring softer than the training room’s pad. My hands on his thighs, the thumbs tracing inward. Eye contact, because Warren’s file specified eye contact.

My new lips sealed around him with the enhanced contact that the filler provided, the volume creating a tighter, softer seal. I worked the depth, the tongue, the breathing. The technique was Candy’s technique, refined by practice, refined by Julian and Roderick and Bas and every mouth session since, and it had become mine.

Warren’s hand settled on my head. Not guiding. Resting. The resting hand felt like praise. The touch acknowledged that the mouth was working, that the rhythm was correct, that the eye contact was maintained.

Calder watched from the armchair. Miles watched from the bed. Two men watching a woman on her knees performing oral service on a third man in a room that smelled like leather and cedar. The watching generated heat. The watching was the Mirror Suite’s lesson applied to a multi-person context. Being watched during the act amplified the act the way mirrors amplified the image. I was not alone with Warren. I was with Warren and witnessed by two others, and the witnessing made the kneeling heavier, the oral more intentional, the cage’s response more immediate.

Pre-cum beaded at the tip and slid through the drainage holes into my panties, the dampness spreading. The plug sat inside me, the prostate pressure constant, the warmth building from the inside while the mouth worked on the outside.

Warren’s breathing changed. He was close. “Slower,” he said. “Don’t finish me yet. I want to watch for a while.”

I slowed. The depth stayed. The tongue worked in small, deliberate movements around the head while my lips held the seal. Warren’s hand tightened slightly on my hair. The tightening meant approval. The tightening said: good.

“Calder,” Warren said, conversational enough to make the sexual act feel surreal. Two men discussing the choreography of a third person’s body while that person was on her knees with a cock in her mouth. “She’s ready for you.”

Calder stood. He moved behind me. I heard his belt. The rustle of trousers. The sound of a condom wrapper, the foil tearing. I didn’t look back. I kept my eyes on Warren, the eye contact maintained because Warren wanted to watch my face when Calder entered me.

“Color?” Calder asked from behind me. His voice was low, calm, the patience his file had described.

I pulled off Warren’s cock just long enough to answer. “Green.” It came out wet, my lips slick with gloss and saliva and the faint taste of Warren’s pre-cum. I went back down.

Calder’s hands found my hips. He shifted the panties aside, exposing the plug. He removed the plug with a slow pull that made my body clench and release, the muscle adjusting from fullness to emptiness. The emptiness lasted: seconds. He replaced the plug with his cock.

He was larger than the plug. The file had said “physically larger than average” and the accuracy of the file was evident. The stretch was more than Julian, more than Roderick, more than the same-day client. Not painful. The warmth had handled the entry, the plug had handled the preparation, the body had handled every cock it had received since Tier 2 and the muscle memory stayed compliant. But the size was felt. The size occupied more of the internal space, the pressure against the prostate more distributed, the stretch a sensation that sat at the edge of fullness.

“You good?” Calder asked. His hips hadn’t moved yet. He was waiting. Patient. The patience was the file’s promise, and the patience felt generous.

I nodded around Warren’s cock. The nod gave the answer that the mouth couldn’t speak because the mouth was occupied.

Calder moved. Slowly. The rhythm stayed sustained. Not fast, not building toward a rapid finish. Long, steady strokes that pressed against the prostate on each inward push. The pressure from Calder synced with the pressure from Warren, the mouth and the hole working simultaneously, the body serving two men at the same time, the choreography that Candy had described and the body had accepted and the mind was running out of editorial commentary.

The internal monologue thinned. The observations: still present. The analytical voice, the voice that counted and categorized and filed: fading. The pill’s warmth merged with the physical warmth, the pleasure from the prostate merging with the rhythm of the oral, the dual input creating a sensation that became more than the sum of its parts. Not additive. Multiplicative. The body receiving from both ends was not “anal plus oral.” The body receiving from both ends became a different kind of experience, a fullness that was spatial and rhythmic and sensory and that the language center couldn’t keep up with because the language center was designed for sequential processing and the body was receiving in parallel.

Miles moved from the bed. He stood beside Warren, his cock in his hand, stroking slowly, watching. Not participating yet. Watching. His kink lane came last. He edged himself while Warren filled my mouth and Calder worked behind me, the watching and the waiting his pleasure mechanism.

I tried to keep count the way Candy had told me to. Warren’s breath, Calder’s rhythm, Miles’s hand. Mouth, ass, audience. Three men, three lanes, three sets of instructions.

Then the counting slipped.

The room became heat and pressure and leather and cedar and the wet sound of my mouth around Warren’s cock. Calder pushed in as Warren drew out; Warren pressed deeper as Calder slowed. Miles’s voice said something from the side and I didn’t catch the words. The sequence blurred.

Warren eased back immediately. His hand loosened in my hair. “Color?”

I pulled off him just enough to breathe. The air entered me hard. “Green.”

“Good,” Warren said. “Stay with us.”

The checking settled something in me. Not the arousal. The arousal was worse after the check, because the check meant the system held, the men heard me, and the choreography could continue without becoming unsafe. The safety made the surrender deeper. The safety gave me permission to keep going.

Calder’s rhythm changed. He’d been watching the color check. The watching had accelerated him, but the patience held. His strokes deepened, the prostate contact more intense, the pressure building from the inside. I gripped Warren’s thigh, my body rocking between them.

“Turn over,” Calder said. “I want to see your face.”

The rotation happened around me. Warren shifted to the head of the bed. Calder guided me onto my back, legs open, knees drawn up, his cock sliding out only long enough for the position to change and then pressing back inside. Miles moved to my side, still stroking, eyes on the cage.

Warren’s hand cupped my jaw. “Mouth?”

“Green.”

He entered my mouth again while Calder settled between my legs.

The final rotation locked into place: Calder between my thighs, Warren at my mouth, Miles over the cage and lower stomach. My body was face-up now, displayed, the gold chain against my collarbone, the black stockings still on, the pink cage exposed beneath the parted panties. Calder thrust slowly, deeply, each stroke pressing the P-spot. Warren’s cock slid over my tongue, the new lips sealing around him. Miles watched the whole composition while his hand worked faster.

The prostate stimulation turned relentless. Face-up penetration pressed Calder against the P-spot with every stroke, the angle optimized by the position and his size and his rhythm. Warren’s cock in my mouth gave the orgasm nowhere to become words. The cage leaked freely, the drainage holes shining, thin trails sliding over the original pink metal and spreading across my stomach in the Penthouse’s warm light.

“May I?” Miles asked.

The question was directed at me, not at Warren or Calder.

I answered around Warren as clearly as I could. “Green.”

“On your cage,” Miles said. “Your stomach.”

The request was specific. Cum on the cage. Cum on the device that held the cock that didn’t work the way it used to, the device that had become the visual center of every aroused moment. The request was a statement about what the cage meant and what a man finishing on it meant while another man was inside me and another was in my mouth.

The orgasm built. Not from the cock. From the prostate. From the internal place the sissygasm had discovered and the training had developed and the bookings had refined. Calder’s cock hit the spot again and again. Warren’s cock filled my mouth. Miles’s hand blurred over his own cock above the cage.

I came with Warren still on my tongue and Calder still between my legs.

The sissygasm hit with full force: body convulsion, cum spurting through the cage bars in weak arcs that landed on my stomach, the internal explosion radiating outward from the prostate through the hips and thighs and up through the chest. My back arched off the bed. Warren held my jaw steady without pushing. Calder kept the rhythm through the convulsion, patient and deep. Miles came a second later, his cum landing across the cage and lower stomach, hot stripes over the bars and the smooth skin and the lace pulled aside.

The cage was wet with two kinds of cum: mine from inside, his from outside.

The image from above would have been: a woman in black stockings and a gold chain necklace lying on the California king with Calder between her legs, Warren at her mouth, Miles’s cum on her cage and stomach, and the remains of three men’s attention on every surface of her body. The woman’s lips swollen from filler and oral. The woman’s hair spread across the silk sheets. The woman’s face flushed with the residual heat of a sissygasm and the pill’s warmth and the certain knowledge that she had just managed three men and come harder than any of them.

I did not merely endure the group booking. I managed it.



Cleanup. The Penthouse’s marble bathroom. Warm water on skin. The cum washing off the cage, off the stomach, off the places where the bodies had left evidence. The water was warm. The cleanup was the same ritual I performed after every booking, the body washing itself the way any body washes itself after sex, except this body was a body that had been used by three men in three hours and had organized the using like a conductor organizes an orchestra.

The clients left the usual way: tips, aftercare notes, quiet exits. Warren paused at the door. “Your first group?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“It won’t be your last. You’re exceptional.” He left.

Exceptional. Better than professional. Better than adequate. Exceptional sat in the chest next to Margaux’s “profitable” and the photo compliment. It meant the group booking was not a test I’d survived. It was a performance I’d excelled at. Surviving meant endurance. Excelling meant competence. Excelling at a three-man group booking meant the body and the training and the pills and the lips and the cage and the prostate and the months of progression had produced someone who could manage this. Someone who could be filled from both ends and come from the filling and swallow and be covered in cum and walk to the bathroom and wash and check the cage and adjust the chain and look at the face in the mirror and see: pretty.

Pretty and used and competent and done and warm.

The phone buzzed. Text from a number I recognized.

“Come to my office after you shower. Wear the cage. Nothing else. M.”


Chapter 12: Unlocked

Margaux’s office, forty minutes after the Penthouse shower.

The summons was still glowing on my phone when I reached the fourth floor: Come to my office after you shower. Wear the cage. Nothing else. M.

The robe was agency-issued: black silk, knee-length, a garment that covered everything while implying that everything underneath was available. The original pink cage sat between my thighs, the same bars Margaux’s key had locked around me in the early weeks, familiar enough now that familiarity had become its own kind of danger.

The walk downstairs was a countdown: robe against skin, cage under silk, the command in my hand becoming heavier with every step. I was learning the geography of this summons the way a commuter learns a train platform: the distance measured not in feet but in the things that happened at the destination.

I knocked. “Enter.”

Margaux was behind the desk. The reading glasses were off. She was holding them between two fingers: the removed-and-held position, the tell that meant she was about to say something that mattered. The candle was burning, the wax pooled and irregular, the sandalwood mixing with the leather of the chair and the faint cedar that the office absorbed from the Penthouse above.

“Close the door. Sit.”

I closed. I sat. The robe pooled around my thighs. The cage was invisible underneath.

Margaux set the glasses on the desk. She opened a thin folder: the group booking summary. The folder contained: three client reports, a performance assessment, and a financial summary.

“The group booking generated eighteen hundred dollars,” she said. “The client reports have been received. Warren has submitted a standing quarterly group reservation. Calder has added you to his preferred roster. Miles has requested a solo session.” She closed the folder. “Your performance was noted.”

Performance was noted. The Margaux compliment vocabulary: a constellation of words that individually meant little and collectively meant everything. Profitable. The camera caught the change. Performance was noted. Each phrase a deposit in the account she was building without acknowledging the account existed.

“Rewards must be proportionate to performance,” she said.

She stood. She came around the desk. This was unusual. Margaux operated from behind the mahogany the way generals operated from behind maps. The desk was not a barrier; it was a territory. The territory said: I am here and you are there and the space between us is the space where my authority lives. Margaux coming around the desk compressed that space.

She stood in front of me. The stilettos brought her to her full six feet. I was seated, which meant I was looking up, the angle producing the height differential that the agency’s architecture, the heels, the chairs, the desk, all conspired to create: Margaux above, Nataly below.

“Stand,” she said.

I stood. The robe hung open at the collar. The cage was still invisible.

Margaux reached for the robe’s sash. She didn’t touch me. She touched the knot. She untied it. The silk fell open, and the robe’s two halves parted to reveal: the cage. The original pink cage, the lock, the bars, the cock compressed inside, the device that had been installed in this building and locked in this building and that the key on Margaux’s thigh had held for months.

Margaux looked at the cage. The look was clinical. The look was Margaux. No heat, no hunger, no visible emotion. The look that assessed value, measured progress, noted change. The cage had not changed. That was the problem. The body inside it had.

Margaux lifted the hem of her pencil skirt. Three inches. Four. Just enough to reveal the top of her black stocking, the garter, and the thin silver chain that lived on her inner thigh. The chain held: keys. Multiple keys, small, silver, each one the lock to a cage somewhere in the agency’s ecosystem. The chain was warm from her skin. The keys were warm from her skin. My key was warm from her skin.

She unhooked a key. The gesture was precise: two fingers, the right key identified by position on the chain, the unhooking a motion she had performed before and would perform again. The key separated from the chain with a tiny metallic sound that felt intimate. A lock’s partner released from Margaux’s body heat.

“This is your key,” she said. “For twenty minutes.”

She knelt. Not fully. One knee lowered, the pencil skirt stretching, the movement controlled and deliberate, just enough to bring her hands to the level of my cage. She inserted the key. The lock opened with a click that was the inverse of the click that had installed the cage: the sound of opening rather than closing, the sound of release rather than containment.

She slid the cage off. The bars lifted away from the cock, the metal separating from the skin it had pressed against for weeks. Months. The count was imprecise because the count had stopped mattering. The cage was not measured in time. The cage was measured in identity: the period of life when the cock was locked was all of it. The period before the lock was before. The cage was the timeline’s only division.

The cock was free.

I looked down. Margaux was still in the kneeling position, her hands at her sides, her face level with the freed cock. The proximity charged the room. Her face and the cock occupied the same visual frame, separated by inches. But Margaux did not touch. Margaux did not look at the cock with desire or curiosity or anything that the body could interpret as sexual. She looked at it with the same clinical precision she applied to the booking reports and the debt balances and the portfolio photos.

She stood. She placed the key on the desk beside her glasses. The cage she placed in my open palm.

The metal was warm from me. The warmth was humiliating: evidence that the cage had been close enough to become body temperature, close enough that carrying it felt like carrying a removed part of myself.

“You have twenty minutes in your room,” she said. “If you can achieve orgasm the way you used to, without the cage, without the toys, without the prostate, through manual stimulation alone, you may request periodic uncaging as a future reward.”

She paused. The pause was Margaux’s silence, the silence that said more than the sentences around it.

“If not, the cage returns.”

She did not smirk. She did not show satisfaction or amusement or cruelty. The absence of expression was worse. The absence meant she already knew the outcome. The twenty minutes were not a test. They were a demonstration. Margaux was giving me the freedom to prove that freedom no longer worked. The demonstration was for me, not for her. She already had the data.

“Go,” she said.



My room. The door locked. Twenty minutes.

The cock was free. The first time in: weeks, months, the imprecise period that the cage had redefined as “life.” Free meant: no bars. No lock. No metal pressing against the flesh. No drainage holes through which pre-cum leaked. No constraint on the swelling, no limit on the hardening, no architectural interference with the body’s oldest mechanism.

Free.

I stood in front of the mirror. The robe was open. The cock hung: exposed. Small. I could see the smallness. Visible without drama, visible without devastation. The cock was smaller than it had been when the cage was installed. The hormones had softened the tissue. The disuse had atrophied the muscle. The prostate-centered orgasms had redirected the body’s sexual infrastructure away from the organ that hung between my thighs, and the redirection had: physical consequences. The cock was not the cock it had been.

It was paler. The skin was lighter, the blood supply diminished by months of compression. It looked: fragile. Tentative. A part of the body that had been locked away and had: adapted to the locking, the way a plant in a dark room adapts by growing pale and thin.

I reached down. I touched it. The touch was my hand on my own cock, the most basic sexual gesture, the gesture I’d performed thousands of times before the cage, before the agency, before the contract. The gesture that had produced orgasms in under a minute during the pajama-pants era, the era before Candy and Margaux and the cage and the silk and the heels and the name.

The sensation was present. I could feel the touch. The nerve endings were functional. The skin registered the fingers, the pressure, the familiar motion. The cock responded to the touch by beginning to swell. Slowly. Not the instant hardness of the pre-cage era, not the urgency that silk panties and guilty imagination had produced on the first night. The swelling was tentative. Partial. The cock thickened slightly and then stopped, reaching a state that was not hard. Not soft. In between. A state that the pre-cage body had rarely lingered in because the pre-cage body had gone from soft to hard with the efficiency of a system that worked.

This system did not work.

I stroked. The motion was correct. The grip, the rhythm, the pressure. The same technique that had produced orgasms throughout adolescence and early adulthood, the universal male masturbation technique, applied to a cock that barely responded. The stroking produced slight pleasure. Not the building, climbing, approaching-a-peak pleasure that male orgasm required. A flat, mild, ambient pleasure that sat at a low level and did not rise. I stroked faster. The pleasure did not climb. Slower. No change. With more pressure. The cock softened further, as if the pressure was discouraging rather than stimulating.

I tried: memories. The old memories, the pre-agency memories, the ones that had worked before. A woman in an art history class who wore sundresses, the way the fabric moved around her thighs in the May heat. A porn clip watched on a phone in a dark apartment, the volume low, the orgasm achieved in ninety seconds. The girl who sat next to me in Drawing I, who smelled like jasmine shampoo and whose shoulder touched mine once and who I thought about for a week. The conventional stimuli that the conventional cock had converted into conventional orgasms. The memories arrived and: dispersed. They were slides in a projector that no longer had a lens. They didn’t stick. The images were there, retrievable, but the body received them the way a turned-off television receives a signal: the broadcast was transmitting but the screen was dark. The sexual infrastructure had been rewired, and the old inputs no longer connected to the old outputs.

The hand kept moving. The cock softened further. I squeezed harder. The squeezing produced discomfort rather than pleasure, the tissue protesting the grip like an old injury protesting strain. The irony was grotesque. Back on that first night in silk panties, this cock had come in under a minute from the fabric and a guilty imagination. Now it couldn’t produce an erection under the direct, dedicated attention of the hand that knew it best.

I tried new memories. Julian’s voice saying “you’re beautiful.” Roderick’s mirror, the image of my face while he was inside me. The group booking: three men, three acts, the sissygasm on the Penthouse bed, the cum on the cage. Bas’s hand in my hair and the word “good girl” landing in the chest. The new memories were more effective. The cock twitched. The swelling increased slightly. The pleasure climbed marginally. But the climbing was insufficient. The climbing was a man walking up a hill on a treadmill: effort without altitude. The body’s response to the new memories was real but located in the wrong place. The arousal these memories produced was in the prostate. In the P-spot. In the internal channel that the sissygasm had excavated and the training had widened and the bookings had made into the primary pleasure path. The cock was not the destination of the arousal. The cock was a spectator.

Ten minutes. The cock was barely hard. The stroking was producing nothing. The hand was moving and the cock was responding with the enthusiasm of a retired employee asked to work a weekend shift: technically present, functionally absent.

I stopped stroking. The stopping was a decision. Not a surrender. A decision to stop pretending that the old mechanism worked when the old mechanism had been replaced. The cock didn’t work the old way. The cock hadn’t worked the old way since the cage. The cage hadn’t caused the dysfunction. The cage had revealed the dysfunction that the hormones and the prostate training and the bimbo path had produced. The cage had been the container for a process that would have happened with or without bars.

I opened the nightstand drawer. The training dildo: the medium, the one Candy had cleared for practice, the one I used during private sessions, the one I had mounted to the wall during the spitroast simulation before my first sexual file arrived. The one that worked.

I lubricated it. I lay on the bed. I positioned the dildo and pushed it inside.

The body opened. The prostate received. The pleasure arrived instantly. The instant contrast between the flat, ambient, nowhere-going pleasure of the hand on the cock and the immediate, climbing, building pleasure of the dildo on the prostate gave me the data. The data that Margaux already had. The data that the twenty minutes were designed to produce.

I rocked onto the medium dildo and reached down to continue stroking the free cock with my hand. The dual stimulation was unequal. The prostate was doing the work. The cock was along for the ride. The hand was going through the motions, the grip and the rhythm performing the memory of a function while the function itself was located elsewhere.

The medium worked too easily. That was another piece of data. It prepared me, opened me, woke the body, but the pleasure wanted more pressure than the medium gave now. The body had been trained past it.

I pulled off, breathing hard, and reached for the larger dildo Candy had cleared for private practice. More lube. Slower entry. The stretch was fuller, not painful, the ring resisting for one breath and then opening with the practiced relaxation Candy had drilled into me. When the larger toy seated deep, the prostate contact sharpened from pressure into command.

I rocked onto it. The pleasure built from the inside, not the outside. From the prostate, not the cock. From the new center, not the old.

The sissygasm built the way sissygasms built: deep, internal, spreading outward from the P-spot like heat from a center. The cock, still in my hand, responded to the prostate’s building pressure by: leaking. Not hardening. Leaking. Pre-cum oozed from the tip, but the erection remained: partial, inadequate, the tissue unable to achieve the rigidity it once took for granted.

I came. The orgasm was prostate-centered, full-body, the same category as every orgasm since the first sissygasm in Candy’s training room. The body convulsed. The cock spurted weakly from my hand, the cum thin, the volume small, the ejection produced by the prostate’s contractions rather than the cock’s participation. The hand, still gripping the soft cock, felt the spasm. The cock participated in the orgasm the way a passenger participates in a car ride: present, passive, moved by forces outside its control.

The dildo was still inside me. The prostate throbbed with the aftermath. The cum on my hand was evidence. Not the thick, satisfying, full-erection evidence of the pre-cage era. Thin. Weak. The output of a diminished organ performing a diminished function while the body’s actual pleasure center operated independently, efficiently, from the other side.

I lay on the bed. The larger dildo in. The cage off. The cock soft and wet and small in my hand. The cum drying. The sissygasm’s echo fading.

I sobbed once.

Not from sadness. The sob was the body expelling the last convenient lie. The lie had been: the cage prevents normal function. Remove the cage and the cock works. The cage is the obstacle. The cage is the reason. Remove the reason and the function returns.

The cage was removed. The function did not return. The reason was not the cage. The reason was the body. The body had been reorganized. The body’s sexual infrastructure had been rerouted. The prostate was the pleasure center. The cock was evidence of a sexual identity the agency had already made obsolete, an organ that still existed between my legs and no longer knew what it was for.

I cleaned the dildo. I cleaned the cock. I cleaned the cum. Then I cleaned the cage.

Warm water. Cotton swab. The same motions Candy used, clumsier in my hand, more intimate because the device was loose instead of locked. I cleaned the drainage holes. I wiped the bars. I dried the pink metal with the corner of a towel until it looked ready to hold me again.

I stood. I looked at the mirror. The woman in the mirror was naked, post-orgasm, recently fucked by three men and recently failed by her own cock, the body that the photos showed and the clients praised and the agency refined standing in a room with a clean open cage on the sink and twenty minutes running out.

The cage was on the towel beside the sink. The key was downstairs. The choice was leaving the cage off. Request the periodic uncaging that Margaux had offered. Live with the free cock, the small cock, the cock that didn’t work, exposed and uncontained and a constant visible reminder of what the body had lost.

Or carry the cage back downstairs and ask for the only housing the organ still understood.

I put on the robe. I picked up the cage. I went downstairs.



Margaux’s office. The candle had burned lower. The wax had shifted. The room was the same and the room was different because I was different, because the twenty minutes had produced the data that Margaux had predicted and that the data had produced the decision that Margaux had anticipated.

She was behind the desk. She watched me enter. The reading glasses were still off. The bare eyes were waiting. The key was still on the leather blotter where she’d placed it, catching the candlelight.

I held out the cage with both hands.

“Put it back,” I said.

Two words. Three syllables. The sentence was the simplest sentence I had spoken since signing the contract. No qualifications. No bargaining. No “for now” or “until” or “because.” Put it back. The instruction came from Nataly telling Margaux to lock the cage. Not Margaux imposing the cage on Nataly. Nataly requesting the cage.

Margaux did not speak. She took the cage from my hands. She picked up the key. She came around the desk, the same compression of territory she’d performed earlier, the stilettos on the hardwood, the height, the presence.

I opened the robe. The cock hung free, small, soft, wet, the evidence of the failed orgasm still on the skin despite the cleanup. The evidence lived in the softness. In the size. In the fact that I was standing in Margaux’s office asking to be locked because the alternative was living with a freedom I didn’t know how to use.

Margaux knelt. One knee. The pencil skirt. The precision. She positioned the original cage over the cock, the bars settling around the organ with the ease of a familiar garment being put back on after exposure. The fit was not perfect anymore. There was more room than there should have been. More space around flesh that had once strained harder against the same bars. The imperfection was exactly why tomorrow existed.

The lock clicked.

The sound was home. The sound was the door closing on a room you chose to enter. The sound was the period at the end of the sentence “put it back.”

Margaux stood. She returned to her side of the desk. She sat. She put on her reading glasses.

“Candy will adjust the fit tomorrow,” she said.

Adjustment meant: measurement.


Chapter 13: Aww

Candy’s salon at nine.

The pink walls. The mirrors. The heated towel rack. The rolling tray, arranged with instruments I recognized and instruments I didn’t. The refrigerated cabinet humming. The UV lamp dark. The treatment table’s paper crinkling as I settled onto it in the robe Margaux had specified: nothing else but the cage underneath.

Candy was already gloved. Pink latex, the same shade as the walls, the same shade as the cage, the same shade that the bimbo path was coloring every surface of my life with the incremental inevitability of paint on a house that someone was redecorating one room at a time.

“Morning, babes.” The valley-girl cadence, the breathy cheerfulness, the tonal constant of the brownstone’s second floor. “So Margaux wants a refit assessment and measurement. Standard post-uncaging check. Totally routine.”

Routine. The word that Candy applied to everything she did, regardless of the procedure’s emotional weight. Cage installation was routine. Hormone injections were routine. Lip filler was routine. And now, measuring the cock that Margaux had unlocked and that I’d failed to use and that I’d asked to be relocked, the cock whose shrinkage the measurement would quantify and document: routine.

“Robe off, babes. Hop up.”

I removed the robe. The cage was between my thighs, the pink bars catching the salon’s warm lighting, the lock visible from above, the small cock compressed inside. I lay back on the table. The paper crinkled. The heating pad was warm under my back.

Candy put on a second pair of gloves over the first. The double-gloving was clinical protocol, the inner glove for general use, the outer for direct genital contact. She rolled the tray closer. On the tray: antiseptic wipes, the cage removal tool (a slender key that fit the lock mechanism), a soft measuring tape (the yellow kind, the kind that tailors used, the kind that had no rigidity and would drape over skin and conform to contour), and a chart.

“Okay. Key, please.”

“Margaux has the key.”

“Oh, right.” Candy reached into her scrubs pocket and produced the key: Nataly’s key, the same key that lived on Margaux’s thigh chain, transferred to Candy for the appointment. The transfer itself was a piece of agency choreography I hadn’t witnessed: Margaux unhooking the key and placing it in Candy’s palm, the key traveling from thigh to pocket, the cage’s ownership temporarily delegated.

Candy unlocked the cage. The click. The bars lifted. The cock was exposed again. Twenty hours after the failed masturbation attempt, the cock was the same. Small. Pale. Soft. The tissue sat against the skin of my inner thigh with the slack uselessness of something that had been recently and definitively proven unnecessary.

“Okay, babes.” Candy cleaned the skin with an antiseptic wipe, the cool cloth tracing the cock’s surface, the glans, the base where the cock met the body. The cleaning was clinical. The cleaning was also intimate. Candy’s gloved fingers handling the cock with the same practiced ease she brought to every procedure, the touch neither sexual nor disgusted, the touch of a professional managing an organ.

She picked up the measuring tape.

“Stretch measurement first.” She held the cock gently at the base, extending it to its full flaccid length. The cock extended: less than it used to. The tape ran from base to tip. Candy looked at the number.

Her expression changed.

Not dramatically. Not a wince, not a grimace, not the exaggerated reaction that the moment’s cruelty might have produced from someone who was performing cruelty. The change was a softening. A shift from clinical to tender, the emotional register of someone seeing a thing they expected and feeling the seeing anyway.

“Aww,” she said.

The sound was quiet. Almost whispered. The same tone you’d use for a kitten sleeping in a shoe. The same tone you’d use for something small that was doing its best and that its best was small.

“Aww, babes.”

She wrote the number on the chart. I didn’t see the number. She didn’t read it aloud. The number existed on the chart as data, as a measurement, as a quantification of what the hormones and the cage and the disuse and the prostate-centered orgasms had produced. Candy’s “aww” devastated me. It contained the number’s entire meaning compressed into a single syllable of tender recognition.

“Girth measurement.” She wrapped the tape around the midpoint. Looked at the number. Wrote it. “And glans.” Wrapped. Looked. Wrote.

She set the tape down. She looked at me with the expression that the clinical Candy shared with the cheerful Candy in moments of transition: the professional assessment tempered by the warm personality, the data and the heart coexisting.

“Okay, babes. So. The numbers are consistent with what we’d expect from the protocol.” She picked up the chart and held it at an angle where I couldn’t read the figures, the deliberate withholding of data that was either mercy or cruelty depending on whether the data would help or harm. “Hormones, cage time, prostate-centered orgasm pattern, reduced direct stimulation. The tissue is responding the way tissue responds when the primary use case changes.”

She set the chart down. She rested her gloved hand on my thigh, just above the knee. The touch was warm. The touch was the Candy language, her physical vocabulary. She communicated care through contact.

“You don’t need it the same way anymore, babes.” Her voice held the clinical register with the valley-girl softened further, the cadence slower, the pitch lower. She was being gentle because the gentleness was necessary. “The pleasure center moved. You know that. You felt it. The sissygasm, the bookings, the prostate: that’s where the body decided to live. This,” she tapped the exposed cock with one gloved finger, a single soft tap, “is going to keep getting quieter. Not gone. Just. Quieter.”

She picked up the cock. Held it. The gesture was medical, the way a doctor holds a hand to check a pulse, the contact diagnostic rather than sexual. She looked at it with the same expression she’d looked at the measurement: tender. Professional. She had done this before, and she cared about the person it was happening to. Both truths occupied her face.

“The smaller cage will be more comfortable,” she said. “I’ll adjust the fit today. The bars sit closer now, less gap, less rattling. It’ll feel more like you.” She set the cock down. It lay against the thigh, soft, pale, measured, documented.

“And babes? Pleasure lives back here now.” She tapped my ass through the treatment table’s paper, one finger, the tap quick and matter-of-fact. “That’s not a bad thing. That’s, like, a really good thing. Prostate orgasms are way more intense than what this little guy ever produced. You’ve upgraded. You just. Haven’t finished the paperwork on the upgrade.”



I lay on the table while Candy adjusted the cage. The adjustment was mechanical. The original cage sat on the tray beside the soft tape and the chart, suddenly too large now that it was off my body and visible as an object instead of a fact.

“This is the new fit,” she said, holding up a smaller cage from the fitted drawer. The cage was smaller in every dimension. The bars were thinner, closer together, the body of the cage designed for the cock mine had become. The pink was deeper. Rose-tinted, the shade that had begun appearing around me in small, deniable places: the throw pillow, the makeup bag, the polish options Candy kept sliding into my line of sight. The shade that the bimbo path was producing as a color identity before I was ready to call it mine.

She positioned the new cage over the cock. The bars settled. The fit was perfect. Not the slight gap of the original cage, not the occasional shifting that had produced a faint rattle when I walked quickly. The new cage sat against the skin with the flush contact of something custom. The cock filled the bars without straining. The cock fit inside the smaller architecture because the cock matched the smaller architecture’s size.

The lock clicked. The new key was smaller too. Candy sealed it in a small envelope, wrote “Nataly” on the front in pink script, and set it on the tray for transfer to Margaux.

“How does it feel?” Candy asked.

I shifted my hips. The cage moved with the body. No rattle. No gap. No slippage. The cage sat closer. More present. More the body rather than something on the body. A watch sits on the wrist. A ring belongs to the finger. The new cage was the ring.

“Comfortable,” I said.

“Good. It should be.” She stripped the outer gloves. “One more thing, babes. Margaux asked me to note the measurement on your chart and flag it for her review. She’ll have the number by end of day.”

Margaux would have the number. Margaux, who had unlocked the cage and watched me fail to use the freedom and watched me ask for the lock, would now have the quantification. The distance between “cock” and whatever the new cage implied measured in millimeters and circumference and the soft tape’s honest report.

“Okay,” I said.

Candy slid one more form onto the tray. Refit acknowledgment. New cage size, maintenance protocol, key transfer, standard cleaning instructions, all written in the agency’s clean typography.

I signed. Nataly. The hand shook once, a single tremor at the downstroke of the y, then steadied before the pen left the paper.

“You’re doing great, babes.” Candy’s hand on my knee, the squeeze that was her emotional punctuation mark, the physical period at the end of the sentence that said: this happened, and you’re still here, and being still here is doing great.



I found Margaux at four.

Not in the office. In the hallway outside the salon. She was walking from reception toward the stairs, a leather portfolio under her arm, the thin frames folded in one hand, the stride measured and purposeful. I was coming out of the salon, the new cage installed, the measurement documented, the small envelope with the new key in Candy’s tray awaiting transfer.

Margaux stopped. She looked at me. The hallway was empty: just the sconces, the photographs, the two of us.

“Candy filed the refit report,” she said. Her voice was the same. The flat, professional, French-accented delivery that gave nothing and demanded everything.

“Yes.”

She looked at the space below my waist. Not at the cage specifically. At the area where the cage lived, the place under the skirt where the measurement existed as a physical fact. The look lasted: two seconds. Two seconds of Margaux’s attention directed at the part of my body that had been measured and found: diminished.

“The smaller cage will suit your little clitty better,” she said.

The words.

The words arrived in the hallway at four in the afternoon on a Thursday, in the warm amber light of the sconces, in the space between the salon door and the staircase, delivered by a woman in a black blazer and pointed stilettos whose dark eyes were on my face, cool assessment, every word chosen before she spoke.

Little clitty.

My stomach dropped. The drop was physical. The organ inside me that responded to emotional impact, the gut, the core, the place where shame and arousal coexisted in the chemical mixture that the agency had been distilling since day one: the organ fell. The impact came from accuracy. Not insult. Classification. Reclassification. The cock was being reclassified as a clitty by the woman who held its key, and the reclassification was based on data, and the data was the measurement, and the measurement was small enough to justify the new word.

“The smaller cage,” Margaux said again. Her voice did not change. The delivery did not smirk or soften or acknowledge the detonation the words had produced. She spoke the way she spoke about debt balances and booking numbers and cosmetic schedules: as fact. “Suits your little clitty. Better.”

She walked past me. The stilettos clicked. The portfolio was under her arm. The brass hardware caught the sconce light.

I stood in the hallway. The new cage sat between my thighs, the new fit, the closer bars, the rose pink. The clitty sat inside the cage, the diminished organ held by the diminished cage, the nomenclature and the architecture both: resized.

I did not correct her.

Not correcting her was the answer. It was the same not-correcting that had defined every stage of the transformation: not correcting the name, not correcting the pronouns, not correcting the clothes and the hormones and the training and the bookings and the pills and the lips. The not-correcting was the body’s consent delivered through the silence of the mouth that didn’t say “that’s not what it is” because the mouth knew that what Margaux had said was what it was.

Little clitty. The words would be in the hallway forever. The words would be in the cage. The words would be in the mirror and the morning meeting and the booking reports and the pillow at night and the space between the bars and the skin and the diminished organ and the woman who had named it.



The staff kitchen at nine.

I was sitting at the table with a mug of tea I wasn’t drinking. The tea was too hot when I poured it and then too cold when I forgot it and then tepid and undrinkable and still in my hands because the hands needed something to hold and the mug was available. The kitchen was warm. The pendant lamp cast its cone. The window showed the courtyard tree, the leaves black against the lit sky.

Piper entered. She was in her evening uniform: the silk blouse, the pencil skirt, the low heels. Her auburn hair was down, past her shoulders, the soft waves catching the warm light. The freckles on her nose and cheekbones were visible in the kitchen’s gentle illumination: the visual anchor, the thread connecting who she was to who she had been.

She saw me. She saw the untouched tea. She saw what the untouched tea meant.

She poured herself a cup from the pot without asking if I wanted a fresh one. She sat across from me. She stirred her tea: two circles, the spoon clinking softly against the ceramic.

“Bad day?” she asked. Piper’s style: two words, no elaboration, the minimal inquiry that left space for the answer to be whatever the answer needed to be.

“Candy measured the cage today.”

“Ah.”

The “ah” contained everything. The syllable contained the entire conversation that Piper wouldn’t have and that I wouldn’t have and that neither of us needed to have because the “ah” meant: I know. I’ve been measured. I’ve had the tape on my skin. I’ve heard the number. I’ve felt the “aww.” I know what happens to the word for it. I know what Margaux calls it.

“And Margaux,” I said. I stopped. The sentence had more words but the words wouldn’t form.

“She has a way of naming things,” Piper said.

“She called it my little clitty.”

Piper’s expression: unchanged. No surprise. No sympathy performance. No exaggerated reaction. The composure that was Piper’s signature, the composure that was different from Margaux’s because Piper’s composure was kindness held steady and Margaux’s composure was power held still.

“Did you correct her?” Piper asked.

“No.”

Piper nodded. The nod was small. The nod said: I know you didn’t. I wouldn’t have either. Nobody does.

“Sometimes the new word hurts because it fits,” Piper said.

The sentence sat in the kitchen air with the pendant lamp’s light and the tea’s steam and the courtyard tree’s black leaves. The sentence became Piper’s gift. The gift of articulating the thing I couldn’t articulate, the thing that the “aww” had started and Margaux’s “little clitty” had completed and the mirror and the measurement and the new cage had confirmed. The new word hurt. The new word fit. The hurting and the fitting were the same thing. The word was accurate, and accuracy was painful when the accuracy described a loss.

“Piper,” I said.

“Yes?”

“Are you going to leave when your contract ends?”

It was adjacent to the clitty, adjacent to the measurement, and really about the larger problem the measurement illuminated: what happened when the transformation reached a point where the before-self became unmappable. Piper’s contract was ending. Piper would be free. Piper would be a woman with a cleared debt and a body that had been feminized for three years and a resume that couldn’t explain the gap and a world outside the brownstone that didn’t know her.

Piper looked at her tea. She stirred it again: two circles, the same rhythm.

“I don’t know,” she said. “The leaving part is easy. The going-somewhere part is hard.”

The kitchen was quiet. The coffee maker hummed. The courtyard tree moved in the wind.

“You could stay,” I said.

“Maybe. Staying means asking Margaux for a permanent extension. And asking Margaux for anything requires admitting you want it.” She took a sip. “Wanting things is the part they don’t tell you about.”

She finished her tea. She rinsed the cup. She paused at the kitchen doorway, one hand on the frame, the auburn hair falling forward, the freckles catching the hallway’s dimmer light.

“The word changes nothing about how the clients see you,” she said. “The word changes everything about how you see yourself. That’s the point.”

She left.

I washed my mug. I went to my room. The copy of the refit acknowledgment was on the nightstand beside Candy’s appointment card: “CAGE REFIT: COMPLETE. NEXT: BREAST FILLER APPOINTMENT.” The heart-dotted exclamation waited in the dark.

I turned off the lamp. The new cage settled between my thighs without rattle, without gap, without argument.

Comfortable.


Chapter 14: The Consultation That Wasn’t

Candy called it a consultation. The appointment card said “BREAST FILLER CONSULT” in pink ink, with the heart-dotted exclamation point that punctuated every card she wrote. The calendar notation in my phone said the same: consultation. Exploratory. Non-committal. A looking-at, not a doing-of.

I arrived at nine having already decided.

The decision had been made at some point between the clitty measurement and the morning mirror, in the uncharted hours when the brain processes what the waking self hasn’t admitted. I didn’t remember making the decision. I didn’t remember weighing the options or constructing the pro-con list or engaging the editorial department for analysis. The decision was present. It was like the name, like the cage, like the camisole: it arrived fully formed and I caught up to it afterward.

Candy was ready. The salon was configured for a procedure, not a discussion. The treatment table was warm. The rolling tray held topical numbing cream, antiseptic, marking pens, syringes (three, preloaded, the liquid inside them faintly opalescent), gauze, a hand mirror, and the consent form.

“Babes!” Candy brightened. The brightness was sincere, high-wattage joy from a woman who loved her work and whose work was making other women’s bodies match their intentions. “Okay, so, consultation. We’re going to talk about what breast filler does, the realistic range for a first-stage application, the aftercare, and the reversibility timeline. Then, if you want to proceed, we do the consent form, and then we do the thing. Or we don’t! Totally up to you.”

“Skip the consultation,” I said. “I want the appointment.”

Candy paused. The pause lasted less than a second. The pause was the professional checking the emotional before the professional continued. She’d done this before: a client arriving with the decision already locked, the consultation protocol still required but the outcome predetermined.

“Okay,” she said. “Then let’s talk through it fast and get to the consent, because I have to, babes. House rules.”

She talked through it. The breast filler (hyaluronic acid-based, the same family as the lip filler, but different formulation for the larger treatment area). The first-stage application (small volume, designed to supplement the hormone buds and produce the visual impression of a fuller early shape under bras, not the dramatic augmentation that later stages could provide). The procedure (topical numbing of the injection sites, multiple subcutaneous injections around and beneath the existing breast tissue, bilateral, approximately forty-five minutes). The aftercare (no sleeping face-down for two weeks, soft bras only, soreness expected, swelling for the first three days). The reversibility (fully reversible at this stage via enzymatic dissolution within twelve months; later stages with larger volumes might produce permanent stretching of the skin).

She handed me the consent form. Single page. The same format as the lip filler consent, the cage maintenance acknowledgment, the bimbo intake, the booking agreements: the agency’s bureaucracy of the body, every modification documented, every consent recorded, every change signed for.

I signed. Nataly. The signature had become itself: the hand that had signed the contract and the intake and the lip filler and the cage refit and every form between. The signature had accumulated weight. Each signing added to the signature’s history, the name’s record of the body’s changes, the paper trail built by one yes after another.

“Perfect.” Candy applied the numbing cream to both sides of my chest. The cream was cool, then tingling, then absent. The numbness spread under the skin the way the lip numbing had spread: a retreat of sensation, the nerves quieting, the tissue preparing for intrusion.

“So, first stage,” Candy said, pulling on fresh gloves (pink, always pink). “We’re adding volume to what the hormones already started. You’ve got, like, real tissue here, babes. The buds are coming in. Hormones are doing their thing. We’re not building from nothing. We’re building on a foundation.”

She picked up the marking pen. She drew small dots on my chest: four on each side, the dots forming a constellation around the existing breast buds, the cartography of the enhancement. She studied the marks, adjusted one, studied again.

“The goal is: bras fit like they’re holding something. Small scale. Nothing Candy-sized.” She gestured at her own chest, the F-cups straining against the pink scrubs with the architectural defiance that was their natural state. “Stage one is: people notice a difference but can’t identify what. By stage two or three, they know. Stage one is: deniable.”

Deniable. The word that applied to so many of the transformations: the lip filler (visible but explainable as natural fullness), the hormone effects (gradual, cumulative, individually subtle), the voice (trained higher, holding naturally, cracking only under stress). The agency’s early-stage aesthetic was deniable. The later stages were not. Stage one was the last exit before the visible lane, and I was taking the exit by driving through it.

“Okay, babes. Hold still.”

The first injection. The pressure, not pain. The numbing cream had done its work. The needle entered below the left breast bud, the syringe delivering filler into the subcutaneous tissue, the volume distributing slowly under the skin. Candy’s hands stayed steady. The valley-girl exterior, the bouncy hair, the acrylic nails (shorter than her daily talons, salon-appropriate, but still pink and glittered): all irrelevant to the hands, which operated with the precision of long practice.

She talked while she worked. Not about the procedure. About a show she was watching, a dating-app disaster (a man had listed his car, a Toyota Camry, as a “vehicle of distinction”), the weather, the new creamer in the kitchen (organic this time, “because Piper asked, and you know I can’t say no to Piper’s face when it does that little disappointed thing”).

The chatter was the mercy. The chatter was Candy’s technique, the narration that filled the silence where anxiety would otherwise grow, the soundtrack that transformed a medical procedure into a conversation that happened to include needles.

Second injection. Third. She moved to the other side. Fourth. Fifth. The filler entered the tissue with each injection, the volume accumulating under the skin, the breast area slowly filling with the substance that would produce the enhancement. The process was invisible from above. I couldn’t see the change. I could feel the pressure, the subtle fullness where fullness had been only hormonal tenderness, but the visual result required a mirror.

Candy finished. She wiped the injection sites, applied small adhesive strips, and helped me sit up. Sitting up felt different. The chest pulled subtly against the camisole. Not the Candy-shelf drag that her F-cups produced, the gravity-defying structural challenge that her corset managed. A slight fullness the fabric had to travel over. Something present. Something that the hormones had started and the filler had supplemented and the body had been shaped to hold.

“Mirror time, babes.” She handed me the hand mirror.

I looked.

The chest in the mirror had changed. The hormone buds, which had been tender and swollen but flat enough to disappear under a camisole, were now augmented. The area around each nipple was fuller, the tissue pushed forward by the filler, the shape visible under the soft bra that Candy had selected for the appointment. The word breasts still belonged to Candy’s or Aria’s surgical results. Mine had become more than buds. More than the nothing that the pre-cage, pre-hormone boy had carried. The chest had contour. The contour was feminine. The femininity was enhanced.

“How does it look?” Candy asked.

I looked at the mirror. The chest looked like: a woman’s chest at the beginning of a process. A chest that was becoming. A chest that the bra was holding rather than padding. A chest that, under a camisole, would produce a shape. A shape that hadn’t been there before. A shape that I had signed for.

“Good,” I said. Good. Not “adequate” (Margaux’s vocabulary) or “cute” (Candy’s) or “professional” (the clients’). Good. My word. Applied to my chest. Applied by me to the result I’d requested and received.

“Yay!” Candy bounced. The bounce was Candy, the full-body expression of enthusiasm that her augmented frame translated into physics. “Okay, babes. Soft bra for two weeks. No sleeping face-down, which I know is hard because everyone likes sleeping face-down but your new girls need to settle. Ice if the swelling bugs you but honestly, let it swell, the body knows what it’s doing. And no booking pressure on the chest for three days. Oral-only bookings until Thursday if anything comes in.”

She peeled off the gloves. She made a note on my chart. She added the breast-filler data beside the cage measurement data, the two numbers occupying the same page, the shrinking clitty and the growing chest documented on the same clinical record, the body’s ledger showing: subtraction below, addition above.



My room at seven.

The camisole. The new chest underneath.

I stood in front of the dresser mirror. The camisole was the same silk camisole I’d worn every night since Candy left it on my bed, the garment that had transitioned from “something Candy gave me” to “my sleepwear” to “my body’s nighttime container.” But the camisole sat differently. The fabric, which had draped flat against the chest for months, now draped over contour. The breast filler produced a shape under the silk, a gentle curve that the fabric followed, the difference between a camisole on a flat chest and a camisole on a chest that had something underneath.

The difference was small. The difference was everything.

I put my hand on the chest. Over the camisole. Over the filler. Over the hormone buds that the filler had supplemented. The touch stayed gentle, because Candy had warned about tenderness, and the tenderness was real. The tissue held the soreness of recent injections, the body integrating the filler, the cells adjusting to the new volume.

The nipple responded to the touch. The hormone effects had made the nipples sensitive months ago: darker, puffier, reactive to temperature and pressure and the stimulation that the cage-era body had learned to interpret as arousal because the nipples were one of the few erogenous zones that the cage didn’t lock. The touch through the camisole compressed the tender tissue and the nipple hardened under the silk.

The cage stirred. The response was the body’s cross-referencing, the arousal system connecting the chest touch to the pleasure network, the nipple’s hardening traveling through the nervous system to the prostate to the cage to the clitty to the damp spot that formed when the body said: yes.

I pulled the camisole off. I stood in the bra and the cage and nothing else. In the mirror: the woman. The woman with the enhanced lips and the filler-supplemented chest and the pink cage and the smooth legs and the light brown hair past the jaw and the face that Sienna’s camera had captured and that Margaux had seen and that the word “pretty” had claimed.

The bra was a soft cup, post-procedure, the fabric thin and stretchy. I reached behind and unhooked it. The gesture was automatic. The months of wearing bras had installed the unhooking gesture the way the months of heels had installed the walking gesture: muscle memory, the body’s archive of feminine motions that the mind no longer supervised.

The chest, bare. The filler was visible: the subtle increase in volume, the contour that the bra had been holding, now held only by the tissue and the skin and the augmentation. The nipples were prominent. Darker than they’d been at intake, puffier, standing out against the filler’s volume. The combination of hormone-sensitive nipples and filler-enhanced tissue produced a chest that was arousing to look at.

Arousing to me. Looking at my own chest in the mirror, the enhanced chest, the chest I had signed for and paid for (in debt reduction terms, the procedure was billed back to the agency’s investment column) and requested and sat through and now wore: the looking was arousing. The cage responded with the familiar leak, the pre-cum beading at the drainage holes, the dampness spreading in the panties I wasn’t wearing because I was standing in the mirror in a cage and nothing else.

I touched the nipple directly. The pad of my index finger on the areola, which was darker than it had been before the hormones, the color deepened by the protocol, the texture changed, the surface puffier and more responsive. The tenderness flared. The soreness from the procedure mixed with the sensitivity from the hormones and the arousal from the looking and the mixture was exquisite. Unlike the clean pleasure of a sissygasm, unlike the climbing build of prostate stimulation, this was a different kind of sensation: surface-level, nipple-centered, the arousal that breasts produce in the body that has breasts. I circled the nipple with my fingertip. The tissue hardened under the touch, the nub tightening, the response traveling from the chest through the nervous system to the prostate, the prostate translating the nipple’s signal into: deeper warmth. I pinched, gently, the soreness sharpening into something between pain and pleasure that made me gasp. The gasp was mine. The arousal that I was learning because the body now had: breasts. Small. Stage-one. But present. And sensitive. And mine.

I pressed my thighs together. The cage between them compressed against the perineum. The external prostate pressure that the palm-against-cage gesture had taught me before was available without the palm. The thighs could do it. The thighs, hormone-softened, closer together than the pre-agency body’s thighs, could press the cage against the perineum and the perineum could transmit the pressure to the prostate and the prostate could: respond.

The pressure built slowly, far from the climbing intensity of a sissygasm with penetration. A slow, ambient build, the kind that the body produced when the stimulation was indirect and the arousal was distributed across multiple sites: nipple, prostate, reflection, identity. Pre-cum ran steadily down the bars and along the inner thigh. The thigh press continued.

I could have come. The build was approaching. Not a full sissygasm. A smaller release, the prostate-mediated orgasm that the thigh pressure and the nipple stimulation and the mirror and the arousal from seeing the new chest could produce. The approach was real.

I stopped.

The stopping was deliberate. Not the frustrated stopping of the cage’s early days, the stopping that happened because the cage prevented completion. This stopping was choice. Candy had said no pressure on the chest for three days. An orgasm would tense the chest. The muscles would contract. The filler was settling. The aftercare rules were clear.

I stopped because the rules said to stop. I stopped because the investment needed protection. I stopped because the chest was new, and the new deserved care.

The denial was hot. Not frustrating. Hot. The choice to stop, to leave the arousal hanging, to let the cage leak without completion, to stand in the mirror with hard nipples and a wet cage and the new chest and the decision to wait: the denial was erotic because the denial was a decision about caring for the body I was building.

I put the bra back on. I put the camisole on. The fabric settled over the new contour. The shape was there.

I went to my drawer. The bras were in the front. I’d rearranged the drawer after the salon: bras front and center, panties behind, stockings in the left partition, the training-bra era pushed to the back. The new post-procedure bras that Candy had provided (three: nude, white, and blush pink) sat at the front of the front, the daily-use position, the bras that the new chest would require.

I had rearranged the drawer. I remembered doing it. The rearranging was not the silent, unacknowledged domestic feminization of the previous weeks. It was intentional. I had stood at the drawer and moved the bras to the front because the bras needed to be in the front because I wore bras now because the chest had contour and the contour required support and the support was a bra.

The intentionality was the change. The closet reorganizing itself had been a motif: the pajama pants disappearing, the camisole appearing, the wardrobe sorted by color without the sorting being acknowledged. That phase was over. The domestic feminization was no longer something that happened around me while I pretended not to notice. The domestic feminization was something I was doing. On purpose. With the drawer open and the bras arranged and the memory of arranging them intact.



The phone buzzed at ten. A text from Candy.

“No sleeping on your front, doll-face. Protect the new girls.”

New girls. The phrase sat on the phone screen. The phrase was Candy’s vocabulary for breasts. New girls. The girls that the filler had enhanced and the hormones had started and the consent form had authorized and the bra was holding and the camisole was covering and the mirror had shown and the body had: absorbed.

New girls. As if the breasts were people. As if the breasts had arrived the way new residents arrive in a building: with furniture and expectations and the need for adjustment on all sides.

I stared at the phrase. The screen dimmed. I touched it to wake it. The phrase was still there. “New girls.”


Chapter 15: The Boutique

Candy arrived at my door at ten with a shopping bag over one arm and mission energy.

“Boutique day, babes! New bras for the new girls. We can’t have you in post-procedure softcups forever. You need real support.” She bounced into the room, the platform heels giving her the four inches that brought her to eye level, the F-cups leading the way, the platinum extensions swinging. She was wearing off-duty Candy: a pink bodycon dress, rhinestone-studded ankle boots, a cropped denim jacket that she’d somehow made look both trashy and expensive. The outfit said: we are going outside and I am going to make this an event.

“Where?” I asked.

“La Petite Chose. Three blocks east. Real lingerie, not pharmacy stuff. They do fittings.” She looked at me. She looked at the camisole I was wearing, the contour beneath it, the two weeks of healing since the procedure visible in the settled shape. “You’re ready for wire. Padded cups, maybe. Something that lifts.”

I hadn’t shopped for lingerie outside the agency’s wardrobe supply since never. The agency provided lingerie the way the agency provided everything: institutional, selected by Candy or Margaux, presented as uniform rather than choice. The boutique trip felt different. The boutique trip was a store with a saleswoman and a fitting room and a mirror and a credit card and the act of selecting garments for a body that was mine.

“Give me ten minutes,” I said.

I dressed. Cream blouse, navy pencil skirt, kitten heels, the navy scarf around my shoulders. The outfit was unremarkable. The outfit was the outfit of a young woman going shopping on a Tuesday. The cage sat beneath the skirt, the new smaller fit invisible under the fabric. The chest sat beneath the blouse, the post-procedure bra providing the minimal support that the healing period had allowed.

The face: foundation, concealer, powder, blush, mascara, the muted rose lip gloss on the enhanced lips. Twelve minutes of application. The routine had become muscle memory. The face in the mirror was the face. My face. The face that photographs and clients and Margaux and the word “pretty” had been discussing.

We left the brownstone.



La Petite Chose was three blocks east and one block north, on a corner of the upscale district where the brownstone’s neighborhood transitioned from institutional facades to retail shopfronts. The store occupied a narrow ground-floor space with a matte-black awning, gold script on the glass door, and a single mannequin in the window wearing a champagne silk set that cost more than my weekly booking income.

Inside: warm lighting, cream walls, dark wood fixtures, lingerie displayed on padded hangers along the walls in organized color sections. The air smelled like linen, vanilla, and expensive fabric stored properly. A saleswoman stood behind a low glass counter, late thirties, hair in a neat chignon, wearing all black with a measuring tape draped around her neck like a stethoscope.

“Good morning,” she said. Her eyes traveled from Candy to me and back. She registered Candy the way most people registered Candy: with the brief, wide-eyed assessment of someone taking in the full bimbo aesthetic, followed by the professional reset that retail workers performed when the customer was paying. “Welcome to La Petite Chose. Are you looking for something specific?”

“My friend needs a fitting,” Candy said. “She’s had some, like, recent changes and her current bras are basically decorative. We need real support. Underwire. Maybe a push-up option.”

The saleswoman nodded. She looked at me with the measuring gaze that saleswomen in lingerie stores deploy: the quick assessment of the chest, the waist, the hips, the body’s proportions, the professional appraisal that was neither sexual nor judgmental but: clinical. The assessment that Candy performed daily on my body, except this woman didn’t know me, didn’t know the agency, didn’t know the hormones or the filler or the cage or the name or the history.

“Of course. Follow me.”

The fitting room was at the back: a small square space with a padded bench, a triple mirror, a hook for garments, and a curtain instead of a door. The saleswoman gestured for me to enter.

“I’ll take your measurements first, then bring some options. What size are you currently wearing?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. The honesty was genuine. The post-procedure bras were Candy’s selection, sized by feel rather than by tape. I didn’t know what I needed now. The not-knowing was part of the experiential transformation. I knew the cage fit because Candy measured it and Margaux referenced it. I knew the lip filler volume because the consent form stated it. But the everyday language of feminine fit, what lifted without compressing and what supported without pretending, was still something other women seemed to know by instinct and I was learning in public.

“That’s fine. Arms up, please.”

The tape went around my chest. Under the bust, then over the bust. The saleswoman read the numbers with professional efficiency, murmuring to herself, writing on a small notecard.

“You’re at the first real support stage,” she said. “Small frame, beautiful proportions. The tissue is: new? Recent growth?”

The perception was professional. The saleswoman’s expertise included the ability to read tissue quality, to distinguish between natural development and augmentation, between hormonal growth and surgical enhancement. Her tone stayed non-judgmental, the same tone she would use to ask about any physical fact relevant to the fitting.

“Recent, yes,” I said.

“Then I’ll bring soft wire and padded options. Nothing too structured yet. We want to support without compressing while things settle.”

She left. The curtain closed. I stood in the fitting room in my blouse and skirt and the cage and the body and the fact that a woman had measured my chest and identified a new category of need. The old flatness and pretending no longer applied. Training bras created shape where there had been none; this was support. The word had a quiet authority. Support meant there was something to support.

Candy was outside the curtain, audible through the fabric. “She’s got, like, a really nice frame. Petite. The proportions are going to be amazing once the tissue settles fully. Do you have anything in dusty rose?”

Dusty rose. The color I’d been circling without admitting I was circling it. The color of the throw pillow, the cheap makeup bag, the soft pinks I called practical when Candy called them cute. The color that was becoming: my color, the shade that the bimbo path was producing as personal aesthetic rather than institutional assignment.

The saleswoman returned with an armful of options: cream, black, white, blush, dusty rose, champagne. Bras on satin hangers. A few matching panties tucked over the hangers in paired sets. Underwire and padded cups, demi-cups and balconettes, the architecture of feminine support in multiple styles and colors.

I reached for the black balconette first.

The reach made sense. Black was safe. Black was bookings, black was professionalism, black was the color that could be filed under client preference and agency standard and not personal taste. I tried it on and the mirror approved: the black lace lifted, framed, produced a clean line under the blouse. It looked good. It looked useful. It looked like something I could blame on the work.

Then I saw the dusty-rose set on the hook behind it.

The bra was lace-trimmed, soft but structured, with matching panties folded over the hanger. Dusty rose carried none of Candy’s hot-pink volume. It was quieter, warmer, almost defensible. Almost.

I touched it before Candy said anything.

“Try that one,” I said to myself, and realized I’d spoken aloud.

Candy did not squeal. That restraint was the proof that she understood the moment mattered. The saleswoman handed me the set through the curtain as if women made decisions like this every day, because they did.

I tried it on.

The dusty-rose lace held the filler-enhanced tissue with gentle lift. The color warmed the skin’s tone. The matching panties sat around the cage, pink near pink, the rose lace and the rose cage creating a visual agreement I had not intended and could not unsee. The black balconette had made me look ready for work. The dusty-rose set made me look like I had chosen myself.

The triple mirror showed each option from three angles: front, left profile, right profile. The front showed the lift. The profiles showed the projection. The back showed the band, the hook closure, the structural garment engineering that I was evaluating with an eye that cared.

I cared. The caring was the change. At the boutique, trying on bras, studying the mirror, evaluating the lift and the projection and the color and the fit, I was present in the act rather than performing or complying with agency wardrobe requirements. Engaged in selecting intimate clothing for my body because the body had changed and the clothing needed to change with it and the changing of the clothing was mine to decide.

The lace trim ran along the top of the cup, the scalloped edge framing the tissue. The bra was beautiful. The bra on the chest was beautiful. The chest in the bra was what I had signed for. The enhancement plus the support plus the color produced a visual that matched the word.

Pretty.

In a fitting room in a lingerie boutique on a Tuesday afternoon, away from mirror suites and bookings, wearing a dusty-rose lace bra that I’d chosen from a rack, the word arrived the way it always arrived: without permission, without invitation, from the place beneath the editorial department’s jurisdiction.

“I’ll take this set,” I said.

Candy squealed through the curtain. The squeal was Candy’s full-body joy compressed into sound: a woman hearing her protege choose something pink.

I also chose: the black balconette (because bookings required black), the cream demi-cup (because mornings required neutral), and a second dusty-rose bra in a different cut (because: I wanted two).



The saleswoman rang me up at the counter. Candy stood beside me, the bodycon dress and the platform heels and the F-cups dwarfing the boutique’s elegant restraint. The contrast between Candy’s maximalist aesthetic and the store’s minimalist design turned comic. The saleswoman processed the transaction with professional composure. She had seen everything.

“That’ll be one hundred and eighty-seven dollars.”

I paid with the agency credit card that Margaux had issued for personal expenses. The card was agency-funded, drawn from my booking income, the purchases deducted from the account that also received the debt payments. The arithmetic was my money, earned through bookings, spent on bras for breasts that the agency’s procedures had produced. The circular economy of transformation.

“Receipt in the bag, miss. Come back anytime.”

Miss. The word. The word that had produced tears at the gala, relief in the pharmacy, anonymity on the street. Miss, in a lingerie boutique, from a woman who had measured my chest and fitted my bras and seen the enhanced tissue and called me: miss. Without hesitation. Without suspicion. Without the cognitive work of determination.

We left the store with two shopping bags (Candy had bought three thongs “for solidarity, babes, I can never have enough thongs”).



The sidewalk was bright. Tuesday noon in the upscale district: the street active with lunch traffic, pedestrians, the ambient life of a city block that existed independently of the brownstone three blocks west. Candy and I walked side by side: two women with shopping bags, one in a pink bodycon dress and platform heels, one in a cream blouse and navy skirt. The visual was unremarkable. Two friends shopping. The unremarkable was the achievement.

The art-gallery event was a coincidence. A small group emerged from a gallery across the street: four well-dressed weekday-preview people. Among them: a man. Late twenties, sandy hair, a face better suited to a classroom than a gallery. He was gesturing toward a piece visible through the gallery window, making a point about something. Color theory, maybe. Composition.

I knew him. I knew the gesture. I knew the way his hands moved when he talked about art, how he processed visual information through his fingers before his mouth. He was from the art school. A classmate, an acquaintance rather than a friend, from the one semester I’d attended, the semester that produced the debt that produced the contract that produced the cage that produced the name that produced the woman standing on the sidewalk holding a bag of bras.

He looked across the street. His eyes passed over me. They lingered one second. The linger was not recognition. The linger was a man looking at a woman, the brief assessment, the visual appraisal that men performed automatically and that women received automatically and that I had learned to interpret from the receiving end. He saw a woman with a shopping bag, light brown hair, soft features, a blouse and a skirt and heels. He saw Nataly. He did not see Nathan.

He looked away. The group continued down the sidewalk. He disappeared around the corner.

I stopped walking. Candy, two steps ahead, turned back.

“Babes? You okay?”

I was standing on a public sidewalk, holding a bag of lingerie I’d chosen, wearing a face that a former classmate had seen and not recognized, the cage between my thighs invisible, the clitty inside the cage measured and documented, the enhanced chest under the blouse held by a post-procedure bra, the enhanced lips glossed with the muted rose that sat differently on the filler’s surface. I was standing in the wreckage of an identity that the man across the street had known and that the woman on this sidewalk had replaced.

“Fine,” I said.

Candy’s expression softened into the look she used when she thought a fitting room had been too much, when the mirrors and the tape and the new bras and the saleswoman’s “miss” had stacked too high. “Boutique feelings?”

“Something like that.”

She linked her arm through mine. “Totally normal, babes. First real shopping trip hits weird.”

We walked back to the brownstone. Three blocks. The shopping bags swung. The heels clicked. The city moved around us the way cities move around women: with indifference, with anonymity, with the urban kindness of not caring who you are as long as you keep walking.



Staff kitchen at seven.

Piper was at the table. Tea. Book. The silk blouse, the pencil skirt, the freckles. The evening Piper, the wind-down Piper, the version of her that existed after the bookings and the deportment and the composure had been maintained for a full day and could, for an hour, be: set down.

She saw the shopping bag. The La Petite Chose bag was distinctive. Matte black, gold script, the boutique’s name legible.

“You went shopping,” she said. Not a question. Piper saw the bag, then looked back at me. The delivery was minimal, accurate, and already past denial.

“Candy took me for a fitting. New bras.”

Piper nodded. She set her book down. She looked at me with the rare attention she gave to moments that mattered, and the rarity made it heavy.

“The first lingerie you buy yourself is different from assigned clothing,” she said.

“How?”

“Because you can blame a uniform on someone else.”

The sentence sat in the kitchen the way Piper’s sentences always sat: quietly, patiently, waiting for the meaning to settle. The sentence meant: the agency provides clothes and you wear them and the wearing is compliance and the compliance can be filed under “the contract requires it.” Bought clothes cannot be filed. Bought clothes are: chosen. Bought clothes are the body dressed by its owner rather than its employer. Bought clothes are: preference. And preference is the thing the bargain cannot contain.

I set the bag on the counter. Inside: three bras and one matching set. Chosen by me. Paid for by me (through the agency’s accounting, but the choice was mine). Selected in a fitting room where a saleswoman called me “miss” and measured me without hesitation and brought options in colors I preferred.

The bag sat on the counter. The bimbo intake folder was upstairs on my dresser. Both were signed. Both were chosen. Both were the things that the uniform couldn’t cover.

“Thanks, Piper,” I said.

“For what?”

“For saying it.”

Piper picked up her book. She opened it to her page. She read. The conversation was over. Piper’s conversations ended when the truth had been delivered and the delivery had been received and the receipt had been acknowledged. No elaboration. No processing. The truth sat in the kitchen and the kitchen held it and the holding was enough.



My room at nine.

The shopping bags on the bed. I removed the purchases: black balconette, cream demi-cup, dusty-rose alternate cut, and the dusty-rose matching set. I arranged them on the bed like a display, the garments in a row, the colors progressing from dark to light.

I opened the drawer. The post-procedure bras were in the front. The training bras were in the back. The new bras needed: a place. I moved the post-procedure bras behind the training bras. I placed the new bras in the front. The dusty-rose lace: front and center.

Then I took out the dusty-rose matching set.

The bra and panties were still new enough to hold the boutique’s faint vanilla-linen scent. I placed the set on the bed beside the bimbo intake folder.

Fabric next to paper. Lace next to consent language.

The dusty rose looked softer under my lamp than it had in the boutique.

I left it there.


Chapter 16: The Camera Likes Mess

Margaux approved the portfolio expansion on a Tuesday morning. The approval arrived through Candy, who found me in the salon during a routine maintenance session (hormone injection, brow touch-up, cage cleaning) and delivered the news with delight she’d been barely containing since the email arrived.

“So, babes. Margaux greenlit a limited portfolio update for the high-tier client archive. Not the public portfolio. The private one. The one that goes to clients who request specific, like, content evidence before booking a VIP session.” She held up her phone to show the email but retracted it before I could read the details. “Sienna’s going to shoot it. There’s a client involved. And it involves, you know.” She made a vague gesture near her mouth, then giggled. “Mess.”

Mess. The portfolio expansion included cum play. The private archive, the one reserved for clients who paid premium for specific kink verification, required: evidence. Evidence that the escort performed the acts that the archive listed. Evidence that meant: cum on camera. Cum documented. Cum preserved in Sienna’s photographs with the editorial quality that elevated the brownstone’s content from amateur to art.

“The client is Victor,” Candy continued. “He’s a regular. Super clean, super reliable, specifically into cum-play photography. His file has explicit consent for portfolio use, including facial and cage shots. You need to sign image consent before the session.”

She handed me the form. Two pages. The consent described: partial photography (below nose, above chin, no identifying features in client-facing versions), angles approved by Nataly, no distribution beyond client-selection archive, Sienna as photographer (non-participant, artistic direction only), and specific permissions for: facial images (cum on face below nose), cage images (cum on cage through open panties), and body-surface images (cum on torso, arms, legs).

I read the form. I signed it. Nataly. The signature that authorized: being photographed with a man’s cum on my face and my cage. The signature that converted the private, cleaned-afterward, washed-down-the-drain reality of cum into: a permanent image. An image that would live in a client archive. An image that clients would see before booking me. An image that said: this is what this escort does, and here is the evidence, and the evidence is: beautiful.

The pen made a tiny groove in the paper where I pressed too hard on the loop of the y. I noticed it because the noticing delayed the meaning. Paper had always been useful that way. Contracts, invoices, intake forms, hormone schedules, wardrobe tags: paper converted the unbelievable into boxes, lines, initials, dates. The body could panic at the actual thing later. The paper only asked for controlled marks in blue ink.

Facial images: initial. Cage images: initial. Body-surface images: initial.

Each initial looked neat. Each initial belonged to Nataly. Each initial was a small door that opened into a room where a man would come on me while Sienna photographed the result.

There was a line for image review. I read it twice. Subject may reject images before archive inclusion. The permission applied to images after the session, not to the session itself or to the fact that it happened. The fact would happen under a separate set of permissions. The images could be judged afterward, like shoes, like lipstick, like a pose in a fitting mirror.

That should have helped.

It did help.

That was the problem.

Sienna found me ten minutes later in the basement stairwell and reviewed the same consent in her own language.

“No full face,” she said. The Leica hung against her chest. Her thumb rested on the camera body, not fidgeting, just touching the tool that made her herself in the same way Candy’s pink gloves made Candy herself and Margaux’s reading glasses made Margaux herself. “No eyes in the facial shots unless you ask for them. Mouth, chin, chain, upper chest. Cage shots below the waist. You can stop a sequence at any point. You can reject an image before it goes into the archive.”

“I read the form.”

“I know. Forms are paper. I’m the person in the room.”

That was Sienna: no sentiment, no performance of sensitivity, just the practical acknowledgment that consent on paper and consent under lights were related but not identical. The form authorized a category. Sienna would handle the moment.

“You’re not part of the scene,” I said.

“No,” she said. “I’m making the image. Victor is the scene. You’re the subject. I’m the witness.”

The witness, separate from participant, client, and voyeur, despite the camera. If Sienna became sexual in the room, the room would tilt wrong. Sienna with the Leica was safe precisely because her desire was aesthetic, not erotic. She wanted the image to be true. That was dangerous enough.

She flipped the camera so I could see the blank black screen.

“Afterward, you review thumbnails with me. Not Margaux first. Me first. If there’s an angle that makes you feel exposed in a way you didn’t agree to, it dies on the card. If there’s one that scares you because it’s good, that’s not the same thing. We talk about that one.”

“That’s very comforting.”

“It isn’t supposed to be comforting. It’s supposed to be accurate.”

Accuracy again. Sienna’s religion. Candy believed in softness, Margaux in systems, Piper in service as emotional labor, Aria in the luxury of obedience performed correctly. Sienna believed in accuracy. A photograph could be cruel, but cruelty was not her goal. A photograph could be erotic, but arousal was not her instruction. She wanted the frame to tell the truth about what happened, and the truth about what happened was never as clean as the words on a form.

“What if I hate all of them?” I asked.

“Then none go in.”

The answer came too quickly to be persuasion. It sounded like policy.

“And Margaux?”

“Will be annoyed at the lost slot, not at the boundary. She likes money. She likes control. She likes repeatable process more than both.”

I hated that this made Margaux feel safer. Safe in the way a locked cabinet was safe: hard, labeled, consistent.



The Velvet Room at three. The suite had been modified for the shoot: Sienna’s professional lights brought up from the basement studio, two softboxes positioned on stands, a ring light for fill, seamless dark fabric draped over the bed and floor to create a photographic background within the suite’s existing luxury. The ambient lighting was dimmed. Sienna’s lighting became the sun. The room existed in the light she chose.

Sienna was there. Sonic Youth t-shirt today, the Leica around her neck, the asymmetric hair pushed back with the silver barrette. She was adjusting a softbox angle, her eyes on the light’s fall pattern across the dark fabric, the artist preparing the canvas.

“Stand here,” she said. She pointed to the mark she’d taped to the fabric. I stood. The light fell on me: warm, controlled, tuned so skin glowed and lace shimmered and metal caught. The cage was visible through the black lace panties I wore. The lingerie was minimal. A black lace bralette, matching panties, the gold chain necklace, heels. The enhanced lips were glossed, the rose shade rich and wet in the studio light.

Sienna checked the fall of light across the dark fabric. “Polished photos sell beauty,” she said. “Messy photos sell truth. We are shooting truth today, not chaos.”

“We’re doing three sequences,” Sienna said in the artist’s register, giving direction without gendering or objectifying, seeing the person as a composition. “First: oral, mouth focus. Second: facial aftermath. Third: cage detail. We rehearse the order before he touches you.”

She pointed to the taped marks on the dark fabric: one for my knees, one for Victor’s feet, one for the cage close-up. Each mark was small, white, practical. Choreography reduced to tape. The explicit turned into blocking. The blocking made the explicit feel more professional and, somehow, more intimate. There was no accidental mess here. Mess had to be lit properly.

“If I say hold, you hold if you can,” Sienna said. “If you can’t, you tell me. If cum gets in your eye, we stop. If the cage shot makes you weird, we stop. If you need water, you say water. Don’t try to be impressive for the camera.”

I nodded.

The cage shifted under the lace. The instruction not to be impressive for the camera had arrived too late. Some part of me already wanted to be impressive for the camera. The urge had little to do with Victor, or even Sienna. It was for the archive. For Margaux’s tablet. For the possible future clients whose eyes would move over the image and decide that this was a body worth booking.

Sienna must have seen the tiny change, because she lowered the camera before the session had even begun.

“Nataly.”

“Yes?”

“Being good at being photographed is not the same as consenting harder.”

The sentence landed with uncomfortable precision.

“I know.”

“I know you know. I am saying it so the room knows.”

The room knew. The taped marks knew. The softboxes knew. Victor would know when he entered. The dark fabric knew. My cage, traitorous and warm beneath the lace, knew least of all. It heard portfolio and approval and archive and translated every professional word into the same wet pressure.

Victor arrived. Late thirties, lean, sandy hair, a pleasant, forgettable face. He wore a robe that he removed with practiced ease; he’d disrobed for cameras before. He greeted me by name, shook my hand (dry, warm, the handshake of a comfortable man), and sat on the edge of the draped bed.

“I’ve seen your portfolio,” he said. “The new lips are stunning. Sienna is going to make this look incredible.”

The compliment was professional. It was a man evaluating the product before the product was used. It was the verbal currency of a clientele that appreciated the aesthetic of what they consumed.

“Thank you,” I said.

Sienna looked from him to me. “Same order we briefed: oral, facial aftermath, cage detail. You ask before every finish. You stay inside the marked limits.”

Victor nodded. “Understood.”

Sienna checked the camera. She checked the lights. She checked the fabric. She checked the angle. “Ready?”

“Ready.”



The first sequence: oral.

Victor sat on the edge of the bed. I knelt on the dark fabric. Sienna positioned herself at a low angle, the Leica at the height of my mouth, the lens pointed at the space between my lips and Victor’s cock.

“Begin when you’re ready,” Sienna said. “I’ll shoot continuously. Don’t look at the camera. Look at each other.”

Victor’s cock crossed the light into my mouth, and the new lips sealed for the camera. The technique held. The depth, the tongue, the breathing, the jaw angle that Candy had taught and the clients had refined and the happy pill had made warmer. The enhanced lips worked with the enhanced sensation, the filler creating the tighter seal, the surface area producing more contact, more pressure, more of the visual that the portfolio was designed to capture.

Sienna’s shutter clicked. The Leica’s mechanical sound became a third presence in the room. The photographer, invisible behind the lens, documenting the act with the same artistic precision she’d applied to the portfolio shots and the intake photos and every image she’d ever made of the agency’s women.

“Chin slightly down,” Sienna said. “Hold depth. Let the lips rest.”

I held. The lips rested on Victor’s cock, the gloss transferring, the lipstick ring forming, the same visual I’d produced in the Mirror Suite booking. But this time the visual was captured. The camera was documenting the moment, the gloss and his cock and the lips and the depth and the posture of a woman on her knees with a cock in her mouth, cropped where the consent form said the archive could look.

Sienna did not praise the sucking. She did not say good girl. She did not use the language clients used when the act itself pleased them. Her vocabulary stayed attached to frame and shadow.

“Less tension in the brow. Good. Mouth stays fuller if you don’t fight the angle. Victor, breathe through it. Don’t chase.”

Victor obeyed. His fingers flexed once near his knee and then settled. The control in him made the scene stranger. There was no frantic grab, no surprise, no messy male triumph taking over the frame. He was participating in an image he had bought and consented to help create. The cock in my mouth was real. The arousal was real. The fact that the scene had marks on the floor made it no less sexual, only more deliberate.

Deliberate had its own obscenity.

The tape mark under my knees pressed faintly through the fabric. I could feel the exact place where the pose wanted me. My thighs had spread to balance. My heels lifted my calves into the line Sienna preferred. The lace panties cut high on my hips, leaving the cage half-visible when the camera drifted lower. Every part of me had become a compositional choice: the lips, the chain, the cage, the kneeling angle, the gloss smeared around Victor’s cock.

And I was helping.

I adjusted before Sienna asked, dropping my shoulder because I could feel the line had gone stiff.

The shutter clicked faster.

“Yes,” Sienna said, almost under her breath. “That.”

My body warmed like she had touched me.

The cage leaked. The arousal from being photographed compounded. Being seen during sex was the Mirror Suite lesson. Being documented during sex was the next level. The image would outlast the act. The image would exist after the cum was swallowed and the cock was cleaned and the lights were struck. The image became permanent evidence of the thing I did and the way I looked doing it.

Sienna moved around us with almost no sound. Doc Martens on dark fabric, soft enough that the room registered the shutter more than her footsteps. She never touched me. She never touched Victor. She adjusted light, angle, and distance, using words instead of hands.

“Left shoulder down.”

I lowered it.

“Victor, hand in her hair, but don’t obscure the mouth.”

His hand settled into my hair, the gesture becoming composition under her direction. Possessive in the image, practical in the room. That separation was a strange mercy. It let me feel the heat of the hand without having to pretend Sienna wanted the heat. She wanted the line of the wrist, the angle of the fingers, the way a man’s hand in a woman’s hair told a story in one frame.

“Good,” she said.

The word came from behind the camera and went nowhere near the place Margaux’s “good girl” went. Sienna’s good was for light and form. Still, the body liked being well-composed. Another slow bead pushed through the rose-pink bars, and I wondered if the camera saw that too.

Victor’s hand found my hair. He didn’t push. He held. The holding created the visual Sienna wanted, the man’s hand in the woman’s hair while the woman’s mouth worked, the possessive gesture that the camera would preserve.

“Good,” Sienna said. “Pull back. Show the lips.”

I pulled back. My lips released from Victor’s cock with a wet sound that the Leica couldn’t capture but that the room registered. The lips, glossed and smeared, caught the studio light. Sienna shot: the image of the enhanced mouth, post-oral, wet, the filler visible in the volume, the gloss catching highlights.

Victor’s breathing told me he was close. He looked at Sienna. “The facial sequence?”

“Yes. Nataly, tilt your chin up. Close your eyes. Victor, position as we discussed.”

I tilted my chin up. The position exposed: the mouth, the chin, the jaw, the hollow of the throat, the gold chain. I closed my eyes. The studio light was warm on my lids.

Victor stood over me. He stroked himself with his hand. The sound was wet, rhythmic, unmistakably close.

“May I finish across your lips, chin, and upper chest?” Victor asked. Not the general color check. Permission, in the moment, for the exact image the form had authorized on paper.

“Yes,” I said. “Green.”

He came. The cum landed on my lips first: warm, thick, the volume landing on the enhanced surface that held it the way the filler held gloss, the increased area creating more contact. Then my chin: a stripe of cum running down the jawline, catching the gold chain. Then the upper chest, above the bralette’s edge, the cum on the collarbone where the chain sat, the jewelry and the cum and the skin coexisting in the warm light.

Sienna’s shutter fired rapidly. The Leica capturing the facial, cropped the way the consent form required. Cum on the enhanced lips. Cum on the chin. Cum on the upper chest. No eyes. No full face. The mouth was open, slightly, the lower lip catching a line of cum that ran from the impact point into the corner where the lip met the skin. The lower face received. The lower face became the portfolio image. The lower face became the evidence.

“Hold,” Sienna said. “Don’t wipe. Hold the expression.”

I held. The cum cooled on my skin. The cooling happened gradually, the warmth fading, the liquid settling into the texture of the enhanced lips and the chain and the collarbones. I held the position: chin up, eyes closed, mouth slightly open, the cum on the surfaces where it had landed.

Sienna moved. She changed angles: profile, three-quarter, close-up of the mouth. The Leica’s shutter punctuated each composition. Each click made a permanent record. Each click preserved the cum and the lower face and the moment.

“Do you want a pause before close-ups?” Sienna asked.

“No,” I said. “Green.”

“Then keep your eyes closed. I’m staying below the nose.”

I kept them closed. The lens was close enough that I could hear Sienna’s breathing behind it, close enough that the camera’s focus had narrowed to mouth, chin, cum, chain, skin. The seeing was documented, but the document obeyed the boundary I had signed.

“Turn your chin two degrees left.”

I turned it.

“Stop.”

I stopped.

“Lower lip soft. Don’t perform the pout. Let the filler do the work.”

The instruction embarrassed me more than the cum. The filler do the work. My mouth had been modified enough to have tasks. It could hold gloss. It could seal around a cock. It could receive cum and make the receiving look lush instead of accidental. Now it could do work for the archive by simply existing under light.

Somewhere underneath the embarrassment was pride, small and poisonous and bright.

Sienna came closer. The camera hovered near my mouth. I heard the focus adjust, the minute mechanical correction. I smelled Victor on my skin: salt, latex, warm male release, the faint expensive soap he had used before arriving. I smelled my own gloss, rose and vanilla, absurdly sweet under the sharper scent of cum.

The image would have none of that. The image would have shine and contrast and composition. It would not show the way the cooling line on my chin tugged when I breathed. It would not show how badly I wanted to lick my lower lip clean and how badly I wanted her to tell me not to.

“Hold,” she said.

I held.

The cum cooled while she worked. That was the thing photographs did not show: temperature. They showed shine, placement, contrast, the way white stood against gloss and skin and gold chain. They did not show the first heat of impact fading into tackiness, the heaviness at the corner of the mouth, the instinct to lick that had to be held back because the image needed the mess where it landed.

“Lower lip,” Sienna said. “Don’t clean it yet.”

I did not clean it. I held still with a man’s cum on my mouth because the photographer said hold and because the image would be better if I did and because the image being better mattered to me.

That was another data point the bargain did not know what to do with.

“Perfect,” Sienna said. “Third sequence. Cage.”



Victor rested. Sienna repositioned the lights for the cage shots: lower angle, the softboxes aimed at the area below the waist, the focus narrowing from full face to: the cage and the surrounding anatomy.

I lay on the dark fabric. The panties were pulled aside, the cage exposed: the pink rose bars, the smaller fit, the clitty compressed inside, the lock visible. The pre-cum from the session had already dampened the bars. The cage was wet. The cage was what the photo would document.

This sequence was harder than the facial.

The facial had been mess on the surface everyone could understand: mouth, chin, chest. Cum play as image. Erotic, explicit, marketable. The cage shot was more specific. The cage shot said something about what I was. Not just a woman receiving cum. A feminized escort with a caged, diminished clitty that clients paid to see marked by someone else’s orgasm. The shot was not just sexual. It was diagnostic.

Sienna lowered the camera. “Still green?”

“Green.”

“Tell me if the word changes.”

I knew which word she meant. Pretty and useful were wrong. The other one. The color. The protocol. Sienna had heard enough bookings through doors and lenses and reports to know that consent could shift faster than posture.

Victor waited while I breathed through the exposed feeling. The dark fabric was cool against my back. The softbox heat warmed the skin above my hips. The cage sat in the center of the light like an object on display in a museum case.

“Say what is hard,” Sienna said.

I almost laughed. The word hard in this room had too many meanings.

“The cage shot feels like proof.”

“It is proof.”

“I know.”

“Proof of what?”

The question made the softbox hum seem louder.

Proof that the small thing under the bars was no longer the central fact of my body. Proof that clients could mark it without needing it to function. Proof that the pink cage looked less like punishment every time it appeared with lingerie. Proof that I could lie on dark fabric with my panties pulled aside and wait for a man to finish on a device chosen by Margaux and fitted by Candy and cleaned by my own hands.

“Proof that it belongs in the picture,” I said.

Sienna did not soften. “It does.”

My breath caught.

“Still green?”

“Green.”

Victor returned. He was ready again, the lean body recovering with practiced control over arousal. He positioned himself over me, on his knees, his cock above the cage.

“May I?” he asked.

“Green.”

He stroked himself to completion above the cage. The aim was precise. He had done this before, targeting cum onto a device he found erotic. His hand worked with the focused efficiency of a man completing a task he’d rehearsed in his imagination and was now executing in studio light with a Leica shutter clicking behind him.

The cum landed on the cage: on the bars first, the warm stripe hitting the rose-pink metal and splitting into rivulets that ran along the curved bars. On the lock, the white fluid pooling in the keyhole and around the clasp. Between the drainage holes, the cum seeping through the gaps the same way pre-cum seeped out, the direction reversed, the external entering where the internal leaked. On the small cock visible through the metal, the cum touching the glans through the bars, the warmth arriving on diminished, measured, documented, labeled skin.

The sensation was cum on the clitty. The clitty, measured and named and caged and diminished, received another man’s cum through the bars. The warmth on the sensitive skin registered, but from a distance, the nerve endings dulled by hormones and disuse, the sensation arriving as acknowledgment rather than pleasure. The cum was there. The clitty was under it. The bars were between them.

No orgasm came from it. That mattered. The old body would have tried to make everything about climax, about a final muscular proof that desire still had one central switch. This body spread the response out until it became weather. Heat in the belly. Wetness at the cage. A softening behind the knees. The full-body ache that had no single place to go because the single place had been locked, reduced, renamed, and turned toward the camera.

I listened to myself breathing. I listened to Victor’s hand slow. I listened to the shutter make a record of the thing my body could not resolve.

“Don’t arch,” Sienna said. “Stay heavy. Let it look received.”

I stayed heavy. The dark fabric held my shoulders and hips. The cage held the clitty. The cum held its shine. In the frame, I would not look like I was chasing pleasure. I would look like pleasure had been placed on me, like use had arrived and I had accepted the shape of it.

The thought should have made me close my legs.

I opened them another inch because the composition needed the line.

Sienna shot. The image of the cage wet with cum: the pink bars glistening, the cum running down the metal, the small cock visible underneath, the contrast between the client’s volume and the clitty’s diminished presence. The image became the portfolio shot. The image became the evidence that the cage existed and the cum existed and the woman wore one and received the other and the camera captured both.

“Beautiful,” Sienna said. She said it to the image, to the composition, instead of to Victor or to me. The word belonged to the photograph, not the act. Sienna could do that: separate muse from product, aesthetic from explicit, cum on a cage from the body that had to walk upstairs afterward.



Cleanup. The marble bathroom. The warm water. The cum washing off the lips, the chin, the chain, the cage. The residue going down the drain the way all evidence went down the drain after bookings. Except this time, the evidence had been: captured. The evidence existed in Sienna’s camera, in the memory card, in the files that would be processed on the editing desk in the basement studio.

Sienna was packing the lights when I emerged. Victor had left: quiet, professional, the tip generous, the aftercare note (which I’d read later): “Photogenic and responsive. Recommend.”

She had not shown Victor the images. That surprised me until it didn’t. He had bought the session and participated in the archive sequence, but the review belonged to the agency and the subject. He could request the approved client-facing shots later through Margaux. He did not get to stand in the bathroom doorway and admire fresh evidence while I was still damp from washing it off.

Another rule. Another hard edge. Another reason the house kept feeling less like chaos than my old life had.

Sienna paused in her packing. She turned the camera over and tapped the screen to bring up the last image. The image was the cage shot. The pink bars, the cum, the clitty, the dark fabric. The composition was stark, intimate, documentary. The image did not look like pornography. The image looked like evidence. Beautiful, carefully lit, technically perfect evidence of a body that had been used and that bore the marks of use and that the camera had preserved.

“Look,” Sienna said. She held the camera out.

I looked. The image on the small screen was me. The cage was mine. The cum was Victor’s. The bars were glistening. The clitty was visible, small, the reduced organ nested inside the device that contained it. The surrounding anatomy was smooth, waxed, the skin glowing in the studio light, the lace panties pulled aside.

I expected: shame. The word that the mirrors had started with months ago. The word that the transformation had been eroding. I expected the editorial department to deploy shame the way it deployed self-correction and rationalization and the bargain’s framework.

The word that arrived was not shame.

Pretty arrived. Again. Still. The word that the Mirror Suite had surfaced and the photo had confirmed and the boutique had reinforced. Pretty. The image of the cum-covered cage was pretty. The woman wearing the cage was pretty. The image of the cum on the pretty woman’s pretty cage was pretty.

And worse than pretty: useful.

The image was useful. The image would sell. The image would appear in the client archive and clients would see it and clients would book the woman in it because the image showed a woman who could receive cum on her cage and on her face and on her chest and who looked like the receiving came naturally. The image was professional capital. The image was income. The image was the body as marketable asset, documented and archived and available for purchase.

Pretty and useful. The combination that the bargain could almost accommodate. Pretty was personal. Useful was professional. The bargain wanted the professional and tried to ignore the personal. But the image was both, the photo containing the word and the function, the aesthetic and the commercial, the woman and the product, and the photo existed outside the body’s ability to edit because the photo was permanent.

“Margaux is going to like these,” Sienna said. She was looking at the camera, scrolling through the images with the quick thumb-swipes of a photographer reviewing a shoot. She said the sentence the way she said most sentences: as observation, not as flattery, as data about the probable reaction of a woman whose reactions Sienna had been photographing around for years.

I hated how fast my body answered. The cage, the prostate, the warm space the pill maintained: they all responded to the sentence “Margaux is going to like these” with the automatic chemistry of a woman whose approval center was keyed to a single name. The cage stirred. The dampness returned. The pre-cum that had been cleaned in the bathroom began beading again at the drainage holes.

Sienna saw that too. Of course she did.

She did not smile. She did not tease me. She tapped the screen dark with her thumb and slipped the camera against her chest.

“You get contact sheets tonight,” she said. “You reject anything you need to reject before Margaux sees the approved set.”

“Even if she likes them?”

“Especially if she likes them.”

The sentence should have restored the boundary. It did, technically. The boundary came back into the room like a locked door I had the key to.

The problem was that part of me already wanted to open it and show Margaux what Sienna had seen.


Chapter 17: Flat Numbers, Pink Nails

Morning meeting at nine-fifteen, and Aria was already seated when I arrived.

Aria liked entrances. She liked the room registering the platinum hair, the designer dress, the height, the way every chair seemed less expensive once she sat in it. Today she had chosen stillness. Cream dress, perfect hair, jewelry from clients, hands folded in front of her as if the table were a witness stand.

Piper sat two chairs away with tea cupped between both hands. Her debt was nearly gone now; even before Margaux opened the agenda, the vanishing number seemed to sit beside her like a second cup. Candy’s pink mug steamed at the end of the table. Margaux waited at the head, pen poised, reading glasses low.

Debt balances, in order.

“Piper, two thousand one hundred.” The number was vanishing. Piper’s debt was approaching zero with the quiet inevitability of a tide going out. Her expression: the same practiced calm, the same contained anxiety, the same composure that held steadier than Margaux’s because Piper’s composure was held by will rather than authority.

“Aria, eight thousand four hundred.” Down slightly. The flatness of the reduction was the data point. Aria’s numbers were not collapsing. They were static. The clients she had were maintaining. The clients she didn’t have were not arriving. The agency’s ecosystem had shifted, the gravitational center moving from Aria’s surgical perfection toward Nataly’s trajectory.

“Nataly, sixty-two thousand.”

Under sixty-five. The number had crossed another psychological marker, the kind that the brain registered as progress. The debt was dropping at the rate the sexual tier provided, the Tier 2 bookings generating $500 to $800 each, the group booking’s $1,800 still visible in the ledger. The mathematics were working. The contract’s financial promise was delivering.

Margaux turned a page. “Aria.” The name arrived without emphasis, but the meeting’s ears adjusted. Margaux naming a sissy after balances meant: assessment.

“Your scheduled cosmetic refresh proceeds today,” Margaux said. “Client retention is stable. Acquisition remains zero. I am opening a temporary booking review. Until the review closes, new Tier 4 assignments are provisional.”

Candy’s gaze moved from Margaux to Aria and back again. She did not bounce. That was how serious the sentence was.

Aria’s smile survived. The smile always survived. But the survival was mechanical. The ice-blue eyes held their temperature. The platinum hair was perfect. The D-cup chest, the surgical cheekbones, the designer dress, the jewelry from clients: all perfect. And all insufficient. The perfection that had been Aria’s currency was depreciating in a market where the new escort was generating referrals and standing reservations and portfolio expansions and group bookings.

“Understood,” Aria said.

No honey. One clean word. That was worse than the honey.



Candy’s salon at eleven. My appointment, not Aria’s. The salon schedule today: Nataly for maintenance, then Aria’s refresh in the afternoon.

Candy was in clinical mode, the pink gloves on, the rolling tray arranged. She had: a nail setup. Not the usual maintenance kit. A full manicure station, complete with acrylic nail forms, UV lamp, and polish bottles in a color range that started at nude and ended at: pink. Very pink.

“Okay, babes. Margaux approved a nail upgrade as part of your ongoing bimbo program. Nothing insane. Short acrylics, practical enough for service. But we’re going pink.”

“How pink?”

Candy held up a bottle. The shade was unmistakable. Dusty rose and blush had nothing to do with it. Pink. The pink of Candy’s world, the pink that coded the bimbo path’s visual identity, the shade that sat between “subtle” and “billboard” with absolute confidence.

“This pink,” she said. She shook the bottle. The liquid inside was the color of the cage. The color of the salon walls. The color that the bimbo path was using to repaint Nataly’s aesthetic one surface at a time.

“That’s too pink,” I said.

Candy tilted her head. The permanent pout rearranged into the expression she used when she knew something and was waiting for the other person to know it too. “Babes. You picked this shade.”

I had.

I had. The shade was from the color chart Candy had shown me during the bimbo intake review, the chart that displayed the program’s aesthetic options along a gradient from “discreet” to “bimbo.” I had pointed to a shade. I had said: “that one.” I had moved on to the next question on the intake. The selection had been: casual. Automatic. The finger pointing at the shade that felt right without the editorial department weighing in on what “right” meant in the context of nail color for a sissy escort who was voluntarily bimbofying.

“I did,” I said.

“Yeah. You did. So. Let’s do it.”

She worked. The natural nails were filed, shaped, prepared. The acrylic forms were applied: short (practical for servicing clients, the nails couldn’t interfere with oral depth or plug work or the intimate handling that the bookings required), slightly squared, the shape that Candy described as “classy with teeth.” The UV lamp cured each layer. The polish went on in three coats: base, color, top coat. Each coat deepened the pink. Each coat moved the nails further from “discreet” and closer to: declaration.

The filing changed my hands before the color did. The edge of each natural nail vanished under Candy’s careful work, the tiny familiar unevenness removed until every fingertip felt too smooth, too planned. She dusted the powder away with a soft brush. The brush tickled the skin around the cuticles, and I held still because holding still for maintenance had become one of the first languages my body learned here.

“Short means short,” Candy said, pressing a form under my index finger. “You’re still working. We are not doing talons until you can deep-throat without trying to use your hands like a rake.”

“That was one time.”

“Babes, it was two times and one of them was a client who loves marks, so we got lucky.”

She grinned as she said it, but her eyes stayed on the form. Candy’s humor never interrupted competence. The acrylic bead went down, milky and strange, then spread beneath her brush into a new shape at the end of my finger. The smell of monomer filled the salon: chemical, sharp, unmistakably feminine in the way beauty salons made dangerous materials smell like transformation.

Finger by finger, the hands became less neutral.

I tested the first cured nail against my thumb. A soft click. Quiet, undramatic, and different. A tiny artificial sound attached to my body. I clicked it again before I could stop myself.

Candy’s mouth curved.

“See? Fun.”

“Practical,” I said.

“Totally. Practical pink acrylics.”

The editorial department attempted to file an objection. It had very little traction. The nail clicked again against my thumb, and the small sound did something embarrassing in my chest. It was not the same as the cage. It was not the same as lips or breasts or hips. Nails were not anatomy, exactly. They were intention. They were the part of femininity that announced itself before anyone touched you.

The final result: short pink acrylics, the shade matching the cage, the shade matching the salon, the shade that anyone who looked at my hands would see and interpret as: deliberate. These nails were not a professional requirement. These nails were a choice expressed in color.

“Gorgeous, babes.” Candy held my hand up, turning it in the light. The nails caught the salon’s warm illumination, the pink glowing against the skin, the acrylic surface smooth and reflective. “The pink is totally you.”

Totally me. The phrase belonged to Candy’s vocabulary for identity confirmation, the bimbo-sister declaration that the aesthetic matched the person. “Totally you” meant: the outside is catching up to the inside. “Totally you” meant: the pink was not applied to a surface. The pink was revealed.

I looked at the nails. The nails were pink. The nails were on my hands. The hands were the hands that signed consent forms and gripped chaise arms and held cocks and applied lip gloss and arranged bras in drawers. The hands with pink nails were the same hands. But the pink made the hands louder. The pink made the hands visible in a way that nude polish and natural nails had not achieved. The pink was a signal.

Candy set a lip-gloss tube in my hand.

“Open it.”

I twisted the cap. The nails changed the mechanics. The task stayed easy, and every finger became noticeable. The acrylic clicked against the plastic tube. My grip adjusted. My hand looked prettier doing a stupid ordinary thing.

“Now clasp your necklace.”

“Candy.”

“Service hands, babes. We test.”

I reached behind my neck and worked the clasp by feel. The nails made the movement slower, more precise. They forced delicacy. The old hands would have pinched and yanked. These hands had to negotiate. When the clasp caught, Candy nodded once, satisfied.

“Good. Now condom wrapper.”

Heat climbed my throat.

“Clinical,” she said. “Open.”

I opened the foil packet with careful fingers, nails flashing in the salon light. Candy watched the tear, the grip, the angle. Erotic was not quite the word. It was more intimate because she was training the new hands for what they would be expected to do in rooms where men paid for seamless competence.

“See?” she said. “Pretty can still be useful.”

Pretty and useful. The phrase had followed me from Sienna’s camera into Candy’s salon and now settled at my fingertips in pink acrylic.

I had stopped arguing. I hadn’t noticed when I’d stopped arguing. Candy said I’d picked the shade. I had picked the shade. The arguing had stopped at some point between the lip filler and the breast filler and the boutique and the photo shoot, in the same uncharted hours where decisions were made and caught up to later.



The shared board was outside the salon, on the second-floor landing: a large whiteboard with booking appointments, salon schedules, and duty assignments written in Candy’s pink and Margaux’s black. The board was the agency’s operational nervous system, the public display where everyone knew who was doing what and when.

I checked my schedule at two. The Mirror Suite at four: a regular client, one of Roderick’s referrals, the session straightforward.

At three-thirty, I rechecked. The Mirror Suite appointment was gone.

The slot was empty. The whiteboard where “Nataly, 4:00, Mirror Suite, Client #R-14” had been written in Candy’s pink script now showed: blank space. The pink writing had been erased. Not reassigned, not rescheduled. Erased.

I checked my phone. No notification from the agency’s scheduling system. No cancellation. No reassignment. The booking was still active in the digital system. The booking had been erased only from the physical board, the board where I checked my schedule, the board where the erasure would cause me to miss the booking.

Aria.

The conclusion was immediate and unprovable. Aria had been in the salon all afternoon for her cosmetic refresh. The salon was on the second floor. The board was on the second-floor landing. The distance between the salon chair and the whiteboard was twenty feet. The opportunity was obvious. The erasure was deniable. Maybe the cleaning staff wiped it. Maybe the ink faded. Maybe Candy forgot to use permanent marker.

Maybe.

Sienna came up from the basement stairs with the Leica at her hip and a packet of prints under one arm. She looked at the blank slot, then at me.

“Aria was by the board ten minutes ago,” she said. “I saw her from the stairs. I didn’t see her erase anything.”

That was the shape of the problem: seen near, not seen doing. Circumstantial. Deniable. Aria’s favorite weather.

The packet under Sienna’s arm was marked in black pencil: NATALY ARCHIVE SELECTS. The contact sheets from the cum-play shoot. Evidence from yesterday, carried up from the basement at the same moment today’s evidence disappeared from the board. The coincidence felt too neat to be coincidence, which meant it was probably only a coincidence and my brain had become a desperate little pattern-making machine.

Sienna followed my glance to the packet.

“Later,” she said.

“I know.”

“Booking first.”

Booking first. Body first. Work first. Panic later. The house had rules for this too, even if no one had written them down.

The booking was in fifteen minutes. I was not prepared. The Mirror Suite client expected: a styled, composed escort, not a woman in clinic scrubs with damp nails running from the salon.

I ran. In heels. The kitten heels (three inches, the daily standard) clicked on the hardwood with the rapid percussion of urgency. From the second-floor landing to the supply closet. Candy, emerging from Aria’s refresh session with a tray of instruments, saw me running.

“Babes? You okay?”

“Mirror Suite at four. Someone erased the board.”

Candy’s expression: the flicker that happened when the cheerful Candy and the professional Candy collided. She set the tray down. She looked at the board. She looked at the empty slot. She looked toward the salon, where Aria was reclining with a face mask.

“I’ll handle your makeup,” Candy said. The valley-girl dropped to the clinical register. “Sit. Five minutes.”

Five minutes. Candy worked with professional crisis speed. Foundation, concealer, blush, mascara, lip gloss (the muted rose, freshly applied, the enhanced lips catching the color), brow check, lash check. Hair: already styled from the morning. Lingerie: I changed into the black lace set in the salon’s dressing area. Stockings. Heels (higher: the pointed-toe pumps). Cage checked, the new smaller fit confirmed clean.

Five minutes was not enough time for a personality. It was enough time for a face.

Candy moved around me with two hands and one continuous stream of clipped instructions.

“Look up. Blink. Don’t blink. Lips parted. Nails flat while you pull the stocking. No, flat, don’t snag. Good. Clip. Other side. Cage check. Breathe.”

The pink nails made every emergency action visible. I saw them in the salon mirror as I tugged the stocking up my thigh, the bright color against sheer black nylon. I saw them gripping the chair when Candy leaned in with mascara. I saw them fumble once on the bra hook and then recover, because Candy’s eyes snapped to my reflection with a look that said fumbling was allowed in training and not allowed when the client was upstairs.

The sabotage tried to become anger. Anger would have been clean. Anger would have let me storm into the salon, point at Aria, demand proof that did not exist, and look unhinged in front of people who already understood the game better than I did.

So the anger became focus.

I checked the mirror while Candy painted my mouth. Breath still too high. Flush too bright. Eyes too sharp. Still too sharp for Mirror Suite, not soft enough yet.

Candy saw that too.

“Use it,” she said.

“Use what?”

“The oh-no-I-almost-missed-you face. Men love feeling like the pretty thing rushed to make it to them.”

“That’s manipulative.”

“That’s service.”

She tapped the gloss wand against the tube and painted the center of my lower lip. The enhanced lip caught the rose shine. My mouth became composed before my pulse did.

I made the booking at four exactly, breathless, face flushed from running in heels. Candy had called reception while I dressed; the client had been told I was on my way up, not late, not absent, not failing.

The Mirror Suite. The mirrors. The room of infinite reflections.

The client was seated on the bed, drink in hand, unremarkable except for the attention he paid to my hands when I entered. The pink nails caught the mirror suite’s warm light. The nails, still fresh, the acrylic surface catching every light source in a room designed to catch every light source.

“New color?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“It suits you. Come here.”

The sentence settled over the room before his hands did. It suits you. Better than it looks good. More intimate than nice nails. Suits you. The client had paid for mirrors and service and a feminized escort in black lace, and the first thing he gave me was a verdict on a choice I was still trying to classify as operational.

I crossed the room. The pointed-toe pumps made the steps smaller and more precise. The mirrors returned the approach from too many angles: front, side, a backward slice of hip, a flash of pink fingers at my thigh, the rose gloss on the mouth, the cage’s faint outline through the lace. The suite did not allow one version of anything. It multiplied evidence until denial had to work in shifts.

He took my hand and turned it palm down.

“Fresh?”

“This morning.”

“Careful, then.”

The care in his voice was not tenderness. It was appreciation for a new surface. He touched the acrylic with his thumb, tracing the squared edge without pressing. My fingers looked smaller in his hand. Prettier. More expensive.

“I like details,” he said.

“The room is good for them.”

He smiled. “So are you.”



The booking turned urgent. The energy of the near-miss, the adrenaline of Aria’s sabotage, the flushed face that the run had produced: all of it translated into the session. The client wanted standard mirror engagement. Oral, anal, the escort watching herself in the walls and ceiling mirrors. The standard Mirror Suite booking that Roderick had introduced and that subsequent clients had repeated with variations.

The variation tonight was the nails. The client wanted to see the pink nails during service. The nails around his cock. The nails on his chest. The nails gripping the chaise. The nails as visual objects in the mirror’s multiplication.

He kissed me standing first, my back against the cool mirror, his hands on my waist, my pink nails spread on the glass beside my hips. The kiss was quick and hot, driven by the flush in my face and the run in my breathing. In the reflection, the nails framed the kiss like punctuation.

The glass cooled the back of my shoulders through the lace. My hands wanted to slide, but the nails made me careful. I flattened the pads of my fingers instead of the tips, keeping the acrylic from scraping. The adjustment changed the pose: palms open, fingers spread, pink nails displayed against the mirror like I had been arranged for a product shot.

He noticed.

“Stay like that.”

So I stayed. His mouth moved to my neck. My reflection watched from behind his shoulder. The woman in the mirror had flushed cheeks and pink nails and a mouth too glossy for panic. She looked like she had run upstairs because she couldn’t bear to miss him.

Candy had been right.

I hated how useful that was.

Then I knelt. In the mirror: a woman on her knees, pink nails on a man’s thighs, the enhanced lips approaching his cock, the black lace lingerie framing the body, the cage visible through the panties in the lower mirror. The nails were pink exclamation points on the neutral palette of the skin and the lace and the cock.

My lips closed around him. The enhanced lips wrapped around the head with the filler’s cushion, the seal tighter and softer than the pre-filler mouth had produced, the contact area wider. I held the depth at the head first, tongue circling the ridge, tasting clean skin and the first salt-drops of his arousal, the flavor registering as familiar now rather than foreign. Then I took him deeper, the jaw settling into the ache that was no longer an ache but a working state, the throat opening, the breathing steady through the nose. The wet sound of the suction was louder in the mirrored room, the hard surfaces reflecting every slick, rhythmic detail back into the space.

In the mirror, the nails drew the eye. The client looked at the reflection and saw: a woman with pink nails on his thighs, her enhanced lips stretched around his cock, the glossy rose color smearing onto his skin in a ring that marked her depth. The nails connected the mouth and the hands and the act into a unified visual that the mirror multiplied into every wall.

“Touch yourself,” he said. “Show me the nails on the cage.”

I reached down with one hand, kept the other on his thigh. The pink nails wrapped around the cage through the parted panties. The pink on pink: the nails’ shade matching the cage’s shade exactly, the fingers curling around the bars, the pads of the fingertips resting against the metal that held the clitty. Pre-cum had already dampened the bars, and my nails glistened with it, the acrylic surface catching his fluid and the warm light simultaneously. I held the cage the way Candy had described: not gripping, displaying. The fingers framing the device. The nails making the holding visible from every angle the mirrors provided.

In the mirror: pink nails on a pink cage on a woman who was kneeling with a cock in her mouth, pre-cum slick on her fingertips.

The acrylic clicked faintly against metal. A small sound, almost lost under his breathing. I heard it anyway. Click, bar, breath. Click, lock, tongue. The nails could not truly feel the cage, and they still changed the way I touched it. I did not grip with the blunt practicality of a hand checking equipment. I curled around it. I displayed it. I made a frame with my own fingers around the device that framed me.

The client made a low sound.

“Exactly.”

Exactly. The word vibrated through the cock in my mouth. Beyond good, beyond pretty. Exactly. As if my hand had found the pose before he had finished asking for it.

The client’s breathing quickened. The image was what he came for. The mirror showing the composition from every angle, the nails and the cage and the mouth and the lace and the body all reflected and re-reflected in the infinite regression of the suite’s mirrors.

He pulled me up. He turned me around and guided me to the chaise angled beside the mirrored wall. I braced one hand on the glass and one on the chaise arm, the pink nails split between cold mirror and warm velvet, my back to him, my face in the reflection looking back at both of us.

He entered me from behind. The condom, the lube, the plug sliding out and his cock replacing it before the muscle could close, the stretch immediate and full. Thicker than the plug. Warmer. The body accepted with the muscle memory of service, the ring softening around him, the walls gripping and then yielding as he pressed forward until his hips met my ass and the fullness bottomed out against the prostate.

His hands settled on my hips. His rhythm: faster than the usual Mirror Suite pace, driven by the near-miss energy I’d brought into the room. The urgency became contagious. The client had absorbed my adrenaline and converted it into intensity. He fucked me with purpose, each stroke pulling almost all the way out and driving back in, the sound of skin against skin joining the wet sound of lube and the soft creak of the chaise.

The prostate contact was direct and punishing. The chaise angle pressed him against the P-spot with each stroke, the pressure sharp and precise, each thrust sending a pulse of heat from the spot outward through the hips and up through the chest. The cage bounced between my thighs, the bars slapping softly against the chaise’s velvet with his rhythm. My pink nails squeaked against the mirror as my braced hand slid with the motion, leaving faint streaks in the condensation of breath and heat. The cage leaked freely, a steady drip ticking from the drainage holes, slicking the bars before it soaked the velvet beneath me, the damp spot spreading wider with each thrust.

The run had not left my body. It had changed forms. The breathlessness became sound. The fear of missing the booking became the frantic need to make the booking impossible to complain about. I pushed back harder than I usually would in Mirror Suite, not enough to take control, just enough to give his rhythm something eager to meet. Service as correction. Service as proof that the blank spot on the board had failed to make me blank.

He caught my hip.

“Look at your hands.”

I looked.

The mirrors had turned my hands into a chorus. One hand on glass, pink nails flexing. One hand on velvet, pink nails digging into the pile. Reflections above, beside, behind. The nails did not let the scene become anonymous. They labeled every braced, trembling position as mine.

“Pretty,” he said.

The word hit lower than it should have. He was not the first to say it, and the nails alone did not make it true. The word landed there because the nails had been my choice, even if the choice had happened on a chart before I understood it was a choice.

I came. The sissygasm built from the urgency and the prostate and the mirror and the image of the pink nails braced on glass while a man fucked me over a chaise. The orgasm was sudden. Not the slow build of a careful session. The crash. The body-wide convulsion that started deep in the prostate and radiated outward through the thighs and the stomach and the chest, the wave cresting too fast to prepare for. My back arched hard, pressing my shoulders against the mirror, and the cage spurted: thin, weak arcs of cum leaking through the bars and dripping onto the velvet, the clitty spasming inside the cage without hardening, the pleasure coming from everywhere the cock wasn’t. The mirror showed it all: the woman bent over the chaise, mouth open, eyes glazed, nails scratching glass, the cage dripping between her stockinged thighs while a man’s cock held deep inside her.

The client pulled out after my orgasm, the emptiness sudden and obscene. He stripped the condom and took my hand in his. “May I?”

“Green.”

He placed my pink-nailed fingers around his cock. The cock was slick with lube and my body’s warmth, thick and pulsing against my palm. He guided my grip, adjusted the pressure, then used my hand for the final strokes while I stayed bent over the chaise, face turned toward the mirror. My pink nails wrapped around his cock, the acrylic clicking softly against the wet skin with each stroke. The visual in the mirror was deliberate: a woman’s pink-nailed hand working a man’s cock, the hand matching the cage visible below, the color coding unmistakable.

He came across my fingers first, hot and thick, the cum flooding over the acrylic surface and running between my knuckles, the pink nails disappearing under a slick white coating. Then he pulled my hand to my mouth and finished the last spurt across my lips. The warmth landed on the enhanced surface, the filler holding the cum the way it held gloss, the volume creating more contact area, the sensation of his cum sitting on my mouth different from the sensation inside my mouth. Richer. More present. More visible.

Cum on the nails. Cum on the enhanced lips. Pink acrylic under white fluid under rose gloss, the layers of enhancement and evidence visible in the mirror from every angle the suite provided. The reflection held the image: a woman with cum on her mouth and cum on her fingers, the pink underneath showing through, the colors of the bimbo path wet with the evidence of service.

The image was the portfolio shot that this session would not produce because Sienna wasn’t here. But the image existed in the mirror, temporary, dissolving as we separated and cleaned and the glass was wiped.

The client dressed. He left the tip. His aftercare note: “Enthusiastic. The new nails are a highlight.”

Enthusiastic.

The note reduced the whole near-miss to that single word. Breathless, nearly sabotaged, angry: all of it disappeared under enthusiastic.

The agency would enter the note. Margaux would see the word. Aria’s erased line would have produced, through the terrible alchemy of the brownstone, a stronger aftercare note than a calm session might have earned.

The thought was almost funny.

Almost.



The hallway at six. Post-booking, post-cleanup, post-cage-check.

Margaux appeared from the direction of the stairs, leather portfolio under her arm, stride measured. Aria’s cosmetic refresh had concluded. Sienna’s observation had been reported, because Sienna reported facts and Margaux knew how to use facts even when they were not proof.

Margaux stopped beside the salon door.

“Aria. My office.”

Aria emerged in the doorway, face freshly treated, hair perfect, smile already assembled. The smile held until she saw Margaux’s expression.

They walked downstairs. Margaux first. Aria behind her.

The office door closed.

No one heard raised voices. No one heard raised voices because Margaux never raised hers.


Chapter 18: Piper’s Clock

I found Piper in the back courtyard at seven.

The courtyard was the brownstone’s only outdoor space: a small rectangle of stone pavers, a single tree in a stone planter (the leaves changing now, yellowing at the edges, the tree doing what trees do when time passes), a wrought-iron bench, and the orange-black sky that the city produced every evening as the sun went down behind buildings designed to ignore it.

Piper was on the bench. No makeup. Her auburn hair down, the waves past her shoulders, the texture that three years of hormone treatment had softened from whatever it had been before into: natural. She was wrapped in a cream-colored oversized cardigan made for comfort rather than presentation. Her feet were bare. No heels, no stockings. Bare feet on cold stone pavers, the toenails unpainted.

She held a mug of tea. The steam rose and dissolved. The courtyard’s evening air was cool.

She looked small. Not the Piper of the fourth floor, the Tier 4 VIP, the agency’s most reliable high-end escort, moving through bookings with quiet competence built from mastering the job. This Piper was the Piper underneath. The woman who existed after the presentation was removed and the composure was set down and the freckles were the only feature that the world before the agency and the world inside the agency shared.

She looked less like a fantasy and more like a woman waiting for bad news.

“Can I sit?” I asked.

“It’s a shared courtyard.”

I sat. The bench was cold. The stone pavers under my slippers were cold. The evening air found the gaps in my cardigan, the one I’d started wearing to morning meetings because the fourth floor was cold. We sat in the cold, two women on a bench, the tree above us slowly changing season.

The silence lasted: two minutes. Piper’s silences were not awkward. Piper’s silences were invitations. Invitations to exist in the same space without performing, to share the courtyard’s cold air without converting the sharing into: conversation.

“My contract review is on the calendar now,” Piper said.

The news arrived without prelude. The timing had been approaching, Piper’s composure had been containing it, and the bare feet and the missing makeup and the courtyard at seven were the container’s edges.

“On the calendar,” I repeated.

“Margaux reviews the terms. If the debt is clear, she offers the option: leave with debt erased, or sign an extension. The extension is: permanent. No more Tier schedule, no more progression. Permanent staff or permanent escort. The exit or the stay.”

Close enough that the choice had stopped being theoretical. Close enough that Piper could feel the office around it: Margaux behind the desk, the contract folder open, the pen waiting for whichever future Piper selected. Close enough that every booking was no longer just income. Every booking was distance narrowing.

“Your debt is almost clear,” I said.

“Two thousand one hundred. Two more bookings.”

Two bookings. Two sessions in the suites, two clients, two acts, and then: zero. The number the recruiter had pitched to me in her apartment as the finish line. Debt cleared. Free. The word that the contract promised and the agency delivered and that Piper was terrified of.

“What happens when you leave?” I asked.

Piper looked at the tree. The tree didn’t answer.

“I become a woman,” she said. “Not an escort. Not a Tier 4 VIP. Not a sissy. A woman. A twenty-five-year-old woman with no degree, no employment history that I can explain, and three years that look like: a gap. A gap that any employer, any landlord, any background check will: notice.”

She took a sip of tea. The sip was the pause she used instead of the deep breath that other people used when the emotions were close.

“Inside the agency, I’m valued. I’m desired. I’m protected. I’m housed. Margaux pays for my hormones, my salon maintenance, my housing, my food. The clients pay for my time and the clients like what they get. I have a room and a routine and a kitchen where Candy makes strawberry pasta and I have a purpose that is: clearly defined. The purpose is: be Piper. Be the woman the clients want. Be the escort the agency needs.”

She set the mug down on the bench between us. The steam had stopped.

“Outside the agency, I’m nobody. I’m a trans woman with a resume gap I can’t explain cleanly, a legal-name history that makes every form feel like a trap, and no ordinary employment story for the last three years. I have to translate myself into civilian paperwork. Housing applications. Insurance forms. Doctor intake forms. Job interviews. I’m a woman who can’t explain where she’s been without saying: I was a feminized escort at a sissy agency. Which is: not something you put on a resume.”

She rubbed her thumb along the mug handle. The thumbnail was bare, short, practical. Piper’s hands without polish looked almost shocking after months of seeing them wrapped around champagne stems, client wrists, silk robes, the quiet apparatus of high-tier femininity. In the courtyard, her hands looked like hands that had filled out forms before and remembered the damage.

“I tried making a resume once,” she said.

“For after?”

“For practice. Margaux encourages it, actually. Part of exit planning. She says if someone chooses to leave, she wants the exit to work.” Piper’s mouth tightened, not at Margaux, at the memory. “The template asked for employment history. I stared at the box for twenty minutes.”

“What did you put?”

“Personal services.”

The phrase hung between us, too clean and too dirty at once.

“It sounded like I cleaned houses or assisted elderly people with groceries. Which is not a lie if you define personal services broadly enough and refuse to have a conscience.”

I almost smiled because Piper was trying to make it funny. The attempt made it worse.

“Then references,” she said. “Emergency contact. Current address. Previous address. Legal name. Preferred name. Gender marker. Every box wanted the old world and the new world to sit next to each other without explaining why they didn’t match. Every box wanted me to be coherent in a way I only became coherent here.”

Here. The brownstone. The place where the incoherence had been processed, billed, styled, trained, named, photographed, and folded into a routine. The place that did not ask Piper to explain why she was Piper. It simply scheduled Piper at eight, invoiced the client, and made sure Candy had her hormone vial ready.

The courtyard was quiet. The tree moved in the wind. The city hum was distant, a layer of ambient sound that the brownstone’s brick walls filtered into background.

“Do you want to leave?” I asked.

Piper’s expression: the composure, the practiced calm. But the calm was thin. Thinner than I’d seen. The freckles stood out against skin that was paler than usual, the capillaries visible, the blood close to the surface the way blood gets close when the body is stressed.

“Wanting is not the hard part,” she said. “Asking is.”

“Asking Margaux?”

“Asking myself. What I want. Whether what I want is to stay because the agency is: home. Or whether what I want is to stay because outside is: terrifying. Those are different things. Home and hiding look the same from the inside.”

Piper’s precision always arrived like that. She edited herself before speaking, the words fully considered, the sentences constructed with care because clarity was the only tool she had against the fear.

“Do you know yet?” I asked.

Piper’s laugh was a single breath.

“No. I know answers for clients. I know what tone to use when a man wants softness and what silence to use when he wants to feel clever. I know how to make a room feel safe without making it feel ordinary. I know which stockings photograph well under the amber lamps in the Velvet Room. I know the difference between a man who wants to cry afterward and a man who wants permission not to.”

She looked down at her bare feet. The stone pavers had reddened her toes.

“I don’t know what I want when no one is paying me to want anything.”

That was Piper’s terror, then. Not simply the outside world. Not simply rent and forms and hormones and the old paperwork waiting with its administrative teeth. The deeper terror was unstructured desire. Wanting without a client file. Wanting without Margaux’s schedule. Wanting without debt to turn the next step into math.

“The agency teaches us preferences,” I said, surprising myself.

Piper looked at me.

“Clothes,” I said. “Makeup. Rooms. Clients. Food. What feels good. What doesn’t. But the preferences are still inside the system.”

“Yes.”

“So leaving means finding out if they survive outside.”

“Yes.”

The word was soft enough that the courtyard almost swallowed it.

I thought about the courtyard. I thought about the bench and the tree and the stone pavers and the brownstone’s brick walls rising four stories above us, holding the salon and the suites and the rooms and the kitchen and Candy and Margaux and Aria and me and Piper. The building that had first been pitched to me as a job opportunity and that Margaux had presented as a contract and that the months had converted into: life.

“Would Margaux let you stay?” I asked.

“Margaux lets everyone choose. That’s the architecture. The exit is real. The stay is real. The choice is real. The choice being real is what makes the choice: unbearable.”

We sat. The air cooled further. The tree’s leaves rustled.

“I’m scared,” Piper said. The admission landed plainly, stripped of Piper’s usual composure. Two words, and somehow heavier than the wine in the kitchen after the gala. Heavier than “it gets easier” and “it gets hard in a different way.” It was Piper without the composure, Piper without the quiet strength, Piper as the twenty-five-year-old woman who had entered the agency at twenty-two and built herself into someone beautiful and competent and valued and who now faced the possibility that the building she’d built herself inside of might close its doors behind her.

“I know,” I said.

The knowing was not about Piper’s specific situation. The knowing was about the building. The building that was becoming home for me too. The building where my debt was dropping and my body was changing and my cage was resized and my name was on a contract and my photos were on a dresser and my bras were in a drawer I’d organized and my nails were pink and my lips were filled and my breasts were enhanced and my clitty was measured. The building where Margaux said “little clitty” and later “good girl,” where even the portfolio compliment became a brick in the wall of belonging.

If Piper, after three years, was terrified of leaving, what did that mean for me, barely settled into Tier 2, already sleeping in camisoles and signing consent forms and arranging bras by preference and thinking of Margaux’s approval as: oxygen?

It was too large for the courtyard. Too large for the contract, which had clauses for money and conduct and termination and no clause at all for what happened when the place you were paying your way out of became the place you wanted to stay.

Piper reached for her mug and then stopped because the tea had gone cold. The aborted gesture hurt more than tears would have. Piper did not cry. Piper noticed temperature, corrected posture, preserved herself. Seeing her fail to pick up a cold mug because she had expected warmth made the whole conversation feel suddenly too intimate.

“What will you do before the review?” I asked.

“Work,” she said. “Two bookings. Then sleep badly. Then prepare an answer and distrust it.”

“Can you ask for time?”

“Margaux would give me time.”

“That sounds helpful.”

“It makes it worse.” Piper’s mouth bent. “If she pressured me, I could resist her. If she punished hesitation, I could call the choice false. But she won’t. She’ll sit there with the folder and the pen and let me be free.”

Freedom, said like a threat.

The night of the pitch, freedom had sounded like the easiest word in the world. Sign the contract. Work. Pay the debt. Leave if you want. Simple. The simplicity had been part of the bait because the brain under financial pressure loves any door labeled simple. Piper was sitting beside me at the end of that simple hallway, barefoot in the cold, terrified of the open door.



Candy arrived like weather.

The courtyard door banged open. Pink bodycon dress, platform heels on stone pavers (a dangerous combination that Candy navigated with ankle stability built by twelve years in platforms), her arms full of: blankets. Three blankets. Two pink, one cream. And under the blankets: two mugs, steaming, held in the crooks of her elbows with precarious balance, because she had never met a carrying limit she respected.

“Oh my god, you guys are out here with no blankets? In this weather? Babes, it’s like forty degrees.” She dumped the blankets on the bench between us, narrowly avoiding the tea mug, and handed us the steaming mugs. “Pink hot chocolate. I found the recipe on the same TikTok as the strawberry pasta. It’s got, like, white chocolate and beet powder. Yes, beet. Don’t make that face. It’s amazing.”

The pink hot chocolate was pink. The liquid in the mug was the color of the salon walls, the cage, the nails. Candy had found a way to make a beverage on-brand.

Piper looked at the hot chocolate. She looked at the blankets. She looked at Candy, who was wrapping herself in the cream blanket while simultaneously adjusting her extensions and checking her phone.

Piper laughed.

The laugh was real. Not the polished, contained, measured response that Piper usually produced. A real laugh, the kind that started in the chest and escaped before the composure could intervene. Piper had been sitting in the cold with her fear, and a woman with blankets and pink hot chocolate and the complete inability to read the room had interrupted her.

“Candy,” Piper said.

“What?”

“Your timing is terrible.”

“My timing is perfect! You guys were, like, freezing out here. I saved you.”

Piper laughed again. The second laugh was quieter, more internal, the laugh subsiding into warmth. The warmth was Candy’s gift. Candy could not leave anyone cold or uncomfortable or serious for too long. She believed blankets and hot chocolate could fix anything because blankets and hot chocolate had been fixing things in Candy’s life for twelve years and she had no evidence to the contrary.

I sipped the hot chocolate. It was actually good. Sweet, rich, the white chocolate providing the base, the beet powder providing the color and a subtle earthiness that was unexpected. The pink was ridiculous and delicious.

“How’s the strawberry pasta recipe going?” I asked.

“Oh my god, I’m doing a version with smoked salmon next week. Pink protein. Piper, you have to try it. The cream infusion is the same base, you just add the salmon at the end.”

“You can’t make everything pink, Candy,” Piper said.

“I can and I will. Pink is a lifestyle, not a limitation. Also, I’m working on a pink risotto. Beet, again. I’m telling you, beet is the secret ingredient of the bimbo kitchen.”

“The bimbo kitchen,” I repeated.

“Trademark pending,” Candy said, without irony.

Piper shook her head, but the shake was affectionate. Candy generated warmth in everyone around her: genuinely kind, genuinely ditzy, with the genuine ditziness serving as the vector through which the genuine kindness arrived.

We sat in the courtyard with blankets and pink hot chocolate and the cold air and the tree and the fact that Piper’s review was close enough to frighten her and that Candy had accidentally, impossibly, made the terror: survivable for ten minutes.

Candy took over the conversation the way heat takes over cold: not by arguing, just by being physically present long enough that the temperature changed.

She told Piper about Aria’s refresh in careful nonspecifics, because even Candy understood that some salon details belonged to the client file. She complained about a lash shipment arriving with the wrong curl. She announced that the pink risotto would need “a protein moment” and then spent two minutes deciding whether shrimp counted as pink or merely pink-adjacent. Piper corrected her on the difference between salmon and shrimp with the seriousness of a woman participating in the dumbest possible debate because the alternative was thinking about contract review.

I watched Piper’s shoulders lower beneath the blanket.

Not all the way. Piper did not collapse into comfort. She allowed it by increments. First the mug held with both hands. Then one knee drawn up onto the bench. Then her cheek briefly against the blanket’s edge. Each concession looked small, but small concessions were how the brownstone worked. One cardigan. One cup of pink hot chocolate. One nail color. One drawer organized by preference. One old photo left face-up because turning it over felt too much like lying.

Candy bumped Piper’s shoulder with her own.

“For real, though,” Candy said, softer. “Whatever you pick, we still do dinner.”

Piper looked at her.

“If I leave?”

“Obviously if you leave. If you stay, too. Dinner is not contract-dependent. Dinner is dinner.”

The simplicity of it made Piper close her eyes for one second.

“Thank you,” she said.

“Don’t thank me. Pick salmon for the risotto.”

Piper laughed again, and this time the laugh did not erase the fear. It sat beside it. That was better. Erasure would have been a lie. Beside it was something a person could actually live with.



My room at ten.

The room was evidence. The dresser held the photos (both face-up, the old and the new). The nightstand held the lip balm (cherry, almost empty), the lip gloss (muted rose, cap sticky from nightly use), the makeup bag (dusty rose, $3, pharmacy), the pill bottle (the happy pills, the bimbo path’s chemical architecture), the plug (medium, stored in the drawer beneath folded stockings), and the phone (Candy’s selfie of matching nails still on the screen).

The closet was organized. Not the silent, unacknowledged organization of earlier months. Deliberate, maintained organization. I knew where my things were because they were my things. The dresses hung by color: black, navy, cream, blush, dusty rose. The heels were on the floor: kitten heels, pointed-toe pumps, strappy sandals (new, bought separately after that first late-night shoe search, Candy’s recommendation). The bras were in the drawer: front and center, the dusty-rose lace first.

The shelf above the closet held shoe boxes. Two. Containing the shoes that didn’t fit the daily rotation but existed in the wardrobe because I liked them. I owned shoes I liked. The liking was the same liking that produced the bra choices and the nail color and the lip gloss shade. The liking was preference. Preference was identity.

The drawer held the dusty-rose lingerie set from La Petite Chose, folded in the front instead of hidden underneath practical black. Matching bra and panties, lace still faintly scented with boutique linen, the set I had reached for after reaching for black because black was easier to blame on work. The dusty rose could not be blamed on work. It was too quiet for Candy, too soft for the standard files, too specifically mine.

The skincare bottles Candy had dropped off stood in a row beside the mirror: oil cleanser, micellar water, moisturizer, arnica gel left over from the filler appointments. They were arranged in application order because I had arranged them that way, because mornings were faster when the sequence was visible, because my face and lips and new chest had aftercare requirements and I had learned them the way I had learned a phone script once.

The room held sounds too, even empty. The tiny tack of my pink nails on the dresser when I picked up the lip gloss. The soft plastic click of the pill bottle cap. The drawer’s wood whisper when it slid open to reveal stockings folded into categories I had once mocked internally and now maintained because rummaging wrinkled them. The faint rattle of hangers when the heating pipe clicked behind the wall.

No one had assigned me the room as a woman would arrange it. No one had issued a checklist that said: place gloss beside pills, lingerie in front, bras visible, old photo face-up. The agency had provided objects. I had made geography.

The nightstand’s other side held the photo Sienna had taken at the most recent studio session, a small print, the woman in black lace and heels and warm light, the enhanced lips and the soft hair and the expression Sienna had called “present.” The photo was face-up. Visible. The photo was not hidden. The photo was displayed.

I stood in the center of the room and turned slowly. The rotation showed: a space that a woman had arranged. Arranged rather than decorated, arranged rather than professionally designed. By hand. By preference. By the incremental accumulation of choices that were mine.

The pink plant on the windowsill (Candy’s gift, surviving despite my inconsistent watering, the pink blooms persistent). The navy scarf draped over the chair back. The makeup bag, its contents organized by application order (foundation at the front, gloss at the back). The lip balm, almost empty, the cherry flavor that I applied every night before sleep.

The old pajama pants had a place once. Bottom drawer, back left, folded badly, retained as evidence that the room still belonged partly to the person who had arrived with a duffel bag and resentment and a male name that now sounded like an administrative error. I hadn’t worn them in months. I hadn’t reached for them in months. But knowing they existed had been useful in the way lies were useful: unbelievable, and available in an emergency.

I opened the drawer slowly because the drawer had become a test without asking permission to become one.

Stockings. The black ones rolled properly. The nude ones tucked behind them. A spare garter belt. The soft sleep shorts Candy had insisted were “cuter than those tragic old things.” A camisole folded in half, lace edge visible. No gray cotton. No stretched waistband. No old fabric that remembered a body before hormones and filler and cage measurements and client notes.

I checked under the stockings. Then behind the sleep shorts. Then the back left corner where they had always been, because if the old pajama pants existed anywhere, they would exist where the lie expected them.

Nothing.

Piper’s fear followed me around the room. The exit. The stay. The choice. The building becoming home and then asking whether home was something you chose or something that happened to you while you were making other decisions.

The drawer was still open because I had checked for the old pajama pants.

They were not there.

I was almost sure I’d thrown them out.

Almost.


Chapter 19: The Second Compliment

Candy’s salon at nine. Maintenance day.

The routine had become comforting. The pink walls. The warm treatment table. The rolling tray. Candy in pink scrubs, gloved, the F-cups leading, the permanent pout set to professional, the valley-girl cadence calibrated to the easy warmth of a Tuesday morning where nothing dramatic was happening and everything was maintenance.

“Okay, babes. Bimbo program check-in.” She consulted the chart. “Happy pill refill: done, new bottle in your nightstand drawer. Lip filler: holding beautifully, no migration, no asymmetry. Hair extension installation: next week, if you confirm the length; we’ll color-match to your natural hair, no permanent commitment today. Breast filler: settling nicely, tissue is integrating, we’ll reassess volume in four weeks.” She looked up. “How are the new girls feeling?”

“Sore in the mornings. Better by noon.”

“That’s perfect. The tenderness means the tissue is, like, bonding with the filler. Your body is accepting the new volume. It’s literally making it part of you.” She adjusted her scrubs. “Stronger focus supplements are available whenever you want them. Not today, not this week, just. On the table. The focus pills are more targeted than the happy pills. They narrow attention during sessions so you can, like, be more present with the client without background noise. Some girls love them. Some girls say they don’t need them yet.”

“Not yet,” I said.

“Totally fine. Whenever.” She made a note. “Cage check.”

She checked the cage. The new smaller cage, the rose-pink bars, the fit that Candy had achieved with the most recent adjustment. Clean, no chafing, the lock mechanism functional, the drainage holes clear. She wiped the bars with an antiseptic cloth.

“Looking good, babes. The fit is perfect. No movement, no rattling. The clitty is, like, right where it should be.” She said “clitty” the way she said everything: naturally, without weight, the term arriving in the same cadence as “lip filler” and “breast filler” and “hair extensions.” Candy’s vocabulary absorbed new terms the way the salon absorbed new products: seamlessly, professionally, the term applied to the thing it described without the tremor that the term produced in me.

“Also,” Candy said, stripping the gloves, “Margaux wants to see you. Her office. After we’re done here.”



Margaux’s office at ten.

The tablet was already face-up when I entered, its glow catching on Margaux’s lenses. The screen showed: images. Not the portfolio photos. Different images. The cum-play photos from the Victor session: Sienna’s work, processed and color-corrected and uploaded to the client archive system, the cum on the lips and the cage and the chain visible on the backlit display.

“Sit,” she said.

I sat. The chair. The chair that had held the contract signing and the naming and the evaluation and the cage removal and the cage restoration. The chair that was accumulating a history that paralleled my own.

Margaux did not begin with the photos. She did not begin with the numbers. She set the tablet aside, the images face-down on the desk surface, the gesture of someone organizing a conversation’s sequence.

She removed her reading glasses. The removal was the tell. The gate opening. The clinical Margaux stepping aside for the Margaux who was about to say something that mattered.

She looked at me. The look started at the face and moved downward, the same inventory she’d performed when I stood naked in her office after the group booking. But this time I was dressed: cream blouse, the navy scarf, the pencil skirt, the kitten heels. The look assessed: the dressed version, the daily version, the version that walked through the brownstone and attended morning meetings and completed bookings and sat in this chair.

“Candy has done beautiful work on you,” she said.

The sentence landed.

“Candy has done beautiful work on you” was the compliment. The second direct personal compliment, if I did not count the photo line that lived half in the business of portfolio quality and half somewhere more dangerous. “You’ve done well” had been about performance. “You photograph better now” had been the hinge, the sentence I had been turning over for weeks because I could not decide which side of the hinge it belonged on. This was different. “Candy has done beautiful work on you” concerned the body. The body that Candy’s procedures and protocols and pink gloves had shaped, the body sitting in this chair.

But the sentence was not finished.

Margaux paused. The pause lasted three seconds. Three seconds of Margaux’s silence, the silence that was louder than Aria’s insults and warmer than Candy’s praise and more dangerous than either because the silence was deliberate. Margaux was choosing the next words with the precision she applied to contract clauses and booking assignments and the names she wrote on paper.

“Or perhaps not Candy alone,” she said.

The addition. The addition converted the compliment from Candy did this to you into you did this to yourself. “Or perhaps not Candy alone” meant the procedures were Candy’s, but the decisions were yours. The lip filler was your signature. The breast filler was your appointment, not your consultation. The happy pill was your palm. The nail color was your choice. The bras were your purchase. The photos were your request to keep. “Perhaps not Candy alone” meant: I see you choosing this. I see the choosing. The choosing is beautiful.

I understood the compliment as: “you are choosing this.” I wanted to be angry. The old anger was available, the residual anger that the defense system kept in reserve for moments when the transformation was acknowledged as choice rather than coercion. The anger said: I’m doing this because of the contract. The contract requires the bimbo path. The bimbo path requires the procedures. The procedures are not choices, they are requirements, and the requirements are Margaux’s, not mine.

But the anger didn’t arrive. The anger had been understaffed. The same understaffing that had affected the editorial department, the defense system, the rationalization machinery. The happy pill’s mood baseline, the hormone’s emotional softening, the months of choosing and pretending the choosing was compliance: the infrastructure of resistance had depleted.

Instead of anger came warmth. The warmth lived in the chest. In the tender breasts. In the cage. In the space that Margaux’s compliments occupied, the account, the ledger that accumulated interest with every deposit. “Candy has done beautiful work on you, or perhaps not Candy alone” became the largest deposit yet. The deposit said: I see you. I see the choosing. The choosing is beautiful. You are beautiful.

“Thank you,” I said. The same insufficient reply I’d used for the photo compliment. It was what I had. The feeling behind it was larger than the sentence, the way the feeling behind every Margaux interaction was larger than the sentence, the way the sandalwood was larger than the candle and the reading glasses were larger than the frames and the woman was larger than the desk.

Margaux put the reading glasses back on. The gate closed. The professional returned.

She picked up the tablet. She turned it face-up: the Victor photos.

“Sienna’s work is excellent,” she said, scrolling through the images. The clinical tone was back. The personal Margaux had delivered the compliment and retreated, the two registers swapping in the time it took to pick up glasses and turn over a tablet. “The archive has been updated. Three high-tier clients have already expressed interest based on the preview.”

She set the tablet down. She opened a file: a booking request.

“You have a Penthouse assignment tonight. High-value client, established regular. His preferences: girlfriend-style service. Explicit cum swallowing. Aftercare. Eye contact throughout.”

Girlfriend-style. The term in the agency’s booking vocabulary meant intimacy. Not the transactional efficiency of standard oral-and-anal service. Intimacy: kissing, touching, conversation, the performance of a relationship compressed into a two-hour booking. The girlfriend-style client wanted to feel chosen. The girlfriend-style client wanted the escort to behave as though the booking were a date. The intimacy was a performance, but the performance required the body to produce genuine responses, and the genuine responses required the pill’s warmth and the body’s conditioning and the willingness to be present. In a way that standard bookings did not require.

“Accepted,” I said.

“Compensation: eight hundred dollars. Applied tomorrow morning.” She closed the file. “Prepare accordingly.”

She did not dismiss me immediately. She held the moment: the chair, the desk, the glasses settled back between us, the candle burning, the sandalwood. The holding was unusual. Margaux’s meetings ended with “dismissed.” The absence of “dismissed” became a presence. The presence of something unsaid that Margaux was considering saying and deciding not to say, and the decision not to say was visible in the stillness.

“Dismissed,” she said. Eventually.

I left with the compliment still under my skin. The office scent followed me three steps before the air changed.



The Penthouse at eight. Prepared: Candy’s full treatment. The soft brown hair styled in loose waves, the makeup warm and natural (girlfriend-style required approachability, not glamour), the lingerie black lace under a wrap dress, the cage cleaned, the plug in place.

The client was late forties, gentle, with a desk-worker’s build softened by weekend walks, the face kind rather than handsome. He offered a drink. I accepted. We sat on the Penthouse sofa, the leather soft, the amber liquid in the heavy tumblers, the conversation preceding the acts.

“Tell me about yourself,” he said.

It was the girlfriend-style opening, the invitation to perform intimacy through personal information: curated, agency-approved, the details real but edited for client consumption. I told him: art school, one semester, the eye for composition. He told me: finance, fifteen years, the boredom that wealth doesn’t cure. We talked about nothing. The nothing was the point. The nothing was the performance of two people who had chosen to spend time together, the conversation a vehicle for closeness rather than information.

He set his drink down. He reached for my hand. The touch was warm. The touch was the opening gesture, the transition from social to sexual, the hand-holding that girlfriend-style clients used because hand-holding was intimate in a way that direct sexual contact was not.

“May I kiss you?” he asked.

“Yes.”

He kissed me. The kiss was slow. Unhurried. Patient, because he had booked two hours and intended to use every minute. The enhanced lips met his with the filler’s softness, the volume creating more contact, the surface area producing more sensation. The kiss lasted longer than any kiss I’d received in a booking. The kiss was the girlfriend-style template, the act that established: this is not a transaction. This is (for two hours) a relationship.

The cage stirred. The kiss did what the kiss always did: connected the mouth to the arousal system, the lips’ nerve endings transmitting the contact to the prostate, the prostate translating the contact into: response. The pre-cum leaked. The cage dampened.

We moved from the sofa to the bed. The movement was choreographed as natural. He helped me with the wrap dress, his fingers finding the tie with practiced ease. The dress opened. The black lace underneath. The cage visible through the panties.

He didn’t comment on the cage. Girlfriend-style clients who requested sissy escorts knew about the cage. The cage was part of the product. The cage was expected. The absence of comment was professional, the same way the absence of comment on a woman’s bra size was professional. The cage existed. The client acknowledged its existence through inclusion.

He kissed me on the bed. More kisses. Neck, collarbone, the gold chain, the hollow of the throat. His mouth traveled to the bralette’s edge, the tissue beneath tender and sensitive, the hormone nipples responding with hardening that he noticed and responded to with: gentleness. He kissed the breast, the small mound beneath the lace, his lips tracing the contour that the filler had provided.

I straddled his lap. The cage pressed against his stomach through the lace. The contact was direct, the cage’s metal against his skin through one layer of fabric, the pre-cum transferring. He held my hips. We kissed from this position, my body above his, the cage between us, his hands on my back.

He guided me down. Side-lying. Spooning position. His chest against my back, his arm around my waist, his hand resting on the cage through the panties. He held the cage. Not squeezing. Holding. The holding was the girlfriend-style gesture. The gesture that said: I’m aware of this part of you. I accept this part of you. The acceptance is part of the intimacy.

He entered me from behind. The spooning position: his body curved around mine, chest warm against my back, his arm around my waist holding me close while the other hand guided his cock to the opening the plug had prepared. The plug slid out with a quiet wet sound. Then pressure: the head of his cock replacing the plug’s tapered width with the blunt heat of a real body. Slow. Shallow. The entry angle intimate rather than performative, the first two inches sliding in with patient care, as if he wanted to feel every fraction of the acceptance.

The condom, the lube, the familiar stretch. But the position, the closeness, the arm around my waist, the mouth on my neck, the hand that found the cage and rested there: the position made the penetration: more. More intimate. More present. His cock settled deeper inside me, inch by careful inch, the walls gripping and releasing, the prostate contact arriving not as a sharp hit but as a sustained press, a warmth radiating from the spot as his cock seated fully and held.

The simulation was convincing. The body responded as though the intimacy were real. The pill’s warmth amplified the closeness, the chemical assistance converting the professional encounter into something the body experienced as genuine affection. The prostate received his cock with the gentleness that the position provided: the internal pressure steady, building without urgency, the angle producing a low, continuous P-spot contact that hummed rather than pulsed. His hips rocked slowly, the strokes shallow, his cock barely withdrawing before pressing back in, each small thrust grinding against the prostate with a precision the position made automatic. The cage leaked between my thighs, pre-cum threading through the drainage holes and slicking his fingers where they rested on the cage, his hand absorbing the evidence of what his cock was doing to me from the inside.

He spoke. Quiet words against the back of my neck, his breath warm on my skin: “You’re beautiful. Is this okay? Tell me if you want it harder.” Girlfriend-style script, yes. Also sincere, because he was paying for intimacy and receiving it and appreciating the receiving. His lips brushed my nape between words. His arm tightened around my waist.

“It’s good,” I said. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t stop. The rhythm was slow. The pleasure built slowly. The slowness was the point. Girlfriend-style was not about the orgasm. Girlfriend-style was about the sustained presence, the body held and entered and spoken to and kissed and the time passing not toward a destination but through the experience. Each shallow thrust spread the warmth wider, the prostate’s continuous stimulation producing a pleasure that was distributed rather than concentrated, the entire lower body humming with it, the cage dripping steadily, the pre-cum soaking his fingers and the sheets beneath us.

His hand moved from the cage to my hip. He pulled me closer. His cock pressed deeper, the angle shifting, and the prostate contact sharpened from a hum into a throb. I gasped. The sound was high, genuine, the gasp of a body receiving more than it had braced for. He responded to the gasp with: more. Slightly faster. His hips rolling against my ass, the strokes lengthening, each inward push bottoming out against the P-spot and holding for a beat before withdrawing. The feedback loop of his body reading my body’s responses and adjusting, the pace climbing together, the closeness of the spooning position making every adjustment feel collaborative rather than performed.

He was close. He pulled out. The condom came off. He moved to face me, his hand in my hair, his cock against my lips.

“Can you?” he asked. About swallowing. The file specified explicit cum swallowing. This was the consent check, the moment where the client confirmed and the escort confirmed and the act was agreed upon.

“Yes.”

He entered my mouth. The enhanced lips sealed around the head, the filler’s cushion compressing against him, the taste of latex from the condom arriving first and then fading to skin as I worked past the residue. He was close enough that the oral work required seconds, but I didn’t rush. I used the technique: tongue flat against the underside, lips maintaining the seal, slow strokes that drew him deeper, the jaw settling into the ache that had become the ache’s own kind of warmth. His fingers in my hair were gentle. His eyes were on my face. The eye contact that the file specified was maintained. He looked at me while I worked and I looked at him while I worked and the looking became the intimacy that the girlfriend-style demanded. His thumb traced my cheekbone while his cock rested on my tongue. The gesture was tenderness applied to a body performing an act. The two coexisted on my face.

He came. In my mouth. The warmth flooded across my tongue in a thick pulse, filling the space behind my teeth, coating the roof of my mouth. The taste was the familiar thick-salt-warm that the bookings had normalized, but the pill’s amplification made the warmth of receiving it spread through the chest, the pleasure association converting the taste from substance into signal: something welcome. Something the body recognized. Something that arrived where it was supposed to arrive.

I swallowed. The old spitting-feels-like-failure logic and the happy-pill warmth were not the reasons this time. I swallowed because the client had asked softly. Because the asking was polite and the politeness was respectful and the respect was part of the intimacy and the intimacy made the swallow feel like a gift rather than a service. The throat closed and opened, the muscles working his cum downward, the warmth traveling from mouth to throat to stomach. I swallowed again to clear the residue, the second swallow deliberate, thorough, the tongue pressing against the palate to collect what remained.

I swallowed because part of me wanted to be good at it. Not enduring it. Not surviving it. Doing it well. Choosing the swallow because the swallow was an act of generosity within the fiction of the booking, and the generosity made the fiction feel less fictional. Tasting a man’s cum and letting it sit on my tongue for a moment before completing the act because the moment was part of the gift.

I held his gaze while I swallowed. The eye contact was the file’s final requirement. The looking while swallowing, the connection maintained through the act, a woman looking at a man while she takes his cum and swallows and the looking says: I chose this. I’m here. This is real enough. His thumb was still on my cheekbone. His cock was softening on my tongue. His cum was inside me. The looking held all of it.



After. The aftercare protocol. The client held me. The holding was part of the booking. Girlfriend-style aftercare was lying together, the bodies touching, the conversation resuming. He asked if I was okay. I said yes. He asked if I needed water. I said yes. He brought water from the Penthouse’s bar. We lay together for twenty more minutes, the silence comfortable, the professional frame visible at the edges but the center warm.

He left at ten. The tip was generous. The aftercare note (which I’d read the next morning): “Intimate and genuine. Would like to become a regular.”

Intimate and genuine. The highest compliment the girlfriend-style booking could produce. It meant the performance was not detected as performance. The intimacy was received as intimacy. The fiction succeeded.

The fiction succeeded because the fiction was not entirely fiction. The warmth I’d felt during the spooning, the pleasure I’d received from the slow penetration, the eye contact during the swallow: these were not performed. They were experienced. The body had produced genuine responses to the intimacy because the body was capable of genuine responses and the pill amplified them and the training shaped them and the result became a booking where the word “genuine” appeared in the aftercare note because the escort had felt something.

The feeling was not love. It was not affection for this particular man. It was presence: the ability to stay inside sex while it happened, to let warmth produce pleasure and let the pleasure remain real afterward. The bimbo path, the happy pill, and the months of bookings had built that capacity in me. Not romance. Not devotion. A body trained to inhabit intimacy instead of merely imitating it.



The hallway at ten-fifteen. Walking back to the fourth floor. The heels clicking softly on the hardwood. The brownstone quiet, the suites dark, the reception empty.

Margaux was in the hallway. Coming from the opposite direction, from the staircase, walking toward her office. She was still in her day clothes at ten-fifteen, the black blazer, the silk blouse, the reading glasses hanging from the chain at her neck.

She passed me. Close. Close enough that I smelled the sandalwood, the scent that lived in her office and on her skin and in the space she occupied. Close enough that the air between us compressed.

She didn’t stop. She didn’t turn. She said, without looking, without slowing, with the flat certainty of a woman delivering a verdict in a courtroom she owned:

“Good girl.”

Two words. Spoken in passing. Spoken at ten-fifteen in an empty hallway by a woman who was walking to her office and who said the words the way she said everything: as fact.

Good girl.

I put my hand on the wall. The wall was cool.


Chapter 20: Out-Call

Morning meeting at nine-fifteen.

The room off reception. The long table, the coffee, the six chairs. Margaux at the head. The pen, the agenda, the reading glasses. The ritual that the brownstone produced every weekday morning with the clockwork reliability of an institution that measured time in debt balances and duty assignments and the public accounting of women’s bodies.

Debt balances, in order.

“Piper, one thousand four hundred.” Almost gone. The number was a formality, a whisper of obligation that two more bookings would extinguish. Piper’s expression: the same practiced calm, but today the calm had an edge. The edge was the contract review no longer living safely in the abstract, the exit visible enough to cast a shadow across the table.

“Aria, seven thousand two hundred.” Down. The cosmetic refresh had produced a slight uptick. Two new clients, rebooked from referrals. The refresh was working, the way refreshes worked, the way maintenance extended the shelf life of a product in a market where newer products were arriving.

“Nataly, fifty-eight thousand two hundred.”

The room heard the number. The room heard what the number meant: a drop of nearly sixteen thousand dollars since I crossed into regular sexual bookings. The Tier 2 income, the group bookings, the portfolio-generated clients, the standing reservations: the financial machinery was operating. The debt that had been $80,000 on the day I signed the contract was now $58,200. The reduction was more than a quarter of the original, all since signing.

Margaux closed the balance sheet. She opened the second folder: personnel actions.

“Aria.”

The name arrived. The room adjusted. Aria adjusted: the spine straightening, the ice-blue eyes fixed on Margaux, the honey-coated composure assembled and waiting.

“Your appointment-board interference has been documented.” Margaux’s voice did not change. The voice that read debt balances read disciplinary actions with the same flat, French-accented, professional delivery. “A booking was nearly missed due to schedule erasure from the shared board. The evidence is circumstantial but consistent. Formal warning issued.”

The formal warning was the consequence. Nothing melodramatic. Nothing operatic. The consequence was professional, proportionate, the disciplinary tool that Margaux’s system deployed for interference that affected client service. The formal warning went on the record. The record affected booking assignments, tier evaluations, and the agency’s trust architecture.

“Additionally,” Margaux said, “forty-eight-hour demotion to house duties. Beginning tomorrow. Maid uniform, third-floor cleaning, reception service, no bookings. Aria, your Tier 4 status is not revoked. It is suspended. For forty-eight hours. Your recent and upcoming bookings will be reviewed before Tier 4 assignments resume.”

Aria’s smile.

The smile did not hold. The muscles tried. The corners attempted. The performance was visible, the effort showing through the mechanism, the honey coating cracking in real time in front of the morning meeting table.

Aria’s smile broke for one second. Less than one second. The break showed what lived underneath. Underneath the ice-blue eyes and the platinum hair and the surgical perfection and the D-cup chest and the designer dress was a person. A person who had been told, publicly, that her behavior was documented and her status was suspended and the suspension meant being sent back to the maid uniform.

The break closed. The smile reassembled. But the meeting had seen it. Piper had seen it. Candy had seen it. I had seen it.

“Of course,” Aria said, honey thinned almost to water. “I understand.”

Margaux closed the folder. She opened the third.

“Final item. Nataly.”

My turn. My name in Margaux’s voice, at the morning meeting, after the balance and the disciplinary action, in the sequence that Margaux had designed to deliver information in order of increasing importance. The balance was information. The discipline was correction. Nataly came after.

“You are promoted to Tier 3, Out-Call Escort. Effective immediately after one supervised transition booking.”

Tier 3. Out-Call. The words meant leaving the building. Leaving the brownstone’s controlled environment, the suites I’d cleaned and served in and been fucked in, the spaces where the agency’s architecture contained every variable. Out-Call meant hotels. Private residences. Client spaces. The world outside the brownstone’s walls, where the passing was not monitored and the safety was not guaranteed by Margaux’s screening and the suite’s cameras and the protocol’s structure.

Out-Call meant higher income. $800 to $1,500 per booking, the leap from Tier 2’s $500-$800. The debt would accelerate its descent. The financial projection would compress. The eight-month timeline that Margaux had quoted at the signing was no longer theoretical.

Out-Call also meant a different kind of gaze. In the brownstone, clients entered a space already trained to understand us. The reception desk, the suites, the lighting, the service language, the cameras, the panic buttons, the clean towels, the aftercare notes: the building held the fantasy in place. A client could want a feminized escort because the brownstone had already translated that want into a form, a rate, a room, a protocol.

Outside, the translation came with me.

Outside, the hotel concierge would see a woman walking beside a man. The hostess would see the dress, the hair, the lips, the posture, the hand at the small of my back if he chose to put it there. The driver would hear my voice. Strangers would not know the contract or the debt or the cage or the tiers. They would only see whether the woman looked like she belonged in the man’s world.

My stomach tightened.

The cage answered.

The body had begun to treat fear and arousal as neighboring departments with terrible internal communication.

“Your supervised transition booking is scheduled for tomorrow afternoon,” Margaux said. “After successful clearance, the first private Out-Call request has been received.” She paused. The pause lasted half a second longer than a standard Margaux pause, long enough to create the space where the name would land.

“Atticus Pierce has requested you for a dinner. Non-sexual. Off-site. Formal attire.”

Atticus. The name that had existed in my body since the quarterly reception, the name attached to the silver hair and the bespoke suit and the thumb tracing my knuckles and the cage straining in the bathroom afterward. The name had been a seed. A possibility. A future event visible at the horizon.

The future was here.

“Atticus specifically requested Nataly,” Margaux said. Her tone remained professional. But the pause before Atticus’s name, and the emphasis on “specifically requested”: these were the tells. The millimeter movements in the surface that Margaux presented to the morning meeting. The movements meant this mattered to her. The mattering stayed controlled, and the control was visible to anyone who knew where to look.

I was learning where to look.

“The booking details are in the file,” Margaux said. “Non-sexual, dinner, off-site venue, formal attire. Atticus’s notes request: conversation privacy.”

Conversation privacy. The note meant Atticus wanted to talk. He was not asking to be seen with an escort at a public event or to display a companion. He wanted a conversation that required privacy, a conversation Atticus had in private rooms with people he was evaluating for acquisition.

“The supervised transition booking will review transport protocol, external check-ins, hotel entry, private-elevator behavior, and client-space boundary management,” Margaux said. “Candy will handle attire. Sienna will handle visual presentation. Piper will review dinner pacing.”

Dinner pacing. Another subject I had not known could be trained. Forks, eye contact, pauses, the exact amount of silence an expensive man expected before the woman across from him answered. The brownstone had a curriculum for everything.

“No agency chaperone for Atticus?” Aria asked.

The question arrived smooth. Too smooth. The first sound Aria had made since the warning, and of course it found the one place where concern and insinuation could share a dress.

Margaux looked at her.

“After transition clearance, no.”

“Of course,” Aria said.

The honey was back, but thinner.

“Atticus Pierce is a patron in excellent standing,” Margaux said. “His file is older than anyone at this table except mine. The risk assessment is complete.”

Aria lowered her eyes. The public correction was small. The effect was not.

Piper’s gaze flicked to me, brief and steady. Not reassurance. Piper did not offer false comfort. The look said: learn the protocol, then trust the protocol as far as it deserves.

Margaux closed the file. She looked at the table. She looked at everyone and no one.

“That concludes the morning meeting.”

The table dispersed. Candy caught my arm as I stood.

“Oh my god, babes!” The whisper was not a whisper. Candy’s whispers were stage whispers, the volume that carried to every ear in a ten-foot radius. “Out-Call! And Atticus! He’s, like, the biggest client on the books. His tip alone is going to, like, demolish your balance.”

“It’s non-sexual, Candy.”

“Non-sexual with Atticus is still, like, the most expensive dinner you’ll ever eat. He takes girls to places where the napkins cost more than your cage.” She paused, reconsidered. “Well, maybe not your cage. Cages are kind of expensive, actually. Like, the good ones. The custom ones. Not the Amazon ones.” Another pause. “Don’t buy an Amazon cage, babes. I cannot stress this enough. One of my dating-app disasters sent me a photo of his Amazon cage and I almost called the police. For the cage’s safety. Anyway. Congratulations, bimbo babe!”

Bimbo babe. The slip was audible. Candy had called me “bimbo babe” at the morning meeting table, in earshot of the dispersing room. The word “bimbo” applied to me, in a professional context, by the woman who ran the bimbo program.

I blushed. The blush was not because the word was wrong. The blush came because the word was not entirely wrong. The bimbo path was active: the pills, the lips, the breasts, the nails, the wardrobe direction, the cognitive warmth. Bimbo babe was the terminology. The terminology was becoming accurate.

Candy squeezed my arm and then leaned close enough that her perfume swallowed the coffee smell.

“Also, formal means we need to decide whether you’re going elegant-bimbo or expensive-girlfriend.”

“Those are different?”

“Oh my god, yes. Elegant-bimbo is, like, hair sleek, lips glossy, brain soft but eyes awake, boobs doing tasteful architecture. Expensive-girlfriend is more cashmere, less shine, like you might own a charity foundation and a little dog with anxiety.”

“I don’t own either of those.”

“Exactly. That’s why we don’t pick that.”

I should not have laughed. Aria was still at the table, humiliated and listening. Piper was still two bookings from a contract review that terrified her. Margaux had just promoted me into a tier that required leaving the only controlled environment I knew. But Candy’s categories were so specific and so absurd and so obviously part of a larger system she took deadly seriously that the laugh escaped before I could make it professional.

The laugh steadied me more than composure would have.

“Dusty rose under black,” Candy whispered. “Trust me.”

I did. Trusting Candy with color had become easier than trusting myself with motives.

The blush was not because it was wrong. The blush was because: it was right.



Margaux’s office at eleven.

Another private summons. She’d held me after the morning meeting dispersal with a look and a gesture: the slight head tilt toward the hallway that meant “my office, after.”

I sat. The chair. The reading glasses off, the bare eyes, the candle.

“Atticus Pierce is the agency’s longest-standing patron,” Margaux said. “He has been a client of this agency since before I owned it. He knew the agency’s previous owner. He has history.”

Margaux delivered the history as context, not as warning. Her tone stayed informational, but the information was complex: her relationship with Atticus had edges I could see without seeing the center, the way you can see the corona of an eclipse without seeing the sun.

“His booking is non-sexual,” Margaux continued. “Dinner at a private venue. He will pay twelve hundred dollars for the evening. The amount is standard for an Atticus Out-Call. He tips separately. The tip is typically double the booking fee.”

Twelve hundred dollars plus tip. The mathematics were aggressive. A single non-sexual dinner with Atticus Pierce would reduce my debt by more than three thousand dollars. The financial projection updated in real time: $58,200 minus $3,600 equaled $54,600. One dinner. One conversation. One evening in formal attire with a man whose thumb on my knuckles had made my cage strain.

The number should have been the central fact. The contract had trained me to translate every appointment into subtraction. Client enters, client pays, debt falls. One booking less. One step closer to the door. That arithmetic had saved me from feeling too much about the bodies involved.

But Atticus made the arithmetic unstable.

Twelve hundred dollars plus tip was not just income. It was attention expressed as money. It was a man with enough power to summon private rooms and request conversation privacy deciding that my company at dinner had a price higher than many clients paid to fuck me. The non-sexual label did not make it less intimate. It made the intimacy harder to file.

Sex had protocol. Dinner had ambiguity.

“The booking is non-sexual,” Margaux repeated. The repetition was emphasis. The emphasis meant: do not let the non-sexual status slip. The emphasis meant: Atticus’s interest in you is not yet sexual. The “not yet” was implied. Margaux had known Atticus for years, and she recognized the pattern. The pattern was acquisition. Atticus acquired things. Atticus was interested in acquiring Nataly.

“If he touches your hand, you may allow it,” Margaux said. “If he touches your waist for public movement, you may allow it. If he requests anything beyond non-sexual companion contact, you decline and contact me through the protocol.”

“What protocol?”

She opened a slim drawer and removed a small phone. Black. Unbranded. Smaller than my own. She placed it on the desk between us.

“Out-Call device. It remains on your person. One button alerts the driver. Two alerts me. A text with the word ‘powder’ ends the booking without discussion. The driver will enter the venue if required.”

Powder. A safe word disguised as a makeup problem. Of course Margaux had made the emergency language feminine, ordinary, plausible.

“Atticus knows this?”

“Atticus knows all agency protocols.”

“And he accepts them.”

“Atticus respects systems when systems are competent.”

The sentence carried more history than she allowed onto her face.

“Does he respect people?” I asked.

Margaux’s eyes held mine.

“He respects leverage. He respects composure. He respects intelligence. He is capable of tenderness, but he dislikes being seen offering it.”

That was not yes.

It was not no.

It was much more useful than either.

Margaux paused. That pause. The glasses-off pause that preceded the words that mattered.

“Candy tells me you’ve enrolled in the bimbo program,” she said. “The intake, the happy pills, the lip filler, the breast filler, the nail aesthetic. She’s filed the progress reports.”

“Yes.”

“We will need to talk about what you are choosing.” The sentence was careful. Margaux chose every word, and these words were chosen with the particular care of a woman constructing a sentence that meant more than it said. “Soon.”

Not now. Soon. The “soon” was the deferral. Margaux was acknowledging the bimbo path and deferring the conversation about the bimbo path to a future meeting. The deferral was deliberate. The deferral said: I’m not ready to have this conversation yet, and the not-readiness is about me, not about you.

The not-readiness was unusual. Margaux was always ready. Margaux had answers before questions arrived. Margaux’s composure was total, uncrackable, the armor that made even hesitation look intentional. The not-readiness was not a crack. The not-readiness was a signal. The signal was Margaux had feelings about Nataly’s bimbo path that she had not yet organized into the professional vocabulary she required to discuss them.

“I have a question,” Margaux said.

“Yes?”

“The bimbo program is voluntary. Every dose, every procedure, every escalation. Why did you enroll?”

Direct. Margaux was asking for the bargain’s language. The bargain’s language was that it made the bookings easier. It improved client response. It was practical. Professional. The bargain had a script.

“It makes the work easier,” I said. The script.

Margaux looked at me. The bare eyes. The look that gave nothing and took everything.

“That is one answer,” she said.

The office went very still.

“It is the professional answer,” she continued. “It is not false. Your client response has improved. Your anxiety during intimacy has decreased. Your visual marketability has increased. Candy’s reports indicate reduced resistance to styling, increased responsiveness to praise, and stronger post-booking recovery.”

Hearing my softness presented as metrics should have been humiliating. It was humiliating. It was also soothing in a terrible way. Margaux had turned the bimbo path into data because data was a language she trusted enough to speak.

“But that is not the only answer,” she said.

The candle flame shifted. I watched it because watching Margaux was too much.

“Do you want the other answer?” she asked.

I did not know whether she meant: do you want to tell it, or do you want to hear it from me.

“I don’t know.”

Honesty. The script fell away. The bargain fell away. A small, useless piece of honesty sat on her desk between the candle and the out-call phone.

Margaux’s expression stayed fixed. I stopped watching her mouth and started watching the space where the unsaid answer sat between us.

“Dismissed,” she said.

I left. The hallway. The sandalwood. The feeling that Margaux had wanted to say more and had chosen not to say more and the choosing became the most personal thing she had done in my presence. The choosing not to speak was more intimate than the speaking. The silence held the words she didn’t say. The words she didn’t say went into the account, the Margaux account, deposited as what she will tell me when she’s ready.



My room at nine.

The dusty-rose lingerie set was on the bed. It was for tomorrow, not for a booking tonight or anyone in the room. For the formal dress Candy would pull for Atticus after the supervised transition booking cleared. For the body underneath the body Atticus would see across a private dinner table.

I put the set on. The bra first: the dusty-rose lace, the underwire holding the filler-enhanced tissue, the contour visible in the mirror. The panties: matching, the lace against the cage, the pink-on-pink of the cage bars and the lingerie.

The choice mattered because no one would see it. Not directly. Atticus would see the formal dress, the posture, the gloss, the hands around a wineglass, the mouth answering questions in a private dining room. He would not see the dusty-rose lace unless the non-sexual boundary failed, and the boundary was not going to fail.

The lingerie still changed the body.

The bra changed the way I stood under the imaginary dress. The panties changed the way the cage sat against me, contained by lace rather than plain fabric. The set made the evening feel chosen before it happened. Black would have been easier to justify as workwear. Black was standard. Black was professional. Dusty rose was softer and more dangerous because it carried no explanation except preference.

Candy had said dusty rose under black.

I had obeyed before there was an order.

I looked in the mirror. The word: pretty. The word that had been arriving since the Mirror Suite and that now arrived: without resistance. The editorial department did not intervene. The bargain did not qualify. The word arrived and: sat.

Pretty.

This time I let it stay for three breaths. One. Two. Three. The breaths were the allowance. The allowance I gave myself to feel the word without analyzing the feeling. Three breaths of pretty. Three breaths of the mirror showing a woman in dusty-rose lingerie with enhanced lips and filler-supported breasts and pink nails and light brown hair past the jaw and a cage that matched the nails and a face that a camera had captured and a voice that held and a walk that didn’t need thinking and a name that didn’t need catching.

Three breaths. Then: the knock.

I exhaled on the third breath and watched the lace shift with it. The body in the mirror looked ready for something I had not rehearsed. Not ready to be fucked. I knew that readiness now with practical, almost boring clarity: lube, condom, position, consent, aftercare, cleaning. This was different. This was readiness to be assessed across a table by a man whose desire might not announce itself as desire.

I adjusted one bra strap. It did not need adjusting. The hand moved because hands do that when the mind reaches for control and finds silk instead.

Sienna. At the door. Not in band-tee-and-jeans mode. In delivery mode: she had a file.

“Atticus’s booking details,” she said. She handed me the folder. Not a manila folder this time. A black folder, heavier stock, the paper quality a grade above the standard agency files. Atticus’s name was on the tab, printed in a typeface that looked custom. The folder was the premium tier. The folder said: this client is different from the other clients the way a first-class cabin is different from economy.

I opened the folder. Inside: a single page.

Client: Atticus Pierce Type: Out-Call, Non-Sexual Venue: Private dining room, [address redacted for file] Duration: Evening (approximately 7:00 PM to 11:00 PM) Attire: Formal, black-tie appropriate Compensation: $1,200 (tip at client’s discretion) Escort: Nataly Notes: Scheduled after supervised transition clearance. Client requested conversation privacy. No agency chaperone. Car provided both directions. Client has been informed of escort’s Tier 3 status. Formal dinner protocol applies. Non-sexual companion boundaries remain in effect.

The page ended there.

No preference list. No act sequence. No suite assignment. No towel instructions, no positions, no negotiated finish. The absence should have made it simpler. It did not. The blank space below the notes made the conversation privacy request feel larger, as if the real booking had been placed in the margin and deliberately left unwritten.

Sienna remained in the doorway while I read it again.

“He asked for conversation privacy,” she said.

“I saw.”

“That means he wants you thinking before dinner.”

“Do you know him?”

“I’ve seen him in the archive twice. Never smiling. Once with Margaux, from before she owned this place.”

I looked up.

Sienna’s face gave me nothing more. Photographer’s discipline. Archive discipline. She kept images in drawers and did not confuse possession with permission.

“He looks at people like he already knows what frame they belong in,” she said. “Be careful if you start wanting to fit.”

Then she left me with the folder.

I stood there in dusty-rose lace with Atticus’s name in my hand and Sienna’s warning in the air. The out-call phone sat beside the file, black and small, the emergency protocol reduced to an object I could fit in a purse. A private dinner, a safe word disguised as makeup, a driver waiting outside, a man who wanted conversation privacy, a woman in the mirror who had stopped flinching from pretty.

I closed the folder.

I set the file on the nightstand. The nightstand held: the happy pills, the lip gloss, the lip balm (cherry, almost empty, the last of the tube), the face-up photo of myself that I no longer turned over, and now the black folder with Atticus’s name and nothing sexual inside it at all.


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Velvet Vex. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Follow on Amazon
By following Velvet Vex on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Velvet Vex are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.

Velvet Vex
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