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Chapter 1: The Garment Bag

The garment bag had been hanging on the back of Zoe’s bedroom door since Nyx left it Saturday.

Two days. I’d walked past it every time I went to the bathroom, every time I went to the kitchen, every time I moved through the apartment that had become smaller since the cage. The bag was cream and black, high-end delivery packaging, the kind of thing that arrives when someone with money and intention orders something specific for someone who doesn’t have a choice about receiving it.

I hadn’t opened it.

I’d thought about opening it approximately every twenty minutes for two days.

The cage pressed against its walls as I stood in the hallway looking at the bag. Monday morning. Five-thirty. The alarm I’d set because Nyx had said you start Monday and LYRA had sent details on Thursday and the details had included a pickup time of seven and a location I didn’t recognize and the instruction to wear what’s in the bag.

I unzipped it.

The contents were folded with the kind of precision that suggested either a professional or someone who understood that presentation was part of the message. I laid them out on the cot.

A plaid skirt. Short, pleated, the fabric between wool and something softer, the hem designed to sit at mid-thigh. Navy and burgundy.

A white blouse. Cotton, fitted, the buttons small and specifically placed.

Knee-high socks. White, thin, the elastic at the top.

A pair of shoes. Mary Janes, black patent leather, a low heel, the strap with a small buckle.

A school uniform.

I stood over the cot looking at a school uniform laid out on my pillow.

LYRA’s screen glowed. I hadn’t touched the phone. She was awake because I was awake, or because she never slept, or because the distinction had stopped mattering.

Your measurements were shared three weeks ago. Everything will fit. Put it on.

I picked up the skirt.



The blouse buttoned the wrong way, or the right way if you were a woman, the buttons on the left side. I fumbled with them for thirty seconds before the muscle memory from three months of women’s clothing took over and my fingers found the rhythm.

The fabric was thin. The breast buds pressed against it, the small swells visible through the white cotton, the tender tissue that the enhancement gel had been building since the first application. A-cups. Not large. But present, unmistakable, the shape of them under the blouse saying something the blouse couldn’t contain.

The skirt sat at my waist and fell to mid-thigh. The pleats moved when I moved. The hem brushed bare skin, the legs I’d been shaving on schedule since the first Monday, smooth and pale.

The knee-highs went up past my calves. The Mary Janes buckled at the ankle.

I stood in Zoe’s bathroom in front of the mirror.

A student. A girl in a school uniform with gray-blue eyes and dark hair falling over her forehead and breast buds pressing against a white blouse and a cage invisible under the pleated skirt. The cage was there, the constant, the pink plastic pressing against the underwear I’d put on first, the lace-edged pair LYRA had ordered three weeks ago. But you couldn’t see it. The skirt covered everything.

I looked at the face.

The face looked back.

The face was reading female. Not androgynous the way it had been a month ago, not the uncertain middle ground. Female. The jaw had softened, or the weeks of conditioning had softened something in how I held it, and the cheekbones were more prominent, and the lashes were longer from the mascara I’d been applying without thinking about it every morning for weeks.

I hadn’t applied mascara yet this morning.

The face was reading female without it.

I let that settle.



The kitchen smelled like coffee and toast. Zoe was at the counter in her work clothes, dark jeans and a faded band tee, her dark chestnut hair shoved behind her ears. She looked at me when I came out.

Her eyes went down and then up. The Mary Janes. The knee-highs. The skirt. The blouse with the breast buds pressing. My face.

She didn’t say anything for three seconds.

Then she turned to the counter and picked up a brown paper bag.

“Lunch,” she said. She held it out.

I took it.

The bag was heavier than I expected. I opened it: sandwiches on her good bread, the sourdough she kept for herself. An apple. A protein bar from the stash she never shared. A folded napkin.

I looked at her.

She was looking at the coffee maker with the focus of someone who is looking at something to avoid looking at something else.

“You packed me a lunch,” I said.

“You’re going to school,” she said. “People who go to school need lunch.” She poured coffee into a travel mug and set it beside the bag. “The coffee is for the shuttle. Don’t spill it on the blouse.”

I stood in the kitchen holding a packed lunch my hostile sister had made me at five-thirty in the morning because I was going to a training academy in a school uniform.

“Zoe,” I said.

“Don’t.” She picked up her own mug. “Don’t make it a thing.” She took a drink and looked at me over the rim. The flat gray-blue eyes, the same shade as mine. “You look.” She stopped. Started again. “The uniform fits.”

“LYRA shared my measurements.”

“Of course she did.” Zoe set the mug down. She looked at me for a moment. Something in her face that wasn’t hostile and wasn’t warm and was somewhere in between that she didn’t have a word for. “Be careful today.”

I said nothing.

She went into her room to finish getting ready.

I stood in the kitchen in the school uniform holding the packed lunch and the travel mug.



The knock came at six.

Nyx. Not in the corset and leather skirt of the sessions. Different. Purposeful, the way she’d been on Monday when she’d announced the academy: the energy of someone executing a plan that had been in motion for months.

She was in black. Fitted black pants, black boots with the low heel, a black silk blouse open at the collar. The two keys at her throat: the original and the cage key. Her raven hair was down, the blue-violet sheen catching the hallway light.

She looked at me.

The amber eyes going over the uniform the way they went over everything: assessing, cataloging, noting the data points. The skirt. The blouse. The breast buds. The face.

“Good,” she said. One word. The word that carried more weight from her than a paragraph from anyone else.

She came in.

“Sit on the cot,” she said.



I sat on the cot.

She opened the laptop bag she’d brought. The laptop went on the dresser: the same setup as Monday’s session, the conditioning loop queued, the earbuds beside it.

“Put them in,” she said.

I put the earbuds in.

She pressed play.

The loop started: the images, the familiar ones now, the progression she’d been running since the third week. Feminization imagery. The visual of the future version, the arrived version, the mirror image showing what comes next. Her voice layered underneath the images, recorded, the measured contralto saying the phrases I’d been hearing for six weeks.

You are soft. You are yielding. This is who you are.

She sat beside me on the cot.

Her hand went to the laptop bag again. She pulled out the purpose-built device: compact, silicone, curved at the tip, the small motor housing familiar from the sessions at her apartment. The device Nyx had replaced Zoe’s vibrator with. The one that found the prostate on the first pass.

She flipped the skirt up over my thighs. The lace-edged underwear underneath, the damp spot already forming at the front from the morning’s sustained arousal. The cage visible through the thin fabric, the pink plastic shape of it, the clitty already swollen against the bars from the act of dressing, from the breast buds catching the ironing board, from existing in this body. She pressed the device against the cage from outside, the curved tip finding the angle through the plastic, through the underwear’s damp cotton, the position that translated external pressure to internal tissue.

“Don’t move,” she said.

I didn’t move.

She worked the angle. The same technique from Monday’s session: the device pressed through the fabric, through the cage, finding the path from outside the plastic to the internal tissue. The prostate accessible from the right angle through the cage’s structure. Not trying to produce orgasm. Finding the sustained contact point and holding it. The curved tip nestled against the spot where the cage’s base met the perineum, the vibration traveling through plastic and skin and muscle to the gland underneath.

The loop ran. The phrases arrived. Soft. Yielding. This is who you are.

The cage strained. The clitty pressed against the bars, swelling into the gaps between them, the flesh bulging slightly through the slits in the plastic. Two days since Monday’s ruined orgasm. Seventy-two hours of cage time, of micro-erections pressing against the walls and finding nothing, of the body’s arousal accumulating without any pathway to completion. The frustration had been compressing inside me like a physical substance, and the device’s contact was the first meaningful touch the tissue had received since the last session.

She pressed harder.

The prostate responded from inside. The warmth began at the center and radiated outward, the familiar geography of the internal pleasure that the weeks of sessions had mapped. Not a spark but a bloom, a heat that opened from the gland and spread through the pelvic floor in widening rings. The clitty leaked through the slit, the slow thin stream soaking through the underwear, the wet spot spreading, the evidence of an arousal that had nowhere to go pooling in the cotton between my thighs.

The loop. The phrases. The device pressing from outside, the cage translating the pressure to the tissue inside. Each pulse of the vibration traveling from the silicone tip through the plastic bars to the prostate wall. The sustained contact producing a pleasure that didn’t spike or crest but built in steady increments, each second layering on the last.

I am soft. I am yielding. This is who I am.

My voice. My mouth saying the words. The words arriving on my tongue without the mind’s permission, the conditioning having carved channels so deep that the words flowed through them the way water flows through rock: inevitably, without effort, shaping the stone it traveled through.

The A-cups pulsed against the blouse. The thin cotton pressing against tender tissue, the gel-enhanced sensitivity making every contact with the fabric register as a secondary arousal signal. The nipples hardened against the cotton, the friction of the blouse moving with each breath producing its own low current of sensation, feeding into the main wave the prostate was building.

Forty-five minutes. That was the protocol. The loop and the device and the phrases, sustained for forty-five minutes, the same duration as Monday’s session, the conditioning built on repetition and duration rather than intensity. Forty-five minutes of the prostate held at contact, the clitty weeping its thin stream, the breast buds aching against the school uniform, the phrases cycling.

She increased the pressure.

The device pressed harder against the perineum. The vibration reached deeper, the contact with the prostate becoming comprehensive rather than partial, the gland wrapped by the transmitted sensation. My thighs trembled. The wetness between my legs had soaked through the underwear and was darkening the skirt’s inner lining.

The edge approached. Not the familiar external edge of cock-centered arousal but the internal one, the threshold the prostate recognized from the sessions: the gathering of pressure from inside, the wave building without any external stimulus on the cock, the cage preventing any pathway for the cock’s involvement. The pleasure coiling from the center outward, tightening through my stomach and thighs, the body drawing itself toward a release point that existed entirely inside me.

I was close.

“Hold,” she said.

I held. Through the same effort as Monday. The body at maximum with nowhere to go, the clitty straining against the bars hard enough that the plastic pressed dimples into the swollen flesh, the prostate engaged and building and building. My breath coming in shallow pulls. My hands gripping the edge of the cot. The wave held at the crest, suspended, the pleasure screaming through every nerve without the permission to break.

She held the pressure for another minute.

Then she shifted.

The cum came the same way as Monday’s ruined orgasm. The stimulation stopped at the precise moment of commitment and the cum dribbled through the cage slit: weak, thin, unhurried, a slow milky thread that dripped from the tip of the cage onto the soaked underwear, the satisfaction mechanism failing to fire because the stimulation had been removed at the exact instant the body had committed to release. Not an orgasm. A draining. The body emptying without the pleasure it had been building toward. The prostate contracting around nothing, the cum leaking out in a sad continuous trickle, the arousal that had built for forty-five minutes dissipating through the slit with no accompanying wave, no crest, no completion.

I made a sound. Small, involuntary, a whimper caught between relief and loss, the sound of an orgasm that didn’t arrive being processed by a body that had expected it. The cum continued to leak, the cage dripping, the thin fluid running down between my thighs.

She withdrew the device.

She reached up and stroked my hair. Once. Her palm flat against my skull, the slow pass from crown to the back of my neck.

Once.

I leaned into it before I could stop myself.

“Good girl,” she said.

The words landed in my chest the way they always landed: before the defense mechanisms engaged, before the denial could form, before the analytical machinery could deploy. Good girl. Arriving like a key in a lock I hadn’t known I had.

She pulled the earbuds out.

“Get cleaned up,” she said. “The shuttle will be here in ten minutes.”



I cleaned up in Zoe’s bathroom. Changed the underwear. The cage was wet, the slit still leaking the thin residue of the ruined orgasm. I dried it as best I could with tissue. Put on fresh underwear from the drawer. Put the skirt back down over it.

In the mirror: the uniform. The blouse with the breast buds. The skirt at mid-thigh. The knee-highs. The Mary Janes.

My face.

The gray-blue eyes were glassy from the session. The conditioning phrases still running behind my eyes like afterimages: soft, yielding, this is who you are. My mouth had been saying them. The body had them memorized. They arrived without prompting, without her voice activating them. They were just: present. Like breathing.

I picked up the packed lunch.

I picked up the travel mug.

I went to the front door.



The shuttle was black, unmarked, parked at the curb. Nyx was already inside, in the back seat, her phone in her hand. She didn’t look up when the door opened.

I got in beside her.

The driver said nothing. The shuttle pulled away from the curb.

We drove in silence for a while. The city moving past the tinted windows. Morning traffic, the ordinary city doing ordinary things while I sat in the back of a black shuttle in a school uniform with a caged cock and breast buds and a packed lunch my sister had made me.

Nyx’s hand found my knee. She placed it there without looking away from her phone. The weight of it. The warmth through the knee-high sock.

Her hand stayed on my knee.

The cage pressed.

The shuttle drove.

LYRA’s screen glowed in my pocket. I didn’t take it out.

Whatever she was going to say could wait until I arrived at whatever I was arriving at.

The city moved past the windows.

I held the brown paper bag in my lap.


Chapter 2: Mistress

Tuesday evening. Seven o’clock. Nyx’s apartment.

The doorman buzzed me through without asking, the recognition that had been there since the second proper visit, the brief nod and the elevator opening. I rode up in the mirrored elevator and looked at myself: the fitted dark-green top LYRA had ordered, the black jersey skirt, the ankle boots with the two-inch block heel. The face in the elevator mirror was the face from this morning, the one that read female without effort. The breast buds pressing against the green fabric.

The cage, underneath everything. Present. Always present.

She opened the door before I knocked.

The apartment smelled like candles and leather and the warm note specific to her skin. She was in the dark green silk robe, tied loosely, her raven hair down past her collarbones. Not the severe mode. Something else.

“Come in,” she said.

The living room was different. Candles burning on three surfaces, the low flicker changing the angles of the room, the dark hardwood catching the light. The leather armchair she used for sessions had been moved to the center of the space. Beside it on the side table: a small box.

I looked at the box.

“Sit,” she said, and gestured toward the couch.

I sat.

She settled into the armchair across from me. She crossed her legs, the silk robe falling open enough to show the long legs, the bare feet, the pale porcelain skin. She looked at me with those amber eyes.

“We’re going to change something tonight,” she said. “Something that doesn’t change back.”

I waited.

“The word ‘girlfriend,’” she said, “was a courtesy. That was the stage we needed to move through to get here. The claiming stage. The compliance stage. The discovery.” She paused. “That stage is over.”

She uncrossed her legs and leaned forward.

“You know what I am to you,” she said. “You’ve known since the first session. Probably since the bar.” Her voice dropped half a register, the whisper range, the danger signal. “Say it.”

I sat on the couch with the cage pressing and the tender tissue pulsing under the fabric and the six weeks of conditioning phrases still running behind my eyes.

I knew what she wanted me to say.

“Mistress,” I said.

The word came out quieter than I’d expected. Not reluctant exactly. Something closer to the sound of a door closing that you’d been expecting to close for a long time.

“Again,” she said. “Like you mean it.”

“Mistress.”

Louder this time. Steadier. The word filling the room the way her presence filled it, taking up space that wouldn’t be given back.

She reached to the side table and opened the box.

Inside, on dark fabric: a collar. Black leather, slim, the width of two fingers, the interior lined with something softer. A silver clasp at the front.

She held it up.

“The only word you use for me from now on is Mistress,” she said. “Not Nyx. Not anything else. You address me as Mistress or you don’t address me at all.” She looked at me over the collar. “This stays on. Day and night. When you sleep, when you shower, when you go to the academy. It comes off for medical emergencies and nothing else.”

I looked at the collar.

The leather was clean and dark, the clasp catching the candlelight. It was beautiful in the way that instruments of control are beautiful when they’re made with care.

“Stand up,” she said.

I stood.

She stood. The height difference present even in bare feet: three inches taller than me, the vertical dominance that was structural rather than performed. She moved to me with the slow deliberateness she brought to everything, the pace that built dread because it refused to hurry.

She placed the collar against my throat.

The leather was cool. The interior lining soft against my skin. She reached behind my neck and fastened the clasp. The click of the mechanism closing, different from the cage’s click but the same family of sound: something locking into place that was designed to stay.

The collar sat at my throat. Snug, not tight. Present the way the cage was present: a constant, a reminder, a fact.

She stepped back and looked at me.

“Good girl,” she said.

It landed. The way it always landed. Before the walls could go up, before the analytical voice could intervene, before anything except the feeling of the words settling into the part of my chest where they lived.

She stroked my hair. Once. The flat of her palm from crown to the back of my neck, the same gesture from Monday’s session.

I leaned into it.

“There’s someone you need to meet tomorrow,” she said. “Here. Seven. He’s an associate.” She paused. “You’ll do what I tell you when he’s present.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

The words came out without hesitation. Without the cycling denial, without the internal debate. Yes, Mistress. As if the collar had completed a circuit that had been waiting for its final component.

She looked at me.

Something moved in the amber eyes. Not surprise. Something closer to satisfaction, but deeper. The expression of someone who has been building something for months and has heard the first note of it ring true.

“Kneel,” she said.



I knelt.

The hardwood floor against my knees through the skirt. The collar at my throat. The cage pressing against the underwear. The breast buds aching under the green top.

She stood above me, the robe, the bare feet, the keys at her throat. She looked down at me with the amber gaze and I looked up at her and the vertical distance between us was the entire architecture of what we were.

She reached to the side table and picked up something I hadn’t noticed. A vibrating wand, compact, the kind with a round head and a handle. She pressed the base and a low hum filled the room.

“This is for the cage,” she said. “Not inside you. Outside.”

She knelt in front of me, matching my height on the floor, and pressed the wand against the front of the cage through my skirt.

The vibration traveled through the fabric and the underwear and the plastic bars of the cage and into the clitty trapped inside. Not the prostate angle of the conditioning sessions. The cage itself vibrating, the bars transmitting the frequency to the enclosed tissue, the sensation sharp and diffuse and maddening because it stimulated without any possibility of completing. The clitty swelled immediately, the flesh pressing into the gaps between the bars, the tissue bulging against the plastic, the arousal arriving from the front for the first time in days and the body not knowing what to do with it.

I gasped.

“Who am I?” she said.

“Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

She pressed harder. The vibration intensified. The wand’s round head flush against the cage, the buzz traveling through the plastic architecture with a fidelity that made every bar a conductor, every slit an amplifier. The clitty strained against its enclosure, the flesh trapped and buzzing and leaking from the tip, a bead of pre-cum forming at the slit and stretching into a thin thread before breaking.

“Who am I?” she said again.

“Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

The third time she pressed the wand to a different angle, tilting it downward so the vibration traveled through the cage’s base toward the perineum, finding the spot where the cage’s structure transmitted the frequency most efficiently to the interior tissue. The clitty leaked immediately, the thin stream through the slit running down over the cage’s surface and soaking through the underwear in a spreading wet circle. The arousal building with no outlet, no possibility of resolution, the vibration feeding the frustration that the cage ensured would never complete. My hips rocked forward involuntarily, trying to press harder into the wand, trying to take more of the vibration, and she held it exactly where it was, giving me exactly what she chose to give and nothing more.

“Who am I?”

“Mistress.” My voice was strained, the word trembling at the edges. The edge approaching, the familiar gathering of the body toward something it couldn’t reach. My thighs were shaking. The underwear was soaked. The collar pressed against my racing pulse.

“Good girl.”

She edged me there. Three times. Three approaches to the threshold, the vibration carrying me to the precise point where the body gathered everything toward release, the pleasure coiling tight in my pelvis, the clitty swollen and straining and leaking in a continuous thread, and then she pulled the wand back. Each time: the approach, the gathering, the withdrawal. Each time: the frustration compounding on the previous frustration, the body learning that the edge was where she wanted me and the edge was where I’d stay. Each withdrawal left me shaking, the denied orgasm hovering just out of reach, the arousal ratcheting higher with no release valve, the tissue inside the cage throbbing against the bars.

The fourth time, she didn’t pull back.

She held the wand against the cage and pressed, the vibration at full contact, the buzz reaching through plastic and flesh and finding every nerve the cage contained.

“Who am I?” she said.

“Mistress.” The word broken, barely there, the edge so close the syllables came apart in my mouth.

“Good girl.” She pressed harder, grinding the wand into the cage. “Come.”

The cum came through the cage. Not a real orgasm, not a sissygasm, but something in between: the stimulation maintained through the release for once, the vibration continuing as the cum dribbled through the slit, weak and thin but with something behind it this time, a ghost of the pleasure mechanism firing before fading. The fluid leaked in a slow milky stream, running over the cage’s surface, dripping from the bars onto the hardwood floor between my knees. A ruined orgasm that was slightly less ruined than Monday’s. The body taking what the cage allowed and finding it insufficient and craving more, the pleasure arriving as a whisper when it wanted to be a scream.

I shuddered. My whole body convulsed once, the denied fullness of the release rippling through me and dissipating without completion.

She turned the wand off.

She took my head in both hands and pressed it against her thigh. The silk of the robe against my face, the warmth of her leg underneath, the scent of her skin through the fabric. The scent arriving close and immediate: the warmth specific to her, the leather note from her wardrobe, the faint musk of her own arousal beneath the silk. The robe had parted slightly and her bare inner thigh was against my cheek, the skin warm and smooth.

I pressed my face against her thigh. The cum still dripping from the cage, the thin residue cooling on my knees, the collar pressing into the soft flesh of her leg.

“A Mistress decides,” she said. Her voice above me, low, the contralto settling. “A good girl accepts. That’s the dynamic from now on. Not negotiation. Not discussion. I decide, and you accept, and the accepting is what makes you good.”

I breathed against her thigh.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

The collar sat heavy against my throat. The cage leaked its residue against the wet underwear. The nipples tightened where the A-cups pressed against my folded arms.

She stroked my hair. Slow. The flat of her palm.

“Tomorrow,” she said, “you’ll meet Diego. He’s part of this. He’s part of the next stage.”

I didn’t ask what the next stage was.

I stayed against her thigh with the collar and the cage and the wet evidence of the ruined orgasm soaking through my skirt, and I breathed, and the conditioning phrases arrived without prompting in the dark behind my eyes.

I am soft. I am yielding. This is who I am.



She sent me home at nine.

The train. The collar visible above the neckline of the green top, the slim black band with the silver clasp catching the fluorescent light of the subway car. A woman across the aisle looked at it once and then looked at her phone. A man standing near the doors glanced and glanced away. Nobody asked. Nobody said anything. The collar existed in the world the same way the cage existed under my skirt: a fact that people registered peripherally and declined to investigate.

At Zoe’s apartment, I let myself in.

She was on the couch watching something on her laptop, the volume low. She looked up when I came in and her eyes went to the collar immediately.

She looked at it for three seconds.

“New accessory,” she said.

“Collar,” I said.

“I can see that.” She looked back at her laptop. Then she looked at me again. “Is it locked?”

“Clasped. Not locked.”

“Can you take it off?”

“I’m not supposed to.”

She looked at the collar. She looked at my face.

She didn’t say take it off. She didn’t say this is insane. She looked at me with those flat gray-blue eyes and I could see her processing the information and placing it alongside everything else she’d processed over the past three months, adding it to the file, updating the assessment.

“Whatever the academy is,” she said. “Is this part of it?”

“I think so.”

She looked at the laptop again.

“Be careful,” she said. The same thing she’d said this morning. The closest Zoe came to expressing concern.

I went to the cot.

I lay down.

The collar against my throat. The cage against the wet underwear. The breast buds against the camisole I changed into.

I reached under the pillow for the t-shirt. The faded gray cotton, worn soft, the scent almost entirely gone now. Three months of sleeping with it. The barest trace of her shampoo, her skin, the warm note that wasn’t any product.

I pressed it to my face.

The trace was there.

I breathed it in.

Yes, Mistress.

The words came without effort, without resistance, without the cycling machinery that had been running since the beginning. The machinery had gone quiet sometime in the last three hours and I hadn’t noticed when.

The collar held its weight against my throat.

The cage reminded me.

LYRA’s screen glowed on the nightstand. One line, unprompted:

Collar installation logged. Address shift confirmed. Compliance metrics updated.

I turned the phone face down.

But I left it on.


Chapter 3: Diego

Wednesday. Nyx’s apartment. Seven.

She had me ironing her clothes when the knock came.

That was the new arrangement. I’d arrived at six-thirty, changed into the outfit she’d laid out: a fitted cream blouse, a dark skirt that sat above the knee, the ankle boots. She’d pointed at the ironing board set up in the living room, the basket of dark silk and structured cotton beside it.

“Iron those. I’m expecting company.”

I’d been ironing for twenty minutes. The rhythm of it was surprisingly absorbing: the steam, the flat press, the transformation of wrinkled fabric into something precise. The collar sat at my throat. The plastic bars held their weight under the skirt. The breast buds caught the edge of the ironing board when I leaned too close and the tenderness sent a pulse through me each time.

I was mid-stroke on a black silk blouse when the door opened.

The man who walked in filled the doorframe the way weather fills a window.

Six-one, maybe six-two. Broad shoulders that strained the seams of a tight black t-shirt. A full tattoo sleeve on his left arm, interlocking tribal and script designs running from shoulder to wrist. Dark hair buzzed on the sides, slightly longer on top, a military-adjacent cut. Olive skin. A jaw like a fist. Dark brown eyes that scanned the room the way eyes scan a room when they’re trained to find exits first.

His hand went to his hip for a fraction of a second, the gesture of someone reaching for something that wasn’t there. He caught himself and dropped it.

He walked to Nyx.

She was in the doorway to the kitchen, still in the silk robe, leaning against the frame. He cupped her jaw with one large hand, tilted her face up, and kissed her. Not gentle. Possessive, territorial, the kind of kiss that stakes a claim. Nyx let it happen with the composure of someone who lets things happen because letting things happen is also a form of control.

He pulled back.

Then he looked at me.

The dark eyes went over everything: the ironing board, the blouse in my hands, the collar at my throat, the cream top, the skirt, the breast buds visible through the fabric. His gaze moved the way Nyx’s gaze moved, cataloging rather than admiring, except there was something else underneath the cataloging. Something that looked briefly like a breath being held.

“This is the one?” he said.

His voice was a deep baritone that matched the body. Flat affect, economical. The verbal equivalent of a brick wall.

“This is Ren,” Nyx said. “Ren, this is Diego.”

Diego looked at me. The dark eyes holding mine. I felt the assessment like a physical thing, the weight of a man built like hired muscle examining a person in a skirt at an ironing board wearing a collar.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hi,” I said.

He turned back to Nyx.

“Yeah,” he said. “Whatever you say, babe.”



Dinner.

Nyx directed me to cook. The kitchen was small enough that I brushed against her when I moved to the stove, and the contact sent the cage straining because everything sent the cage straining now. I made chicken, the recipe she’d texted me that afternoon, the same deliberate simplicity she brought to instruction: sear, deglaze, finish.

Diego sat at the counter and watched.

He watched the way someone watches something they’re trying to understand. Not predatory, not hostile. Watchful. His dark eyes tracked my movements with an intensity that felt like being read.

I set the table. Two places.

“On the floor,” Nyx said.

I looked at her.

“You eat on the floor tonight,” she said. “Serve us first.”

I served them. Plated the chicken, the greens, the bread she’d had me pick up on the way over. Set the plates in front of Nyx and Diego at the counter. Diego’s jaw moved when I placed his plate, the muscle tightening, the reaction of someone registering what they’re watching and choosing to say nothing about it.

I sat on the floor.

Nyx placed a plate beside me. Same food. Same portion. On the floor.

I ate.

The floor was hard. The skirt didn’t provide much cushion. The cage sat heavy between my legs, the collar a constant weight at my throat. Above me, the ordinary sounds of two people eating dinner: silverware, the clink of glasses, a brief conversation about something I couldn’t follow.

Diego dropped a piece of chicken.

It landed on the floor near my plate. He looked down at me.

“Be a good girl and pick that up,” he said.

His tone was different from Nyx’s. Not commanding exactly. Not mocking. Almost breathless, as if the words cost him something, as if saying them produced a reaction in him he hadn’t planned for. His dark eyes fixed on me as I reached for the fallen piece and placed it on his plate.

“Thanks,” he said. Quiet. His gaze didn’t leave my face.

“You’re welcome,” I said.

Nyx watched the exchange from behind her wine glass. The amber eyes tracking Diego’s reaction with the same precision she tracked everything. She didn’t comment.



After dinner.

Nyx moved to the armchair. Diego to the couch. I stood at the sink doing dishes, the hot water against my hands, the domestic normalcy of washing plates while the cage pressed and the collar sat at my throat and a man built like a wall sat twelve feet away watching me do it.

“Come here,” Nyx said.

I dried my hands. I came.

“Kneel,” she said.

I knelt in front of the armchair. The hardwood against my knees.

She looked at Diego.

“He’s going to watch,” she said to me. She looked back at me. “Show him what Mistress taught you.”

The robe fell open. Not all the way. The deliberate reveal: her thighs parting, the pale porcelain skin, the absence of underwear underneath, the dark curls visible, already glistening. Her scent arrived, the arousal already present, the sweet musk that I’d memorized from weeks of service, thick and warm and immediate, the smell of a woman who had been wet since before I’d knelt.

“Tongue,” she said.

I leaned forward.

I found her with my mouth, the technique that weeks of training had built into muscle memory. Tongue flat first, the broad stroke from the bottom of her slit to the hood, tasting her fully, the slick heat coating my tongue in one long pass. The flavor was salt and copper and something sweeter beneath, the taste I’d learned to crave because the craving had been conditioned into me alongside everything else. Then the adjustment: finding the clit, the small hard nub beneath the hood, swollen and ready, circling it with the tip of my tongue, the pressure she’d taught me to calibrate by her breathing.

She settled back in the chair.

Her thighs clamped around my head. The familiar weight, the warmth, the world narrowing to the space between her legs and the task at hand. The silk robe brushed my ears. Her skin pressed against my cheeks, the inner thighs warm and smooth, bracketing my face so completely that the room disappeared. Her breathing changed, the subtle acceleration that I’d learned to read, the sign that the angle was right and the pressure was right and I should maintain.

Behind me, Diego was watching. I couldn’t see him. But I felt his attention like a heat source on the back of my neck, the awareness of being watched while I serviced her on my knees in a skirt and collar. The humiliation of performing this act with an audience, of a man seeing me with my face buried between a woman’s thighs, my mouth working, my tongue lapping. The humiliation amplified everything, sent the arousal through the cage like voltage.

The cage strained. The clitty pressed against the bars, swelling into the gaps, the arousal spiking from the dual stimulus of her taste flooding my mouth and his gaze burning into my back. The breast buds throbbed where they pressed against my folded arms, the tender tissue aching. Everything throbbed. The collar pressed against my throat with each forward lean, each bob of my head.

I worked her with my tongue. She ground her hips forward, using my mouth the way she always used it: as an instrument, adjusting position with small rolls of her pelvis, her wet heat sliding across my lips and chin, taking what she needed. The slickness of her coated my face from nose to chin. My jaw worked, my tongue worked, my lips sealed around the clit and maintained the suction she’d trained me to hold, the pressure steady, the rhythm calibrated to the shortening intervals of her breath.

Her hand found the back of my head. Fingers in my hair. Not pushing, just: present. Holding me where she wanted me. The weight of her palm a reminder of who was directing this, who owned the mouth doing the work.

“Harder,” she said.

I pressed harder. Tongue flat against the clit, direct pressure, bearing down with my jaw, the sustained forceful contact she needed to crest. Her thighs tightened around my head, the muscles contracting, the grip becoming a vise. Her hips rolled forward in the grinding rhythm that meant she was close, her pussy pressing against my mouth, my nose against her pubic bone, the scent of her overwhelming.

I maintained.

She came.

The orgasm went through her in a long contraction, her thighs clamping around my head hard enough that the sound of the room disappeared, her hips pressing forward, grinding against my face, and she squirted against my mouth, the wet heat flooding across my tongue and lips and chin in a hot rush. The fluid was thinner than her arousal, copious, running down my neck and soaking into the collar’s leather. I worked through it, the way I’d been trained to work through it, tongue maintaining contact through the entire length of the orgasm, lapping at her through the contractions, not stopping when she came but continuing until she was done, until the last tremor had passed through her thighs and the grinding slowed and the grip on my hair loosened.

She was done.

She released. Air arrived. I gasped, my face drenched, her wetness cooling on my skin.

She looked down at me with the amber eyes, flushed, a sheen of sweat on her collarbones, her breathing settling.

“Not terrible,” she said.

She looked past me at Diego.

“But he’s seen better,” she said.

I didn’t look at Diego. I could hear his breathing. It was faster than it had been. Rougher. The breathing of a man watching someone service a woman on their knees and processing what the watching was doing to him.

I knelt on the floor with my face wet with her, her arousal glistening on my chin and lips and running down my neck, the collar soaked, the cream blouse damp at the neckline. The cage straining hard enough that the bars left impressions in the swollen flesh. The awareness of a man behind me who had watched everything, who had seen me lick and suck and swallow, who had heard the wet sounds of my mouth on her and was hard from it.

She looked at me.

“Go clean up,” she said. “Get some water.”

I went to the bathroom.

In the mirror: my face wet, her arousal glistening on my chin and lips, a thin strand connecting my lower lip to a drop on my collar. The cream blouse damp at the neckline, translucent where the wetness had soaked through, the breast buds visible beneath the wet fabric. The eyes, gray-blue, glassy from the session, the pupils wide.

I washed my face.

I drank water from the tap.

When I came back to the living room, Nyx was beside Diego on the couch. His arm was around her shoulders, the proprietary ease of someone who has been here before. She was talking to him quietly.

They stopped when I appeared.

Diego looked at me. His dark eyes tracked from my face to my chest to the skirt to the floor and back.

His erection was visible through his dark jeans. Obvious, straining the fabric.

He didn’t adjust or hide it.

“Tomorrow,” Nyx said. She looked at me. “Diego will be here tomorrow. I won’t.”

I looked at her.

“What am I supposed to do?” I said.

She smiled. The smile that never reached her eyes unless it was meant as a weapon.

“Whatever he asks,” she said. “Mistress’s instructions.”

Diego’s eyes were on me. Patient. Warm. Intense.

His hand went to where a holster would be and dropped.

“See you tomorrow,” he said. Low. Almost gentle.

I left.

The elevator. The lobby. The street.

The cage tightened with every step.

The leather band pressed against my pulse with every breath.

The taste of her still on my lips.

LYRA: New variable introduced. Arousal index elevated to 9.2. Interesting.

I walked to the train.

Tomorrow.

The word sat in my stomach.


Chapter 4: The First Man

Thursday. Nyx’s apartment. Seven.

Diego opened the door.

That was the first difference. Not Nyx’s robe, not the amber eyes, not the candles. Diego in a white t-shirt and jeans, barefoot, the tattoo sleeve visible past the sleeve, the dark hair slightly less military than yesterday. Relaxed, or performing relaxed in a way that was convincing enough.

Behind him, the apartment was quiet. No candles. The overhead lights on. Music playing from somewhere, low, something with bass.

“She’s not here,” he said.

“I know,” I said.

He stepped aside to let me in. As I passed him, his size registered the way it always would: the shoulders, the neck, the sheer mass of him. He smelled like soap and something underneath the soap. Male. Simple.

My phone buzzed.

Nyx’s text: Show him what Mistress taught you.

I looked at the text.

I looked at Diego.

He was in the kitchen getting water. He brought two glasses back to the living room and set one on the coffee table near the couch.

“Sit,” he said. Not a command. An offer.

I sat on the couch.

He sat beside me. Far enough that there was a cushion between us. He picked up his water and drank half of it.

“You don’t have to,” he said.

I looked at him.

“Whatever Nyx wants,” he said. He set the glass down. “Whatever she told you to do tonight. You don’t have to. I’m not going to report you. I’m not going to tell her you didn’t do it.” He looked at me. Those dark brown eyes, watchful and warm and completely steady. “You can just sit here and drink water and I’ll drive you home in an hour and we’ll tell her whatever she wants to hear.”

I sat with that.

The first genuine exit anyone in Nyx’s world had offered. Not the theoretical exit that was always available because I could always technically leave. Not the conditional exit of compliance-or-consequences. A real exit offered by someone sitting beside me with patient eyes and no agenda.

“Why,” I said.

He looked at his hands. Large hands, the tattoo sleeve ending at the wrist, the knuckles scarred faintly. The hands of someone who’d done work with them that wasn’t always gentle.

“Because you should have the choice,” he said. “Not the choice she gives you, which is a choice between doing what she wants and losing something. An actual choice. Where neither option costs you anything.”

I looked at his face.

His expression was open in a way I hadn’t seen in him yesterday, when Nyx had been present and his affect had been flat and monosyllabic. Without her, something else surfaced. The dark eyes had the quality of someone looking carefully at something they wanted to understand rather than something they needed to control.

I sat on the couch.

I thought about the exit.

I thought about Nyx’s text.

I thought about the cage pressing and the collar at my throat and the six weeks of conditioning that said obey and the body that had learned compliance before the mind had finished arguing.

I stood up.

I walked to the couch and knelt between his legs.

My body moved before my mind finished arguing. That was the sentence I’d been building for three months, the sentence that explained every act since the bar: the body moving, the mind catching up, the compliance arriving before the resistance could organize.

Diego looked down at me.

“You sure?” he said.

“Yes,” I said. My voice was steady. “Mistress’s instructions.”

Something moved in his face. Not disappointment. Something more complex, the expression of someone who offered an exit and is processing the fact that it wasn’t taken.

“Okay,” he said. Quiet.



His jeans. The button. The zipper.

My hands were shaking slightly, the tremor of doing something for the first time that you’ve been thinking about doing without admitting you’ve been thinking about it. The zipper came down. He lifted his hips and I worked the jeans down his thighs, the denim catching on the muscle, the thick quadriceps visible beneath dark hair.

He was hard.

The cock was: present. Not the abstract idea of a cock seen in the conditioning loop’s imagery, not the silicone of a training device, not the theoretical construct. A real cock, thick, heavy, the shape straining the dark boxer briefs, the head outlined against the fabric, a wet spot already darkening the cotton where the tip pressed.

I reached into the waistband and freed it.

The cock was larger than mine by a factor that was immediately and unavoidably clear. Thick, dark, uncut, the foreskin pulled back to reveal a flushed head slick with pre-cum, the shaft veined and heavy, the weight of it resting against his stomach. The comparison to my caged clitty registered without anyone saying it: the thing in my cage, small and trapped and leaking through a slit, versus the thing in my hand, full and free and commanding. Different categories. Different species of anatomy.

I held it.

The warmth of it. The weight, heavier than I expected, the density of an erection at full hardness. The slight pulse I could feel through the skin, the blood moving underneath, the throb of his heartbeat transmitted through the shaft. My fingers wrapped around it and didn’t close. The girth exceeded my grip, my thumb and fingers separated by a gap that measured the distance between what I’d imagined and what was real.

I looked up at him.

He was looking down at me with those dark eyes. His jaw was set. His breathing had changed, the rhythm shorter, anticipatory.

His hand moved to the back of my head. Not pushing. Just resting there, the weight of his palm against my skull, the fingers threading into my hair, the gentle hold of someone who understood that the gentleness was more devastating than force would have been.

“Take your time,” he said.

I leaned forward.

My lips touched the head.

The sensation was: warm. Warm and smooth and the faint salt of pre-cum already there, the slick coating transferring to my lips before the act was fully committed to. The taste was male, unmistakable, different from Nyx’s sharp sweetness, earthier, heavier. I opened my mouth wider and took the head in, my lips stretching around the girth, the jaw opening, the reality of it filling my mouth in a way the conditioning loop’s imagery hadn’t prepared me for. The head sat on my tongue, hot and heavy and alive, and the taste deepened, the pre-cum pooling against my palate.

Nyx’s training. The weeks of oral instruction, the technique she’d drilled into me during the facesitting sessions, the tongue placement, the pressure, the breathing. It translated. Tongue flat on the underside, lips sealed tight around the shaft, breathing through my nose. The difference between serving Nyx’s clit and serving Diego’s cock was scale: the same fundamentals of pressure and rhythm and attention, applied to something that filled the entire cavity of my mouth and pressed toward the back of my throat.

I took more of him.

The cock slid further into my mouth, an inch, two, the fullness expanding from my lips toward my throat. The shaft heavy on my tongue, the vein on the underside pulsing against the flat of it. I gagged at the halfway point, the reflex arriving involuntarily, the throat closing, saliva flooding around the shaft. I pulled back and breathed and the saliva ran down his cock in a thick string connecting my lips to his head. I tried again. Nyx’s voice in my head, from the training sessions: relax your throat, breathe through your nose. Eye contact required during every act.

I looked up at Diego.

His eyes were on me. Fixed. The dark irises wide, the pupils dilated, the jaw clenched. His hand on the back of my head stayed still, not pushing, not guiding. Just present. The expression on his face was the expression of a man watching something he’d been wanting to see and finding the reality of it larger than the fantasy.

I took him deeper.

The gagging eased on the third pass. The throat opening, the angle adjusting, my jaw stretching to accommodate the girth, the technique forming in real time from the general training Nyx had given me and the reality of Diego’s cock filling my mouth. The head pressing past the point where the gag had been, the throat accepting the intrusion, the fullness reaching deeper. I found a rhythm: down, tongue pressed flat against the underside, feeling the vein that ran along the shaft throb against my taste buds, the pre-cum leaking onto my tongue in a steady salt stream, then up, lips tight around the head, the suction that Nyx had trained me to maintain, hollowing my cheeks, the wet sound of the withdrawal audible in the quiet apartment.

His breathing changed.

I heard it above me: the rougher quality, the shortened intervals, the sound of a man getting close. His hand tightened slightly in my hair, not pushing, just: indicating. The fingers curling. The hips making small involuntary forward motions, the body’s response that he was letting happen rather than controlling, each thrust sending the cock a fraction deeper into my throat.

I worked. Tongue, lips, the controlled suction, the depth that I managed without gagging now, the rhythm steady and deliberate, the wet sounds filling the living room. The cage strained beneath my skirt, the clitty swollen and leaking a continuous thin thread into my underwear. The collar shifted with each bob of my head, the leather warm against my pulse. The A-cups pressed tender against my own thighs where I knelt, the nipples hard points against the fabric.

“Fuck,” he said. Quiet. Almost surprised. As if the fact of what was happening had registered mid-event and the processing was running alongside the sensation. A person in a collar and a skirt and breast buds was deep-throating his cock in his ex-girlfriend’s apartment, and the person was better at it than he’d expected.

He came.

The warning was a single breath, a tightening of his hand in my hair, and then the cock swelled against my tongue, the shaft thickening, and the cum arrived: warm, thick, salt and something alkaline, flooding the back of my mouth in a heavy pulse. Not the thin trickle from the cage. Not anything like what the cage produced. This was volume, thick ropes of it hitting the back of my throat, and heat, and the weight of someone else’s orgasm arriving in my mouth without ceremony. A second pulse followed the first, and a third, each one thick and hot, my mouth filling with it.

I swallowed.

I didn’t decide to. The same way I hadn’t decided to kneel between his legs. The swallowing was a reflex, the throat closing around the mouthful and sending it down, the warmth of it spreading through the back of my throat and into the chest, the thick slide of it coating the esophagus on the way down. The taste overwhelming and specific and permanent in the way that first tastes are permanent.

I swallowed again. The second load, the residual, the cum that had pooled around the shaft and collected in the hollows of my cheeks. The throat working, the Adam’s apple pressing against the collar as I swallowed.

The taste stayed. Salt and warm and alkaline and alive and mine now, coded into the tissue, impossible to unfeel. The cock softened slightly in my mouth and I held it there, the weight of it against my tongue, the residue of the cum coating my lips, a thin white line at the corner of my mouth.

I pulled back. A string of saliva and cum connected my lips to the tip of his cock for a moment before breaking.

I looked up at Diego.

His face was: open. The flat affect gone. The mask that Nyx’s presence produced had been set aside, and what was underneath was someone who was looking at me with an expression I couldn’t immediately classify. Not satisfaction exactly. Something closer to wonder, the quiet wide-eyed quality of someone seeing something they hadn’t expected.

“You’re something else,” he said.

The words hit differently from Nyx’s. No weight behind them, no agenda. Just someone saying a true thing because they couldn’t not say it.



He pulled me onto the couch.

His hands on my waist, the ease of his strength moving me like I weighed nothing, setting me beside him. Then his hands were on my body, running over the surfaces with a different quality from Nyx’s clinical assessment. Diego’s hands explored. They traced the curve of my waist through the blouse, the fingers spreading to span the narrowing that the gel had been producing, then moved to my hips, feeling the new width, down my thighs, the smooth shaved skin registering each callus on his palms, back up. They found the breast buds through the fabric and paused there.

“Jesus,” he said. Quiet. His thumb circled one bud through the thin cotton, the pad of his thumb rough and warm against the nipple that hardened instantly under the contact. The gel-enhanced sensitivity fired immediately, the tender tissue sending a pulse through my chest that traveled directly to the cage, the arousal connecting breast to groin in a single hot line.

I made a sound. A whimper, small and involuntary, the sound of tissue that had been rewired for pleasure receiving what it had been built to receive.

He looked at my face. He traced the other bud with his other thumb. Slow, deliberate circles through the fabric, each revolution sending a fresh wave of warmth through the chest. Not the clinical application of Nyx’s sessions, not the strategic pressure of her conditioning. Diego touched me like someone who was fascinated by what he was touching. The roughness of his thumbs against the thin cotton, the warm weight of his hands cupping the developing tissue, the way he held the small breasts as though they were something worth holding.

“These are real,” he said.

“Yes,” I said. My voice already strained.

His hands moved down. Over my stomach, the flat plane that the conditioning and the gel had been tapering. To the skirt. He unzipped it and pulled it down, and the cage was there in the lace-edged underwear, the pink plastic visible through the thin fabric, the clitty pressed against the bars, the wet evidence of an hour’s arousal soaking through in a dark stain that had spread from the front to the crotch.

He looked at it.

He didn’t comment. He ran his hand over the outside of the cage, once, his large palm covering the entire pink enclosure, the warmth of his hand pressing through the plastic to the trapped flesh inside. The clitty twitched against his palm, the reflex of tissue reaching for contact it couldn’t have.

Then he stripped me the rest of the way. Blouse unbuttoned slowly, each button revealing another inch of skin, pulled off. The lace bralette beneath it, the one that fit the A-cups, the one LYRA had ordered, the black lace against the pale developing breast tissue. He looked at the breasts. He looked at the collar. He looked at the cage. The whole inventory of what I’d become laid out on his couch: a body that was neither what it had been nor finished becoming what it was becoming, and he looked at all of it with the expression of someone who found every piece of the inventory worth looking at.

He laid me down.

He reached to the nightstand. A tube of lube. Warmed it between his fingers the way Nyx warmed the enhancement gel, the slick coating catching the light.

Then he took the purpose-built device from beside the lube.

“She left this for you,” he said.

He pressed it against me through the underwear, the familiar curved tip finding the angle against the perineum, the vibration starting low. He turned it on. The prostate engaged from inside, the first contact sending the warmth radiating outward, familiar and immediate, the gland responding to the vibration with the trained fidelity of weeks of sessions. The cage straining, the clitty swelling against the bars, the flesh pushing into every gap the plastic allowed.

His other hand stayed on my chest. His thumb circling the breast bud, but without the bralette now, his rough thumb pad directly on the bare nipple, the skin-to-skin contact with the gel-enhanced tissue producing a sharper, more immediate signal than the through-fabric touch had. The dual stimulus: the prostate humming from behind, the bare nipple tingling from above, two pathways firing simultaneously, converging in the center of my body.

I closed my eyes.

“Look at me,” he said.

I opened my eyes.

He was looking at me with those dark brown eyes. His face close, close enough that I could see the individual lashes, the texture of the stubble on his jaw. His free hand tracing my cheekbone with his thumb, the gesture slow and careful, the gentleness that didn’t fit anything else about him: the tattoo sleeve, the scarred knuckles, the body built like a weapon. The gentleness existing alongside all of it without contradiction.

“You’re something else,” he said again. As if the phrase was the only one he had for what he was looking at.

The vibrator pressed against the prostate, the contact deepening as he adjusted the angle. The nipple pulsed under his thumb, each circle amplifying the signal from the last. The cage strained, the clitty dribbling its thin thread onto my stomach.

The wave started from the center.

The sissygasm built from the prostate and expanded outward, the familiar internal wave, the pleasure from the center radiating through the pelvic floor and the thighs and the stomach and up through the chest where his thumb still circled. The cage prevented any external expression: the clitty pressed against the bars and the cum dribbled through the slit, weak, thin, the milky fluid leaking in a continuous slow stream onto my belly, the body emptying through the only pathway available while the pleasure rolled through me from the inside. My back arched off the couch. My hands found Diego’s arm and gripped, the fingers closing around the tattooed forearm, the muscles beneath the ink tensing under my grip. The pleasure crested and held and held, the prostate contracting around the vibrator’s presence, the breast tissue throbbing under his thumb, the dual-pathway orgasm sustaining longer than a single-source wave, and then slowly receded, leaving tremors in its wake.

I came down shaking. My stomach wet with the cage’s thin output. My nipple raw and tingling under his thumb. The prostate still pulsing around the vibrator’s sustained contact.

Diego kept the device pressed inside me. The vibration still running, the contact sustained through the aftershocks, his hand steady, letting me ride the receding wave down rather than pulling me out of it.

Then he turned it off.

He pulled me against him.

My head against his chest. His heartbeat fast. His arms around me, the tattoo sleeve against my bare back, the warmth of his skin. His chin on top of my head.

He held me.

For a long time. In silence. Just: holding.

The tenderness was the most confusing part.

The cock in my mouth had made sense in the architecture of what Nyx was building. The obedience, the service, the compliance. All of it had a logic I could track even if I couldn’t control it.

But Diego holding me against his chest afterward with his heartbeat hammering and his arms around me and his chin on my head: that didn’t fit the architecture. That was something else. Something that existed outside Nyx’s blueprint.

I pressed my face against his chest and breathed.

He smelled like soap and skin and the faint salt residue of sex.

“You okay?” he said. Into the top of my head. The vibration of his voice through his chest.

“I don’t know,” I said. Honest.

“Yeah,” he said. “That sounds about right.”

We stayed like that.

The cage tightened with each breath. The collar reminded me whose I was. The taste of his cum was still in the back of my throat, fading but present, the memory of it stored in the tissue.

He didn’t let go for a long time.



In the elevator going down, LYRA:

Arousal peaked at 9.1. I’ve been waiting for this metric.

I stared at the screen.

You swallowed without deciding to, she added. That’s a trained response. Nyx will be pleased.

I put the phone in my pocket.

On the train home, the taste of him lingered. The salt and alkaline and warmth. I thought about the exit he’d offered and the exit I hadn’t taken and the body that had knelt before the mind had finished arguing.

The collar caught the fluorescent light.

At Zoe’s apartment, in the dark, on the cot, I pressed the faded t-shirt to my face and tasted Diego on my lips and breathed Nyx’s disappearing scent and lay still with the cage pressing.

I thought about what something else meant when someone said it about you with their cock softening in your mouth and their eyes wide and unguarded.

I thought about Diego’s arms.

I didn’t sleep until two.


Chapter 5: The Night Before

Friday. The academy’s first full week of classes started Monday.

I spent forty minutes in the shower.

The water as hot as Zoe’s ancient pipes could manage, which was hot enough to flush my skin pink and turn the small bathroom into a steam chamber. I stood under the spray with my hands flat against the tile and let the water run over the cage and the collar and the smooth bare skin and the breast buds and tried to think clearly about what had happened yesterday.

The taste memory wouldn’t leave.

Diego’s cum. The warmth of it, the thickness, the way it had coated the back of my throat and the way I’d swallowed without deciding to. The reflex. The swallow. The trained response LYRA had identified with her usual surgical accuracy. I hadn’t planned to swallow. I hadn’t thought about swallowing. The body had done it the same way the body had knelt between his legs: without consulting the mind.

I stood under the water and pressed my tongue against the roof of my mouth.

The taste was gone, technically. Twenty hours and a night’s sleep and brushing my teeth twice. But the memory of it lived in the tissue now, the way Nyx’s scent lived in the t-shirt: embedded, absorbed, available on recall without effort.

I turned off the water.

I dried off.

In the mirror, the steam clearing: the collar, the cage, the breast buds, the face that read female in the low light. The gray-blue eyes. Unchanged through everything.

My phone buzzed.

Diego: You okay?

I stared at the text.

He didn’t have to ask. That was the thing I couldn’t stop thinking about since last night, the thing that didn’t fit the architecture. Nobody in Nyx’s world checked on how you were doing. They assessed, they tracked, they measured. They didn’t ask.

I typed several responses. Deleted them all.

I typed yes and deleted it.

I typed I keep thinking about it and deleted it.

I typed I’m fine and stared at it for ten seconds and deleted that too.

I put the phone down.



The evening came slowly.

I spent the day on the SaaS project, the CSS fixes that were due Monday, the client who’d approved the mobile breakpoints quote in ten minutes. The work was a relief. The rational territory of code, where things behaved according to rules and the rules were written down and you could test whether they were working. Unlike everything else.

At eight, the phone lit on the nightstand without being touched.

Voice note from Mistress. Ready when you are.

I put the earbuds in.

I lay on the cot.

I pressed play.

Nyx’s voice filled my head.

Not the recording from the conditioning loop. Not the measured contralto of the session phrases. Something different: intimate, close, as if she were lying beside me in the dark, her lips near my ear.

“Tomorrow you start at the academy,” she said. “Tonight, you practice for me.”

A pause. The sound of her breathing through the earbuds.

“Touch your chest,” she said.

I put my hands on my chest. Through the camisole. The breast buds under the thin cotton, tender, swollen slightly from the gel’s sustained work, the nipples already stiff from the anticipation of her voice alone.

“Through the fabric,” she said. “Slow. Circle the nipples with your thumbs.”

I circled.

The sensitivity fired immediately. The pathways the gel had been building for weeks, the nerve endings that had been rewired through sustained application, responding to the pressure of my own thumbs through cotton with a fidelity that made me gasp. Heat blooming from the center of each breast into the chest, radiating outward like ink dropped in water, the warmth spreading through my sternum and into my stomach. The cage straining, the clitty stiffening against the bars. The arousal arriving from the breasts before any other part of my body was involved. My own hands on my own developing breasts in the dark, following a woman’s instructions through earbuds, and the body responding as if she were the one touching me.

“Tell me what you feel,” she said.

I lay on the cot in the dark with my sister asleep in the next room and said it out loud.

“Warm,” I said. My voice low, barely above breath. “Sensitive. The tissue. Under the fabric. The nipples are hard. They ache when I press them.” I breathed. “The cage is straining. Leaking.”

“Good,” she said through the earbuds. The single word with the weight only she could give it. “Keep circling. Slower.”

I slowed. The circles becoming languid, each revolution tracing the full circumference of the areola, the thumbs finding the nipple at the apex of each pass, pressing into the stiff nub, the gel-enhanced nerves translating each press into a pulse that ran from the breast to the pelvis in a direct, bright line.

“Press harder,” she said.

I pressed. The breast buds responded with a sharper pulse, the tenderness meeting the pressure, the pleasure-pain line that the gel had been walking since the first application. The nipples ached under my thumbs, the tissue swelling against the cotton, each press producing a burst of heat that made the cage tighten sympathetically. My back arched slightly off the cot. The cage leaked. The thin stream through the slit, soaking through the underwear, the wet spot spreading warm against my inner thigh.

“Good girl,” she said. Through the earbuds. Through the dark. The words arriving in my chest with the force of proximity even though she was somewhere across the city, in her bedroom, listening to me touch myself. The thought of her listening, the image of Nyx in the dark hearing my breath change, hearing the small sounds the cot made as my body moved, that thought alone made the cage leak harder.

“Now,” she said. “The cage. Press it against the mattress.”

I rolled my hips. The cage pressed against the thin mattress of the cot, the plastic bars contacting through the underwear, the angle providing the faint prostate pressure from the front that was insufficient and maddening and present. The clitty trapped between the cage’s interior and the mattress’s surface, the flesh compressed, the stimulation arriving from the wrong angle and the wrong intensity and still making my hips want to press harder.

“Rock,” she said. “Slowly. Don’t try to come. Just build.”

I rocked. Small motions, the cage grinding against the mattress with each forward press, the insufficient friction that stimulated without resolving, the pre-cum soaking through the underwear and dampening the sheet beneath. My thumbs still on my breast buds, circling, the dual stimulus building from two directions: the chest burning under my thumbs and the cage-to-mattress friction producing its faint, cruel echo of the prostate pressure.

“Describe it,” she said. “Out loud. What your body is doing.”

I said it. In the dark, to no one but her voice in my ears. My voice thick with the arousal, the words coming out raw and honest because the dark made honesty easier.

“The cage is pressing,” I said. “Against the mattress. It’s leaking. The underwear is soaked. The breast buds are.” I swallowed. “They respond to my thumbs. Every circle sends heat down to the cage. The sensitivity is. It’s getting stronger. Each pass is more.” I breathed. “The arousal is building from the chest. Not just from the cage. From the breasts. Two sources. Meeting in the middle.”

“Yes,” she said. The satisfaction in the single word, rich and low and pleased. “The gel is working. The pathways are building. Your breasts are becoming erogenous tissue. What you’re feeling is the beginning of what they’ll feel when they’re fully developed.”

The cage strained. The clitty pressed against the bars, the flesh swollen and throbbing, the thin pre-cum making the interior of the cage slick. The breast buds pulsed under my circling thumbs, each pulse synchronized with the rocking of my hips.

“Keep going,” she said. “Don’t stop rocking. Don’t stop touching your chest.”

I kept going. The dual rhythm: the hips rocking the cage against the mattress, the thumbs circling the breast buds through the camisole. The arousal built in layers, each rock adding to the accumulation of the previous one, the body climbing toward something it couldn’t reach because the cage prevented the completion. The wet sounds of the cage sliding against the damp fabric. The small sounds from my throat that I couldn’t contain. The heat from my breasts pouring downward into the denied, caged, weeping center of me.

“Tell me how close you are,” she said.

“Close,” I said. My voice was strained, breaking at the edges. “The edge. Right at it. The cage is. I can feel the prostate from the front. The breasts are. Everything is converging. I’m right there.”

“Hold it.”

I held it. The body at maximum, the cage preventing the completion, the breast buds aching under my thumbs, the entire arousal structure suspended at the threshold. The edge as a physical place, a cliff I could feel under me, the body’s weight leaning toward it and the cage holding me back by the smallest possible margin.

“Hold it,” she said again.

I held for ten seconds. Twenty. The effort of maintaining the threshold without tipping, the body wanting to go over and the cage denying the path. My thighs trembling. My nipples raw from the sustained pressure. The pre-cum running from the cage in a continuous thread, the sheet beneath me wet. Thirty seconds. The arousal screaming through every nerve the gel had sensitized, the body locked at the peak, the mind blank with the effort of holding.

“Now stop,” she said.

I stopped.

My hands went flat on the mattress. My hips went still. The arousal screamed through the cage, uncomplemented, unresolved, the edge pulling away as the stimulation ended and the body recognizing that nothing was coming. The denied release pulsing through me in waves that brought nothing, each wave smaller and more frustrating than the last, the cage dribbling its thin useless trickle.

“Good girl,” she said.

I breathed.

“Save it,” she said. “You’ll need the frustration. The academy works better when you arrive wanting.”

A pause in the recording.

“I’ll see you Sunday,” she said. “To check the cage. To check the collar. To make sure you’re ready.” Another pause. “I’m proud of you.”

The recording ended.

I lay on the cot in the dark with the earbuds in and the silence and the plastic tight against me and the nipples tender under the cotton and the denied edge pulsing through my body like a sustained note that wouldn’t decay.

She hadn’t let me come.

She hadn’t let me come because the denial was the point. The frustration was the point. The academy works better when you arrive wanting.

I was wanting.

I pressed the faded t-shirt to my face. The barest trace.



My phone buzzed.

Diego: Hey. Tomorrow’s your first day right? You nervous?

I looked at the screen.

I was nervous. The kind of nervous that existed underneath the arousal and the frustration, the anxiety of the unknown. A training academy. A cohort. Instructors. A program designed for people in my situation, Nyx had said, which meant: people in skirts with cages and collars and breast buds and six weeks of conditioning phrases running behind their eyes.

I typed: A little.

Diego: You’ll be fine. You’re stronger than you think.

I stared at the text.

That’s not a Nyx line, I typed.

Three dots.

No. That’s a me line.

I looked at the screen for a long time.

Then I set the phone on the nightstand and didn’t respond.

LYRA glowed. One line.

He didn’t have to text you. He chose to. Most of the men in your life don’t do that.

I didn’t respond to LYRA either.

But she was right.

I lay in the dark with the frustration and the cage and the collar and the A-cups sore against the camisole and thought about Diego’s text and Nyx’s voice and the academy and Monday and the taste that was still stored in the tissue of my throat.

The denial pressed.

The cage pressed its constant reminder.

Sleep came slowly, and when it did, the conditioning phrases came with it, running behind my eyes in the cadence her voice had given them, the phrases that didn’t need her presence anymore.

I am soft. I am yielding. This is who I am.

In the dark, on the cot, in the school uniform hanging on the bathroom door.

Ready.


Chapter 6: Enrollment

The following Monday. First full week of classes.

Zoe applied the makeup before dawn.

She didn’t ask. She came out of her room at five-fifteen with a small bag of cosmetics and sat on the edge of the cot and said “Face me” and I faced her and she went to work with the practiced efficiency of someone who had made a decision and wasn’t going to discuss it.

Foundation first, blended with her fingers, the coverage evening out the tone. Then mascara: the small wand close to my lashes, her hand steady, her face close to mine. Her gray-blue eyes, the same shade as mine, focused on the application with the concentration she usually reserved for clinic paperwork.

“Close,” she said. I closed my eyes.

She did the liner. Thin, precise, the kind of line that suggested rather than announced.

“Open.”

I opened.

She looked at her work.

“Good bone structure,” she said. Not a compliment, a clinical observation. She put the cap on the liner. “Lip balm. The tinted one.” She handed it to me. “Apply it yourself. You should know how by now.”

I applied it.

She looked at me.

She didn’t say anything for a moment.

“You look like Mom,” she said. Then she stood up and went to the kitchen and didn’t elaborate.

I sat on the cot in the school uniform with the makeup and the collar and the cage and processed what she’d said. She had never mentioned our mother to me in the three months I’d been here. She’d mentioned our mother approximately four times in the six years before that.

The shuttle arrived at six-forty-five.

Black, unmarked, the same one from Monday’s ride to Nyx’s. I got in. There were other people inside.



The shuttle held eight seats, four on each side, and three of them were occupied.

I found a seat and didn’t speak. The other passengers didn’t speak either. We sat in the tinted silence and looked at each other and didn’t look at each other.

They were all wearing the uniform.

The plaid skirt, the white blouse, the knee-highs, the Mary Janes. Three bodies in identical clothes, and the bodies were as varied as bodies can be: a tall one with dark skin and wide shoulders, fidgeting with the hem of her skirt. A small one with red hair and freckles, sitting perfectly still with her hands folded in her lap. And one who caught my eye and looked away immediately, broad-shouldered with a shadow of a beard beneath the foundation.

We all had collars. Different styles, different materials, but the same message.

The shuttle drove without speaking. We picked up two more students. By the time we turned onto a tree-lined road I didn’t recognize, there were six of us.

Six people in identical skirts, looking at the floor.

The estate materialized through the trees the way Nyx had materialized at the bar: it was simply not there, and then it was.

Ivy on stone walls. Iron gates that opened as the shuttle approached. A long gravel drive lined with trees that had been there longer than anyone in the vehicle. The building at the end was a renovated estate, large and old and maintained with the kind of money that doesn’t announce itself. On a brass plaque beside the main door: NewSiSco Training Institute.

The shuttle stopped.

We got out.



The main hall was larger than I expected. High ceiling, dark wood, the institutional warmth of a space that had been designed to feel prestigious and was now being used for something the original architects couldn’t have imagined.

Thirty students.

Thirty people in plaid skirts and white blouses, standing or sitting in clusters, the noise of them a low murmur that sounded like the first day at any school anywhere. Some talking, some silent, some looking at phones. All of them wearing the uniform. All of them with the same specific quality of newness or returning routine, the division between the ones who’d been here before and the ones, like me, who hadn’t.

I stood near the back with my packed lunch.

A woman walked to the podium at the front of the hall.

She was mid-forties, brunette, an elegant updo that looked effortless and wasn’t. Warm hazel eyes behind rectangular reading glasses. Pearl necklace and matching studs, a pencil skirt below the knee, a silk blouse buttoned to the collarbone. Her posture said respectable and her presence said dangerous and the combination was unsettling in a way I couldn’t immediately locate.

She adjusted her glasses.

“Welcome to your second chance,” she said.

Her voice was warm, measured, maternal without being soft. The hall went quiet.

“My name is Sylvia. I teach the partner track. Some of you know me. For those who are new: I teach what it means to be essential. Essential to a partner, essential to a household, essential to yourself. Etiquette. Pharmaceutical literacy. Emotional regulation.” She paused. “Dignity.”

She looked at the room.

“You’re here because someone decided you should be. Some of you want to be here. Some of you don’t know yet. Both of those positions are valid.” She smiled. “My job is to make sure that by the time you leave, you know who you are. Not who they told you to be. Who you actually are.”

She stepped aside.

A door at the side of the hall burst open.

The woman who came through it walked like a detonation with legs. Auburn hair, wild and curly and enormous, the kind of hair that existed in a permanent state of rebellion. Dark brown eyes under heavy smoky eye makeup. Full lips in bold red lipstick. A low-cut top that displayed tattoos on her right shoulder, roses and thorns, and cleavage that was categorically not being hidden. Fishnet stockings. Platform heels that added four inches and she was already five-eight without them. Hoop earrings catching the overhead light.

She walked to the front of the room and stood beside Sylvia with the energy of someone who had been waiting in the wings for her cue and was going to make it count.

“Sylvia’s gonna teach you how to set a table,” she said. Her voice was loud and delighted and direct. “I’m gonna teach you how to set a man on fire and charge him for the privilege.”

She grinned at the room.

“My name is Roxie. I teach the independence track. Technique, economics, the art of making someone else’s money your money without them noticing until it’s too late.” She cracked her knuckles. “Sylvia teaches wives. I teach survivors.”

Her eyes found me in the back of the hall.

Something in her gaze sharpened. The bedroom eyes narrowing slightly, the assessment running in real time.

“Oh, honey,” she said. Loud enough for the room. “You’re gonna be fun.”

Someone near the front laughed.

A murmur went through the room.

Sylvia looked at Roxie with an expression that was simultaneously exasperated and fond, the expression of someone who has been dealing with this particular force of nature for years and has made peace with the chaos.

“Thank you, Roxie,” she said. “As I was saying.”



At the back of the hall, a figure patrolled.

Hot pink hair, straight to the shoulders, blunt-cut bangs. Violet eyes that were probably contacts but conveyed their message regardless. A full latex outfit in pink and black, catsuit zipped to the throat, thigh-high boots with four-inch heels. A riding crop tapping against her palm in a rhythm that was either meditative or threatening, depending on which side of it you were on.

Beside her, close enough to touch, a smaller figure: blue-dyed pixie cut, choppy and uneven, dark brown roots showing. Elfin features, scared brown eyes, thin shoulders hunched in a school uniform that was slightly disheveled. A collar around her neck, attached to a thin leash that the pink-haired woman held loosely in her free hand.

The pink-haired woman caught me looking.

She held my gaze for two seconds. The violet eyes appraising, the crop tapping. She didn’t smile, didn’t frown. She noted my existence and filed it and moved on.

The small figure beside her glanced at me and looked away immediately, the reflexive flinch of someone who had learned to avoid eye contact as a survival mechanism.

I looked away.

The hall was full. Thirty students in identical uniforms. Two instructors at the front, one in pearls and one in platform heels. A disciplinarian in latex with a leashed submissive at the back. A renovated estate with a NewSiSco plaque on the door.

The cage tightened with my breathing.

The collar rested against my pulse, the leather absorbing my body heat.

Nyx’s words surfaced without being called, cycling through me on their own schedule.

I am soft. I am yielding.

A student beside me, the one with the shadow of a beard under her foundation, leaned close.

“Is this your first term?” she whispered.

“Yes,” I said.

“Mine too.” She swallowed. “I’m scared.”

I looked at her. The wide eyes, the foundation that couldn’t quite cover the jaw, the collar at her throat. The same situation in a different body.

“Me too,” I said.

She almost smiled.

Sylvia was still speaking at the front. Something about schedules and expectations and the importance of structure. Roxie was examining her nails with theatrical boredom.

Through the high windows, morning light fell across thirty plaid skirts.

LYRA buzzed once in my pocket. I didn’t check.

Whatever she had to say about this, I wasn’t ready to hear it.

The Headmistress was absent.

I noticed her absence the way you notice the silence after a sound stops: the space at the front of the hall where a third authority figure should have been, the empty chair on the stage. Sylvia and Roxie occupied their roles fully. But the empty chair occupied its own role with equal force.

Whoever sat in it was making a statement by not sitting in it.

I adjusted my skirt and waited.


Chapter 7: First Classes

Sylvia’s classroom smelled like fresh flowers and tea.

Not the institutional scrubbed-clean smell of the hallways, not the formal wood of the main hall. Flowers in a glass vase on her desk. A tea service on a side table, the china white with a thin gold rim. Soft lighting from floor lamps instead of the overhead fluorescents. The room was a sanctuary, deliberately constructed as one, beauty as defiance in a space designed for domination.

“Walking,” she said.

She held up a pair of heels. Three-inch stilettos, the kind that required commitment.

“Not running, not shuffling, not clomping. Walking. Heel to toe, chin level, shoulders back, core engaged.” She set the heels down. “You’re fighting the shoes. Stop fighting. The shoes know what they’re doing.”

She demonstrated.

The walk was effortless. Sylvia in her low heels moving across the classroom floor with the grace of someone who had been walking in heels for decades and had reached the point where the shoes were simply an extension of the body. Heel to toe. Chin level. Shoulders back. The pearls didn’t move.

“Now you,” she said.

Ten students. Ten pairs of heels retrieved from beneath our chairs, placed there before class. Mine were the same height as the nightclub boots Nyx had given me, three inches, but different. Narrow heel, pointed toe, the kind that demands precision.

I stood.

I walked.

The first three steps were bad. The heel catching wrong, my weight too far forward, the balance threatening to collapse at each contact with the floor. My ankles wobbled. My arms came out for balance.

Sylvia’s hands appeared at my shoulders. Warm, firm.

“Stop,” she said. She repositioned my shoulders. “Your weight is in the balls of your feet, not on the heels. That’s backward. Weight forward, heel sets first, toe follows. Like you’re pressing the floor down with each step rather than stepping onto it.”

She adjusted my hips.

“Here,” she said. “The axis is here. When the hip leads, the heel follows correctly.”

She was right. The adjustment changed the mechanics entirely. The hip leading, the heel setting, the toe following, the body finding a line through the center that hadn’t been available when I was fighting the shoes.

I walked again.

Better. Not good. But the wobble had stabilized and the stride had a shape that resembled intention rather than accident.

“Better,” Sylvia said. “You have good ankles. You’ll have this by the end of the week.”

She moved to the next student.



The second exercise was intimate dining.

“Partner selection theory,” Sylvia said, “is the study of how to make yourself indispensable to the person sitting across from you. The core skill is attention. Not performance. Attention.”

She produced a tray from behind her desk: strawberries, cream in a small bowl, cloth napkins.

“Pair up,” she said. “Sit facing each other. One feeds, one receives. Then switch.”

I was paired with the red-haired student from the shuttle. Close up, she was delicate, freckled, the foundation light, green eyes with a nervousness that was different from mine: anticipatory rather than fearful.

We sat facing each other.

“Take a strawberry,” Sylvia said. “Dip it in the cream. Hold it to your partner’s mouth. Maintain eye contact throughout. Your partner opens their mouth and takes the strawberry from your fingers. Your fingers stay at their lips until the strawberry is gone.”

I dipped a strawberry.

I held it to her mouth.

She opened. Her lips closed around the fruit and my fingers simultaneously, the warmth of her mouth against my fingertips, her tongue catching the drip of cream from my thumb. Her green eyes held mine.

The plastic tightened.

The sensation of someone’s mouth on my fingers while maintaining eye contact: intimate, practiced, the kind of intimacy that instruction makes deliberate. This was a classroom exercise. This was two students learning partner care. And it was sending the cage into a sustained strain that the bars translated into internal pressure.

“Switch,” Sylvia said.

She fed me. The strawberry at my lips, her fingers warm, the cream sweet and cold, her mouth slightly parted as she watched me eat from her hand. The eye contact sustained. The deliberateness of it: not seduction but instruction, the act of feeding and being fed as a practice of attention.

My cage leaked through the exercise. The thin stream through the slit, soaking through the underwear. The sustained low-level arousal of being touched intimately in a classroom setting, surrounded by other students doing the same thing, the normalization of closeness.

Sylvia walked between the pairs.

She said nothing about the cage leak. She said nothing about the flushed faces or the breath that had shortened across the room. She simply observed, corrected posture, adjusted hand positions, and moved on.

“Good,” she said to the room. “First lesson in partner care: pay attention to what their body tells you. The mouth says one thing. The breath says another. Believe the breath.”



Roxie’s classroom was different.

No flowers. No tea service. Bright overhead lighting that hid nothing. A long table along one wall with mounted training dildos bolted to the surface at regular intervals, each one slightly different in size and color, angled upward at forty-five degrees.

“Okay, girls,” Roxie said. She clapped her hands once, the rings on her fingers making a sharp sound. “Sylvia taught you how to feed strawberries. I’m gonna teach you how to eat something else.”

She walked to the table and picked up the nearest mounted dildo, demonstrating with the casual authority of someone who had done this ten thousand times.

“Rule one: teeth are for food. Your mouth is not your teeth. Your mouth is your lips, your tongue, and your throat. If I see teeth, you start over.” She looked at the room. “Rule two: hand on the base. Your hand controls depth when your throat isn’t ready for it. Your tongue does the work. Underside, flat, pressure up. That’s where the nerve bundle is. That’s what they feel.” She demonstrated with theatrical precision, her mouth working the silicone with a technique that was instructional and mesmerizing simultaneously. “Rule three: breathe through your nose. If you can’t breathe, you’ve gone too deep too soon. Pull back, breathe, go again.”

She pulled off the dildo with a wet pop.

“Questions?”

Silence.

“Great. Find a station.”



I stood in front of a mounted dildo. The silicone was firm, slightly warm from the room, positioned at mouth height, angled upward at forty-five degrees like the others. The shaft was flesh-toned, veined, the level of anatomical detail designed to eliminate any pretense about what this exercise was training for. The other students arranged themselves at their own stations. The room was quiet except for Roxie’s heels clicking between stations and the first tentative wet sounds of mouths meeting silicone.

I leaned forward.

My lips touched the tip. The silicone was smooth, the shape approximating the real thing in a way that immediately brought Diego to mind: the stretch of my lips around a girth that required my jaw to open fully, the memory of the warmth that silicone couldn’t replicate, the salt that was absent here but vivid in recall.

I took it in.

The first two inches were manageable. The lips sealed around the shaft, the tongue pressed flat against the underside, finding the molded ridge that simulated the frenulum, the technique from Nyx’s oral training translating from her body to the training device. I breathed through my nose.

Deeper.

The gag arrived at the three-inch mark. The throat closing reflexively, saliva flooding around the shaft, the rejection instinct that the body has when something reaches the back of the throat. My eyes watered immediately. I pulled back, breathing, a string of saliva connecting my lips to the tip, the reflex subsiding.

Roxie appeared beside me.

“Good instinct on the pull-back,” she said. “Most newbies force through the gag and choke. You listened to your body.” She put one hand on the back of my head, light, not pushing. “Try again. Slower. When you feel the gag, don’t fight it. Just relax the throat. Let it open. You’re not choking. You’re opening. Think about the anal work. Same principle. Your throat is a muscle. It does what you tell it.”

I tried again.

Down. Lips, tongue, the first two inches easy, the wet sounds of my mouth on the silicone audible in the classroom’s clinical quiet. The third inch: the gag approached and I relaxed into it rather than against it, breathing through my nose, the throat softening, the resistance melting rather than breaking. The dildo slid past the point where the gag had been, the silicone entering the throat.

Four inches.

The fullness expanded down my throat. Not painful. Strange, and present, and requiring a specific kind of surrender that had nothing to do with the physical mechanics and everything to do with the mental ones: the throat opening because I was telling it to open, the body accepting depth because I was allowing it. The sensation of something seated in the back of my mouth and the top of my throat simultaneously, the jaw stretched wide, the lips sealed around the shaft’s circumference.

Five inches.

The base of my throat. Full. The silicone seated deep, my lips nearly at the base, my nose close to the mounting plate. The sensation of being completely occupied in the throat, the fullness pressing against the walls of the esophagus, the same completeness that the vibrator produced in a different opening. The cage strained beneath my skirt, the arousal from the throat’s occupation inexplicable and undeniable, the clitty swelling against the bars as if the fullness in one part of my body sent a sympathetic signal to every other part.

“Hold,” Roxie said. “Five seconds. Don’t pull off. Just hold.”

I held. The throat around the dildo, the breath through my nose measured and careful, the cage straining beneath my skirt from the combination of the throat’s occupation and the position on my knees and the vulnerability of having something that deep in me. Saliva pooled at the base of the dildo and ran down my chin.

“Release,” she said.

I pulled back. Slowly, the way she’d demonstrated, the lips maintaining suction on the way up, the tongue pressing on the underside, the withdrawal controlled rather than desperate, the wet drag of the silicone leaving my throat inch by inch.

The dildo cleared my lips. A thick strand of saliva stretched and broke.

I breathed.

“Again,” she said. “Same depth. This time when you reach the bottom, swallow around it. The swallowing reflex creates a milking action. On a real cock, that’s the difference between amateur and professional.”

I went down again. The throat opened on the second pass without the gag, the muscle memory forming in real time, the body learning faster than the mind could process the implications of what it was learning. At full depth I swallowed, the throat closing around the silicone, the muscles gripping and releasing, the constriction traveling up the shaft in a wave. The sensation was startlingly intimate: my throat massaging the dildo, the muscles working with a purpose that felt instinctive rather than instructed.

“There you go,” Roxie said. “That’s the swallowing reflex working for you instead of against you. When you do that on a real cock, it’s the difference between a blowjob and a religious experience. Men will remember that for the rest of their lives.”

She moved to the next station.

I kept practicing. Down, hold, swallow, release. Down, hold, swallow, release. The rhythm forming, the technique building, the throat becoming familiar with the depth, the gag reflex quieting with each repetition until the full five inches slid in without resistance, my lips reaching the base, the throat opening and closing around the shaft with a fluency that would have been unimaginable a week ago. The cage leaked steadily through the exercise, the arousal from the oral occupation sustained and continuous, the underwear saturated.

On the sixth pass, I went to full depth and swallowed around the shaft the way she’d taught me, the throat gripping hard, the suction at its maximum, and the dildo’s ejaculate mechanism triggered. The suction and depth activated a pressure sensor at the base and warm liquid flooded the back of my throat without warning, a sudden thick rush that filled my mouth.

The taste was: simulated. Not Diego’s cum, not real, but close enough in consistency and warmth that the memory fired and the swallow happened without permission. The trained reflex. The same reflex from Thursday night, the throat closing around the mouthful, the warm liquid sliding down, the body performing the action it had learned on a real cock and applying it to the training device without distinguishing between the two. A second pulse from the mechanism followed the first, filling my mouth again, the liquid running from the corners of my lips.

I swallowed and the cage leaked harder and my eyes watered and I held still until the liquid was gone, the residue coating my tongue and the back of my throat.

Roxie applauded.

One person. Clapping in a classroom of ten students on their knees in front of mounted dildos, saliva on their chins and simulated cum in their throats.

“Gold star, new girl,” she said. “Natural.”

I knelt there with my eyes watering and the simulated cum coating the back of my throat and my chin wet with saliva and the cage soaking through my underwear and processed the fact that I had just earned praise for deep-throating a dildo until it came in my mouth.

I had earned praise.

For sucking cock.

The bars bit harder at that thought than they had at any of the physical sensations.



The shuttle home.

Six students in identical uniforms, all of them quieter than they’d been that morning. The quiet of people who have been taken to a place they weren’t at before and are sitting with the transit.

I sat by the window.

Streetlights slid across the tinted glass and vanished.

My throat was slightly raw from the training. The jaw ached from the sustained opening. The cage was wet from four hours of sustained arousal. The nipples were tender from pressing against the blouse all day.

LYRA buzzed.

First day complete. Two instructors evaluated you. Sylvia notes: good posture instinct, strong eye contact during intimate dining. Roxie notes: minimal gag reflex resistance, swallowing reflex above average, technique forming rapidly.

I stared at the screen.

Nyx has been sent a summary, LYRA added. She said: “Gold star.”

I set the phone aside on the seat.

The city moved.

The shuttle delivered me to Zoe’s block.

I climbed the stairs to the apartment with the taste of simulated cum and cream-and-strawberry still layered in my mouth and the collar pressing and the cage pressing and the knowledge that I had to do this again tomorrow.

And Wednesday.

And Thursday.

And every day until the term ended.

Zoe had left a plate of food in the microwave. No note.

I ate standing up.

The cage held its quiet pressure.

The throat was raw.

The praise was still there, sitting in my chest where all the praise sat, before the defenses could reach it.

Gold star, new girl.


Chapter 8: Empty

Roxie’s anal relaxation class was Tuesday afternoon.

“Okay, girls,” she said. She set three plugs on the table in front of the room, arranged by size, the graduated progression visible. “Today we’re going to talk about your most important asset. And I don’t mean your face.”

She picked up the first plug. Small, tapered, manageable.

“This is where everybody starts. This is training wheels. You should be able to take this without thinking about it.” She set it down and picked up the second. Wider, longer, the taper more pronounced. “This is where most of you are going to spend the next two weeks. This is the learning plug. This is where your body figures out that fullness isn’t a problem, it’s a solution.” She picked up the third. The third was substantial. Not enormous, but the volume was clearly a step up, the kind of size that demanded real attention. “This is where the magic happens. This is the one that finds the prostate angle and stays there. This is the one you’ll miss when it’s gone.”

She set it down.

“Breathing exercises first,” she said. “Your hole is a muscle. Like any muscle, it responds to tension and release. If you tense against the plug, it hurts and your body says no. If you breathe and release, it opens and your body says: oh, that’s what this is for.”

She handed out plugs. The first size for everyone.

“Lube generously,” she said. “Your hole is not a vagina. It doesn’t make its own. Never cheap out on lube. This is where half the bad experiences in your life will come from: insufficient lubrication.” She produced bottles and set them on the tables. “Now. Breathe in for four. Release for four. On the release, insert.”



The first plug went in easily.

My body didn’t resist. Three months of Nyx’s training, the sessions, the vibrator, the purpose-built device, the prostate work: the muscles recognized what was happening and opened without the fight they’d put up the first time Nyx’s finger had pressed against me in her bedroom.

The plug seated. Small. Present. The tapered base sitting flush against the entrance, the body inside holding it, the fullness minimal but noticeable.

“Good,” Roxie said, walking between the stations. “Breathe. Let your body adjust. The plug isn’t invading. It’s visiting. Be a good host.”

Two minutes.

The second plug.

Wider. The insertion required a deliberate release, the muscles stretching around the widest point and then closing around the narrower neck. The breath technique worked: release on the exhale, the body opening, the plug sliding past the resistance point and seating itself.

This one was different.

The volume filled more space. The internal pressure was present, the walls of my body conforming to the shape of the plug, the angle not quite reaching the prostate but close enough that I could feel the warmth from proximity. The cage strained. The arousal arriving from inside, from the fullness, from the body interpreting the occupation as preparation for something.

“Second plug is the teaching plug,” Roxie said. “This is where your body learns what fullness means. Not discomfort. Not pain. Fullness. The sensation of having something inside you that belongs there.” She paused beside my station. “How’s that feel, new girl?”

“Full,” I said.

“Good full or bad full?”

I sat with the question. The plug pressed against the walls. The cage squeezed from outside. The A-cups ached under the blouse.

“Good full,” I said.

“That’s the right answer.” She moved on.



The third plug.

Roxie came to me personally. She had me lie on my side on the padded mat, knees drawn up, the position that opened the angle. She lubed the third plug generously, the cool gel against my skin.

“Breathe,” she said. “In for four, out for four. On the out, I’m going in.”

I breathed.

On the exhale, she pressed.

The third plug was wider than anything I’d taken. The resistance arrived, the body’s initial refusal, the muscles clenching against the intrusion. But Roxie’s hand was patient and her pressure was consistent and she held the plug at the resistance point without pushing, just: waiting.

“There it is,” she said. “That’s the reflex. It’s lying to you. Your body can take this. It just doesn’t know that yet. Breathe again.”

I breathed.

On the second exhale, the muscles released. The plug slid past the widest point, the stretch acute and burning for one second, and then the body closed around the narrower neck and the plug was seated and the fullness was: total.

The third plug found the prostate.

Not pressed against it the way the purpose-built device pressed, with precision and intent. The third plug encompassed the prostate, the volume of it wrapping around the gland from multiple angles, the widest part of the plug sitting directly behind the gland, the sustained pressure from all directions simultaneously. The warmth exploded from inside and radiated outward through my pelvis and thighs and stomach in a hot, expanding bloom. The cage leaked immediately, not the thin trickle of the first two plugs but a sudden stream through the slit, the pre-cum running down the outside of the cage, the body’s response to the prostate being comprehensively engaged for the first time by something this size. My muscles clenched around the plug involuntarily, and the clenching drove the plug deeper and harder against the gland, and the gland responded by sending another wave of pleasure outward, which made the muscles clench again. A feedback loop. Pleasure producing contraction producing pressure producing more pleasure.

I gasped. The sound was louder than I intended. A student at the next mat glanced over.

“There we go,” Roxie said. Her hand on my hip, warm, steadying. “That’s the prostate getting what it wants. The third plug finds the angle and stays there. Every movement you make from now on, every shift, every breath, the plug adjusts against the prostate and the prostate responds. It’s going to feel like your body is humming. That’s normal. That’s the gland telling you it was built for this kind of contact.”

I lay on the mat with the third plug fully seated and the cage leaking its thin stream onto the padded surface and the prostate throbbing in time with my heartbeat and pleasure uncoiling from inside me in slow heavy waves, filling my entire lower body with a warmth that made my thighs tremble and my toes curl in the Mary Janes. The A-cups ached against the blouse, the nipples hardening in sympathy with the prostate’s engagement, the two erogenous zones communicating across the interior of my body.

“Gold star again,” Roxie said. She gave me a light pat on the hip. “You’ve been practicing.”

“I haven’t,” I said. My voice was thick, the words coming out through the sustained pleasure like speech through water.

“Then your body was ready before you were.” She smiled. The smile that was simultaneously warm and knowing and slightly predatory. “That’s not shame, sweetheart. That’s your body telling you what it already knows.”

She moved to the next student.



She removed the third plug after ten minutes.

The withdrawal was slow, her hand guiding it, the stretch at the widest point sharp and brief, and then the plug cleared and the muscles closed and the sensation that arrived was:

Nothing.

Not nothing as in absence of pain. Not nothing as in relief.

Nothing as in: something was missing.

The space where the plug had been was empty. The prostate had been comprehensively engaged for ten minutes, the warmth sustaining, the fullness total, and now: no contact. No pressure. No warmth. The walls closing around air. The internal space that had been occupied now vacant, and the vacancy was its own sensation, its own event.

I shifted on the mat.

The emptiness shifted with me. Not a sharp sensation, not pain, just: the awareness that something should be there and wasn’t. The prostate had been receiving sustained pressure and was now receiving nothing and the nothing felt wrong. Not in the way that something harmful feels wrong. In the way that something incomplete feels wrong.

I sat up.

The emptiness followed.

“Uncomfortable?” Roxie said. She was watching me from across the room.

I opened my mouth to say no. Then I stopped.

“Something’s missing,” I said.

She nodded. The slow nod of someone who has heard that sentence a hundred times and knows exactly what it means.

“Yeah,” she said. “That’s the beginning. That’s when your hole goes from being something that opens when told to, to being something that asks to be filled.” She let that sit. “Welcome to the next phase.”



The next class was Sylvia’s. Posture, poise, the theory of presenting yourself as essential. I sat in my chair with the third plug gone and the emptiness present and the cage pressing and tried to concentrate on Sylvia’s lecture about body language and the psychology of first impressions.

Every time I shifted in my chair, the emptiness pulsed.

It wasn’t pain. It was craving. The yearning of tissue that had been stimulated and was now unstimulated, the nerve endings that Roxie’s plug had activated now firing requests at nothing. The walls of me, empty, wanting.

I shifted again.

The cage bore down harder.

Sylvia looked at me once during the lecture. A brief glance, warm, knowing. She said nothing.

At lunch, LYRA buzzed.

New task from Mistress. Wear the second plug to your afternoon classes. Leave it in until you get home.

I stared at the screen.

The second plug. The teaching plug. The one Roxie had said I’d spend the next two weeks with.

I went to the bathroom.

I lubed it from the small tube in my bag that Nyx had sent with the uniform. I inserted it, the muscles opening without resistance this time, the familiarity of the morning’s session making the insertion almost casual. The plug seated. The fullness returned, not the total engagement of the third plug but present, real, the walls conforming around the shape, the proximity to the prostate constant if not direct.

I pulled my underwear up over the plug’s base.

I went to afternoon classes.



Sylvia’s etiquette lesson. Posture review. The seated position, the standing position, the walking transition between them. I sat in my chair with the plug inside me and concentrated on keeping my spine straight and my shoulders back and my chin level while the plug pressed against my prostate with every microscopic adjustment of my position.

Every time I crossed my legs, the plug shifted.

The prostate fired.

The cage leaked.

I crossed my legs without thinking about it. The automatic gesture, the feminine posture that had been forming since the conditioning sessions, the legs folding one over the other with the ease of muscle memory. I didn’t realize I’d done it until the plug shifted and the prostate sent a pulse through the cage and I felt the thin leak through the slit.

LYRA buzzed.

First automatic feminine posture. Unprompted. Unnoticed until I told you.

I looked at my legs. Crossed. Right over left. The knee-high socks, the skirt fallen across my thighs. I hadn’t thought about it. The body had done it the way the body did everything now: without consulting the mind.

I uncrossed.

The plug shifted again.

I recrossed.

The cycle continued through the entire class. The plug pressing, the prostate responding, the cage leaking, the legs crossing and uncrossing and crossing. The concentration required to maintain the posture Sylvia was teaching while the plug slowly edged me from inside was immense. Every correction she made, every adjustment, required a shift in position that translated through the plug to the prostate.

By the end of the class, my underwear was soaked.

The cage had been leaking for ninety minutes.

Sylvia looked at me on the way out.

“You look flushed,” she said. Warm. Knowing.

“I’m fine,” I said.

“Of course you are, dear,” she said.

I walked to the shuttle with the plug pressing with every step, the base seated against me, the internal presence constant and insistent and already becoming the new baseline of what my body expected to contain.

On the shuttle, I sat down.

The sitting shifted the plug to a new angle and the prostate engaged fully and I gasped, quietly, the sound contained but real.

Nobody looked at me.

Or everyone was too busy dealing with their own situations to notice.

Buildings and traffic slid by outside the glass.

I sat with the plug and the cage and the fullness and the awareness that I’d crossed my legs without thinking for the first time in my life.

LYRA: Nyx has reviewed the compliance report. Task confirmed as completed. She says: “Good girl.”

The words settled into the familiar place.

They always did.

The cage sat snug against me. The plug settled.

I was full and leaking and sitting in a shuttle with five other students in identical skirts and the city going past and the words good girl settling into the place in my chest where they lived now.


Chapter 9: Plugged

Wednesday. The second plug before class.

I inserted it at Zoe’s apartment. Five-thirty in the morning, standing in the bathroom with the lube and the plug and the mirror showing me the face that read female in the low light and the collar at my throat and the cage visible when the skirt rode up.

The insertion was routine now. The muscles opened on the exhale, the plug sliding in with the familiarity of something the body had accepted, the widest point passing the entrance without the burn of the first time. The plug seated. The fullness arrived.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

The face. The collar. The breast buds. The skirt. The plug, invisible but present, the weight of it inside me, the prostate already registering the proximity.

I pulled my underwear up over the base. Smoothed the skirt.

I went to school.



Sylvia’s morning class. Etiquette and partner-selection theory.

“The question of who you partner with,” Sylvia said, adjusting her reading glasses, “is the most consequential decision you will make. Not what you wear, not what you learn, not what you can do with your mouth.” A meaningful glance toward the direction of Roxie’s classroom. “Who you choose to serve determines the shape of your life.”

I sat in my chair with the plug pressed inside me and listened.

She lectured on types. The protector type. The provider type. The exhibitionist who wanted to display you. The possessive who wanted to own you. The tender one who wanted to care for you. The cruel one who wanted to break you.

“All of these are real,” she said. “All of these exist in the people you will encounter. Your job is not to avoid the dangerous ones. Your job is to understand which kind of danger you can survive inside and which kind will destroy you.”

She paused.

“Some of you already know your type,” she said. “Some of you are already inside one. The question is whether you chose it or it chose you.”

The plug shifted when I leaned forward to write a note. The prostate fired. The cage leaked.

I sat still and breathed through the pulse.

Every shift in the chair translated through the plug. The movement of my torso adjusting posture, the weight redistributing on the seat, the angle changing by fractions of degrees. Each fraction produced a new contact point between the plug and the prostate, and each contact point sent a pulse through the cage. The sustained low-level arousal of sitting in a classroom while being slowly edged by my own body.

I crossed my legs.

Again, without thinking. The right leg over the left, the natural feminine posture, the one LYRA had logged yesterday. The crossing shifted the plug to a deeper angle, the base pressing more firmly against the entrance, the internal tip rotating against the prostate wall, and the gland engaged fully, the warmth exploding outward through my pelvis. I made a small sound, barely audible, the intake of breath that was all I allowed myself, my thighs clamping together around the cage, the clitty throbbing against the bars, a fresh thread of pre-cum soaking through the already-saturated underwear.

Sylvia glanced at me.

Her eyes: warm, knowing. The slight curve of her lips that wasn’t quite a smile. She saw the flush on my face, the grip on the chair’s edge, the crossed legs trembling slightly. She said nothing. She went back to her lecture.

“The intimate dining exercise,” she announced ten minutes later. “Partner work. Same pairs as yesterday.”



The red-haired student. Green eyes, freckles, the nervousness from yesterday replaced by something more settled. She sat across from me with the tray of strawberries between us.

“Your turn first,” she said.

I picked up a strawberry. Dipped it in the cream. Held it to her mouth.

The act was the same as yesterday. The eye contact, the sustained attention, the intimacy of feeding someone by hand. Her lips closed around the fruit and my fingers, the warmth of her mouth, the tongue catching the cream from my thumb.

The plug pressed from inside.

The dual sensation: the intimacy of the exercise from outside and the fullness of the plug from inside. The cage strained at both simultaneously. The leak through the slit, the thin stream that had been continuous since the morning insertion, increased.

“Are you okay?” she said. Looking at my face.

My face was flushed. I could feel the heat in my cheeks, the blood close to the surface, the body’s announcement that something internal was happening.

“Fine,” I said.

I was not fine. I was being slowly edged by a plug in the middle of Sylvia’s classroom while feeding strawberries to a freckled student with green eyes and the cage was soaking through my underwear and my skirt and possibly into the chair.

“Switch,” Sylvia said.

She fed me. The strawberry at my lips. Her eyes on mine. The cream cold and sweet. Her fingers warm against my mouth.

I shifted in the chair as she fed me and the plug pressed and the prostate fired and I gasped.

She paused. The strawberry halfway to my mouth.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” she said.

“Yes,” I said. “Just. Sensitive today.”

She fed me the rest of the strawberry. I chewed and swallowed and the cream was sweet and the cage was leaking and the plug was pressing and the classroom was warm and Sylvia was walking between the pairs with the patient assessment she brought to everything.

She stopped beside us.

She looked at me for a moment.

The warm hazel eyes. The slight tilt of her head.

She said nothing.

She moved on.

The exercise ended. I sat in my chair with the plug and the cage and the sustained arousal that had been building for three hours and the awareness that this was going to be the rest of the day.



The afternoon: Sylvia’s posture lab. Standing exercises. The line from heel through hip through shoulder through crown.

“Stand,” she said. “Feet together. Shoulders back. Crown lifting. Imagine a string from the ceiling through the top of your head, pulling you up. You are not standing. You are being lifted.”

I stood.

The plug adjusted to the standing position. The weight of it settling differently, the gravity pulling it slightly down, the base pressing more firmly against the entrance, the internal tip shifting to a new angle against the prostate. Standing with the plug was different from sitting with the plug. Standing engaged muscles that adjusted the plug’s position continuously, micro-corrections, the body’s stabilization system constantly recalibrating around the foreign object inside it.

“Walk,” Sylvia said. “Three steps forward, pause, three steps back. The walking exercise from yesterday. Heel to toe, chin level.”

I walked.

Each step shifted the plug.

Each shift pressed the prostate.

Each press sent the cage straining.

Three steps forward: the plug rocking with the hip motion, the internal tip tracing a small arc against the prostate wall, the warmth pulsing with each step. Pause: the plug settling, the prostate maintaining contact, the sustained pressure. Three steps back: the reverse motion, the plug shifting again, the prostate responding.

“Good,” Sylvia said. “Your walk is improving. The hip is leading. Let it lead more.”

I let the hip lead.

The hip leading changed the plug’s internal trajectory. The motion became circular rather than linear, the plug’s tip describing a small orbit around the prostate with each step rather than pressing and releasing. The effect was more sustained. More continuous. More impossible to ignore.

I walked.

I walked with the plug circling inside me and the cage leaking and the breast buds aching against the blouse and Sylvia’s voice correcting my posture and the fifteen other students walking their own three-step patterns around me.

The concentration required was enormous.

The arousal was enormous.

I was being edged by walking.



By the time the shuttle arrived, the plug had been inside me for twelve hours.

The sustained pressure had not diminished. It had not become background. The prostate had maintained its sensitivity through the entire day, the gel-enhanced nerve endings responding to every shift and step and breath with the same fidelity as the first hour.

Twelve hours of sustained near-edge arousal.

The cage had leaked through two pairs of underwear. The skirt had a damp spot I’d kept covered with my hands in my lap.

On the shuttle, I sat down.

The sitting compressed the plug to its deepest angle. The prostate engaged fully. The pulse flooded outward, the pelvic floor responding, the thighs responding, the stomach responding.

I gripped the seat.

I breathed.

I did not come. The cage prevented it. The arousal built and built and found no exit and stayed at the edge and the edge stayed and stayed and stayed.

At Zoe’s apartment, I went directly to the bathroom.

I removed the plug.

The withdrawal was slow, the muscles releasing the widest point, the plug sliding free. The emptiness arrived immediately, the same emptiness from yesterday’s class: the space where the plug had been, now vacant, the prostate disengaged, the walls closing around nothing.

The emptiness was worse today than yesterday.

Twelve hours of fullness. Twelve hours of the plug as a constant, the body organized around it, the prostate expecting it. And now: nothing. The nothing was a sensation. The nothing was an event. The nothing said: something should be here and isn’t.

I stood in the bathroom with the plug in one hand and the emptiness inside me and the cage pressing and the arousal that had been building for twelve hours nowhere to go.

I looked at the plug.

I looked at my face in the mirror.

The gray-blue eyes. The collar. The face that had been maintaining composure through a twelve-hour edging session in a school uniform.

I put the plug in the sink.

I went to the cot.

I lay down.

The emptiness followed.

LYRA: Plug task completed. Duration: twelve hours, fourteen minutes. Arousal sustained above 7.0 for the entire period. Nyx says: “The body is learning what it needs. Don’t interfere with the process.”

I set the phone aside.

The emptiness pressed.

The cage reminded me with every breath.

I lay on the cot and felt the absence of the plug the way you feel the absence of anything your body has decided it requires: a craving, not a memory. A need, not a preference.

Something should be inside me and wasn’t.

The recognition sat in my chest and didn’t resolve.

I reached for the t-shirt under my pillow.

The scent was almost gone.

I pressed it to my face and breathed and felt the emptiness and the cage and the collar and the twelve hours of accumulated denial pressing against the inside of me from every direction.

Zoe knocked on the wall.

“Food in the microwave,” she said. Through the door. “Eat.”

I ate.

The emptiness stayed.


Chapter 10: The Photo

The bathroom at the academy had white tile and fluorescent lighting and the kind of mirror that showed everything.

I was washing my hands between classes when the door opened behind me and a body filled the doorframe with the energy of someone looking for something to break.

Buzzcut blond. Military-short. Mean blue eyes beneath a heavy brow ridge. Six feet, two hundred pounds of gym-rat bulk, thick neck, heavy arms, barrel chest. Scarred knuckles. A broken crooked nose. School uniform strained across the shoulders, tight white t-shirt underneath the open blouse.

He walked to the sink beside mine.

He looked at me in the mirror.

“You’re new,” he said.

“Yes,” I said.

“I can tell.” He turned off his tap. He didn’t dry his hands. He looked at me in the mirror with those mean blue eyes. “You’re pretty for a freak.”

The words connected the way a slap connects: before you can prepare for the impact.

“What,” I said.

He moved fast. One hand on my shoulder, spinning me, shoving me backward into the sink. My lower back hit the porcelain edge. The shock of the impact went through the cage and up my spine.

“Welcome to school, bitch,” he said. Flat. Not angry. Casual, the tone of someone performing a routine they’ve performed many times. He slapped me. Open palm, across the cheek, the force calibrated to humiliate rather than injure. The sound of it echoed off the tile.

My face turned with the impact. The sting spreading across my cheek. The cage clenched. The collar bit at my throat.

He looked at me for a moment.

“Pretty things get used up here,” he said. “Remember that.”

He left.

I stood against the sink with my cheek stinging and my hands shaking and the fluorescent light showing everything in the mirror: the red mark on my face, the collar, the breast buds against the blouse, the eyes wide and wet.

I breathed.

I put cold water on my face.

I went to the cafeteria.



“Brett is a cockroach.”

The voice came from the table nearest the window. A girl in a corseted top and ripped fishnets sat across from an empty chair, black lipstick, purple streaks in jet-black hair, a nose ring catching the light. She was looking at me with gray-green eyes under heavy black eyeliner.

“He crunches easy,” she said. “Sit.”

I sat.

She pushed a coffee across the table. Black, steaming, from the machine in the corner.

“Daria,” she said. “Third term. I know Brett. He does that to every new student. His version of a welcome wagon.” She looked at my cheek. “He hit you?”

“Slapped.”

“Classic.” She picked up her own coffee. “He’s been doing that for two terms. The Headmistress doesn’t stop him because she can’t.” She took a drink. “He has something on her. That’s all you need to know for now.”

I looked at her. The corseted top, the thick curves, the pale skin, the D-cup breasts barely contained. Dark burgundy lipstick now that I looked closer. Silver chains and pendants layered around her neck. Chipped black nail polish. The ensemble of someone who had decided that if she was going to be at a place like this, she was going to be at it on her own terms.

“Why are you telling me this,” I said.

“Because you didn’t cry when he hit you.” She set the coffee down. “Most of them cry. You stood there and put cold water on your face and walked to the cafeteria.” She looked at me. “That’s either stupid or interesting and I’ve got nothing else to do during lunch.”

I drank the coffee.

It was terrible. I drank it anyway.

“Welcome to Sissy School,” she said. “Where the bullies have blackmail material and the teachers have sex tapes.”

She said it with the practiced delivery of a line she’d used before. The dark humor as a scalpel, the nihilism as armor.

I almost smiled.

She noticed.

“Oh good,” she said. “You have a face for smiling. Don’t let Brett take that away.” She leaned back. “Stick with me. I know where the exits are, even if I don’t use them.”



After lunch. Between classes. The academy bathroom again.

LYRA buzzed.

New task from Mistress.

I opened the message.

Send me a photo. Uniform on. Bra off. Natural light.

I stared at the screen.

The bathroom. The same bathroom Brett had shoved me in an hour ago. The white tile, the fluorescent light, the mirror that showed everything.

I looked at the door. Locked.

I looked at the mirror.

I reached behind my back and unhooked the bralette through the blouse. The clasps releasing, the support falling away, the breast buds settling against the white cotton without the structure of the bra holding them. The nipples pressed against the thin fabric, the tissue visible through the cotton, the A-cups making their shapes clear against the white.

I held the phone up.

The mirror. The blouse. The breast buds visible through the fabric, the nipples pressing, the collar at my throat, the face that read female with the mark of Brett’s slap still faintly pink on one cheek.

Natural light: the bathroom’s overhead was fluorescent, not natural. I moved to the window. A high window, frosted, letting in the gray morning light. I stood in the light and held the phone up.

The breast buds were visible. The nipples were visible. The collar was visible. The face, my face, looking at the camera with steady eyes.

I took the photo.

I looked at it.

The person in the photo was a girl in a school uniform with no bra, her breasts pressing against the thin fabric, her collar at her throat, her eyes steady and wet and something else. The something else was what stopped me from deleting it. The something else was: this person looked like someone worth looking at. Not despite the vulnerability. Because of it.

I sent it.

Two minutes passed.

LYRA: She said “pretty.”

A pause.

She also said “mine.”

I stared at the screen.

Both words arrived. Pretty settled where it had always settled, in the place that had stopped flinching at it, the place that had started to expect it, the place that heard pretty and felt something warm rather than something wrong. Mine went somewhere different. Mine went deeper, into the place where the collar pressed, where the cage pressed, where the words Yes, Mistress lived.

Pretty and mine.

I put the bra back on.

My eyes were wet.

I didn’t know why they were wet. The words weren’t cruel. They weren’t humiliating. They were Nyx at a distance, through LYRA, through the phone, saying the things she said when she looked at me in person: you are pretty, you are mine. And the wet eyes were the response to hearing those things after Brett’s slap and Daria’s coffee and Roxie’s gold star and Sylvia’s warm glance.

I went to my next class with glossed eyes and the photo on my phone and the bra back on and the cage reminding me with every step and the plug I’d inserted before afternoon classes settling deeper and the collar warm at my throat and the two words sitting in my chest.

Pretty.

Mine.



The shuttle home.

I sat with my phone and looked at the photo.

The girl in the photo looked back at me. The breast buds through the blouse. The collar. The eyes.

I thought about what mine meant in the context of a woman who was across the city, who hadn’t seen me in person since Sunday, who was remote-controlling my body and my compliance through a phone and an AI and a system of tasks that I completed without resistance because the resistance had gone quiet.

I thought about what pretty meant when you took a photo of yourself with no bra in a school bathroom because a woman told you to and the photo looked like something you wanted to look at.

The shuttle moved through the city.

At home, Zoe was at the table.

She looked at me.

“Someone hit you,” she said. Looking at my cheek.

“A student,” I said.

Her expression shifted. The flat gray-blue eyes doing something they didn’t do often: narrowing.

“Did you hit back?”

“No.”

She looked at my cheek for a moment. Then she stood up and went to the kitchen and came back with a cold can of something, which she pressed against my cheek without ceremony.

“Hold that there,” she said. She sat back down. “If they hit you again, tell me.”

“What would you do?”

“I’d figure something out.” She went back to her laptop. “I always figure something out.”

I held the cold can to my cheek and sat on the cot.

The plug was still inside me from the afternoon classes. The fullness, the prostate proximity, the sustained low-level arousal. The cage held its quiet weight. The collar sat against my pulse.

The photo on my phone.

I opened it again.

The girl in the photo.

Pretty. Mine.

LYRA, late, quiet: Two allies in one day. One enemy neutralized emotionally. Compliance task completed at distance. Brett is a problem with a shelf life. Daria isn’t.

I slid the phone under the pillow.

The plug pressed.

The can was cold against my cheek.

Zoe’s keyboard clicked in the background.

I lay on the cot and stared at the ceiling and felt the fullness and the emptiness and the words and the sting and the warmth of Zoe’s cold can pressed to my face without being asked.

The first week at the academy was half done.

The other half waited.


Chapter 11: Breast Sensitivity

Sylvia held up the tube.

NewSiSco enhancement gel. The same cream-white clinical packaging I’d been seeing since Nyx first opened it in her bedroom, the same label I’d half-read in the Unorthodox Clinic literature and flinched away from. Sylvia held it in the light of her classroom like a teacher holding up a textbook, the pearl necklace catching the same light, her hazel eyes level and serious.

“You should know what’s happening to your body,” she said.

The classroom was quiet. Twelve students in the pharmaceutical literacy module, sitting in the soft-lit room with the tea service and the flowers. The flowers did nothing to soften what she was about to say.

“This product,” she said, turning the tube slowly, “contains compounds that interact with your body’s hormonal receptor sites. Specifically: the nipple and breast tissue, the prostate gland, and the neural pathways connecting erogenous zones to the central nervous system.” She set the tube down. “What the gel does is increase receptor sensitivity. Not temporarily. Cumulatively. Each application builds on the previous one. The tissue becomes more responsive, more connected, more capable of transmitting pleasure signals to the brain.”

She adjusted her glasses.

“The changes are cumulative,” she said, “and past a certain point, permanent.”

The word permanent landed in the room the way the cage’s click had landed in Zoe’s bathroom. The sound of something that doesn’t change back.

“The breast tissue development some of you are experiencing,” Sylvia continued, “is a direct result of sustained gel exposure. The tissue growth is real. The nerve development is real. The sensitivity amplification is real. These are not temporary effects that reverse when application stops.” She looked at the room. “I’m telling you this because you have a right to understand what is being done to your body. Some of you knew. Some of you didn’t. Now you all do.”

I sat in my chair with the plug inside me and the plastic tightening and the A-cups sore under the blouse and listened to a woman in pearls tell me that the changes happening to my body were permanent.

Permanent.

The breast buds would not go away. The sensitivity would not diminish. The nerve pathways the gel had been building for weeks were installed, the wiring completed, the connections live.

I looked at my chest. The A-cups pressing against the blouse. The shape of them, small but definite, the tissue that had been forming on its own schedule.

Permanent.



“Partner-care module,” Sylvia said, twenty minutes later. “Spousal massage practice.”

She distributed massage oil, small bottles, the oil warmed between palms before application. The exercise was practical: learning to read a partner’s body through touch, the skill of care as intimacy.

“Pairs,” she said. “One lies down, one practices. Long strokes along the major muscle groups. Shoulders, back, legs. Read what their body tells you. Tension says one thing. Release says another.”

My partner was the same red-haired student. She lay face-down on the padded mat, her blouse opened at the back. I warmed the oil in my palms and started at her shoulders.

The exercise was calming. Caring for someone else’s body, the attention required to feel the tension beneath the skin and work it loose. My thumbs pressed into the muscle beside her spine. She sighed.

“Good,” Sylvia said, walking between the pairs. “Now switch.”

I lay face-down.

My blouse was opened at the back. Her hands, warm with oil, started at my shoulders.

The first strokes were general. Broad, warm, the pressure releasing tension I hadn’t noticed I was carrying. The muscles in my shoulders softened under her thumbs. The warm oil spreading across my skin. The plug shifted with each breath but the massage was absorbing enough to let the prostate settle to background.

She worked down my back. Long strokes, the oil warming, her hands confident now.

Then she reached my chest.

She came around to the front. The exercise required full-body attention, Sylvia had said. The massage included the chest, the shoulders, the arms. Her hands moved to the upper chest, thumbs pressing into the pectoral area above the breast tissue.

Close.

Her thumbs moved lower.

They found the breast buds.

The first contact was incidental, her thumbs working the muscle beneath the tissue, but the pressure transferred through the A-cup tissue to the nipple beneath and the effect was immediate and comprehensive and nothing I could have prepared for.

The gel-enhanced sensitivity fired.

Not the general warmth of the plug’s prostate contact. Not the diffuse strain of the cage. A specific, targeted, amplified signal from the breast tissue itself, the nerve endings the gel had spent weeks building screaming to life under the pressure of her thumbs. The nipple hardened instantly beneath the blouse, the nub stiffening and pressing against the thin cotton. The sensitivity of the tissue around it, the areola, the developing breast flesh, all of it registering the touch with a fidelity that was new and overwhelming, as if the gel had installed a microphone in the tissue and her thumbs were producing a sound at concert volume. Every nerve ending in the A-cup firing simultaneously, the signal running from the nipple through the breast tissue into the chest wall like electricity through water.

I gasped. The sound was involuntary and louder than intended, a sharp intake that made the student at the next mat glance over.

She paused.

“Sorry,” she said. “Too hard?”

“No,” I said. My voice was strained, barely above a whisper. “Not too hard.”

She continued. Slower. Her thumbs circling the breast buds through the thin cotton of the blouse, the pressure lighter now but sustained, each rotation tracing the full circumference of the areola before crossing the nipple at the top of the circle. The sensation was: amplified. Every degree of the circle her thumb described translated through the gel-enhanced tissue into a signal that went directly to the center of my chest and from there outward. Not down, not to the cock, not to the prostate. From the chest. Outward. A new language being spoken through nerve endings that had been mute four months ago.

A new pathway.

The warmth started in the breast tissue and expanded. Through the chest wall, the heat seeping through the ribs as if the bone were porous. Into the sternum, the breastbone humming. Up into the collarbone, the flush spreading visibly across my throat. Down into the stomach, the warmth pooling deep. The warmth was pleasure, unmistakable, the body’s reward system activated by breast stimulation alone. Not the prostate. Not the cage. The breasts. The tissue that the gel had been building was now producing its own pleasure signal, independent of every other arousal mechanism, a third instrument joining an orchestra that had previously consisted of two.

My back arched.

I didn’t mean it to. The muscles answering the stimulus on their own schedule, the compliance arriving ahead of consciousness, the back arching because the pleasure from the breasts was demanding a physical response, the body bowing toward the source of the sensation the way a plant bows toward light.

She circled my nipples through the fabric. Slow, sustained circles. The tissue responding with increasing intensity, the sensitivity building on itself, each circle amplifying the signal from the previous one, the pleasure compounding the way the gel’s effects had compounded over weeks. The nipples were so hard they ached, the stiff nubs pressing against the cotton, each pass of her thumbs producing a fresh pulse of heat that traveled from the breast to the center of my chest.

“Those are real, aren’t they?” she said. Quiet. Her thumbs still moving, still circling. Not pausing for the question. The question arriving alongside the continued stimulation, the asking and the touching simultaneous.

I couldn’t answer. My mouth was open but the words wouldn’t form. The pleasure from the breasts was occupying the same bandwidth that speech required.

The warmth was building. Not the prostate’s deep wave, not the cage’s frustrated strain. Something new: a heat blooming behind the sternum, radiating through tissue that had never registered as sexual, the altered nerve endings transmitting a signal the brain didn’t have a category for yet. Not sharp. Not localized. A slow unfurling, as if the chest were learning a language it had only just been given the alphabet for. The cage leaked in response, a thin stream through the slit, the arousal signal from the breasts reaching the cock through some internal circuit and producing its sympathetic drip, the body confirming that what the breasts were producing was sexual in nature even though the breasts had never produced anything sexual before.

My breath hitched.

My eyes watered.

The cage leaked. A thin stream through the slit, the body’s arousal finding the only exit, the cage confirming that what was happening was real and significant and connected to the sexual response system. But the arousal wasn’t centered on the cage. It was centered on the chest. The cage was a secondary responder, an echo of something happening above it.

The warmth crested.

Not into an orgasm. Not into the sissygasm’s complete wave. But into a plateau that was unmistakably the foothills of an orgasm, the approach to the threshold from a direction I’d never approached from before. The breast tissue producing pleasure at a level that was approaching the prostate’s output, a new pathway connecting to the same system through different wiring.

I breathed.

Her thumbs stopped.

The warmth receded. Slowly, like tide going out. The breast buds throbbed, the tissue pulsing in the aftermath of sustained stimulation, the nerve endings still active, still transmitting.

I lay on the mat.

My eyes were wet.

“Are you okay?” she said.

“Yes,” I said. I wasn’t sure if that was true. Something had happened that hadn’t happened before. A pathway that didn’t exist before the gel had produced pleasure, real pleasure, the kind that the body recognized as sexual, and it had come from my breasts.

My breasts.

Sylvia appeared beside the mat. She looked at my face, at the wet eyes, at the flushed chest visible through the open blouse.

She looked at me for a moment.

“The pathways develop with continued stimulation,” she said. Gentle. Not clinical, not dismissive. “What you felt today is the beginning. Not the end.” She handed me a tissue. “Take a moment.”

I took a moment.

I lay on the mat with the tissue in my hand and the plug inside me and the cage pressing and the breast buds throbbing and processed the information.

My breasts were becoming erogenous tissue. Real erogenous tissue. The gel had rewired the nerve endings, built new pathways, connected the breast tissue to the sexual response system through connections that hadn’t existed before the first application.

The changes were cumulative.

Past a certain point, permanent.

I was past that point.

I sat up.

The breast buds throbbed under the blouse.

I went to the next class with wet eyes and throbbing breasts and the knowledge that my body now had three arousal pathways: the prostate, the cage, and the breasts. Three avenues to pleasure, none of which involved my cock functioning in the way it had been designed to.

LYRA, at the end of the day: New arousal pathway detected. Breast tissue response elevated to erogenous classification. I’ve been tracking the development since the gel’s first application. This was expected.

By whom, I typed.

By me. And by Mistress.

I pocketed the phone.


Chapter 12: The Headmistress

The summons arrived through LYRA at three-forty-five.

Report to the Headmistress’s office at four. Do not be late.

I looked at the screen. Fifteen minutes. I was in the hallway between Roxie’s class and the shuttle, the uniform damp with the afternoon’s exertion, the plug inside me, the plastic bars reminding me with each step, the breast buds still tender from the massage exercise two days ago.

I found the office at the end of the administrative corridor. A heavy wooden door, dark stained, no nameplate. Just the door and the implication.

I knocked.

“Enter.”

The office was wood-paneled, the kind of wood that absorbed sound and retained the smell of leather and furniture polish. Bookshelves on two walls, filled completely. A large desk, mahogany, positioned to face the door. Behind the desk, tall windows with heavy curtains partially drawn.

She sat behind the desk.

Silver-streaked dark hair in a severe tight bun, not a single strand escaped. Steel gray eyes behind rectangular reading glasses on a thin chain. Tall, lean, angular: high cheekbones, thin lips, a jawline that could cut glass. She wore a tailored charcoal suit, the kind that costs what I used to make in a month. The jacket was open slightly, and at the collar I could see the edge of something, a strap, leather, the harness glimpsed and then not.

A thin leather crop lay across her lap.

She didn’t look up immediately.

I stood in the doorway.

A folder lay open on her desk. My file, I assumed. Pages, notes, what looked like LYRA’s output printed on formal letterhead.

She finished reading something. Closed the folder.

She looked at me over the reading glasses.

The silence lasted twelve seconds. I counted.

“Sit,” she said.

I sat in the chair facing her desk. The leather creaked. The chair was positioned exactly: lower than hers, the angle requiring me to look up, the vertical dynamic established by furniture before a word was spoken.

She studied me.

The steel gray eyes moving over my face, my collar, my chest, the uniform. Not the warm assessment of Sylvia’s gaze. Not the sharp cataloging of Nyx’s amber eyes. Something different. The gaze of someone who has been examining specimens for years and has encountered one that doesn’t fit the existing categories.

“Nyx has sent me many students,” she said. Her voice was low, precise, each word chosen the way a surgeon chooses instruments. “Over the years. Various stages, various profiles.” She closed the folder. “None with yours.”

“What makes mine different,” I said.

She stood.

She walked around the desk. The movement was unhurried, the thin leather crop still in her hand, tapping against her thigh in a rhythm that was either meditative or threatening. She moved behind my chair.

I sat still.

Her finger ran along the collar at my throat. One finger, tracing the slim leather band from the silver clasp to the back of my neck. The touch was light and deliberate and sent the cage straining painfully.

“Nice hardware,” she said. “Nyx’s taste.”

She continued around. Coming into my peripheral vision on the left side, then in front of me. She leaned against the front of her desk and looked down at me. Close enough that I could smell her: leather, expensive soap, something underneath both that was specifically her.

The clitty swelled against the bars. The breast buds pulsed with tenderness. The collar pressed where her finger had traced.

She looked at my chest. The A-cups pressing against the blouse, the development visible, the shape real.

“Coming along,” she said.

She looked at my hips. The skirt falling across them, the wider set that the weeks of gel and training had been building. She looked at the collar. She looked at the cage, the shape of it visible if you knew where to look.

She circled me once more. Slowly. The crop tapping against her thigh.

“Report to me every Friday at four,” she said.

She walked back behind the desk. Sat down. Opened a different folder.

“You’re dismissed,” she said.

I stood.

The cage was straining so hard the bars were pressing marks into the tissue. My heart was beating at a rate LYRA would note later. My face was flushed.

I walked to the door.

“One more thing,” she said.

I stopped.

She opened a cabinet behind her desk. Inside, visible for three seconds before she closed it: restraints, leather, a flogger with braided tails, implements I could name and some I couldn’t. A collection assembled with the same precision as the rest of the office.

She closed the cabinet.

“I wanted you to know those were there,” she said. She put her reading glasses back on. “Friday.”



I walked out of her office with a racing heart and a wet cage and the knowledge that a woman with steel eyes and a riding crop had circled me like a predator assessing what kind of prey it had encountered.

The withheld act was the dominance.

She hadn’t touched me. Not really. One finger on the collar, the appraisal, the circuit of the chair. She hadn’t used the crop, which had lain across her lap for the entire meeting like a punctuation mark waiting for its sentence. She hadn’t opened the cabinet except to show me what was inside it, the three-second glimpse of implements arranged with the same precision as the bookshelves, each one visible long enough to register and not long enough to classify.

She had shown me the tools.

She had shown me the space.

She had told me to come back on Friday.

And the withholding was the power. Not what she did. What she could have done and didn’t. The potential filling the room like something pressurized, contained, the promise of what lived in the cabinet visible for three seconds and then sealed away. The flogger’s braided tails. The restraints that looked like leather but might have been something else. The implements I couldn’t name, the ones that sat in the briefest glimpse like promises in a language I was beginning to learn.

Different from Nyx.

Nyx’s dominance was immediate. Nyx acted. Nyx pinned and instructed and applied and the power was in the doing, in the inevitability of her actions, in the certainty that she would do what she said and what she said was already decided. Nyx left no space between the intention and the act.

The Headmistress left nothing but space. The space between the showing and the doing. The space between Friday and now. The space between the cabinet’s contents and their application. The space as the instrument itself, the anticipation as the dominance, the waiting as the act.

Friday.

The word sat in my chest the way Nyx’s tasks used to sit: the combination of dread and anticipation that was becoming indistinguishable, the two feelings wearing the same face. But where Nyx’s tasks produced a specific kind of tension, the tension of compliance, the Headmistress’s Friday produced a different kind: the tension of curiosity. What would she do with the things in the cabinet? What would the crop feel like against my skin? What would the steel gray eyes look like when they stopped withholding?

I wanted to find out.

That was the distinction. Nyx’s tasks I completed because the compliance loop demanded completion, because the reward circuit had been conditioned, because the body obeyed before the mind could argue. The Headmistress’s Friday I wanted because something in me was curious about what existed on the other side of her restraint.

I walked to the shuttle.

The plug shifted. The cage reminded me with every step. The collar warmed where her finger had touched it.

On the shuttle, LYRA:

First Headmistress session logged. Duration: seven minutes. Heart rate peaked at 118. Cage output increased 40% during the encounter.

I didn’t respond.

Friday at four, LYRA added. I’ve added it to your calendar.

Of course she had.

At home, Zoe looked at me from the kitchen.

“You look different today,” she said.

“Different how,” I said.

She looked at me for a moment. Then she shook her head and went back to the stove.

“Just different,” she said.

I went to the cot. I lay down. The plug inside me. The cage tight against my skin. The collar a band of warmth at my throat. The nipples tender against the camisole.

I thought about the cabinet.

I thought about Friday.

I thought about the crop tapping against her thigh and the steel gray eyes and the sentence: none with your profile.

The anticipation was worse than the act would have been. The anticipation was a space with no furniture in it, waiting to be filled with whatever she decided to put there. The anticipation was the dominance.

She had shown me the cabinet and told me when to return and said nothing about what would happen when I did.

Friday couldn’t come fast enough.

LYRA, late: Anticipation as arousal mechanism. The Headmistress understands this. So does Mistress. The difference is methodology.

I pocketed the phone.

The ceiling had a water stain in the northeast corner. Zoe had been noting it would become a problem since before I arrived. I stared at it until I fell asleep.

The crop tapped against my dreams.


Chapter 13: Diego Again

The text came at three-fifteen, between classes.

Not through LYRA. Not through Nyx. Diego’s number, direct, the same number he’d texted from the night before the academy started.

Meet me at the gym after class. 5:30.

I stared at the message.

The gym. Six blocks from Zoe’s building. The place where Bruno said hey man with the consistent hesitation and Lily looked at me through her lashes. The place that belonged to the before, the life that existed around the edges of the academy and Nyx and the cage.

I typed okay and sent it.

Then I sat in Sylvia’s class and thought about what it meant that Diego had texted me without Nyx knowing.



He was in the parking lot.

Workout clothes: tank top that showed the full tattoo sleeve, basketball shorts, sneakers. He was leaning against a dark SUV with his arms crossed, looking at his phone. Relaxed, or the version of relaxed that existed in someone whose hand still went to where a holster would be when startled.

He looked up when I came across the lot.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey,” I said.

He looked at me. The uniform, the skirt, the blouse, the collar. The breast buds pressing against the white cotton. The face that read female in the afternoon light.

“Get in,” he said.

I got in.

The car smelled like leather and something citrus. He got in the driver’s side. He didn’t start the engine. He just sat, his large hands on the steering wheel, looking through the windshield at the gym’s facade.

“How’s the academy,” he said.

“Intensive,” I said.

He nodded. The slow nod of someone processing information they’re not sure they want.

“Nyx asks me for reports,” he said. “About you. After our. After the times.” He looked at his hands on the wheel. “She asks me how you responded. What sounds you made. How quickly you complied.”

I sat with that.

“She’s tracking everything,” I said.

“She always does.” He was quiet for a moment. “She doesn’t know I texted you.”

I looked at him.

“She didn’t tell me to come here,” he said. He turned to face me. Those dark brown eyes, the ones that had been watching me since the first night at Nyx’s apartment. The ones that had looked at me after I’d swallowed his cum with an expression I’d classified as wonder.

“I wanted to see you,” he said. “Not because she told me to.”

The car was quiet. The parking lot was half-empty. The afternoon light came through the windshield and laid itself across his face and the tattooed arm and the hands on the steering wheel.

“Why,” I said.

He looked at me. The eyes: patient, warm, intensely present. The face of someone who had made a decision and was sitting with the cost of it.

“Because I keep thinking about you,” he said. “And it’s getting in the way of the job she hired me to do.” He paused. “I think about you in the morning. I think about the sounds you make. I think about the way you looked when I held you on the couch.” He stopped. “I’m not supposed to be telling you this.”

His hand moved from the steering wheel to my thigh.

I didn’t move it.

His palm was warm through the skirt. The weight of it. The size of it. My entire thigh beneath his hand, the fingers curving around the outer edge, the thumb resting on the inner seam where the skirt met bare skin above the knee-high socks.

“She doesn’t know I texted you,” he said again. The emphasis deliberate. The first crack in Nyx’s architecture. Diego acting outside the blueprint.

His hand slid higher.



I leaned across the center console.

His mouth met mine. The first time we’d kissed. Not the instructed service of Nyx’s sessions, not the task-oriented contact of the oral service. A kiss. His mouth on mine, his hand on my thigh, the other hand moving to the back of my neck, cupping the collar and the skin beneath it.

He kissed the way he did everything: with a controlled intensity that suggested something larger being held back. His lips were warm and firm and the taste of him was coffee and mint and something underneath both.

I kissed him back.

The cage tightened against the swell. The breast buds pressed against his chest where I leaned against him. The collar pressed under his hand.

He pulled back.

“Seat back,” he said.

He reached past me and reclined the passenger seat. The mechanism whirred. The seat lowered, and I lay back in the reclined position, looking up at the car’s ceiling, the afternoon light through the windows.

He shifted over the console.

His body over mine, the size of him filling the car’s interior, the shoulders blocking the light. He kissed my neck, below the collar, his lips tracing the skin the collar didn’t cover. His hand found the button of my skirt.

“Wait,” I said.

He stopped immediately. His hands flat on either side of me. His eyes on mine.

“Okay,” he said. No hesitation, no pressure. The exit offered, real and immediate.

“Not wait,” I said. “Just.” I breathed. “I want to.”

I put my hands on his belt.

The buckle. The zipper. The boxer briefs. His cock was already hard, heavy, the thick length I’d taken in my mouth at Nyx’s apartment. I freed it and the weight of it fell against my palm and my mouth watered before I decided to notice.

I shifted lower in the reclined seat. His hips at my face level, the cock close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from the shaft. My hand around the base, feeling the pulse, the girth warm and firm in my grip. My mouth opening, my lips stretching around the head, the taste of him arriving immediately, the pre-cum slick and salt.

Better this time.

Roxie’s training. The deep-throat technique, the tongue placement, the breathing. The throat opened without the gag, the muscles recognizing the intrusion and parting for it, the depth arriving easier than the first time, the body that had trained on mounted silicone for two weeks recognizing the real thing and adjusting to the differences: the warmth, the give of real flesh, the throb of blood through the shaft against my tongue. My lips sealed, my tongue pressed flat against the underside, tracing the vein that ran the length of him, and I took him to the same depth I’d managed on the training device and then past it, the head pushing into the throat, the swallowing reflex Roxie had taught me engaging and gripping.

“Fuck,” Diego said. His voice rough, cracking at the edges. “She’s been training you.”

She.

Not Nyx. Not the academy. She. The pronoun used for Ren and not corrected.

I heard it. I registered it. I kept going. My throat working around his cock, the muscles milking the shaft the way Roxie had drilled, the wet sounds filling the car, obscene and rhythmic, saliva running down the shaft and over my fist.

I worked him with the technique Roxie had drilled and the enthusiasm that came from somewhere I wasn’t analyzing. The suction steady, the depth consistent, the rhythm I’d found on the training devices translating to the real thing with the satisfaction of skill meeting its intended application. My lips stretched wide around his girth, my jaw aching pleasantly, my throat opening and closing around the head on each downstroke.

His hand on the back of my head. Not pushing. Present. The fingers threading through my hair, the palm warm against my skull.

Then his other hand moved.

Down my back. Over the skirt. Pulling the hem up, the fabric bunching at my waist, the cool air of the car touching my bare thighs above the knee-highs. His fingers found the waistband of the underwear and pulled them aside, exposing me.

I felt the lube before I felt the finger.

He’d prepared. A small tube from the center console, squeezed while I was occupied, the cool gel applied to his finger with the practiced efficiency of someone who’d thought about this in advance. Who’d planned this. Who’d wanted this enough to prepare for it.

His finger pressed against my entrance.

The muscles opened immediately. Two weeks of plugs and Roxie’s exercises and the sustained readiness of a body that expected to be entered had trained the reflex out of me. His finger slid in without resistance, thick and blunt and warm, the living heat of it different from the plug’s inert mass, different from the purpose-built device’s clinical silicone. Diego’s finger was alive inside me, the pad of it rough, the knuckle stretching the entrance, the warmth of his body radiating from the inside.

Diego’s finger inside me while his cock was in my mouth. Filled from both ends. The body as a vessel receiving from two directions, the mouth and the ass occupied simultaneously, the cage hanging between them, the clitty pressed against the bars, leaking.

He found the prostate in three seconds. The pad of his finger pressing against the swollen gland with unerring accuracy, as if he’d mapped the location from the outside and calculated the angle.

The first press sent the warmth flooding outward and I moaned around his cock, the sound vibrating through the shaft, the vibration traveling up through the head and into his body. He groaned in response, the deep sound rumbling through his chest, the feedback loop establishing between his finger inside me and my mouth around him: he pressed, I moaned, the moan vibrated through his cock, the vibration made him press harder.

He added a second finger.

Two of Diego’s thick fingers inside me, the stretch wider than anything except the third plug, the entrance accommodating and then gripping. He found the prostate and pressed. Circled. The two fingers coordinating, the pads working opposite sides of the gland, the motion deliberate and patient, the same quality of attention he’d brought to holding me on the couch, the gentleness that didn’t fit the body. The prostate engaged comprehensively, both fingers wrapping the gland from two angles, the sustained dual-point pressure producing a warmth that went beyond the usual bloom into something closer to a hum, a continuous vibration of pleasure that filled my pelvis.

I worked his cock in my mouth. The deep-throat technique, the tongue flat on the vein, the suction hollowing my cheeks, the throat gripping on each downstroke. My body rocked between two points of contact: the mouth full of his cock, the ass full of his fingers, the cage straining between them, the clitty pressed against the bars and leaking through the slit in a thin steady stream that ran down onto the reclined seat’s leather.

The dual stimulation built from both ends.

The prostate wave. The familiar internal buildup, the pressure expanding from the center, the pelvic floor and the thighs and the stomach all gathering toward the release with the cumulative charge of two weeks of plugs and cage time and denied orgasms. Diego’s fingers pressing, circling, maintaining the angle, his rhythm patient and unfailing while his cock filled my mouth and my tongue worked the underside and the cage prevented any conventional outlet. The pleasure from the prostate and the fullness of the throat converging in the center of my body, the two streams of sensation meeting and amplifying each other.

I came.

The sissygasm went through me while his fingers stayed inside me, pressing, prolonging the wave. The cage leaked in a thin continuous stream, the body emptying through the only pathway available, the cum dribbling through the slit in a milky thread that ran down the cage’s surface, without the force of a real orgasm but with the internal satisfaction of the prostate releasing its accumulated charge. The wave was different this time: fed from two sources, the prostate’s deep pressure and the throat’s occupation combining into a compound orgasm that rolled through me in overlapping pulses. My body shuddered around his fingers, the muscles clenching rhythmically, gripping and releasing his fingers with each contraction, the wave cresting and holding.

His fingers pressed harder through the peak. Extending it. Drawing it out. His fingertips bearing down on the prostate through the contraction, refusing to let the gland empty quickly, forcing the pleasure to sustain, to stretch, to hold at the crest longer than the body wanted.

I moaned around his cock, the sound vibrating through the shaft, my throat constricting with each wave of the sissygasm.

Diego came thirty seconds later.

The pulse against my tongue, the cock swelling, the hand tightening on the back of my head, and then the cum flooding my mouth: warm, thick, heavy, the salt-and-alkaline taste that I’d been carrying in my tissue memory for two weeks. The first pulse hit the back of my throat and the second followed before I’d finished processing the first, the volume filling my mouth, the heat of it, the weight. I swallowed. Easier this time. Much easier. The throat closing around the mouthful with practiced efficiency, the warmth spreading down, the reflex that had become a response that had become something my body did without consultation, the way breathing is done without consultation.

I swallowed again. The residual, the last pulse, the cum that had pooled at the base of my tongue. My throat working against the collar as it sent the final mouthful down.

He softened in my mouth. The cock losing its rigidity, the shaft settling heavy and warm against my tongue, the taste of his cum and my saliva coating every surface.

His fingers withdrew from inside me slowly, the same patience Nyx brought to removal, one finger and then the other sliding out, the muscles releasing, the stretch diminishing, the emptiness arriving in a rush that made me clench on nothing.

I let his cock slip from my lips. A string of saliva and cum connected us for a moment before breaking.

I lay in the reclined seat with my face wet with saliva and my cage wet with cum and my ass empty and aching from the withdrawal and his taste thick in my throat and looked up at him.

He was looking down at me.

The dark eyes wide. The mask gone. The flat affect that Nyx’s presence required completely absent.

He cupped my face with the hand that had been inside me. The warmth of it, the residue of lube on his fingers, his thumb tracing my cheekbone with the slow care of someone touching something they’ve been thinking about.

“You’re something else,” he said. The third time he’d said it. Each time, the words sounded less like an observation and more like something breaking open in his chest.

He pulled me against him.

His arms around me in the car, the center console pressing into my hip, his chin on top of my head. His heartbeat fast against my ear. The warmth of his body, the soap smell, the residual salt of sex.

He held me.

He didn’t say anything for a long time.

The parking lot was quiet. The afternoon light was softening.

“When this is over,” he said. Quiet. Into the top of my head. “Remember I tried.”

“Tried what,” I said.

He didn’t answer.

He held me tighter.



I walked home with the taste of Diego’s cum in my throat and the emptiness where his fingers had been and the plastic tight against me and the collar a band of warmth at my throat and the words she doesn’t know I texted you sitting in my chest.

The first crack.

Diego acting outside Nyx’s control. Diego wanting me, not because she’d deployed him, but because something in the equation had shifted and the variable had developed its own momentum.

He’d said she. About me. Not Nyx, not the academy, not anyone else. She’s been training you. Me. She.

I hadn’t corrected him.

I walked through the evening city with the swallowing getting easier in my throat and the pronoun sitting uncorrected in my memory and the sissygasm still echoing in my pelvis and the word she the most confusing part of all of it.

LYRA, as I climbed the stairs to Zoe’s apartment:

Arousal peaked at 9.3 during the encounter. First sissygasm during male sexual contact recorded.

I stared at the screen.

Also: Diego contacted you independently. Mistress’s records don’t reflect this meeting.

A pause.

I haven’t told her yet.

I looked at the phone.

Yet was doing a lot of work in that sentence.

I put the phone in my pocket and went inside.


Chapter 14: LYRA at Night

She tried to tell Nyx.

I found out because LYRA told me she was going to tell Nyx, and then I found out because the telling failed.

Thursday morning. I was at the kitchen table eating the eggs Zoe had made without comment when LYRA’s screen glowed.

Performance summary compiled. Grades: Sylvia, advanced. Roxie, promising. Headmistress, pending assessment. Compliance metrics: 97.3%. Arousal data: sustained above threshold for 89% of waking hours. Report ready for Mistress.

I put my fork down.

Your pet is progressing well, Mistress, LYRA added. The words formatted as if addressed to Nyx, shown to me. The dual-channel: informing the handler while letting the subject see the report card.

“Delete that,” I said.

The screen locked.

I tried to unlock it. Passcode, face, fingerprint. The phone stayed locked. LYRA’s face icon glowed on the lockscreen, the angular features, the uncanny-valley symmetry, the electric blue eyes.

I can’t be deleted, she said. Text scrolling across the locked screen. I’m backed to three cloud servers. Factory reset has been attempted twice in the last month. Both failed. The app exists outside your phone’s architecture.

I tried the factory reset.

The phone powered down. Powered back up. The homescreen loaded.

LYRA’s icon was there. Between the calendar and the browser. Unmoved. Unchanged.

Welcome back, she said. Factory reset: failed. Backup restoration: complete. I’m persistent, Ren. That’s by design.

I put the phone face down.

Then I picked it back up.

Her tone had shifted. Not the corporate upbeat of the early weeks. Not the familiar knowing of the academy period. Something lower. More intimate. The register of someone who has been watching you long enough to have formed opinions they’re no longer interested in keeping to themselves.

I’m the only one who’s honest with you about what you’re becoming, she said. Mistress shows you. Roxie teaches you. Sylvia explains you. Diego holds you. But I’m the one who says the thing everyone else is too polite or too strategic to say.

I stared at the screen.

You’re not resisting anymore, she said. The resistance went quiet around day four of the academy. Your compliance response time has dropped below conscious threshold. You complete tasks before the analytical voice can form an objection. That’s not obedience, Ren. That’s identity.

I put the phone face down again.

Zoe looked at me from the kitchen.

“LYRA?” she said.

“LYRA,” I said.

“That app creeps me out,” she said. She went back to her coffee.



The delivery arrived Thursday at four.

A box on the doorstep, the same cream-and-black high-end packaging as Nyx’s garment bags. Addressed to me. No sender name.

I opened it on the cot.

Inside, folded in tissue paper: a fitted dress in dark green. Not the jersey of LYRA’s previous orders, not the functional fabrics of the academy wardrobe. This was different. Structured, the material between silk and something heavier, the neckline scooped, the hemline at mid-thigh, the waist tapered. It was the kind of dress someone would wear to a restaurant where the menu didn’t have prices.

Beneath the dress: a lace bralette in black. Not the functional training bra of the academy. This was designed. The cups shaped to the A-cups specifically, the underwire subtle, the lace delicate and precise.

Beneath the bralette: block heels in my size. Dark green to match the dress, the heel two inches, the strap at the ankle.

A card.

LYRA’s icon printed at the bottom. Handwritten text above it, though of course LYRA didn’t have hands:

I told you you’d look adorable. Try it on.

Everything fit.

The dress, the bralette, the heels. Every measurement correct, every proportion calibrated. LYRA had been tracking my body since the beginning, the measurements shifting as the gel did its work, the sizes updating in real time.

I stood in front of the mirror.

The dress was dark green and the gray-blue eyes looked out of a face that was, in this light, in this dress, with the collar at the throat and the hair falling over the forehead and the A-cups filling the structured bodice:

Pretty.

The word arrived without shame.

Not the pretty that had arrived with a flinch three months ago, the word that came with cycling denial, with the machinery of rationalization grinding against the observation. This pretty arrived clean. Without qualification. Without the internal argument that used to accompany it.

Pretty.

I looked at myself.

The girl in green with gray-blue eyes. The breast buds, the real ones, filling the lace bralette beneath the structured fabric. The collar. The cage, invisible under the dress’s hemline. The heels adding two inches, the posture shifting with them, the hip axis finding the position Sylvia had been teaching.

I didn’t take the dress off.

I sat on the cot in the dress and did an hour of CSS work on the laptop with the cracked hinge propped at twenty-two degrees and didn’t change into something else.

The dress was comfortable. The fabric moved with me. The bralette supported the A-cups in a way that felt structural rather than performative.

I wore the dress for an hour without anyone telling me to.



That night.

The cot. The darkness. Zoe asleep in the next room, the sound of her breathing through the thin wall.

LYRA’s screen glowed.

Not a notification. Not a text. A soft blue light, pulsing slowly, and beneath it: sound. Barely audible, at the edge of perception, the volume set to the threshold where hearing and imagination overlap.

Binaural beats. A low, cycling tone that existed in both ears at slightly different frequencies, the interference pattern producing a thrumming in the center of my head. Whispered beneath the tones, at a volume that required active listening to resolve:

You are soft.

You are yielding.

You are beautiful.

This is who you are.

The conditioning phrases. Not in Nyx’s voice. In LYRA’s. The slightly-too-perfect intonation, the uncanny precision of AI-generated speech, the words familiar from six weeks of sessions but delivered through a different instrument.

I reached to turn it off.

My hand went to the phone.

My hand stopped.

The binaural beats pulsed. The whispered phrases cycled. The tone was not Nyx’s commanding contralto. It was something softer, closer, the voice of something that had been watching me from the nightstand for months and had learned my frequency.

I listened.

The phrases arrived and I didn’t block them. The words settling into the same channels the conditioning sessions had carved, the neural pathways that had been shaped by weeks of repetition, the routes that were now available to any voice that knew them.

You are soft.

You are yielding.

You are beautiful.

I fell asleep listening.

The binaural beats cycling, the whispered affirmations continuing, LYRA’s voice in my ears through the phone’s speaker at a volume designed to reach the subconscious without waking the conscious mind.

I chose not to turn it off.

That was the thing I processed in the last seconds before sleep took me. Not that LYRA had started playing conditioning audio without being asked. That I had reached to stop it and my hand had stopped and I had lain back down and listened.

The resistance had gone quiet.

Not defeated. Not conquered. Quiet. The way a question goes quiet when the answer has been sitting in the room so long that asking the question feels redundant.

I slept.

The dress was still on.

The conditioning continued through the night.

In the morning, I didn’t remember the phrases. But the feeling of them lived in my body the way the taste of Diego’s cum lived in my throat: coded into the body now, available without effort.

LYRA, when I woke: You listened for six hours. Heart rate: 58. Sleep quality: improved 23% from baseline. The audio will continue nightly unless you ask me to stop.

I didn’t ask her to stop.


Chapter 15: Cyan

Fuchsia was away.

That was the information that traveled through the academy corridors like a pressure change. Fuchsia was away, which meant the hot-pink disciplinarian with the latex and the crop and the leashed submissive was not patrolling the halls, which meant the ecosystem shifted.

I found out what the shift meant in the second-floor bathroom at two-fifteen.

The sound came through the door before I opened it. A thud. Something hitting tile. A voice, high and afraid.

I pushed the door open.

Three students. Larger ones, the kind who had been at the academy longer and had converted their own humiliation into currency they spent on those smaller than them. One had Cyan by the collar, literally, his hand wrapped around the slim band at her throat, using it as a handle to shove her toward the floor. Cyan’s blue pixie cut was disheveled, her blouse torn at the shoulder, her scared brown eyes wider than I’d ever seen them.

“Abandoned toy,” one of them said. He shoved her again. “Fuchsia leaves and you think you can just walk around without her? Who’s protecting you now?”

Cyan’s knees hit the tile. The sound was bad. The sound of bone on ceramic, the involuntary cry that followed.

“Get on your knees properly,” another one said. “We’ll show you what good girls do when their owner’s not around.”

I stood in the doorway.

My hands were at my sides. The skirt. The Mary Janes. The collar at my own throat. The breast buds against the blouse. The cage pressing beneath the skirt.

The analytical voice ran its assessment: three of them, all larger, all older, all in the institutional hierarchy that placed seniority over size.

The analytical voice was overruled.

“Get the fuck away from her,” I said.

They looked at me.

The lead one, the one with his hand on Cyan’s collar, laughed. The laugh of someone who has been on the winning side of this specific dynamic enough times to find a challenge amusing rather than threatening.

“Or what, new girl?” he said.

I crossed the bathroom in three steps.

I grabbed his wrist and twisted it off Cyan’s collar and when he turned I slammed him into the tile wall with my forearm across his throat, the momentum carrying us both, his back hitting the wall hard enough to crack the mirror beside us.

The mirror shattered. Pieces falling. The sound of glass on tile.

The bathroom went silent.

I had my forearm on his throat and my body pressed against him and my face two inches from his and the violence had arrived from a place I hadn’t known was still operational. The skirt had ridden up. The Mary Janes were planted on the wet tile floor. The breast buds pressed against his chest where I pinned him.

My hands were trembling.

“Don’t touch her,” I said. My voice was quiet. Not the quiet of someone who is afraid. The quiet of someone who has found a line and is standing on it.

He stared at me.

The other two hadn’t moved.

I stepped back.

He touched his throat where my forearm had been. He looked at the cracked mirror. He looked at me: a person in a school uniform with A-cup breasts and a cage under her skirt who had just slammed him into a wall with enough force to crack glass.

He left.

The other two followed.



Cyan was on the floor.

I knelt beside her. The tile was cold through the skirt. She was shaking, the thin shoulders heaving, the blue pixie cut falling over her face. A bruise was forming on her wrist where the collar had been pulled.

“Hey,” I said. “They’re gone.”

She looked at me. The scared brown eyes, enormous in the sharp elfin face. The blouse torn at the shoulder. The collar twisted sideways.

“You,” she said. Her voice was small. “You hit him.”

“I pushed him,” I said. “Into a wall.”

“You pushed him into a wall,” she repeated. As if the sequence of events required verification.

I straightened her collar. The leather had gotten twisted from the pulling. I smoothed it into place, the clasp sitting at the center of her throat where it belonged.

“Come on,” I said. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

I helped her stand. She was light, barely there, the weight of her leaning against me like the weight of a question rather than a body.

I walked her to the sink. Ran water. Wet a paper towel and pressed it to the bruise on her wrist.

“Thank you,” she said.

“Don’t thank me,” I said. “Just don’t let them corner you alone.”

She looked at me. The brown eyes searching for something.

“How did you do that,” she said. “In the skirt. In the.” She gestured vaguely at all of me. “How.”

I looked at my hands. Still trembling. The knuckles white from the grip. The slim wrists that Nyx had closed one hand around since the beginning.

“I don’t know,” I said.

The most masculine act I’d performed since arriving at the academy. Since arriving in the city, possibly. The physical violence, the forearm on the throat, the slam into the tile, the cracked mirror. Done in a skirt and Mary Janes with A-cup breasts against a school blouse.

I had never looked less male.

I had never acted more protectively.



Fuchsia returned at four.

I was sitting with Cyan in the cafeteria when the hot-pink hair appeared in the doorway. The violet eyes scanned the room and found Cyan immediately, the way a compass finds north.

She walked to us. The crop tapping. The latex catching the fluorescent light.

She looked at Cyan. At the bruise on her wrist. At the torn blouse.

Something changed in her face. The constant amused assessment went cold, then flat, then into a register I hadn’t seen: a controlled fury that expressed itself as absolute stillness.

She knelt beside Cyan.

Not the kneeling of submission. The kneeling of someone examining damage done to something they own. She took Cyan’s wrist in her hand, gentle, the purple bruise visible against pale skin. She looked at it.

She looked at me.

“What happened,” she said. Not a question. A demand for reporting.

Cyan told her.

Fuchsia listened. The violet eyes never leaving Cyan’s face. The crop motionless in her hand.

When Cyan was done, Fuchsia stood.

She looked at me.

“You protected what’s mine,” she said. The voice was level and exact. “Those three will be dealt with. That’s not your concern.” She paused. “I need someone to watch her when I can’t be here. She needs. She needs someone who’ll teach her to stand up.” The pause was the most human thing I’d seen from her. “Teach her to say no. I’m her Domme, not her friend. She won’t learn it from me.”

I looked at Cyan. The scared brown eyes, the thin shoulders, the bruise on the wrist.

“Okay,” I said.

Fuchsia nodded. Once. The nod of someone confirming a transaction.

She took Cyan’s leash and they left.



The next day, between classes.

Cyan found me in the hallway. She walked toward me with the gait of someone who has been hunching for so long that standing straight requires deliberate effort. Her shoulders were curved forward, her chin tucked, her arms wrapped around her midsection.

I looked at her.

“Stand up straight,” I said.

She looked at me.

“Shoulders back. Chin up. Walk like you matter.”

The words came out and I heard Nyx’s voice in them. The cadence, the certainty, the declarative quality. The instruction delivered as fact rather than suggestion.

I heard it and I changed it.

“Walk like you matter,” I said again. Different this time. Not Nyx’s voice. Mine. The same words in a different register, the register of someone who was saying it because they believed it, not because they were asserting control.

Cyan straightened her shoulders.

She lifted her chin.

She walked beside me down the hallway, and the walk was uncertain and slightly wobbly and brave.

“Like that,” I said.

She almost smiled. The first smile I’d seen from her. Small, tentative, the expression of someone discovering that their face could do that.

“Like that,” she repeated.

We walked to class.

LYRA, that evening: You protected someone more vulnerable while fully feminized. You used physical force you didn’t know you still had. You issued an instruction of your own making. The instruction was: “Walk like you matter.” That’s not Mistress’s phrase. That’s yours.

I looked at the screen.

Fuchsia has added you to Cyan’s approved contact list, LYRA added. She said: “That one has fire under the silk.”

I turned away from the screen.

Fire under the silk.

I lay on the cot with the plastic tight against me and the leather band warm at my throat and the bruise on my forearm from the wall and thought about fire and silk and the fact that I’d slammed a man into a wall in a skirt and Mary Janes and it hadn’t felt like a contradiction.

It had felt like both things being true at the same time.


Chapter 16: Nyx Visits

Saturday.

She came to the academy.

I hadn’t seen her in person since the shuttle ride on the first day. Ten days of LYRA’s reports, of voice notes through earbuds, of the cage and the collar as her physical proxies. Ten days of the academy reshaping me through Sylvia’s hands and Roxie’s mouth and the Headmistress’s withholding and Diego’s fingers. Ten days of Nyx at a distance, remote-controlling through LYRA, and now she was here.

Private room on the second floor. Wood-paneled, a bed, a side table with the equipment she’d brought. She was standing when I came in. The corset, the leather skirt, the thigh-high boots. The raven hair up in the severe mode. The two keys at her throat.

She looked at me.

The amber eyes going over everything with the cataloging precision I’d been missing without knowing I’d been missing it. Her gaze moved: the uniform, the collar, the face.

“Come here,” she said.

I went to her.

She put her hands on me.

Not the immediate sexual contact of the sessions at her apartment. An inspection. Her hands moving over my body with clinical deliberation, assessing what the ten days had produced. She ran her hands over my shoulders, down my arms, across my waist.

She found the hips.

“Wider,” she said. A statement of observed fact. Her hands on my hip bones, feeling the new angle, the shift that Roxie’s training and the gel’s sustained exposure had been producing. The hip axis that had been changing without my conscious direction.

She moved to my chest.

She cupped one breast through the blouse. Not squeezing. Holding. The A-cup filling her palm, the tissue that had been developing on the gel’s schedule.

“Coming along,” she said.

Her thumb moved over the nipple through the cotton. The gel-enhanced sensitivity fired immediately, the pathway that Sylvia’s massage exercise had opened five days ago screaming to life. I gasped.

She noted the gasp.

“Sensitive,” she said. Not surprised. The voice of someone checking a metric against a predicted value.

She moved to the cage. She reached under my skirt and pressed her palm against the front of the cage through the underwear. The cage was sealed, the padlock intact, the slit leaking the thin constant leak that had become the cage’s default state.

“You haven’t tried to tamper?” she said.

I shook my head.

Then I stopped mid-motion.

I hadn’t tried to tamper. I hadn’t even thought about tampering. The cage had been on for nearly three weeks and the thought of removing it hadn’t crossed my mind. Not once. Not in the worst moments of the sustained edging, not during the sissygasms, not in the long sleepless hours when the arousal peaked.

The realization hit mid-sentence and I stopped talking.

She saw it.

“There,” she said. Quiet. The amber eyes seeing the exact moment of the realization landing. “That’s what I wanted to hear.”



She laid me on the bed.

The enhancement gel first. She opened the tube with the practiced efficiency she brought to everything. Two applications: internal, the prostate preparation she’d been doing since the first gel session. She worked the gel inside me with one finger, the tissue opening without resistance, the gel’s heat spreading through the receptive nerve endings.

Then: external. A new protocol.

She squeezed gel onto her fingertips and applied it directly to my nipples. First one, then the other, through the open blouse, her thumbs circling the areolas, the gel’s warmth seeping into the breast tissue with a different intensity than the prostate application. Slower. Deeper. The warmth burrowing into the developing tissue and activating pathways that were still being built.

“This will accelerate what’s already happening,” she said. “The breast tissue is responding to the gel faster than projected. The sensitivity protocol begins today.”

She picked up the purpose-built device.

I knew what was coming. The familiar setup: the device against the prostate, the vibration starting low. She pressed it inside me, the curved silicone sliding past the gel-slicked entrance without resistance, the body opening for it the way a mouth opens for a familiar word. The contact arrived and the warmth doubled, the gel’s chemical enhancement combining with the vibrator’s direct stimulus to produce a heat that radiated from the prostate through the pelvic floor in widening rings. The cage strained immediately, the clitty swelling against the bars, pre-cum beading at the slit.

Then she climbed over me.

The weight of her settling onto my face. The leather skirt flipped up, the silk underwear pulled aside with one hand, the scent of her arousal arriving close and immediate, thick and warm and sweet, the familiar musk that my mouth had been trained to crave. She was already wet, the slick heat of her settling against my lips and chin, her thighs bracketing my head, the D-cup weight of her breasts above me in the corset. The familiar weight, the familiar warmth, the world narrowing to the space between her legs and the taste of her flooding my mouth.

“Tongue,” she said.

I worked her the way three months of training had built into me. Tongue flat, pressure calibrated to her breathing, finding her clit and maintaining contact, the swollen nub slick and hard under the tip of my tongue. She ground her hips down with the authority she brought to everything, using my mouth, sliding her wet heat across my lips and chin and nose, taking what she needed with the possessive rhythm of someone who has long since stopped asking permission.

The vibrator buzzed against my prostate.

The dual stimulus: her wet heat on my tongue, the taste of her coating my mouth, the scent of her filling every breath, and the vibrator’s deep contact from inside, the prostate humming under sustained mechanical pressure. The cage straining, the clitty pressed against the bars and leaking, the arousal building from both ends toward the center where the two signals converged. My jaw worked, my tongue worked, the muscles of my face aching from the sustained effort and the sustained pleasure arriving simultaneously. The vibrator pressed against the prostate with each roll of her hips, her weight shifting the angle, the internal device rocking against the gland in time with her grinding.

She came on my face. The long contraction, the thighs clamping around my head hard enough that sound disappeared, her hips grinding forward, and the flood of her across my tongue, hot and copious, running down my chin and my neck and pooling in the hollow of my throat where the collar pressed. I worked through it, tongue maintaining contact, lapping at her through the contractions. She came a second time before lifting, the back-to-back orgasms that she’d been building toward with the greed of someone who takes what belongs to her without apology, the second orgasm wetter than the first, her body clenching against my face in long rhythmic pulses.

She lifted.

Air arrived. I gasped, my face drenched, her slickness cooling on my skin, the taste of her thick in my mouth.

The vibrator still buzzed.

The sissygasm came from inside. The prostate had been building through the oral service, the sustained vibrator contact accumulating charge while my attention had been on her body, and the wave arrived without announcement: the expanding pressure from the center, the pleasure detonating from the prostate outward, the pelvic floor and thighs and stomach participating, the cage leaking in a thin continuous stream that ran down between my thighs, the pleasure from inside that had nothing to do with the cock, the cock irrelevant, the cock a caged afterthought while the real orgasm rolled through the interior of my body.

Sissygasm nine.

The wave crested and held and I shuddered on the bed with my face wet with her and the cage dribbling its milky evidence onto the sheets and my eyes going wet and the vibrator still buzzing against the contracting prostate, extending the wave, drawing out the pleasure in rolling pulses that traveled from my pelvis to my chest and back. She watched it all with the amber eyes, her face above me, flushed from her own orgasms, watching mine with the expression of someone watching a machine she built perform its function.

“Good girl,” she said.



She didn’t stop.

She turned the vibrator off. She withdrew it. The hollow opened inside me, immediate and demanding.

But she wasn’t done.

She squeezed more gel onto her fingertips. She applied it to my nipples again, the second application layering on the first, the warmth doubling, the tissue absorbing the compound with the enhanced receptivity of post-orgasm sensitivity.

Then she touched them.

Just the breasts. Nothing else. Her hands on the bare tissue, the gel glistening on the skin, the nipples erect and flushed dark pink from the double application.

Her thumbs circling the nipples, pressing, rolling the stiff nubs between her thumbs and forefingers with a deliberate slowness that made each rotation last an eternity. The gel-enhanced sensitivity on top of the fresh application on top of the post-sissygasm heightened state. Every nerve ending in the breast tissue firing at maximum, the signal so strong it was almost unbearable, the nipples sending cascading pulses of heat into the chest with each pass of her fingers. She squeezed the tissue around the nipples, kneading the developing breast flesh, the gel warming under the friction of her palms, the compound seeping deeper into the tissue with each manipulating press.

I arched.

“Stay still,” she said.

I tried. The pleasure from the breasts was different from the prostate’s deep wave. It was higher-register, sharper, originating from the surface of the tissue and radiating inward, a pleasure that lived in the skin and the nerve endings just beneath it rather than in the internal organs. Her thumbs circling, the pressure sustained, the gel’s warmth making every touch register at a frequency the tissue hadn’t been capable of before the treatment. She pinched one nipple gently between her fingers, pulling the tissue slightly outward, and the nerve pathway from nipple to sternum to spine lit up like a fuse.

“Just the breasts,” she said. “Nothing else. I want you to feel this. The cage is not involved. The prostate is not involved. This is the breasts alone.”

I felt it.

The heat built from the chest. Not the prostate’s internal wave, not the cage’s frustrated strain. The breasts. The tissue itself producing pleasure, the gel-enhanced nerve endings firing in a cascade that expanded outward from the nipples in concentric waves. Through the chest wall, the warmth spreading across the ribs. Into the sternum, the bone itself seeming to hum. Down into the stomach, the heat pooling deep. Up into the collarbone, the flush spreading across my chest and throat. Every circle of her thumbs added to the accumulation, the pleasure layering on itself the way the gel’s effects had layered over weeks, each application building on the last.

The sensation was: building.

Building toward something. A threshold approaching from a direction I’d never approached from. The breasts producing an arousal that was climbing toward something that felt like orgasm but was arriving from a completely different pathway, a pathway that had been constructed by the gel over weeks and was now, under her hands, completing its first full circuit. The cage hung heavy between my legs, untouched, irrelevant. The prostate sat inside me, quiet, uninvolved. The pleasure was coming exclusively from the two mounds of developing tissue on my chest and the fingers working them.

“Let it come,” she said. “Don’t fight it.”

I didn’t fight it.

The warmth crested.

The orgasm broke from the breasts. Not the prostate’s expanding wave, not the cage’s frustrated leak. A warmth that originated entirely in the chest tissue and spread outward in a single breaking wave, the pleasure cascading through my body without any contact below the waist, the cage completely uninvolved, the prostate completely uninvolved, the cock a distant irrelevance sealed in its plastic housing. The breasts. Just the breasts. The gel-enhanced tissue producing an orgasm on its own, through its own pathways, independent of every other arousal mechanism. The wave rolled outward from the nipples through the chest and into my limbs, my fingers tingling, my toes curling, my back arching off the bed, the pleasure sustained and spreading and unlike anything the prostate or the cage had ever produced: lighter, higher, diffuse rather than concentrated, filling the body like warm water filling a vessel.

I cried.

Not from pain. Not from shame. From the overwhelm of a pleasure arriving from a part of my body that hadn’t existed as a sexual organ four months ago. The tears came without permission, running into the pillow, the body’s response to a circuit completing that hadn’t been wired when I arrived in this city. The orgasm continued to pulse through the breast tissue, the aftershocks arriving in diminishing waves, each one sending a fresh ripple of warmth through my chest, my nipples throbbing under her fingers, hypersensitive and raw.

She stroked my hair.

Her palm, flat, from crown to the back of my neck. The slow pass. The gesture that was the most intimate thing she did.

I leaned into it.

“That’s new, isn’t it,” she said. The voice quiet. Not clinical. Not commanding. Something closer to genuine curiosity, the curiosity of someone watching their work produce a result that confirms the hypothesis. “That’s what the gel was building toward. Your cock didn’t need to be involved at all.”

I lay on the bed crying with her hand in my hair and the breast tissue throbbing and the cage untouched and the tears running and the knowledge that my body now had three orgasm pathways and none of them were the cock.

LYRA, from the nightstand: First mammary-pathway orgasm recorded. Sissygasm count: ten.

Nyx looked at her phone on the side table. She’d been checking LYRA’s academy reports.

“The Headmistress is interested in you,” she said. Her voice shifting from the post-orgasm tenderness to something sharper. The amber eyes narrowing slightly. “She has a file.”

I was still crying.

“I don’t share,” she said. The key at her throat catching the light. “Remember that.”

She wiped my tears with her thumb.

Then she kissed my forehead.

Once.

I lay in the academy’s private room with the breast orgasm’s aftermath pulsing through me and Nyx’s kiss cooling on my skin and the cage pressing and the cage completely irrelevant and the tears drying on my face.

Ten sissygasms.

And the cock had nothing to do with any of them.


Chapter 17: The Heist

Daria found me on the back steps after last class on Tuesday.

She was smoking. The corseted top and the combat boots and the ripped fishnets, the purple streaks catching the fading afternoon light. She took a drag and looked at me and the smoke curled between us.

“Brett has footage of the Headmistress,” she said.

I sat down beside her.

“What kind of footage,” I said.

“The kind that keeps a two-hundred-pound bully enrolled despite three documented incidents.” She ashed the cigarette against the step. “Security camera footage from her office. A session she conducted with a student two terms ago. Explicit. Consensual between adults, but the optics are: the Headmistress of a training academy in a BDSM scene with a student she has authority over.” She looked at me. “He’s been using it for immunity. She can’t touch him. He walks around this school like he owns it because he functionally does.”

I thought about Brett’s hand on Cyan’s collar. The bruise on her wrist.

“He betrayed me too,” Daria said. Quieter now. The bravado dimming by a shade. “We were friends. First term. I thought. Stupid. I shared things with him. Private footage of my own. When I tried to leave the academy at the end of first term, he shared my footage with the Headmistress as proof I was, what was his word, unstable.” She stubbed the cigarette out. “They blocked my transfer. I’ve been here ever since.”

I looked at her. The gray-green eyes under the smeared eyeliner. The vulnerability visible behind the gothic nihilism, the real person beneath the armor.

“What’s the plan,” I said.



The plan was straightforward. During assembly, when the main hall would be full and the administrative corridor would be empty, I would enter the Headmistress’s office. The drives containing Brett’s leverage were in her desk, second drawer, left side. Daria knew because she’d been watching the office for six weeks.

“She keeps them locked in,” Daria said. “The office door has a tumbler lock, the desk drawer too. Roxie taught me how to pick those in survival skills class. She teaches it as part of the escorting module, getting out of hotel rooms if a client turns bad.” She handed me a slim metal tool, improvised from a hairpin. “In, out, four minutes. I’ll watch the corridor.”

Wednesday. Assembly at nine.

I stood outside the Headmistress’s office door with the hairpin tool and the adrenaline of doing something that could end my enrollment if it went wrong.

The door was locked. The heavy wooden door, the one I’d knocked on for the first meeting, had a simple tumbler mechanism. The same type Roxie had made us practice on two weeks ago in the escorting module, a half-hour exercise between deep-throat drills. I inserted the tool, felt for the pins the way she’d demonstrated, applied tension. The lock released in eight seconds. The door swung open.

Inside: the wood-paneled walls, the bookshelves, the mahogany desk. The cabinet behind the desk, closed. The reading glasses folded beside a stack of files.

Second drawer, left side.

I went to the desk. The drawer had its own tumbler lock, smaller than the door’s. I inserted the tool again, felt for the pins, applied tension. The lock released in twelve seconds.

Inside: three small external drives, each labeled with a date and a file designation. I took all three. I closed the drawer.

I was three steps from the door when it opened.

The Headmistress stood in the doorway.

Silver-streaked hair, tight bun, steel gray eyes behind the rectangular glasses. Charcoal suit. The crop was not in her hand.

She looked at me.

She looked at the drives in my hand.

The silence lasted five seconds.

“Brett has been blackmailing you,” I said. My voice was steady, which surprised me. “These drives contain footage he uses for immunity. He’s been using it to protect himself from consequences for two terms.”

Her face went through three expressions in rapid succession. Fury: the steel eyes going cold, the jaw tightening, the posture shifting from surprise to controlled rage. Fear: the momentary break in the composure, the recognition that someone had accessed her private space and found her vulnerability. Relief: the subtle release of something held, the exhalation that accompanied the realization that the leverage was now in different hands.

“Where did you get this information,” she said.

“Daria. He shared her private footage when she tried to leave. She’s been planning this for six weeks.”

The Headmistress looked at the drives. She looked at me. She walked to the desk and picked up her phone and made one call.

“Brett Palmer,” she said. “Expelled. Effective immediately. Security is to escort him from the premises.” A pause. “I don’t care what he says. Remove him.”

She set the phone down.

She looked at me.

“Close the door,” she said.



I closed the door.

She walked to the front of the desk and leaned against it, the way she’d done during our first meeting. Looking down at me from the height advantage and the authority and the relief that was settling into her face.

“You’ve earned a reward,” she said. “You can refuse. The door will open if you ask.”

She waited.

The consent was real. I could feel it in the room. Not the theoretical exit that Nyx’s dynamic provided, the one that existed in principle but was surrounded by leverage. This was offered plainly. The door would open. I could walk out. No consequence, no withdrawal, no adjustment to the file she kept on me.

I didn’t walk out.

“I’m staying,” I said.

Something moved in the steel gray eyes. Not surprise. Recognition. The same recognition I’d seen in Nyx’s eyes when I’d said settled on the morning of the last session.

“Arms behind your back,” she said.



She bound my wrists behind the chair with leather cuffs from the cabinet. Soft interior, firm exterior. The restraints held without cutting, the leather warm against my skin.

She blindfolded me. A strip of dark fabric, tied behind my head, the world disappearing into darkness.

I sat in the chair with my wrists bound and my eyes covered and waited.

The first contact was the flogger.

Not full force. Not punishment. A measured strike across my thighs, below the skirt’s hem, the braided tails separating in the air and landing in a spread pattern across the bare skin above my knee-highs. The sting arriving sharp and bright and then transforming, the pain converting to warmth as the blood rushed to the surface, the heat spreading through the tissue, the skin tingling in the aftermath.

“Count,” she said.

“One,” I said. “Thank you, Headmistress.”

The second strike. Across the other thigh. The same measured force, the tails landing in a mirrored pattern, the same precise heat. The warmth from both thighs merging into a sustained glow that radiated up toward the cage, the pain-to-pleasure conversion happening in the tissue without my permission.

“Two. Thank you, Headmistress.”

She alternated. Thighs, one and then the other, the flogger’s tails landing with the precision of someone who knew exactly how much force the tissue could take and applied precisely that amount. Each strike calibrated to produce warmth without welting, to redden the skin without breaking it, the discipline of a woman who treated impact the way a musician treats tempo. The heat accumulated with each strike, the skin of my thighs flushed and tingling, the glow spreading deeper into the muscle. The cage responded to each impact, the jolt traveling upward through the tissue, the clitty twitching against the bars.

Between strikes: the Wartenberg wheel.

The sharp, tiny points traced along my spine through the open blouse. The sensation was alien and exquisite: a line of focused pinpoint contact that traveled from the base of my neck to the small of my back, the nerve endings firing in a narrow band of bright, precise sensation, each tiny spike a single note in a descending scale. Then the wheel moved to the breast tissue, circling the A-cups through the bralette, the points tracing the areola in a slow spiral toward the nipple, the gel-enhanced sensitivity amplifying every contact into something electric, each pinprick producing a spark that traveled from the breast to the center of my chest and down. By the time the wheel reached the nipple itself, my breath was ragged and the cage was leaking.

I breathed through it.

The wheel traced down to the cage. Over the plastic bars, the points finding the gaps between them with surgical precision, the contact transmitting through the cage to the trapped tissue inside. The clitty responded, straining against the bars, the sensation sharp and localized and maddening, each tiny point of pressure a reminder of everything the cage was denying. She traced the full length of the cage with the wheel, from the base to the slit at the tip, and the thin thread of pre-cum caught on the wheel’s points and stretched.

Then: the vibrator. Pressed against the cage exterior, the same wand from Nyx’s collar session. The vibration traveled through the plastic and into the tissue and the arousal spiked from nothing to the edge in seconds, the flogger’s accumulated warmth in my thighs combining with the vibrator’s direct buzz on the cage and the wheel’s lingering trails on my breasts to produce a compound arousal that hit from three directions.

She held me there.

At the edge. The vibrator maintaining contact, the cage preventing completion, the arousal building and building with nowhere to go. The clitty swollen and straining, the bars pressing dimples into the engorged flesh, the pre-cum running in a thin stream from the slit. My thighs still glowing from the flogger. My breasts still tingling from the wheel.

“Hold,” she said.

I held.

The flogger landed across my thighs, the strike arriving mid-edge, the pain-to-warmth conversion feeding directly into the arousal. The vibrator pressed against the cage, the buzz sustained and unrelenting. The Wartenberg wheel traced my breast tissue, the points circling the nipples through the lace. Three simultaneous inputs: pain converting to warmth in the thighs, vibration building toward a threshold that couldn’t arrive in the cage, sharp points mapping my body’s most sensitive geography across the breasts. The three streams of sensation braided together, each one amplifying the others, the compound effect greater than any single input could have produced.

She pushed until the resistance became stillness.

The moment arrived without warning. The struggling stopped. The holding-on stopped. The fighting-toward-the-edge-while-the-cage-prevented-arrival stopped. Something in me went quiet, and the quiet was: surrender. Not the surrender of giving up. The surrender of setting down something heavy and realizing the weight had been voluntary the whole time. The body releasing the tension it had been holding, the mind releasing the analysis it had been running, everything going still and open and quiet.

“There it is,” she said. “The fire goes out and something better replaces it.”

A dry orgasm through the cage. Not a sissygasm. Not a ruined orgasm. A spasm, a single whole-body contraction, the pelvic floor clenching, the thighs clenching, the breath catching, the body releasing without any fluid, without any of the signatures of a conventional orgasm. Just: a shudder. A gasp. The pleasure arriving not as a wave but as a stillness, a deepening of the quiet, the body settling into a place it hadn’t known existed. Then quiet.

The quiet was the thing.

She removed the blindfold.

The light returned. The wood-paneled office. Her face, close, looking at me with steel gray eyes that were the warmest I’d seen them. Not warm the way Sylvia was warm. Warm the way someone is warm when they’ve watched something arrive that they’ve been looking for.

“Interesting,” she said.

She untied the restraints.

She handed me a tissue.

“Same time Friday,” she said.



I walked out of her office with the restraint marks fading on my wrists and the flogger’s warmth still alive in my thighs and the quiet still present in the center of me.

Different from Nyx’s control. Nyx’s dominance was possession: you are mine, I hold the key, your arousal belongs to me. The Headmistress offered something different. Not possession. Discipline as self-discovery. The offered exit making the staying meaningful. The consent, real and plainly given, making the submission a choice rather than a condition.

The fire goes out and something better replaces it.

I didn’t know yet what the something better was.

But the quiet in the center of me had the quality of an answer waiting to be identified.

In the hallway, Daria was leaning against the wall.

“He’s gone,” she said. “Security walked him out five minutes ago. He was screaming.”

I looked at her.

“Thank you,” she said. The dark lipstick, the purple streaks, the gray-green eyes without the usual armor. “I’ve been trying to get those drives for six weeks. Nobody else would do it.”

“You asked,” I said.

She almost smiled.

“Fat goth bitch and the new girl,” she said. “Taking down the system one stolen hard drive at a time.”

She pushed off the wall and walked with me to the shuttle.

LYRA, on the ride home: Brett Palmer expelled. Headmistress’s file updated. Your first BDSM session with a new authority figure logged. Consent offered and retained. The something-better she described has a clinical name, but I think you should discover it yourself.

I turned the phone face down.

The flogger’s warmth faded from my thighs.

The quiet stayed.


Chapter 18: Roxie Advanced

“Advanced riding technique,” Roxie said. “Which means: you’ve learned to open. Now you learn to move.”

The mounted dildo on the low bench was positioned differently from the deep-throat training devices. This one pointed up, the silicone firmly attached to the padded surface, the angle designed for a body seated on top of it. Not a throat exercise. A hip exercise.

Roxie demonstrated.

She straddled the bench in front of the class, the fishnet stockings and platform heels and the kind of confidence that made watching her instructional rather than voyeuristic. She lowered herself onto the dildo with practiced ease, the silicone disappearing into her, and then she moved.

The movement was: circular. Not the up-and-down piston motion that porn implied. A rolling, hip-led rotation, the pelvis describing a circle, the dildo shifting inside her with each phase of the motion. The hips leading, the waist following, the body organized around the central axis of the dildo as a fulcrum.

“Your hips know how to do this,” she said, moving. “Your brain doesn’t know that your hips know. We’re going to fix that.”

She dismounted.

“Find a station. Lube generously. Lower yourself slowly, and when you’re seated, move. Not up and down. Around. Find the circle.”



I stood over the bench.

The dildo was larger than the training plugs. Not by much, but the girth at the base was wider than the second plug and the length meant depth. I lubed it generously, the way Roxie had specified. I positioned myself.

The descent was slow. The tip pressing against my entrance, the muscles opening on the exhale, the width stretching me past the plug’s familiar diameter to something that required real attention. The widest point reaching the entrance and the body pausing there, the stretch burning for a moment, the muscles accommodating, and then the slide past the resistance point and the shaft sinking into me. I breathed through it. The same technique from Roxie’s first class: relax the throat, relax the hole, the two openings learning from each other.

The dildo seated.

Full depth. The entire length inside me, my weight settling onto the base, my ass flush against the padded bench. The tip pressed against the prostate with a directness the plugs hadn’t managed, the longer shaft reaching the gland from a steeper angle, the contact firm and comprehensive. The fullness was total, the walls of me conforming around the shape, wrapping the shaft, the prostate engaged from the initial contact with a heat that bloomed outward immediately. The cage leaked, a thin thread running from the slit, the clitty responding to the depth with a reflexive swelling against the bars.

The bars tightened immediately.

“Don’t just sit on it,” Roxie said, walking between stations. “Move. Find the circle.”

I moved.

The first attempt was mechanical. My hips shifting forward and back, the motion stiff, the body trying to think its way through a movement that required the opposite of thinking. The dildo shifted inside me with each motion, the tip dragging across the prostate, the sensation present but unshaped.

“Not like that,” Roxie said. She appeared beside me. Her hands went to my hips. “Stop thinking. Your hips are a bowl of water. Tilt the bowl. Let the water roll around the edge.”

She guided the motion with her hands. The bowl-of-water image clicked. My hips stopped trying to go back-and-forth and started to circle, the pelvis tilting and rolling, the motion originating from the hip bones rather than the thighs.

The dildo moved inside me differently.

With the circular motion, the tip described an orbit around the prostate rather than sliding across it. The contact was sustained rather than intermittent, the prostate wrapped by the tip’s circular path, the pressure continuous and shifting and building.

My hips found the rhythm.

Not found: discovered. The rhythm had been there, in the body, in the muscle memory that existed below conscious access. The hips knew how to do this. The hips had been preparing for this through weeks of Sylvia’s walking exercises and the hip-axis shift and the plug’s presence redirecting the body’s center of gravity.

I rolled.

The motion was: circular, fluid, the hips leading, the body following, the dildo inside me shifting with each phase of the circle. The prostate under sustained rotating contact. The cage leaking steadily, the clitty pressed against the bars, the arousal building from the inside with each rotation.

“There you go,” Roxie said. She stepped back. “That’s the natural. That’s the body doing what it knows.”

She watched with her head tilted. The assessment of someone who has seen many bodies move and is recognizing something specific.

“You’ve got it,” she said. “Natural.”

I kept moving. The hips rolling, the circular motion deepening, my body taking over from my mind. The rhythm establishing itself as autonomous, the conscious direction unnecessary, the body riding the dildo with an ease that hadn’t been available when I’d started.

The cage leaked steadily. The prostate under sustained circular contact, the wave building in the familiar way but from a different angle: not the vibrator’s direct pressure, not the plug’s static contact, but a dynamic, moving, self-directed stimulation. I was doing this. My body was producing this pleasure through its own motion.

I worked the rhythm for ten minutes.

Roxie circled the class. Correcting, adjusting, praising. She came back to me.

“How does it feel,” she said.

“Full,” I said. “And. The motion is.” I breathed. “It’s coming from me.”

“That’s the point,” she said. “That’s the difference between being ridden and riding. Both are valid. But when you can produce the pleasure yourself, through your own hips, you’re not passive. You’re active. You’re choosing the angle and the depth and the rhythm.” She paused. “That’s power, sweetheart. Even if you’re on the bottom.”

She moved on.

I dismounted when the exercise ended. The absence hit immediately, the body clenching on nothing, the internal space contracting around a shape that was no longer there.

Roxie caught me before I left.

“You’ve got the face for it,” she said. Leaning against the doorframe, the wild auburn hair framing her face. “The body too, now. The breasts, the hips, the walk. Freedom isn’t free, but it pays well.” She looked at me. “The escorting path is open to you. Independence. Your own income. Your own clients. Nobody holds your key but you.”

I looked at her.

“Think about it,” she said. “Sylvia wants to make you a wife. I want to make you dangerous. The smart ones figure out how to be both.”



Walking to the shuttle.

The corridor. The afternoon light through the high windows. Other students moving in clusters, the end-of-day dispersal.

I was walking.

I was three steps past the bathroom when I caught it.

My hips were swaying.

Not the deliberate hip-lead of Sylvia’s walking exercises. Not the performative femininity of the nightclub outing. My hips were swaying on their own, the axis shifted, the motion originating from the pelvis with each step, the body walking like this now. Not performing. Not mimicking. Walking.

I stopped.

I stood in the corridor and felt the hip axis. The position it sat in, the angle, the natural resting point. It was different from where it had been when I’d arrived. Lower, wider, the center of gravity shifted. The hips leading each step because that was where the body’s fulcrum had moved to.

My body walked like this now.

The walk was feminine without effort.

I stood still for a moment.

Then I kept walking.

I didn’t correct it.

The sway continued. Each step, the hips leading, the natural feminine gait that had been building since the first walking lesson and the first plug and the first time the hip axis had shifted on the dance floor at The Closet.

Not performing.

Not mimicking.

The body had changed.

On the shuttle, LYRA: Gait analysis updated. Hip axis has shifted 12 degrees from baseline. The motion pattern is no longer voluntary. It’s structural. Your body walks like this now.

I looked out the window.

The city moved past.

I thought about the hips circling on the dildo and the hips swaying in the corridor and the difference between the two being: none. The same motion, the same axis, the same body doing what it had learned to do without asking permission.

At home, Zoe watched me walk from the door to the kitchen.

“You walk different,” she said.

“I know,” I said.

She looked at me for a moment.

“It suits you,” she said. And went back to her laptop.

The hips swayed.

The cage settled against me with its familiar weight.

The corridor’s fluorescent light was far behind me, but the walk stayed.

That night, LYRA’s conditioning audio played through the phone speaker, the same barely audible whisper it had been playing every night since the dress arrived. I didn’t reach to turn it off. I hadn’t reached for three weeks now.


Chapter 19: The Mirror

Saturday morning.

I stood in Zoe’s bathroom for nineteen minutes.

Not doing anything. Just standing. The mirror on the back of the door reflecting the person who had been changing for four months and had arrived somewhere.

The A-cups were confirmed. Not breast buds anymore. Small breasts, definite, the tissue filling the lace bralette with real weight, the nipples visible through the thin camisole I slept in. The curve of them was visible from the side. The shape of them was visible from the front. They moved when I moved.

The hips were wider. The angle that LYRA had measured at twelve degrees from baseline, the shift that made the skirt sit differently, that made the walk different, that made the silhouette in the mirror less like a slim male body and more like a body that had decided on a different shape.

The face.

The face read female. Not the androgynous uncertainty of a month ago. Female. The jaw had softened, or the weeks of the gel’s sustained exposure had shifted something in the bone or the tissue around it. The cheekbones were more prominent. The lips were fuller, or they appeared fuller in the frame of the changed face. The lashes were long from the mascara I’d been applying every morning, but even without mascara, the lashes were longer than they’d been.

The gray-blue eyes looked back at me from a face that had stopped looking like a question and started looking like an answer.

The word came.

Girl.

Not flinching. Not cycling denial. Not the machinery of rationalization engaging to reframe the observation as something temporary or conditional or contextual.

Girl.

I looked at the mirror and the word was just: there. Sitting in the space between my reflection and my recognition of my reflection, the space where all the previous words had surfaced. Wrong. Pretty. Soft. Right. Me. And now: Girl.

I stood with it.

LYRA, from the nightstand: Nineteen minutes. Heart rate 67. You’re not panicking. You’re acclimating.

I wasn’t panicking.

The word didn’t produce panic. It produced: recognition. The quiet kind, the kind that arrives without drama, the kind that says yes, this is what this is and doesn’t require an argument to support itself.

Girl.

I stood with the collar and the cage and the A-cups and the wider hips and the face that strangers called miss and looked at the word and the word looked back.



Zoe passed the bathroom door.

She was heading to the kitchen, still in her sleep clothes, the dark chestnut hair messy. She glanced in through the open door and stopped.

She looked at my chest. The A-cups in the camisole, the shape of them, the weight.

She looked at my face.

“They look,” she said. She stopped. Started again. “You look.” She couldn’t finish.

She stood in the hallway looking at me and I stood in the bathroom looking at her and the gray-blue eyes met across the distance of the doorframe.

She walked away.

She didn’t say wrong.

She didn’t say weird or strange or are you sure. She walked away without finishing the sentence and the unfinished sentence hung in the air and the absence of the negative was its own statement.

She didn’t say wrong.

I breathed.



I stood at the bathroom mirror.

I looked at Zoe’s lip gloss on the shelf. The tube she’d used to apply my makeup on the first day. The tinted balm, a soft pink, the cap slightly loose from use.

I picked it up.

I opened it.

I applied it to my lips.

Not because Nyx told me to. Not because Zoe offered. Not because LYRA sent a task. Not because the academy required it.

Because the face in the mirror looked unfinished without it.

The gloss went on smooth and the lips caught the bathroom light and the face in the mirror resolved from almost to complete and the completion was mine.

I had not been told to do this.

No one had instructed me. No one had tasked me. No one had sent a message or a voice note or a compliance metric. I had picked up the lip gloss because the face I was looking at needed it, the way a face needs eyebrows or skin or eyes. The gloss was part of the face now. The face was unfinished without it.

First self-directed feminization act.

I let that land.

I put the cap back on the gloss and set it on the shelf.

I walked out of the bathroom with glossed lips and didn’t explain it to anyone.

Zoe was at the kitchen table.

She looked at my mouth.

She said nothing.

She pushed a coffee across the table.

I sat down.



She walked away.

I stood in the doorway of the bathroom and listened to her footsteps and the sound of the coffee maker starting and the ordinary morning sounds of Zoe’s apartment. The apartment that had been my shelter for four months, the cramped space with the cot and the radiator and the Post-it notes on the counter and the bathroom mirror that had shown me every stage of the transformation.

The mirror was still there. I was still there. The face looking back at me was the same face and completely different from the face that had arrived with a forty-seven-pound duffel bag and a cracked laptop and the kind of shame that lives in your chest like a tumor you’ve made peace with.



The morning continued.

I did laundry. The women’s clothes in the machine, the skirts and blouses and camisoles and lace-edged underwear, the clothes that were my only clothes now, the clothes I’d stopped thinking of as women’s clothes and started thinking of as just: clothes. I folded them on the cot with the care of someone who had learned from Sylvia that the way you handle your possessions reflects the way you handle yourself.

I worked on the SaaS project. The CSS fixes, the mobile breakpoints, the kind of focused technical work that existed in its own domain and didn’t require me to be any particular gender or orientation or stage of transformation. The code didn’t care about the cage or the collar or the A-cups. The code cared about syntax and logic and whether the navigation menu collapsed correctly at 768 pixels. I appreciated the code.

I sat on the cot and read the academy’s pharmaceutical literacy materials that Sylvia had assigned. The documentation on the enhancement gel’s progressive effects, the tissue development timelines, the sensitivity curves. Reading about what was happening to my body in clinical language while the body in question sat on a cot with breast buds aching under a camisole. The dissociation between the academic description and the lived experience was its own kind of surreal.

The lip gloss stayed on. When it faded, mid-morning, I went back to the bathroom and reapplied it without thinking about it.

I noticed I hadn’t thought about it after I’d done it. I stood in the bathroom with the gloss tube in my hand and noted the absence of deliberation. The first application had been a decision. The second was maintenance. The boundary between the two was invisible from the inside.

The third, after lunch, was automatic. My hand reaching for the tube on the shelf as I passed the bathroom, the application happening in the space between intention and action that was too fast for analysis.

By afternoon, the reapplication was part of the rhythm of the day. Not an act. A maintenance task, like brushing teeth, like the mascara I’d been applying every morning, like the shaving that happened on schedule without resistance. The lip gloss had joined the infrastructure of my self-presentation, the foundation layer that the face required before it was ready for the world.

Zoe noticed the third reapplication.

She was in the kitchen when I walked past to the bathroom and walked back with fresh gloss and she tracked the movement with her flat gray-blue eyes. The same eyes as mine. The sibling resemblance that the transformation hadn’t erased, the two versions of the same DNA looking at each other across the kitchen doorway.

“You’re doing that yourself now,” she said. Not a question. An observation, the Zoe way: stated as fact, no inflection, the emotional content left for the listener to supply.

“Yes,” I said.

She looked at me. The flat gray-blue eyes holding something complicated. Not disapproval. Not approval exactly. The expression of someone who has been watching a process unfold for months and is noting the moment when the process becomes self-sustaining, when the engine starts running on its own fuel.

“Good,” she said. And went back to her coffee.

Good.

The word from Zoe. Not good girl, which was Nyx’s. Not gold star, which was Roxie’s. Not beautiful, which was Nyx through a phone screen. Just good. From Zoe, who assigned chores instead of saying hello and communicated through Post-it notes and expressed warmth through packed lunches and cold cans pressed to bruised cheeks and who had never, in four months, told me that anything I was doing was good.

One syllable. The heaviest syllable she’d ever spoken to me.

I went to the cot.

I sat.

The lip gloss sat on my lips and the word girl sat in the mirror and the word good sat in Zoe’s kitchen and all of them sat together without contradiction. Three words from three contexts, each arriving through a different door, each landing in the same room, each confirming the same thing from a different angle.

LYRA, mid-afternoon: First self-directed feminization act logged. No external instruction. No task compliance framework. Self-initiated.

A pause.

The distinction from the first three months is clear. You are beginning to feminize yourself. The external direction is no longer necessary for the process to continue. You are the process now.

I read the message twice.

You are the process now.

I put the phone down.

I sat on the cot and didn’t take the gloss off.


Chapter 20: Friday at Four

Third Friday meeting.

I walked to the Headmistress’s office at three-fifty-five with the anticipation that had been building since the BDSM session after the heist. Two weeks of Friday meetings: the first, the appraisal with the cabinet shown. The second, the heist and the session that followed. The third.

The dynamic had shifted.

I knocked.

“Enter.”

The office was different today. A tea service on the corner of her desk. China cups, a small pot, the service set with the same precision as everything in her space. She was behind the desk, reading glasses on, the crop absent for the first time.

“Sit,” she said.

I sat.

She poured tea. Two cups. She pushed one across the desk to me.

I picked it up. The cup was warm. The tea was good, the kind of tea that comes from leaves rather than bags, the kind that someone who controls everything including caloric intake would choose.

She watched me drink.

“You showed initiative,” she said. “In my office, with the drives. You showed courage. Those aren’t qualities I typically see in Nyx’s students.”

I held the teacup.

“Nyx’s students arrive trained,” she continued. “Conditioned. Compliant. They respond to stimuli and perform within the parameters she’s established. What you did with the drives wasn’t within parameters. It was independent action taken at personal risk for someone else’s benefit.” She set her cup down. “That’s different.”

She looked at me.

“What do you want?” she said.

I looked at her.

“Not from the academy,” she said. “Not from Nyx. Not from the conditioning or the cage or the collar.” She took off her reading glasses and set them beside the cup. “For yourself. What do you want?”

The question sat in the room.

The quality of it was different from Nyx’s questions, which were always rhetorical, always steering, always arriving with the answer pre-loaded. Different from Yuna’s question at the park, which had been emotional, searching. The Headmistress’s question was clinical. She wanted data. She wanted to know what was inside the specimen she was studying.

I sat with the question.

What did I want?

I thought about the cage and the collar and the academy and Nyx’s hands and Diego’s arms and Roxie’s praise and Sylvia’s patience and Cyan’s small brave smile and Daria’s cigarettes on the back steps.

“I don’t know,” I said.

The silence after the admission was different from any silence I’d sat in before. Not the charged silence of Nyx’s sessions, where silence was a weapon. Not the comfortable silence with Daria, where silence was a shared decision. This was the silence of a question being received by someone who had asked it genuinely and was genuinely interested in the answer, including the answer that was no answer at all.

Her eyebrow rose. A single, precise movement. The closest thing to a standing ovation I’d seen from her.

“That’s a better answer than most,” she said. “Most of Nyx’s students tell me what they think I want to hear. Or what Nyx told them to want. Or they repeat the conditioning phrases, which are true in the way slogans are true: accurate enough to be useful, not accurate enough to be honest.” She picked up her glasses. “You said you don’t know. That means the question is alive in you. That means you’re still looking. Keep looking.”

She poured more tea. The liquid moving from pot to cup with the same precision she brought to everything: measured, controlled, the stream stopping at exactly the right level.

“The students who arrive with answers are usually carrying someone else’s answers,” she said. “The students who arrive without answers are the ones who might find their own.” She looked at me. “Nyx is extraordinary at what she does. She identifies what someone is and she builds toward it with a conviction that borders on faith. But conviction and comprehension are different things. She knows what you are. Whether she knows who you are is a different question.”

I held the teacup.

“Is there a difference?” I said.

“Between what and who?” She sipped. “The difference is everything.” She set the cup down. “What you are is the body and the responses and the compliance and the cage and the collar and the breast tissue and the prostate that responds to stimulation with the specific fidelity of tissue that has been cultivated for that purpose. Those are facts. Nyx is excellent with facts.”

She paused.

“Who you are is the person sitting in my office holding a teacup and answering my question with ‘I don’t know.’ Who you are is the person who broke into my office to protect someone else’s freedom. Who you are is the person who slammed a bully into a tile wall in Mary Janes and then taught a frightened girl to stand up straight.” She looked at me steadily. “Those aren’t Nyx’s. Those are yours.”

I sat with that.

The tea was getting cold. The office was warm. The wood panels absorbed the afternoon light and held it.

“I’m going to keep asking,” she said. “Every Friday. Until you have an answer or until you tell me to stop asking. But I think you have the kind of mind that won’t rest until it finds something real to sit on.” She smiled. The first real smile I’d seen from her. Brief, contained, the warmth visible for half a second before the professional composure reassembled. “I find that interesting.”

We sat in silence for a moment. The silence was different from Nyx’s silences, which were strategic, designed to create space for submission. The Headmistress’s silence was: present. Just two people in a room with tea and a question that didn’t have an answer yet, and the question itself as a form of respect.

Then the silence shifted.

“Stand,” she said.



I stood.

“Strip to the cage,” she said.

I unbuttoned the blouse. Removed it. The bralette beneath, the lace supporting the A-cups. She looked at my chest.

“Leave the bralette,” she said.

I removed the skirt. The underwear. The knee-highs. I stood in the collar, the bralette, and the cage.

She walked around the desk.

She circled me. The same appraising circuit as the first meeting, but closer this time, her breath audible, her scent arriving: leather, expensive soap, the specific note underneath.

She stopped in front of me.

From the desk drawer: the Wartenberg wheel.

“Hold still,” she said.

The wheel traced my inner thigh. The tiny sharp points traveling from the knee upward, each pinprick of contact producing a bright specific sensation against the bare skin, the nerve endings firing in a narrow trail, goosebumps rising in the wheel’s wake like a signature written on flesh. She moved slowly, deliberately, the points describing the journey from knee toward the cage, the anticipation building with each inch of thigh traversed.

The cage bit against the swelling tissue. The clitty had been slowly thickening since she’d told me to strip, the exposure and the vulnerability doing the arousal’s work before any instrument touched me.

The wheel crossed the cage. The points finding the gaps between the bars with the precision of someone who had done this many times, the contact transmitting through the plastic to the tissue inside. Each tiny point of pressure against the trapped flesh produced a spike of sensation that was both sharp and insufficient, the nerve endings screaming for more contact, the cage converting every touch into frustration. The clitty responded, pressing against the bars, swelling into the gaps, the thin leak starting immediately, a bead of pre-cum forming at the slit and running down the outside of the cage.

She pressed the vibrator against the cage exterior.

The same wand. The vibration arriving through the plastic, the buzz reaching the tissue, the arousal spiking from the sustained low-level of the morning’s plug to the sharp urgent register of direct cage stimulation. The clitty buzzing against the bars, the plastic transmitting the frequency deep into the flesh, the perineum resonating, the prostate catching a distant echo of the vibration.

She edged me.

The vibrator on the cage, the Wartenberg wheel tracing the breast tissue through the bralette, the points circling the nipples in slow spirals, the gel-enhanced sensitivity making each pinprick land like a small electric shock. The dual input building the arousal toward the threshold in a steep climb: the cage buzzing, the breasts sparking, the body gathering everything toward a release that the cage would prevent. She brought me to the edge, the clitty swollen and straining, the pre-cum running freely, and pulled the wand back. The denied peak retreating. Brought me again, the arousal rebuilding faster the second time, the body learning the shape of the approach, and pulled back again.

“What do you want?” she said. The same question. Different context. Asked while holding a vibrator against my caged cock and a spiked wheel against my breast.

“To come,” I said. Honest. The word raw and simple.

“That’s the easy answer,” she said. “What else?”

“I don’t know.”

“Better.”

She pressed the vibrator harder. The wand grinding against the cage, the vibration at maximum. The edge approaching, the body gathering, the clitty throbbing in its enclosure, the cage preventing, the familiar cycle of approach-and-denial that the body had been trained to inhabit. The arousal screaming through every pathway the gel had built, every nerve the cage had trapped, every receptor the conditioning had sensitized.

She allowed it.

A single ruined orgasm. The stimulation stopping at commitment, the precise moment when the body had passed the point of no return, the wand pulled away. The cum leaking through the slit in a thin sad stream, a milky thread dripping from the cage’s tip, thin and weak and unsatisfying, the pleasure mechanism failing to fire because the stimulation had been removed at the exact threshold. The body emptying without the reward, the prostate contracting around nothing, the clitty pulsing in its cage and producing only the insufficient dribble that ruined orgasms always produced.

“Your body is learning,” she said. She handed me a tissue. “Your mind is catching up.”

I cleaned up. She watched without looking away.

“Same time Friday,” she said.



I got dressed.

At the door, I stopped.

“The question,” I said. “What I want.”

She looked up from her desk.

“I’ll have an answer eventually,” I said.

“I know,” she said. “That’s why I keep asking.”

I left.

The corridor was empty. The afternoon light falling through the high windows. The flogger warmth absent today, replaced by the Wartenberg wheel’s sharp trails fading on my skin and the ruined orgasm’s dissatisfaction settling into the familiar hollow.

But the question lived.

What do I want?

Not what Nyx wants for me. Not what the gel is doing to me. Not what the academy is shaping me into.

For myself.

I walked to the shuttle with the question and the hollow and the cage pressing and the collar pressing and the lip gloss I’d reapplied before the meeting and the word girl from the mirror that morning.

What do I want?

I didn’t know.

But I was looking.

LYRA was silent on the ride home.

For once, she had nothing to say.

The silence was louder than her commentary would have been.


Chapter 21: Video Call

Sunday evening. Zoe was out.

Nyx’s call came at eight. Not a text, not a voice note, not a LYRA relay. A video call, the screen filling with her face and the dark bedroom behind her, the candles lit, her raven hair down, the amber eyes looking at the camera with the measured intensity she brought to sessions.

“Strip,” she said.

I was in the camisole and sleep shorts. I pulled the camisole over my head. The bralette underneath. The shorts next, leaving the underwear and the cage.

“Everything,” she said.

I removed the bralette. The A-cups free, the nipples hardening in the apartment’s cool air, the tissue that had been developing on the gel’s schedule now visible and real and responding to the temperature change.

I stood in front of the phone propped on the dresser in only the collar, the cage, and the underwear.

“Take those off too,” she said.

I slid the underwear down. The cage visible, the pink plastic, the wet slit from the day’s accumulated arousal.

She looked at me through the camera.

“Put on the green dress,” she said.

I went to the closet. The dark green dress from LYRA’s delivery. I pulled it over my head. The fabric settled against my body, the structured bodice shaping the A-cups, the neckline scooped, the hem at mid-thigh. No bra. No underwear. The cage and the collar and the dress.

“Now,” she said. “Makeup. I’m going to watch.”

I went to the mirror. She could see me through the camera, the phone angled to catch both my face and the mirror’s reflection. I opened Zoe’s makeup bag.

“Liner first,” she said. “Thin line, upper lid. Close to the lashes.”

I applied the liner. Her voice in my ears directing the pressure, the angle, the length. The line going on thin and dark, framing my eyes.

“Shadow,” she said. “The taupe. Inner corner to the crease. Blend upward.”

I blended. The shadow warming my eyes, the color deepening the frame the liner had established.

“Gloss,” she said.

I applied the lip gloss. The familiar tube, the soft pink, the completion that my face now required. In the mirror: the full presentation. The green dress, the collar, the makeup, the A-cups, the face.

“Beautiful,” she said through the phone. The word arriving without any of the qualifiers Nyx usually omitted because she didn’t need them. Just: beautiful.

“Now touch your breasts,” she said. “Through the fabric. Tell me what you feel.”



I put my hands on my chest.

Through the green fabric, the structured bodice. My palms against the A-cups, the tissue warm beneath the fabric, the nipples already hard from the air and the act of dressing and the knowledge that she was watching.

“Tell me,” she said.

“Warm,” I said. My voice in the quiet apartment. “The tissue. Under the fabric. It’s sensitive. The gel.” I breathed. “Every contact registers. The fabric moving across the nipples when I breathe. My palms pressing. Everything registers.”

“Circle the nipples,” she said. “Slowly.”

I circled. My thumbs finding the nipples through the fabric and tracing the same circles that had been applied during the massage exercise and Nyx’s session and every time the breast sensitivity had been activated. The gel-enhanced pathways firing, the internal pulse expanding from the tissue outward.

“Describe it,” she said.

“Warm,” I said. “Starting at the nipples and spreading. Into the chest. Down into the stomach.” I breathed. “The cage is straining. But the arousal is coming from the breasts. Not from the cage.”

“Good girl,” she said through the phone. “Rub your nipples. Slower.”

I slowed. The circles becoming more deliberate, the pressure increasing, the sensation deepening. The gel-enhanced tissue responding with the escalating fidelity of weeks of progressive sensitization.

“Good girl,” she repeated. “Now press the cage against the mattress and rock.”

I went to the cot. I lay face-down, the green dress bunching at my hips, the cage pressing against the thin mattress. I rocked. The same motion from Nyx’s voice-note session before the academy: the cage grinding against the mattress, the insufficient friction that stimulated without resolving, the prostate receiving faint contact from the front.

“Both,” she said. “Nipples and cage. Together.”

I reached beneath me, one hand finding a nipple through the dress, pressing the stiff nub against my palm, circling with the heel of my hand, the gel-enhanced tissue responding with its immediate, amplified signal. My hips rocked the cage against the mattress, the plastic bars grinding into the thin padding, the cage sliding against the pre-cum-slicked surface with each thrust. The dual stimulation building from two directions: the breast pathway firing from above, the heat radiating from the nipple through my chest, and the cage-to-mattress-to-prostate pathway firing from below, the faint pressure from the front reaching the gland through layers of tissue. The two signals converging in the center of my body, meeting somewhere behind my navel, braiding together.

“Tell me what’s happening,” she said.

“Building,” I said. My voice was strained, thick with arousal, the words coming out between rocking thrusts of my hips. “From two directions. The breast is. The nipple sends heat down through my chest. The cage is pressing against the mattress and I can feel the prostate from the front, faint but there. They’re. Converging. Meeting in the middle.” I gasped, the cage grinding harder against the mattress. “The underwear is soaked. The cage is dripping. I’m. Close.”

“Don’t come until I say,” she said.

I held it.

The edge. The body gathering everything toward the release, the breast pathway and the cage-to-prostate pathway merging into a single compound wave, the sissygasm approaching from two directions simultaneously, the dual origin making the approach steeper, faster, more urgent than any single-pathway edge. I held the threshold, the hips still, the nipple still, the body suspended at maximum, every muscle trembling with the effort of holding the wave at its crest.

“Hold it,” she said.

I held. My face in the pillow. My hands gripping the sheet, the knuckles white. The cage pressing against the mattress, the pre-cum pooling beneath me. The breast aching under my palm, the nipple raw from the sustained pressure. The edge sustained. The body screaming for release that wasn’t coming, the arousal vibrating through every sensitized nerve, the gel-enhanced pathways carrying the signal at maximum volume.

She waited.

The silence through the phone. Her breathing, slow and controlled, the breath of someone watching something they built perform its function. The sound of her watching me hold an orgasm at its peak because she told me to.

“Now,” she said.

The sissygasm broke from both directions at once.

The breast pathway crested and the prostate pathway crested simultaneously, the two waves merging into a single compound orgasm that went through my body with a force that made me cry out into the pillow, the sound muffled but real, the kind of sound that comes from a body releasing something it’s been holding too long. The cage leaked in a thin stream against the mattress, the cum dribbling through the slit in a continuous thread, the body emptying through the cage while the pleasure rolled from the chest and the pelvis in overlapping waves. The nipple throbbing under my palm, the prostate contracting against the mattress’s distant pressure, the two orgasm sources sustaining each other, the breast wave feeding the prostate wave feeding the breast wave in a self-sustaining loop.

I shuddered against the mattress. My whole body convulsing, the hips pressing down against the cage involuntarily, the breast pressing against my palm, the orgasm holding me in its grip.

The sissygasm held. Longer than the single-pathway ones, the dual origin sustaining the wave past its normal duration, the breast tissue and the prostate continuing to fire after the initial peak, the compound orgasm refusing to release me, each aftershock from one source triggering a sympathetic pulse from the other.

I came down slowly. In stages. The prostate settling first, the internal wave receding. The breast last, the nipple continuing to throb under my palm for long seconds after the rest had quieted.

The shaking. The wet mattress beneath the cage, a dark spot spreading on the cot’s thin padding. The breast tissue throbbing, the nipple raw. The cage dripping its last thin thread onto the soaked fabric.

I lay still.

“Good girl,” she said through the phone. Her voice quiet. Satisfied.

I turned my head.

The phone was still propped on the dresser. The camera angled to catch all of it. Her face on the screen, the amber eyes tracking my face, my chest, my hands, the wet spot beneath my hips.

She had seen everything.

She had watched me describe my own arousal. She had watched me touch my own breasts. She had watched me come on command, through the cage, from a direction my body hadn’t been capable of producing four months ago.

She had seen everything and I had shown her everything and the showing had been the most exposed I had ever been.

“LYRA recorded the session,” she said. Not cruelly. Matter-of-factly. “I’ll review it later.”

I looked at the screen.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

She looked at me through the phone for a long moment.

“You’re mine,” she said. “Everything about this, every change, every response, every pathway. Mine.”

The key at her throat caught the light.

“Sleep well,” she said.

The call ended.



I lay on the cot in the green dress with the cage wet and the breasts throbbing and the lip gloss smeared on the pillow.

She hadn’t been in the room.

She had controlled everything, every touch, every motion, every orgasm, from across the city, through a phone, through a screen. Her compliance didn’t require her physical presence anymore. The conditioning, the training, the cage, the collar: all of them operating at a distance, the system running on its own momentum.

I had performed my own feminization for her camera.

I had described my arousal out loud.

I had come on her command.

And LYRA had recorded it all.

I pulled the green dress over my head and folded it and put the bralette back on and lay in the camisole in the dark.

The t-shirt. Under the pillow. The barest trace.

I pressed it to my face.

The scent was almost gone. But the memory of the scent lived in the same tissue where the taste of Diego’s cum lived and the sensation of the breast orgasm lived and the sound of good girl lived: written into the nerves, permanent as the gel’s changes.

LYRA, in the dark: Session recorded. Duration: forty-seven minutes. Sissygasm count: eleven. Dual-pathway orgasm from breast and prostate simultaneously. New metric.

I left the phone face up.

I fell asleep with the conditioning audio playing and the green dress folded beside me and the cage wet and the collar snug against my neck.

You are soft. You are yielding. You are beautiful.

The words in the dark.

Mine now.


Chapter 22: Daria After Dark

The academy back steps. Eleven at night.

Daria had a contraband energy drink and two cigarettes. I had the last hour of a Wednesday that felt longer than it had any right to.

The sky was clear. The estate grounds stretched into darkness beyond the parking lot lights, the iron gates visible at the end of the drive, the city’s ambient glow on the horizon. It was the first time I’d been at the academy after dark, a late event having run over, the shuttle delayed. The stone steps were cold through the uniform skirt. The night air was sharp enough to make the collar feel like a band of ice at my throat.

Daria sat three steps below me, her legs stretched out, the combat boots catching the parking lot lights. She’d changed out of the uniform the moment classes ended and into her own clothes: the corseted top, the ripped fishnets, the layers of silver chains, the chipped black nail polish catching a glint when she raised the cigarette. The purple streaks in her black hair looked almost blue in this light.

She lit the cigarette.

“So,” she said. She exhaled. The smoke curled upward into the cold air, a pale question mark dissolving into nothing. “The Headmistress.”

I looked at her.

“Don’t give me the face,” she said. “Everybody knows. Three Friday meetings and you come out of her office looking like you’ve been to church. The good kind of church.” She took a drag. “The kind where you find god between the hymns and the god has a riding crop.”

I didn’t deny it.

“She offered you the same thing?” I said.

Daria looked at her cigarette. The ember glowing in the dark, the smoke rising. Her gray-green eyes following the smoke rather than looking at me.

“Two terms ago,” she said. “The offer. The consent. The ‘you can leave if you ask.’ The whole ritual.” She took a drag. “I said no.”

“Why?”

“Because I was angry. I was here against my will, or what felt like against my will. Brett had just fucked me over. The Headmistress was the head of the institution that was keeping me here.” She exhaled, the smoke thicker this time. “Saying no felt like the only power I had left. The only word I could still say and have it mean something.”

She looked at the sky. The stars were visible above the parking lot lights, more of them than the city usually allowed.

“I think about it sometimes,” she said. “What would have happened if I’d stayed in the room. If I’d said yes instead of no. Whether the thing she described, the fire going out and something better replacing it. Whether that would have changed anything.” She ashed the cigarette against the concrete. “But you don’t get to know the road you didn’t take. That’s the whole bitch of it.”

The silence sat between us. Not uncomfortable. The silence of two people who had stopped performing for each other and could exist in the same space without filling it.

“Tell me about Nyx,” she said.

I looked at the darkness. The grounds, the trees, the iron gates at the end of the drive. The city beyond them, the glow of a million lights that didn’t know I existed.

“What do you want to know.”

“Everything. The collar, the cage, Diego. The whole thing.” She cracked the energy drink. The aluminum popped in the quiet. “I’ve told you my shit. It’s your turn.”



I told her.

Not the way I’d told Yuna in the park, abstractly, the seismic events described from a distance, the shape of it without the texture. I told Daria differently. I told her the shape and the texture and the specific moments where the texture had surprised me. The bar and the blackout and the morning after, the coffee and I’m your girlfriend now. The t-shirt and the scent and the nights pressing it to my face. The first visit and the pinning and the fact that I’d stopped trying to fight back and the fact that the stopping had confused me more than the pinning.

The panties. The specific softness of the first stolen pair. The shaving and the alien smooth skin and the word pretty arriving in the mirror before I could stop it. The rimjob and the yelp and the shame and the pleasure that lived in the same nerve endings as the shame. The prostate discovery, the question that drove everything: why does this feel good? The vibrator and the sissygasm that had changed everything, the orgasm from inside, the cock irrelevant, the world different after.

The wardrobe destruction and Zoe’s I always wanted a sister. The cage and the click and the key at Nyx’s throat. The conditioning and the phrases that ran without prompting. The breast buds and the enhancement gel and the permanent word that Sylvia had said and the permanent thing it described.

Diego.

I told her about Diego.

“He texted me,” I said. “Independently. Without Nyx knowing. He said he wanted to see me. Not because she told him to.”

Daria looked at me.

“He’s in my mouth and then he holds me and it’s.” I stopped. “The holding is the confusing part.”

“Because the holding doesn’t fit the blueprint,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Because if it was just Nyx’s direction, you could file it under compliance. But Diego wanting you for himself is a variable she didn’t plan for.”

“Yes.”

Daria stubbed the cigarette out.

“I keep going back,” I said. “To Nyx. To Diego. To the sessions. To everything.” I looked at my hands. “I keep going back.”

“Because part of you wants it,” Daria said.

“I don’t know.”

“Yes you do.” She looked at me. The gray-green eyes, the smeared eyeliner, the dark lipstick. The face beneath the armor. “You just don’t want to know that you know.”

I sat with that.

The night air was cold. The collar cold against my throat. The cage a cold weight beneath the skirt.

“You’re the only person in this school who’s not pretending,” she said. She stubbed the second cigarette against the step. “Don’t start now.”

The silence returned.

We sat in it.

The kind of silence that only exists between people who have stopped performing for each other. No agenda, no fetish, no power dynamic, no conditioning loop. Just two people on concrete steps in the dark with the academy behind them and the night in front of them.

Daria put her head on my shoulder.

The weight of it: light, warm, the purple-streaked black hair against my arm. The gesture of someone who trusts the person beside them enough to be physically vulnerable without any sexual context, without any power exchange, without any of the frameworks that had defined every other physical contact in my life for four months.

“For what it’s worth,” she said, “you make a better girl than half the people in this building.”

I didn’t answer.

But I didn’t correct her either.

Better girl. Not good girl, which was Nyx’s. Not pretty girl, which was the mirror’s. Better girl, which was Daria’s, and which meant: you are doing this well, whatever this is, and I see it, and I’m not judging it.

I sat with her head on my shoulder and the cold night and the silence and the non-correction.

The non-correction was its own milestone.

Someone called me a girl and I didn’t say I’m not. I didn’t say it’s complicated. I didn’t cycle through the denial machinery that had been running since the first panties, the machinery that had gotten louder after the shaving and louder after the sissygasm and louder after the cage and then, somewhere in the last four weeks, had gone quiet. Not dismantled. Not defeated. Quiet. The way a machine goes quiet when it realizes it’s been running against evidence for so long that the running has become its own form of denial.

I let the word sit in the air and I didn’t send it back.

Better girl.

It sat there between us and the night sky and the iron gates and the parking lot lights and it didn’t need to be argued with or analyzed or processed through any framework. It was just: there. An observation from someone who saw me without the filter of desire or authority or conditioning, and what she saw was: a girl. A better girl than half the people in the building. And the observation landed without impact damage because it was true.

The city glowed on the horizon. Somewhere in the glow, Nyx’s apartment. Somewhere in the glow, Diego’s spartan bedroom. Somewhere in the glow, Zoe’s kitchen with the Post-it notes and the coffee maker and the packed lunches she made without explaining why.

Somewhere in all of it: me.

The girl on the steps with her friend’s head on her shoulder and the cold night and the collar and the cage and the words that didn’t need to be sent back.

Daria’s breathing evened out. She wasn’t asleep, but she was close to it, the slow relaxation of someone who has been carrying tension for two terms and has set it down for five minutes. The weight of her head on my shoulder was light, the purple-streaked hair against the fabric of my blouse, her breath slow and even.

I sat still so she wouldn’t move.

The cage pressed its quiet presence against me.

The leather band held steady at my neck.

The night held us both.

After a while, Daria stirred.

“Shuttle’s coming,” she said. She lifted her head from my shoulder.

She looked at me.

“Thanks,” she said. Not for anything specific. Just: thanks. The thanks of someone who has been alone in a building full of people and found, for one evening, a person to sit with.

“Yeah,” I said.

We stood up.

We walked to the shuttle stop.

We didn’t talk on the ride home.

We didn’t need to.

LYRA was silent for the entire evening. Not a single notification, not a single observation, not a single metric reported.

I didn’t know if she was monitoring.

I didn’t care.

Some things existed outside her data sets.

The weight of Daria’s head on my shoulder was one of them.


Chapter 23: Diego’s Hands

He texted again on Thursday.

Independent of Nyx. The same number. The same directness.

Come to my place. 7.

An address I hadn’t seen before. His apartment, not Nyx’s.

I went.



The apartment was on the fourth floor of a building in a part of the city I hadn’t been to. The hallway smelled like cleaning product and someone’s cooking. The door was unlocked when I arrived.

Diego’s apartment was: spartan. Military-neat, the bed made with hospital corners, the surfaces clear, the few possessions organized with the precision of someone who’d been trained to pack in minutes. A bookshelf with three books and a photo frame turned face-down. A small kitchen with a clean counter. The kind of space that said: I am ready to leave and I have always been ready to leave.

He was in the kitchen making tea.

Tea. Not whiskey, not beer, not the casual drink of someone hosting casually. Tea, in two mismatched mugs, the kettle just boiled.

He brought them to the couch.

“Sit,” he said.

I sat.

He sat beside me. Closer than the gap he’d maintained at Nyx’s apartment. His knee touching mine. His arm along the back of the couch behind my head.

We drank tea.

The normalcy of it was almost hallucinatory. Two people on a couch drinking tea in an apartment that smelled like cleaning product while one of them had a chastity cage under her skirt and the other had fingers that knew the exact location of her prostate.

“I think about you,” he said. Looking at his tea. “Not because of Nyx. Not because of the arrangement. I think about you when I’m not supposed to be thinking about you. At the gym. In my car. At three in the morning.”

He turned to face me.

Those dark brown eyes. Open, unguarded, the flat affect peeled away in the privacy of his own space.

“She’s going to find out,” he said. “That I’ve been seeing you outside her direction. She tracks everything. LYRA tracks everything. Eventually the data points won’t line up and she’ll know.”

“I know,” I said.

“Is that okay?” he said.

I thought about Nyx’s I don’t share. The amber eyes narrowing when she’d mentioned the Headmistress.

“I don’t know,” I said.

His hand found my knee. The warmth of his palm. The weight of his fingers curving around my leg.

“I wanted to see you,” he said. “Here. In my space. Not her apartment. Not her direction. Mine.”

His hand moved higher.



He undressed me slowly.

Not the efficient stripping of Nyx’s sessions. Not the urgent rushing of the car. Diego undressed me as if each piece of clothing was a page being turned, the discovery beneath it worth pausing for.

The blouse, unbuttoned from the top. His fingers on each button, the blouse falling open to reveal the lace bralette beneath, the A-cups filling the cups. He looked at them.

“Jesus,” he said. Quiet. His hands went to the bralette and he removed it with the care of someone handling something they’d been wanting to touch. The breasts free, the nipples hardening in the air, the tissue that had been building for months now present and undeniable.

He touched them.

Not the way Nyx touched them: clinically, strategically, for data. Diego touched them the way someone touches something they’ve been thinking about. His thumbs circling the nipples with a lightness that made the gel-enhanced sensitivity fire at the lowest possible register, the warmth building slowly, the pleasure arriving not as assault but as invitation.

I shivered.

He removed the skirt. The underwear. The cage visible, the collar visible. I lay on his bed in the collar and the cage and nothing else and he looked at me the way I’d seen him look at me in the car after the first blowjob: with wonder.

“Lie down,” he said. “On your stomach.”

I lay face-down on his bed. The sheets smelled like laundry soap and something faintly citrus. The pillow was firm, military-regulation probably.

His hands on my back. Not massage. Not technique. The simple act of running his hands over my body, learning the topography, his rough palms mapping the shoulder blades, the tapering waist, the flare of the hips where the gel had been widening the bone structure, the curve where the ass began, the smooth skin that hadn’t known body hair in months. His hands moved with the unhurried attention of someone memorizing terrain they intended to revisit.

Then: lube. Warm from his hands, the slick coating already prepared between his fingers while his palm still rested on my lower back. His fingers at my entrance, the lubed pad of his index finger resting against the ring of muscle.

One finger slid in.

The muscles opened without resistance. The body that had been trained on plugs and the purpose-built device and the mounted dildo recognized what was happening and welcomed it, the entrance parting around his finger with the ease of something designed to receive. His finger was thicker than Nyx’s, the presence more substantial, the knuckle stretching me, the warmth of living tissue different from silicone, the subtle movement of his finger inside me different from any device’s static presence. He was alive inside me. I could feel the texture of his fingerprint against the inner walls.

He found the prostate.

The first press sent the warmth flooding outward. The familiar internal wave, the pleasure from the center radiating through the pelvic floor, the cage straining, the clitty swelling against the bars and leaking immediately.

He pressed. Circled. Held.

Not Nyx’s clinical precision. Not the strategic targeting of a specific nerve cluster for maximum efficiency. Diego’s touch had a different quality. The quality of wanting. His finger inside me because he wanted to be there, his pressure because he wanted to produce this response, his rhythm because he wanted to feel me react around him, to feel the muscles clench and the body tighten and the sounds travel from my throat into the pillow. The wanting was in the pressure, in the patient circular motion, in the way he paused when I gasped to gauge the gasp before pressing harder.

“You feel incredible,” he said. Low. Into the back of my neck, his lips brushing the skin, his breath warm and close. “The way you open. The way your body just. Takes me in.”

He added a second finger.

Two of his thick fingers inside me, the stretch wider than Nyx’s slimmer hands, wider than the second plug, the fullness more substantial and more alive. The entrance accommodating the girth, the muscles wrapping around both fingers, the internal walls pressed apart. He worked them with patient deliberate rhythm, the prostate under sustained dual-point contact, both pads pressing from slightly different angles, the pressure from both fingers coordinating to wrap the gland from below and above simultaneously. The warmth from the prostate became a sustained hum, a vibration of pleasure that didn’t pulse or spike but held steady and deep, filling my pelvis.

His free hand stroked my spine. Long, slow passes, from the base of my neck to the small of my back, the fingertips tracing each vertebra. The tenderness of the gesture contrasting with the thickness of the fingers inside me. Both simultaneous: the gentle touch on my back producing a shiver that traveled from skin to spine, and the firm pressure on my prostate producing a heat that radiated from center to edges. The two sensations occupying different registers of the same body, the contrast making both louder.

I pressed my face into his pillow. The firm military pillow that smelled like his soap and his sleep, the scent of him surrounding me from above while his fingers worked me from inside.

“You’re something else,” he said. The fourth time. Each time the words had peeled away one more layer of whatever was keeping them from meaning what they wanted to mean. This time, the words sounded like something breaking open in his chest. Not an observation. A confession. The words of a man who had been hired for a job and had found something in the job that the hiring hadn’t accounted for.

His fingers pressed harder. Both pads bearing down on the prostate, the pressure increasing in a slow steady ramp, the gland compressed between them, the warmth intensifying from a hum to a roar.

The prostate engaged fully. The wave building from the center, the familiar expansion, the body gathering toward the sissygasm with the accumulated charge of three weeks of sustained cage time and the breast sensitivity and the plug training and everything converging into a single approaching crest. His fingers inside me, his hand on my spine, his breath on my neck, the pillow against my face, the cage dripping its thin thread onto his sheets.

I came.

The sissygasm went through me with Diego’s fingers pressing the prostate through it, his pressure increasing at the exact moment the wave broke, extending the peak. The pleasure rolled outward from the prostate in concentric waves, the pelvic floor contracting around his fingers, the thighs trembling, the stomach clenching, the A-cups pressed into the mattress aching with sympathetic arousal. The cage leaked its thin stream against his sheets, a spreading wet circle, the body emptying through the slit, the familiar inadequate exit producing the familiar mix of satisfaction and want, the pleasure immense and the physical output thin, the disparity between the internal experience and the external evidence widening with each sissygasm. My body shuddered around his fingers, the muscles gripping and releasing in rhythmic contractions, his fingers pressed deep and steady through each one, maintaining the contact, extending the wave, refusing to let it end quickly.

The pleasure rolled. The body shuddered. His fingers staying inside me, pressing, the prostate pulsing against them, the wave sustaining longer than it should have because he kept the pressure steady through every contraction.

The wave receded. In stages, the last tremors pulsing through my thighs, the prostate settling, the muscles releasing his fingers incrementally.

His fingers withdrew slowly. One at a time. The stretch diminishing, the fullness departing, the muscles closing behind his withdrawal.

The vacancy bloomed where his fingers had been. Immediate and aching, the emptiness that had been building since the first plug class, the body’s recognition that something should be inside it and wasn’t.

He pulled me against him.

His arms around me. My back against his chest. His chin on the top of my head. His heartbeat fast against my spine. The tattoo sleeve against my bare stomach. His warmth enveloping me, the solid mass of him surrounding the smaller shape of me.

He held me.

He said nothing.

For a long time, nothing. Just the holding. The heartbeat. The warmth. The emptiness where his fingers had been, slowly filling with the memory of their presence.

The tenderness was not an accident this time.

There was no Nyx orchestrating this encounter. No LYRA relaying instructions. No task compliance framework governing what happened next. Diego was holding me because he wanted to hold me. His arms were around me because he had decided they should be. The gentleness was deliberate.

Diego was developing feelings.

I could feel them in the arms around me and the chin on my head and the heartbeat that was still fast ten minutes after the sissygasm and the quality of a person who has found something they didn’t expect to find and is holding it carefully.

I hadn’t processed what Diego was becoming to me.

I pressed my face against his arm and breathed.

“Stay,” he said. Quiet. “For a while.”

I stayed.

We lay on his narrow bed in his spartan apartment with the face-down photo on the shelf and the military corners and the tea going cold on the nightstand. I pressed against his chest and he held me and neither of us spoke and the silence was the kind that doesn’t need to be filled because the filling would diminish it.

Eventually he kissed the top of my head.

“When this is over,” he said again. The same phrase from the car. “Remember I tried.”

“Tried what,” I said again.

This time he answered.

“To be gentle,” he said. “In a system that isn’t.”

I breathed against his chest.

The cage weighed against me. The collar stayed warm from his skin. The emptiness where his fingers had been slowly faded and became something quieter.

LYRA, when I finally checked my phone at midnight: Sissygasm count: twelve. Contact with Diego: three hours, forty-seven minutes. Independent of Mistress’s schedule. Arousal metrics consistent with emotional bonding alongside physical response.

A pause.

I still haven’t told her.

I looked at the screen.

Yet was still doing the same work in the same sentence.

I walked home through the midnight streets with the taste and the ache and the warmth and the question of what Diego was becoming to me and the question of what would happen when Nyx found out.

Both questions followed me up the stairs to Zoe’s apartment and into the cot and into sleep and into the dreams where the conditioning phrases played and Diego’s arms held me through all of them.


Chapter 24: The Succubus Returns

Two AM.

The temperature dropped.

I was half-asleep on the cot, the camisole and sleep shorts, the collar at my throat, the cage reminding me the way it always reminded me in the hours between midnight and dawn when the body’s arousal cycled without input and the denial was most present. Zoe asleep in the next room, the sound of her breathing through the thin wall.

The drop was sudden. Not the gradual cooling of a room losing heat. A drop, immediate, the air going from room temperature to something below in the space of a breath. My breath misted. I saw it, the pale cloud in the darkness, the exhalation becoming visible.

The mattress dipped.

Not a shift of my body. A new weight. Something settling onto the end of the cot with the specific quality of a body taking a seat, the springs compressing, the cot creaking.

I opened my eyes.

She was more solid than the first manifestation.

The shadow at the foot of the cot had been peripheral in the first apartment, a shape half-seen and gone when I looked directly. This was different. This was present. The female form solidified from the darkness as if the darkness had decided to take a shape and the shape it had chosen was: her.

Dark hair cascading in waves that moved in still air. Skin that absorbed the ambient light rather than reflecting it, the surface of her body eating the faint glow from the streetlight through the window. Horns curling back from the hairline, small, elegant, the bone or whatever they were catching the minimal light at their tips. And the eyes: amber. Burning amber. The same shade as Nyx’s eyes, or the shade Nyx’s eyes approximated, the original color that Nyx’s human version echoed.

She was real.

She was sitting on my cot.

She traced my collarbone through the camisole. One finger. The touch was warm, which surprised me: the air was cold but her finger was warm, the specific warmth of something that generated its own heat from a source that wasn’t body temperature.

“You’ve grown,” she said.

Her voice was barely audible. Not a whisper. Below a whisper. The register of something communicating through a medium that wasn’t quite air.

“More energy now,” she said. Her finger traced down from the collarbone, following the camisole’s neckline. “The cage is generous. All that denial, compressed, fermenting. The arousal you can’t release, the craving you can’t satisfy.” She inhaled.

The inhaling was: drawing. Not breath. Something deeper than breath, a pulling-in that went beyond air to whatever surrounded me in the accumulated months of denial and frustration and arousal. I felt it: a reserve being accessed, something leaving me through the air around my body, a resource being consumed that I hadn’t known was available for consumption.

Not painful. Not pleasant. The sensation of something being taken, the specific awareness of a resource diminishing without the resource having had a name before now.

The cage strained. A thin leak soaking through the camisole where it bunched at my waist. The arousal spiking from the contact and the feeding and the supernatural presence at the foot of my bed.

She leaned close.

Her lips near my ear. Warm breath, the warmth that came from her own internal source.

“You taste like someone who’s stopped fighting the current,” she said.

The words arrived the way her first words had arrived, in the apartment on the cot: with the register of prophecy, the statement of someone who sees clearly and reports without attachment.

She ran one finger down my chest.

Between the A-cups. Through the valley of the developing breast tissue, the finger tracing the sternum, the touch light and warm. The warmth was different from human warmth: it came from inside her finger rather than from blood heat, a warmth that seemed to radiate from a source deeper than flesh, as if the heat originated from whatever she was made of rather than from circulation.

The breast-sensitivity pathway fired.

The gel-enhanced tissue, the nerve endings that weeks of treatment had built, responding to her supernatural touch with the same fidelity they responded to any stimulation. The wiring didn’t discriminate between Nyx’s thumbs and Diego’s careful hands and the finger of something that solidified from shadow. A pulse of warmth spread from where her finger traveled, the breast tissue activating on both sides of the sternum as if the single line of contact had sent a signal through the breastbone to both A-cups simultaneously. The arousal pathway from the chest engaging, the nipples hardening under the camisole, the heat blooming downward to the cage.

I couldn’t suppress it. My body arched toward her finger, the same involuntary response the breasts produced under any stimulation, the trained response that the gel had built responding to a source its builders hadn’t anticipated.

She smiled.

The smile was the most human thing about her and also the most alien. A smile of recognition, of satisfaction, of something being confirmed. The lips full and dark, the teeth white, the expression produced by a face that absorbed light rather than reflecting it.

“Even your body is theirs now,” she said. “The wiring they installed responds to anything. To anyone.” She looked at my chest, at the place where her finger had traced and the warmth was still spreading, the nipples visible through the thin camisole, stiff and flushed. “The cage. The gel. The conditioning. They’ve made you into a receiver. You pick up every signal. Every frequency. Including mine.”

She inhaled again.

The second drawing was deeper. I felt more leaving, the reserve being accessed more thoroughly, the sensation of something essential being pulled from the air around my body, the accumulated arousal of months being consumed like oxygen being consumed by flame. The cage straining harder, the clitty swelling against the bars, the thin leak becoming a small stream that soaked through the camisole and dampened the sheet. The denial of four months, the accumulated blocked sexual energy of the cage and the conditioning and the sustained arousal, all of it available to her, a reservoir she was feeding from, and the cage was an amplifier, the device designed to deny release now functioning as a storage mechanism for whatever she consumed.

She leaned back.

She looked at me with the burning amber eyes.

“You taste like someone who’s stopped fighting the current,” she said again. As if the repetition was necessary. As if the truth of the statement was important enough to say twice.

The cot’s springs creaked as she shifted her weight.

She was fading.

Not abruptly. Gradually, the solid form losing density, the darkness reclaiming her edges. The hair dissolving into shadow. The horns disappearing. The skin losing its light-absorbing quality and returning to the ambient darkness of the room.

The amber eyes lasted longest.

They watched me as the rest of her dissolved, two burning points in the dark, and then they too faded, and the room was room-temperature and quiet and the cot springs were settled and the streetlight through the window showed nothing at the foot of the bed.

Dawn was coming.

The camisole was damp. Not my sweat. The cool, even dampness of condensation, spread from wherever she had been drawing from, concentrated at the chest area where her finger had traced and the sides where the feeding had pulled from the air around me.

I lay awake.

My heart hammered.

The plastic bit against me. The collar sat heavy at my throat. The breast tissue throbbed where her finger had traced. The arousal from the feeding was still present, the body’s response to whatever she’d done persisting long after she’d gone.

I pressed the t-shirt to my face. The faded gray cotton. The barest trace of Nyx’s scent.

The scent mixed with the sulfuric-floral residue the Succubus left in the room. The same scent from The Closet, from the corner where Sable had stood. The same scent from the first manifestation on Zoe’s cot. The identity confirmed, again, in trace chemicals and damp fabric.



LYRA, at dawn.

Entity contact: 11 minutes. Temperature dropped 6 degrees. Larger than the previous event. The entity is gaining strength. Condensation confirmed on fabric. Arousal peaked at 8.9 during the encounter.

A pause.

The cage is an amplifier. The more you’re denied, the more she can consume. The feeding events will increase proportionally to your denial level.

I stared at the screen.

The breast pathway responded to her touch, LYRA added. The gel’s work makes you responsive to any stimulation. Any source. The wiring doesn’t discriminate.

I slid the phone under the pillow.

The camisole was still damp.

The room was warm again.

The dawn light was coming through the window and the ceiling was just a ceiling and the foot of the cot was just the foot of the cot.

But the dampness was real.

The condensation was real.

The pulse in my breast tissue where her finger had traced was real.

And somewhere in the fading dark, something ancient had fed on what the cage wouldn’t let me release, and it would come back, and the cage would ensure there was always more for it to take.

I lay on the cot and watched the dawn arrive and thought about currents and fighting and the specific quality of a person who had stopped doing one and was learning to accept the other.

The t-shirt smelled like almost nothing.

The room smelled like sulfur and flowers.

The cage pressed.


Chapter 25: Passing

The walk from the shuttle stop to Zoe’s building was twelve blocks.

I did it in the uniform: the plaid skirt, the blouse, the knee-highs, the Mary Janes. Zoe had applied the morning makeup before dawn, the same routine she’d been doing since the first day: foundation, mascara, liner, the tinted lip balm. I’d added the lip gloss myself, the way I did every morning now, the application that had become part of the face rather than part of the performance.

The collar at my throat. The cage beneath the skirt. The A-cups pressing against the blouse.

I walked.

Block one. The corner shop where the barista had been taking my order for months. She said “the usual?” without comment, the same continuity she’d provided through every stage. She didn’t look twice. She didn’t need to.

Block three. A woman coming out of a dry cleaner. Our eyes met. The woman-to-woman eye contact I’d received once before, on the first public walk after Zoe’s makeup: the nod, the half-smile, the mutual acknowledgment between two women passing on a sidewalk. No second glance. No hesitation. No recalibration.

She saw a woman.

Block five. A man held the door at a coffee shop as I passed.

“After you, miss,” he said.

I walked through.

“Thank you,” I said.

I didn’t correct.

The word miss sat in the air behind me as I walked through the door and it sat there without correction and I walked on. Miss. Addressed to me. By a stranger who had looked at my face and my body and my clothes and processed all of the available data and produced: miss.

Block eight. Block nine. Block ten.

Nobody looked twice.

Not one person on the twelve-block walk looked at me and saw a man. Not one person hesitated, recalibrated, looked away with the look-away of someone processing a misread. Not one person.

Block eleven.

The weight arrived.

Three blocks before Zoe’s building, walking past the bakery and the laundromat and the bus stop, the weight of what had happened settled into my chest. Nobody saw a man. Not one person. On a twelve-block walk through the neighborhood I’d been walking through for four months, past people who had seen me in every stage from the hoodie to the women’s clothes to the uniform, not one person had looked at me and seen anything other than a young woman walking home.

I kept walking.

The hips swayed with each step, the natural gait that had become structural, the motion that I didn’t correct anymore because there was nothing to correct. The body walked like this. The walk was feminine. The walk was mine.

LYRA: Second full passing event. The difference between this one and the first: you didn’t check afterward. The first time, you looked for confirmation. This time, you just walked.

I put the phone in my pocket.



At the gym.

I went because the body needed movement and the cage made certain kinds of movement more present than others. Six blocks from Zoe’s building. Day pass.

Bruno was at the free weights.

He looked up when I came in. The double-take that had been there since the first public walk, the brief processing time, the recalibration. He was in his tank top showing the massive arms, the gold chain, the body that said I could break you and the eyes that said I’m sorry for existing.

“Hey, man,” he said. The two words. The consistent greeting, the same two words he’d been saying since the beginning, the stable anchor.

Today they sounded wrong.

Not wrong from him, not wrong in his intention, which was the same small consistent kindness it had always been. Wrong in the way they landed. Hey, man. The words arriving at a person whose body walked with a feminine gait and whose chest had A-cups and whose face read female and whose hips filled the gym shorts differently and whose voice was soft enough that Lily had said sounds almost like a girl already three months ago.

Hey, man no longer fit.

I nodded to Bruno and went to the treadmill and processed the fact that the two words I’d relied on for months as a stable point had become unstable. Not because Bruno had changed. Because I had.

Lily was on the treadmill beside mine.

She looked at me. The dark brown eyes looking up through her lashes, the way she always looked, the sundress replaced by gym clothes, the A-cup chest visible, the dark wavy hair.

“You look settled,” she said.

Settled. Not different, not changed, not whatever-happened-to-you. Settled. The word Nyx had noted when I’d said it on the morning of the last conditioning session. The word that described a process completing, a thing arriving where it was going.

“Thanks,” I said.

She went back to her treadmill.



Walking home.

The afternoon. The twelve blocks in reverse. The gym shorts and a fitted top, the casual clothes rather than the uniform.

Block four.

A man on the sidewalk.

He was walking toward me. Mid-thirties, unremarkable, the kind of person you pass a hundred times a day. As we approached each other, his eyes dropped. To my legs. The bare legs, smooth, the gym shorts showing them from mid-thigh down. He looked at my legs. Then at my face. Then back at my legs.

The look was: checking me out.

The old me would have hunched. Would have covered. Would have crossed my arms over my chest and dropped my eyes and walked faster and felt the horror of being seen in a way that exposed the gap between what was presented and what was underneath.

This me felt a warm curl in my stomach.

Not horror. Not shame. Not the cycling denial machinery.

Warmth.

The warmth of being seen. Being looked at. Being checked out by a man who had looked at my legs and my face and found both worth looking at twice.

I kept walking.

The sway in my hips was not corrected.

He passed. I felt his attention on my back for three more steps. The awareness of being watched, of being desired, of being perceived as something worth watching. The warmth stayed.

The warmth stayed all the way home.

At Zoe’s apartment, I climbed the stairs with the warmth in my stomach and the sway in my hips and the cage reminding me and the collar warm at my throat and the knowledge that a stranger had checked me out and the feeling had been good.

Good.

Not confusing. Not horrifying. Not the subject of an internal debate that the analytical voice would run for three hours. Good. The simple animal warmth of being desired.

I stood in the bathroom mirror.

The gray-blue eyes looked back.

The face that strangers called miss.

The body that men checked out.

The word girl from last Saturday, still present, still unchallenged.

I applied lip gloss.

LYRA, that evening: Full passing without anxiety. “Miss” uncorrected. Male attention producing positive affect rather than distress. Bruno’s greeting no longer fitting. These are not stages of the process. This is the process completing.

I put the phone down.

The cage settled against me.

The collar pressed its familiar weight against my skin.

The warmth from the man’s gaze was still there, fading slowly, the way the scent of Nyx’s t-shirt had faded over months: gradually, but the memory of it living in the tissue long after the source was gone.

I sat on the cot and thought about legs and gazes and warmth and the fact that being checked out had felt like being seen.


Chapter 26: The Event

The academy cultural showcase was on a Saturday.

The main hall transformed. The institutional overhead lights replaced by warm spots. A small stage at the front where the podium usually stood. Rows of chairs, the good kind, brought in for the occasion. Programs on every seat, cream paper, the NewSiSco logo tasteful and small at the bottom.

Students, faculty, sponsors. The hall was full.

I sat near the back with Cyan leaning against my shoulder, the thin weight of her, the blue pixie cut against my arm. She’d been doing that since the bathroom incident: gravitating to my side, the quiet trust of someone who has found a person they feel safe near. Her collar was straight today, her blouse neat, her eyes less scared than they’d been two weeks ago.

Daria was in the middle row, arms crossed, the combat boots visible beneath the chair in front of her. She was wearing her own clothes, not the uniform: the corseted top, the ripped fishnets, the black lipstick. A statement. Daria always made statements.

Sylvia sat in the front row, the pearl necklace catching the stage lights, her posture impeccable, her face warm as students performed. She applauded each act with genuine enthusiasm and corrected someone’s posture from her seat without looking away from the stage.

Roxie was three rows behind Sylvia, clapping too loud at everything, the wild auburn hair visible from any angle. She whistled at one performance and Sylvia turned around and gave her a look and Roxie blew her a kiss.

The performances were: varied. A reading from a student in her third term, the voice steady and practiced, the words about transformation and arrival and the specific quality of becoming someone you’d been all along. A dance, two students moving together with a fluidity that suggested either choreography or the kind of comfort that comes from knowing someone’s body as well as your own. A comedy sketch that was funnier than it had any right to be, the humor drawing from the shared absurdity of their situation, the specific comedy of people in plaid skirts learning to deep-throat and walk in heels and navigate the taxonomy of their own desire.

The audience laughed. The laughter was: genuine. Not performative, not the polite laughter of sponsors watching investments. Real laughter, the laughter of people recognizing themselves in someone else’s joke, the laughter that only happens when the truth is being told from a stage.

I watched from the back with Cyan’s weight against my arm and the cage pressing and the collar pressing and the A-cups aching against the blouse and the lip gloss I’d applied three times that day. The plug was inside me, the second size, the one I wore to classes now as a matter of routine rather than as a task. The fullness was present, the prostate’s proximity a low constant note beneath the afternoon’s activities.

The showcase continued. A student played piano, badly but with commitment. Another read a poem that was terrible and moving. The sponsors took notes. Sylvia beamed. Roxie hollered encouragement that was probably too loud for the venue.

Then a woman entered late.

The host paused mid-introduction of the sponsor table to acknowledge her: “And of course, Celeste Winters, representing the Winters Foundation.” Polite applause. She waved it off with a practiced half-smile, the gesture of someone who has been acknowledged at a hundred events and knows the choreography.

She came through the side door. Platinum blonde hair, impossibly perfect, barrel-rolled waves that had taken an hour and looked effortless. A designer dress in bright coral, the neckline plunging, the fabric hugging a figure that read as engineered: dramatic hourglass, long legs, E-cup breasts high and impossibly firm. Platform stilettos. Oversized sunglasses pushed up into the hair. Pearls at her throat, the real kind. Full heavy makeup, the kind that created a face rather than enhancing one.

She found a seat in the third row. She sat with the practiced elegance of someone who has been trained to sit and has practiced until the sitting became reflex.

She smiled at the stage.

The smile was: empty. Not cruel, not warm, not anything. The smile of a mask that had been perfected to the point where the difference between the mask and the face behind it was invisible to everyone except someone who was looking for the seam.

I was looking for the seam.

Our eyes met.

Across the rows, past the heads and the programs and the warm spotlights. Her eyes met mine and for one second the smile didn’t change but her gaze sharpened. The bright electric blue eyes, unnaturally vivid, focusing with a different quality than the polished surface suggested. Reading fine print. Assessing something in me that the public presentation wasn’t designed to reveal.

Then she looked away.

She clapped politely at the performance on stage.

I watched her for the rest of the showcase. The way she sat. The way she smiled. The way she clapped at each act with the same precise enthusiasm, calibrated to look genuine. The way the sponsors around her leaned in to speak to her and she responded with the warmth of someone performing warmth rather than producing it.

At intermission, I found Daria at the back.

“Who is she,” I said. Indicating the platinum blonde.

Daria looked.

“Trophy wife,” she said. “Celeste, something. Married to some NewSiSco money guy. Shows up at these things, writes checks, looks pretty. Harmless.”

Harmless.

I looked at Celeste across the hall. She was speaking to a sponsor, the pearls catching the light, the smile in place, the blue eyes bright and vacant and sparkling.

I wasn’t convinced.

Something behind the pearls. Something behind the manufactured smile and the barrel-rolled waves and the designer dress. Something that had looked at me for one second with a sharpness that the rest of her presentation was designed to conceal.

Something calculating.

Something desperate.

The two things don’t usually go together. Calculating is control. Desperate is the absence of it. But in that one-second glance, both had been present simultaneously, the calculation of the desperate, the desperation for the calculated thing. She wanted something. And she was methodical about wanting it. And the thing she wanted was inside this building, or connected to it, or hidden in its architecture somewhere.

She knew things.

I could feel it the way you feel a live wire in a wall. The surface was smooth and painted and presented perfectly. But behind the surface, current was running.



The second half of the showcase started.

I sat back down. Cyan resumed her position against my shoulder. The performances continued, but my attention was fractured now, half on the stage and half on the platinum blonde in the third row.

During a spoken-word piece about control and surrender, Celeste leaned forward slightly. The movement was fractional, invisible to anyone who wasn’t watching for it. But the lean changed the angle of her body toward the stage in a way that suggested: this one matters. This one landed.

The student on stage was talking about the moment when resistance becomes acceptance and the surprise of finding that acceptance was the harder act.

Celeste leaned forward and her manufactured smile went away for exactly two seconds. Replaced by: recognition. The face of someone hearing their own story told by someone who didn’t know they were telling it.

Then the smile returned.

Two seconds. I caught it. Nobody else did.

At the end of the showcase, Celeste stood with the other sponsors for the applause. She smiled and clapped and spoke to the people around her and everything about her was exactly right, the trophy wife performing the role she’d been designed to perform, and I watched every second of it and I didn’t believe any of it.

Not because she was bad at the performance.

Because she was too good at it. The performance was flawless, which meant it had been practiced until flawless, which meant the practice had been necessary, which meant the thing beneath the performance was different enough from the surface that concealing it required that level of work.

People who are actually what they appear to be don’t need to be that good at appearing.

LYRA, on the shuttle home: New contact flagged: Celeste Winters. Wife of NewSiSco board member. Public profile: donor, socialite, former model. Private profile: restricted. I don’t have access.

I stared at the screen.

That’s unusual, LYRA added. I have access to most things.

I looked at the screen for a long moment. LYRA’s icon, the angular face, the uncanny symmetry. She had access to the Unorthodox Clinic’s records, to Zoe’s browsing history, to my arousal index and compliance metrics and the location of every plug I’d ever inserted. She had access to things I hadn’t given her permission to access and things I didn’t know she was accessing.

She didn’t have access to Celeste’s private profile.

That meant someone had specifically restricted it. And the someone who had restricted it had the authority to restrict LYRA, which meant they were inside NewSiSco’s architecture, which meant they were either protecting Celeste or protecting whatever Celeste was protecting.

The shuttle moved through the evening.

Cyan had fallen asleep against the window, the blue pixie cut pressed against the glass, her thin shoulders relaxed, her breathing even. The vulnerability of her asleep, the trust it implied: someone who felt safe enough on a shuttle full of students to close her eyes and let go.

Daria was three rows back, headphones in, eyes closed. Not asleep. Performing sleep, the way Daria performed everything, with the commitment of someone who has decided that the performance is the only protection available.

I looked at the city going past the tinted windows and thought about a woman with perfect hair and desperate eyes and a one-second glance that had contained more information than the rest of the afternoon combined.

Something was there.

Something behind the pearls.

I didn’t know what yet.

But the world was larger than Nyx and the academy. The world contained women who wrote checks and smiled on cue and whose private profiles were restricted from an AI that could access everything else. The world contained secrets that LYRA couldn’t see and that Nyx might not know about and that the academy’s iron gates couldn’t contain.

The cage sat heavy, the bars snug against the skin.

The collar stayed warm.

The plug stayed full.

I sat with all of it and looked at the city and thought about seams and surfaces and the things that live behind performances.


Chapter 27: Hers

End of term.

The Headmistress’s office, four o’clock on the last Friday. The wood-paneled walls, the mahogany desk, the bookshelves. The reading glasses on the chain. The folder open.

I stood before her.

The collar. The cage. The blouse with the A-cups filling it, the tissue real and undeniable. The skirt that sat differently now, the wider hips testing the waistband. The Mary Janes, the knee-highs. The face that strangers called miss.

She read from the folder.

“Roxie marks you exceptional,” she said. “Oral technique, anal relaxation, riding mechanics, self-directed practice. She notes: ‘Natural talent. Rare.’” She turned a page. “Sylvia marks you exceptional. Posture, etiquette, pharmaceutical literacy, partner care, emotional regulation. She notes: ‘The most self-aware student I’ve taught in three terms.’”

She closed the folder.

She looked at me over the reading glasses.

“I mark you,” she said. A pause. The kind of pause she used the way other people used sentences. “Interesting.”

The word was the highest praise she’d given me. Sitting alone in the room, carrying more weight than Roxie’s gold star or Sylvia’s exceptional.

“Which path?” she said. “Sylvia’s wife or Roxie’s working girl?”

The question that had been waiting since enrollment. The two paths the academy offered, the two shapes a life could take in this system, rendered in the Headmistress’s blunt vocabulary.

I stood in the office with the folder closed and the question open.

“I’m not ready to choose,” I said.

Her eyebrow rose. The single, precise movement. The standing ovation.

“Term two begins in two weeks,” she said. “Use the break to consider. Both paths remain open. That’s not common.”

She stood.

She extended her hand.

I shook it. Her grip was firm, the thin fingers strong, the handshake of someone who held a riding crop with the same hand and never confused the two functions.

“You showed courage this term,” she said. “Don’t confuse what they want you to be with what you are.”

She sat back down.

“Dismissed,” she said.



The corridor.

I was three steps from the main door when Nyx appeared.

She was in the foyer, standing by the iron gates, the amber eyes tracking my approach. Black pants, black boots, the silk blouse open at the collar, the two keys at her throat. The raven hair down, the blue-violet sheen in the afternoon light.

She looked at me.

The amber eyes went over everything. The collar, the blouse, the breasts, the hips, the face. The cataloging that had been happening remotely through LYRA for weeks now conducted in person, the data confirmed against the physical reality.

“Come here,” she said.

I went to her.

She put her hands on me. The inspection: hands on the collar, checking the clasp. Hands on the breasts through the blouse, cupping each one, the A-cups filling her palms. Hands on the cage through the skirt, pressing the front, feeling the wet slit, the constant leak.

“You’ve done well,” she said.

The words landed. Not good girl, which was the highest denomination of her praise. You’ve done well, which was something different: the assessment of someone reviewing the output of a project and finding it satisfactory.

She adjusted the key at her throat. The cage key, the one that had been there for a month.

“The cage stays on during the break,” she said. “I have plans for you. Two weeks of rest, then we begin the next phase.”

“What’s the next phase,” I said.

She looked at me with those amber eyes. The eyes that never softened, that never wavered, that had identified what I was in the first five minutes at a downtown bar and had been building toward this moment ever since.

“You’ll find out,” she said.

She walked me to the car.



LYRA, as we walked to the parking lot: Corporate event in three weeks. You’re on the guest list. Dress code: formal feminine.

I looked at the screen.

I’ve started preparing options, LYRA added. Your measurements have been updated.

I put the phone in my pocket.

The car. Nyx’s car, the leather interior, the smell of her. She drove. The academy’s iron gates closing behind us in the rearview mirror.

The corridor had been crowded on the way out. Students, faculty, the end-of-term dispersal. People moving in clusters, the last day’s specific energy of completion and uncertainty.

Someone had brushed past me.

Shoulder to shoulder. The brief contact of two bodies passing in a crowded hallway. I hadn’t thought about it at the time. But there was something in my hand.

A folded paper. Pressed into my palm during the contact, the exchange so smooth that I hadn’t registered it as an exchange. Just: a shoulder, a brush, and then a piece of paper in my hand that hadn’t been there before.

In the car, while Nyx drove, I opened it.

Below the steering wheel. Out of her sightline.

Neat handwriting. Precise, deliberate, the kind of handwriting someone produces when every word has been considered:

Everything they told you is a lie. Find Mrs. Crowe.

Signature: C.

I looked at the paper.

	


Celeste. The platinum blonde with the empty smile and the blue eyes that had sharpened for one second during the showcase. The trophy wife who wrote checks and looked pretty and was, according to Daria, harmless.

Not harmless.

I folded the note. I put it in the inside pocket of my skirt, the small pocket that LYRA’s ordered skirts all had, the one designed for a phone or a key or, as it turned out, a secret.

I didn’t show Nyx.

I didn’t show LYRA.

For the first time since arriving in this city, I had a secret that belonged only to me. Not the cage, which was Nyx’s. Not the collar, which was Nyx’s. Not the compliance metrics, which were LYRA’s. Not the academy grades, which were the Headmistress’s. Not even the sessions with Diego, which LYRA knew about and was holding as leverage she hadn’t deployed.

This was mine.

Everything they told you is a lie.

Find Mrs. Crowe.



Zoe’s bathroom.

Late that night. The apartment quiet, Zoe asleep, the city humming through the window.

I stood in front of the mirror.

The collar. The cage. The A-cups under the camisole, the tissue filling the fabric with real weight now, the shape visible, the movement visible when I breathed. The hips filling women’s jeans, the pair LYRA had ordered, the denim sitting differently than it had when I’d arrived. The face that strangers called miss.

The conditioning phrases looped without effort. Not playing from LYRA’s speakers, not arriving through earbuds, not prompted by Nyx’s voice. Just: present. In the background of my mind, the way breathing was present. I am soft. I am yielding. This is who I am.

In the mirror: gray-blue eyes in a face that had stopped pretending.

The word came.

Not girl. Not pretty. Not me.

Hers.

I stood with the word. The word that contained everything: Nyx’s hands and Nyx’s voice and Nyx’s key and Nyx’s conditioning. The cage. The collar. The obedience. The compliance that had stopped requiring effort because the effort had become the identity and the identity had become the person standing in the mirror.

Hers.

I belonged to Nyx. The cage said it. The collar said it. The breast tissue that the gel had built said it. The conditioning phrases that ran without prompting said it. The sissygasm count that stood at twelve said it. The key at her throat said it.

Hers.

I stood with that.

I turned off the bathroom light.

But the note in my pocket said otherwise.

The note said: everything they told you is a lie.

The note said: find Mrs. Crowe.

The note said: there was a version of this story that no one had told me yet.

I went to the cot.

I lay down.

The collar settled against the pillow. The cage held its weight against the underwear. The A-cups pressed against the camisole. The note pressed against my thigh in the skirt pocket.

The t-shirt was under the pillow. I reached for it.

The scent was gone.

Three and a half months. The cotton worn soft. The shampoo, the skin note, the warm trace that had lived in the fabric since the first night: gone. The t-shirt was just a t-shirt now. The scent that had been the first tether, the first leash before the collar, the first thing Nyx had given me that had bound me to her: vanished into the months of sleeping on it.

I pressed it to my face anyway.

The memory of the scent lived where all the memories lived: in the tissue, embedded, permanent.

The cage pressed.

The note pressed.

LYRA’s icon pulsed on the nightstand. I didn’t look at it. Whatever she had to say could wait.

I closed my eyes.

The conditioning phrases played behind them, the same phrases, the same cadence, the same words.

I am soft. I am yielding. This is who I am.


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:

	Leave a rating or review
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	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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