

The Ex Wife’s Revenge

By Xev Rivers

Jake is a 25-year-old divorcee who married too young at 20 to Anna 29 years old.  

Their divorce ended badly due to Jake’s infidelity which Anna had evidence of due to hiring a private detective. 

She got the house and most of the assets but wanted to destroy Jake completely. Jake was eventually happy again in his single life until he bumped into Anna in a mall.

 She was kind and seemed happy to see him suggesting a further meeting. Jake hoped for some kind of reconciliation but Anna had other plans. 

She suggested they could trial been together again on one condition, he would have to wear a chastity device until she felt she could trust him again.


Jake bumps into Anna at the mall.

He saw her before she saw him, a slash of navy silk moving through the crowd near the fountain, and for one stupid second he thought about ducking into the nearest store, about letting her pass like a ghost he no longer had to answer to. But her head turned, those green eyes finding him with an ease that made his stomach drop, and then she was smiling, actually smiling, soft and warm in a way he had not seen since before the lawyers got involved. "Jake," she said, and the sound of his name in her mouth undid him completely. 

She stepped closer, close enough that he caught the perfume, the same expensive scent from the day they signed the papers, and her fingers brushed his forearm with a tenderness that made his throat tighten. "I've missed what we had." He opened his mouth to apologize, to explain, to beg, but she leaned in before he could form the words, her lips near his ear, her voice dropping to something low and conspiratorial. "I've been thinking about giving us another try. A second chance, if you can prove I can trust you again."

He pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, his heart hammering. "I have changed, Anna. I'm not the man I used to be." Her smile stayed soft, but something shifted behind her gaze, a flicker of cold appraisal that made his skin prickle. 

She studied him for a long moment, then reached up to smooth the collar of his sweater with deliberate care. "Prove it," she murmured. "I don't mean words. I mean proof I can carry with me." Her hand slid down his chest, resting flat against his sternum. "If we trial this, Jake, I need to know you're mine. Completely. So I want you to wear something for me. Something that guarantees you can't stray until I trust you again." He frowned, uncertain. "What kind of something?" Her lips curved. "A chastity device, darling."

The word hung between them like a verdict. Jake's hand went to his chest, where her palm still rested, and he let out a nervous laugh that died before it finished. "You're joking."

Anna's smile never wavered, but her eyes had gone flat and knowing. "Do I look like I'm joking, darling?" She stepped back, smoothing her skirt with the same deliberate grace she had shown the day she took the house from him. "I thought you might need time to think about it. Tomorrow, my place. Seven o'clock. 

Bring an overnight bag." She turned, heels clicking once on the marble, then paused and looked back over her shoulder. "Oh, and Jake. You're right. I did miss what we had. And I've been planning to get it back ever since I saw you walk into this mall a few weeks ago.

 You are a creature of habit, we always used to come here on Saturday afternoons so when I saw you last month, I started to think.  The question is whether you'll give it willingly, or whether I have to take it."

He stood there long after the click of her heels faded into the mall's ambient hum, his palm pressed flat against his sternum where her hand had rested. The chastity device. 

The word looped through his skull like a sentence he could not appeal. Every instinct screamed at him to walk away, to spare himself the indignity, to remember the way she had gutted him in court with cold precision.

 But another voice, quieter and far more desperate, reminded him that she had smiled at him. That she had touched him. That she had said she missed what they had.

By the time he reached his car, he had already texted his best buddy Neil, who replied with a single word: Don't. Jake stared at the screen for a long moment, then shoved the phone into his pocket and drove home to pack a bag.

At seven the next evening he stood outside her door, the weight of the overnight bag cutting into his shoulder. She opened it before he could knock, dressed in a silk robe the color of deep wine, her hair loose and soft around her shoulders. Her eyes travelled over him slowly, taking in the nervous set of his jaw, the way his fingers gripped the bag's strap. Then she smiled, that same soft, dangerous smile, and reached for his hand.

"Good boy," she murmured, pulling him inside. The door clicked shut behind them.

Her apartment smelled of sandalwood and clean linen, the same curated calm he remembered from their marriage, but everything felt sharper now, more deliberate. She led him to the living room, her palm warm against his, and gestured for him to sit on the leather sofa while she disappeared into the bedroom. 

When she returned, her silk robe swayed with each step, and in her hands, she held a small velvet box, navy blue, expensive. She sat beside him, close enough that her knee pressed against his thigh, and opened the lid with slow ceremony. Inside lay a device of polished steel, sleek and clinical, its curved cage designed to hold him utterly.

He stared at it, his throat dry. "Anna, I..." "You said you've changed," she said softly, lifting it from the velvet. "This proves it. Every day you wear it, I'll know you're choosing me. Every hour it stays locked, I'll feel your promise against my skin when I hold you." She turned it over in her fingers, the metal catching the lamplight. "Let me put it on you, Jake. Show me you mean it."

The word "game" flickered through his mind, a hopeful gloss over the cold steel resting in her palm. He laughed, a shaky sound, and reached for the hem of his sweater. "You really know how to make a guy work for it, don't you?" he said, forcing lightness into his voice. She watched him undress with a patient, almost clinical gaze, her fingers stroking the velvet lining of the box. "Work for it," she repeated, tasting the phrase. "Yes, darling. That's exactly what you'll be doing."

He stepped out of his jeans, standing before her in only his boxer briefs, the apartment's cool air raising goosebumps along his arms. She rose and knelt before him, her silk robe pooling on the carpet, and hooked her fingers into the waistband, drawing the fabric down. 

His cock twitched under her scrutiny, half-interested despite his nerves, and he saw her notice. "Eager," she murmured, not unkindly. "That's fine. Let's see how long that lasts."

The device was heavier than it looked. She worked it over him with practiced hands, the polished steel cool against his skin, and he winced as the cage snugged shut around his soft length, the ring seated tight at the base.

There was a soft click as she secured the lock, and then she held up the tiny brass key between two fingers, gleaming in the lamplight. "There," she said, standing and letting her robe fall open just enough to show the curve of her breast. "All mine."

He reached for her, pulled her into a kiss, and felt himself stir against the cage. That was when the spikes bit. Thin needles of sharpened steel lining the interior pressed into his shaft, a bright flare of pain that cut his arousal off at the root. He gasped against her mouth, jerking back, and looked down in disbelief. "What the hell was that?"

Anna smiled, slow and satisfied. "You didn't think I'd trust a man like you with something this simple, did you?" She ran a fingertip along the cage's curve, and he flinched as the metal shifted. "Every time you get excited, those little teeth remind you who the cock belongs to and it isn't yours anymore, Jake.

It's mine, on loan, until I decide you've earned it back." She tilted her head, studying the horror creeping into his face. "The key stays with me. The cage stays on you. And if you try to take it off, I'll know, and you'll never see this key again."

He opened his mouth to argue, to plead, to take it all back, but she pressed a finger to his lips. "You said you'd changed," she reminded him softly. "Prove it." She turned and walked toward the bedroom, glancing back over her shoulder. "Come to bed, darling. I'll hold you, but you won't sleep easy. That's the point." He stood frozen in her living room, the cage a cold weight against him, despair and desperate hope warring behind his ribs. 

Then he followed her, because there was nowhere else to go, and he had already handed her everything that mattered.

He followed her into the bedroom, the cage a constant, cold reminder with every step. The sheets were cool and expensive, and she curled against him, her body soft and warm, her breath steady against his neck. 

He lay rigid, willing himself not to stir as she pressed her hips back against his, a deliberate tease he could not answer. Sometime past midnight his body betrayed him, half-hard in the cage, and the spikes bit hard enough to make him gasp and curl away from her touch.

"Darling?" she murmured, still half asleep.

"I'm fine," he whispered, jaw tight.

He heard her smile in the dark. He did not sleep again until the gray light of dawn crept through the blinds, and even then he dreamed of keys turning in locks he could not reach. When he woke, the key was gone, and she was watching him from the pillows, already dressed.

"While I dress, I want to make something clear," she said, smoothing the front of her silk blouse. "You're not just my lover on trial. I want a best friend too. Someone to share things with. To go places with, like couples actually do." She picked up her purse and slung it over her shoulder. "I have a nail appointment in an hour. You're coming with me."

Jake sat up, the sheet pooling at his waist, the cage a dull weight against his lap. "Anna, I can't sit in a nail salon. I don't..." He trailed off under her steady gaze.

"You can, and you will," she said, her voice pleasant but final. "You'll tell me which colors look good. And every time you're tempted to be anywhere else, you'll feel that steel reminding you exactly where you belong." She tossed his jeans at him. "Get dressed, and you're paying."

He dressed in silence, the cage shifting against his thigh with every movement, and followed her out to her car. The salon smelled of acetone and floral polish, all pastel lighting and soft music. Anna settled into a plush chair and patted the one beside her. He sat down awkwardly, hands in his lap, and she reached over to take his hand. 

A technician appeared, a young woman with a kind smile. "We'll both have gel," Anna said. "He'll take a deep red. Something visible. Something he has to look at every day." Jake opened his mouth to protest, but Anna turned his hand over, palm up, and pressed a kiss to his wrist. "You said you'd prove it," she murmured. So he sat, palms offered, watching bright crimson spread over his nails like a marker he could never hide. 

When Anna reached across and laced her fingers through his, matching them color for color, she smiled at the union. "Perfect," she said.

The technician finished Anna's hands first, then turned to Jake with the same bright smile. "Feet too?" she asked. "We have a package, both for the same price." Anna answered before he could. "Yes. Both of us. Toes matching the fingers." She slid off her heels and settled her bare feet onto the cushioned rest, then looked at him expectantly. 

He unlaced his trainers slowly, the act of baring his feet feeling strangely intimate, like another layer of himself being peeled away. The technician lowered the footrest and gestured for him to sit back. Warm water filled the basin, and he sank his feet into it, the heat traveling up his calves until it reached the cage, which remained cool and unyielding against him.

 Anna watched him from her chair, her polished toes wiggling in the air. "Lean back, darling," she said softly. "Let them do the work. You've earned a little care." He did as she said, closing his eyes as skilled hands worked lotion into his arches, and for a moment he almost forgot the steel. Then Anna reached over and squeezed his hand. "See? This is what a real relationship looks like.

Doing things together, even the small ones." She lifted his hand and pressed her lips to his knuckles. "And you're being so good about it." The technician painted his toes crimson, same as his fingers, and when the polish was dry Anna placed her bare feet beside his, heel to heel, arches touching. "Now we match," she murmured. "Everywhere anyone can see."

Anna instructed Jake to pay as she slid her feet back into her heels

Jake watched the total at the bottom, a number he could not have covered if his life depended on it. The truth climbed up his throat, hot and shameful, and he heard himself speaking before he could stop it. "Anna, I can't pay for this. I was let go two weeks ago." 

Her hand paused mid-air, the card hovering above the terminal, and she turned to look at him with that flat, assessing gaze. "Let go?" she repeated. "You didn't mention that." The technician cleared her throat, and Anna handed over her card without looking away from him. When the transaction was done, she gathered her things and stood, waiting for him to follow.

She gathered her coat, and for a moment the silence stretched between them like a held breath. Then the smile she gave him was different, slower, a predator's patience. "Well, that changes things, doesn't it?"

She stepped closer, close enough that her perfume filled his senses, and reached up to straighten his collar. "You have no job, no money, and nowhere to go. Just the clothes in that bag and a cage you can't remove." Her fingers traced down his chest, stopping at his sternum. "Do you understand what this means, Jake? 

You're not just proving yourself anymore. You need me now. Every meal, the roof over your head, every kind word, it all comes through me." She tilted her chin up and pressed a light kiss to his lips. "The saddest part is, you'll be grateful.

 You'll count yourself lucky I'm the one holding the keys." She pulled back, her eyes glittering. "Now come. We have a lease to review. Yours."

Her car hummed through the afternoon traffic, and Jake stared out the window, watching storefronts blur past. She didn't speak until they pulled into her building's underground garage, the lights flickering overhead as she killed the engine. "Come on," she said. "We'll talk upstairs."

Her apartment swallowed them again, sandalwood and quiet. She kicked off her heels and padded into the kitchen, returning with two glasses of white wine. She handed him one and settled onto the sofa, patting the cushion beside her. He sat, the cage shifting against him, and she reached for the remote, flipping through channels until she landed on some muted drama. "You need to understand your situation clearly," she said, not looking at him. "No job. No savings, I assume. 

What about your place?" He shook his head. "I've got until the end of the month." She nodded slowly, sipping her wine. "So here's my offer. You stay here. You help around the house, meals, cleaning, whatever I need. In exchange, you get a roof, food, and a chance to prove you're worth keeping around." 

She turned to face him, her green eyes soft but unyielding. "I'll help you find work. Something that fits your schedule, which is mine." He opened his mouth to argue, but she pressed a finger to his lips. "Not a negotiation, Jake. A decision."

He stared into his wine, the pale liquid rippling with the faint tremor of his hand. "And if I say no?" he asked, though the question felt hollow before it left his mouth.

Anna smiled, gentle and pitying. "Then you'll be out on the street by the end of the month, looking for work with fresh nail polish and no references." She set her glass down and took his chin between her fingers, tilting his face toward hers. "But you won't say no, Jake. You never could when it mattered."

He pulled in a breath that tasted like surrender. "Okay. I'll stay."

Her smile widened, warm and victorious, and she pressed her lips to his forehead in a benediction. "Good boy." She rose, gathering their glasses. "Then I'll show you your chores. And after dinner, we'll see if you've earned a reprieve from the cage." She paused at the kitchen doorway. "Spoiler, darling. You haven't."

Dinner was a quiet affair, grilled fish and something green she had made look effortless, and he washed the dishes while she watched him from the counter, sipping her wine with an unreadable expression. 

When the last plate was dried and put away, she stretched, her blouse riding up to bare a strip of pale stomach. "I'm turning in," she said. "Join me."

He followed her to the bedroom, the cage a constant companion against his thigh. She undressed with her back to him, slow and unhurried, letting each garment fall with deliberate grace.

When she turned, she was naked, her body pale and smooth in the lamplight, her nipples dark against her skin. She slid between the sheets and patted the bed beside her. "Come here," she said, and her voice had gone low and smoky. "I want you to make me cum.”

He crawled onto the bed, his own arousal swelling uselessly against the steel, and the spikes pricked a warning. She spread her thighs for him, already slick, and he lowered his mouth to her without being told twice. Her taste flooded his senses, salt and honey, and she gasped as his tongue found her clit. 

He worked her with a desperation born of weeks of denial, trying to pour every ounce of his want into the act, and she arched beneath him, her fingers tangling in his hair. "That's it," she breathed. "Good boy. Don't stop."

He didn't stop. He licked and sucked and circled until her thighs trembled against his ears, until her breath came in ragged gasps, until she cried out and bucked against his mouth. He kept going through the aftershocks, gentler now, until she pushed his head away with a satisfied sigh. She rolled onto her side, her back to him, and pulled the covers up. "Clean up," she murmured. "Then come to bed."

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, his cock aching and hard and utterly trapped, and climbed in beside her. She reached back and patted his hip without turning. "Good night, darling." 

Her breathing slowed almost immediately. He lay rigid in the dark, the spikes biting faintly every time he stirred half-hard, which was often. She slept. He did not.

Gray light crept through the blinds, and when Jake stirred, the sheets beside him were empty. He found her in the kitchen, already dressed in tailored trousers and a cream blouse, sipping coffee at the counter. 

She looked up as he entered, barefoot and wearing only his boxer briefs, the cage pressing its familiar reminder against him. "Morning, darling," she said, setting down her mug. "I've been thinking. While you look for work, and until you can fund your own apartment, or pay rent here, you'll serve as my maid." He blinked, the words not quite landing. "Your maid?" Anna nodded, unhurried. "I'll arrange a uniform. It should arrive this afternoon. But until it does, you can wear one of my dressing gowns." She rose and disappeared into the bedroom, returning with a length of pale silk, rose-colored and delicate, draped over her arm. She held it out to him. "Go on, try it on." He stared at the garment, then at her face, looking for the joke. There wasn't one. Slowly, he took the gown from her hands, and the fabric slid against his skin like water as he pulled it over his shoulders. 

It fell to his knees, the sleeves too short, the cut clearly feminine. He stood there, silk clinging to his chest, his bare legs beneath the hem, and Anna circled him once, appraising. "Perfect," she murmured, reaching out to smooth the collar. "Now make me breakfast and clean the kitchen while you're at it." She sat back down with her coffee, crossing her legs, and watched him move through her apartment in her dressing gown, the cage swinging softly against his thighs with every step.

The kettle whistled and he turned to it, grateful for something to do with his hands. His mind churned as he cracked eggs into the pan, wondering how in God's name he would find a job when he could not leave this apartment without Anna's permission, when he had no car, no computer, no money. Every door seemed closed. Then her eyes found him over the rim of her mug, patient and proprietary, watching him move through her kitchen in her silk gown, and something loosened in his chest. He did not have to decide anything. She would decide, and he would comply, and that strange relief spread through him like warm water. The cage felt less like a prison and more like a guarantee. He let himself like it.

He slid the eggs onto her plate, and she watched him set it down with a quiet smile, then patted the chair across from her. "Sit. We need to talk about the next phase." She waited until he obeyed, the silk pooling around his thighs as he settled. "You did well this morning. You're learning." Her fingers traced the rim of her coffee cup. "But this is only the start. Over the next month I'll shape you into what I need. Wardrobe, hair, posture, the way you speak, the way you move. You'll learn to dress for me, to please me without being told." She unfolded a sheet of paper from her pocket and slid it toward him. "This is your training schedule. Morning exercises, housework, lessons on how to present yourself. And every evening you'll kneel and show me your progress." The sun caught her eyes, warm and utterly certain. "By the time you've earned your key back, Jake, you won't recognize the man you used to be. And you'll thank me for it."

He reached for the paper, his fingers brushing hers with a reverence he hadn't intended. The schedule was precise, hour by hour, from calisthenics at dawn to a final hour of reflection before bed. He read it twice, then set it down and nodded. "I'll do it," he said. "All of it." 

Anna smiled, slow and warm, and reached across to lay her palm over his hand. "I know you will," she said. "You've already accepted it here." She tapped his chest, just over his heart.

The afternoon sun had shifted across the kitchen floor by the time the doorbell chimed. Anna rose smoothly, setting down her coffee cup, and returned a moment later with a large pink box tied with a satin bow. 

She set it on the table before him, not opening it, merely letting him look. The box was heavy, embossed with the name of a boutique he had never heard of. "Your uniform arrived," she said, watching him over the rim of her glass. "I had it made custom. Every measurement, every detail, chosen with you in mind." She slid the box toward him. "Open it."

His fingers shook as he worked the bow loose, the satin slipping through his hands. He lifted the lid and the scent of new fabric and clean tissue paper rose up, and then he saw it, layers of pink frill and white lace folded with precision. He lifted the garment out, and it unfurled like a confession: a short, frilled dress with a cinched waist and puffed sleeves, the hem barely long enough to cover his hips. Beneath it lay white stockings, a froth of frilly panties, a corset of pale pink satin with steel boning, and a pair of shiny pink heels with slender ankle straps.

Jake stared at it, the silk gown he wore suddenly feeling too thin a protection. His mouth opened, but no words came.

Anna leaned forward, her voice soft and pleased. "Go on, darling. Let's see how it fits." She nudged the box toward the bedroom with her chin. "I'll be watching."

He carried the box into the bedroom, the silk gown whispering against his thighs as he went, and stood before the full-length mirror, staring at his own reflection as though it might offer a reprieve. None came.

Anna appeared in the doorway, leaning against the frame with her arms folded. "Well? Don't keep me waiting."

He lifted the dress first, then set it aside and reached for the corset, the satin cool and slick between his fingers. The steel boning caught the light as he turned it over, searching for the laces, and Anna crossed the room to stand behind him. Her hands closed over his, guiding them. "Let me," she murmured.

She worked the corset around his torso, arranging it so the busk sat at his sternum, and he felt her knuckles graze his spine as she gathered the laces. The first tug pulled him in a half inch, enough to notice. 

The second more. She worked methodically, crisscrossing the laces with a practiced economy, each pass stealing a little more of his breath. He braced his hands on the vanity and watched in the mirror as his waist narrowed, as his ribcage compressed, as the pale satin formed a rigid armor around him.

"Breathe, darling," she said, tugging once more. He tried, but the inhale came shallow and fractured. She pulled again, and his vision swam at the edges. "Good. Now hold that."

She tied off the laces with a neat bow and turned him to face her, running her palms down the satin's length. His chest rose and fell in quick, shallow bursts beneath the steel bones. "You look lovely," she said, pressing a kiss to his lips. "Now the stockings. Then the dress. And we'll see if my good little maid can earn his first meal of the day."

He bent to roll the stockings up his bare legs, the white nylon catching on the light stubble of his calves, and the texture was so foreign, so intimate, that his stomach turned over. He pulled the frilled panties on next, the lace scratching at his hips, then worked the dress over his head. The satin settled against his compressed waist, the puffed sleeves brushing his shoulders, and the hem, impossibly short, barely covered the frill of his panties when he stood straight.

Anna watched him in the mirror, her reflection a study in serene patience.

He turned to face her, and the vulnerability hit him like a wall. The dress had transformed him, not into a costume of a maid but into something soft and ornamental, a thing made to be looked at and handled. His bare arms looked too muscular against the frills, his shoulders too broad. He felt like a man wearing a mask that fit too well, and the sensation .

and the sensation was not revulsion, not shame, but a quiet, thrumming acceptance he had no name for.

Anna saw it in his eyes and smiled. "Good," she said, stepping back. "Now the heels." She knelt and buckled the slender pink straps around his ankles, her fingers brushing his skin with deliberate care. 

He wobbled as she pulled him upright, his hand finding her shoulder for balance. "You'll learn," she said. "And tonight, when you kneel to show me your progress, you'll do it in these."

He looked down at himself, frills and satin and polished nails, and something in his chest settled. "Where do you want me?" he asked.

She touched his chin, tilting his face up. "On your knees, darling. And we'll see how well you beg."

He dropped to his knees willingly, the heels wobbling beneath him before he found his balance, the frilled hem of the dress fanning out around his thighs against the hardwood. 

Anna looked down at him, and he looked up at her, and that quiet thrumming acceptance in his chest swelled into something like peace. His hands found his lap, then moved to rest on his thighs, palms open, waiting. 

He did not need to be told how to present himself; his body already knew.

Anna's gaze travelled over him slowly, from his downcast eyes to the curve of his satin-clad waist to the trembling line of his shoulders. "Look at you," she breathed, crouching to his level. Her fingers traced his jaw, tilting his face up. "That's where you belong, isn't it?" He swallowed, and the word came out soft but certain. "Yes." She smiled, slow and warm, and pressed her lips to his forehead. "Then let's begin."

She smiled at his compliance, then rose smoothly and unbuckled her trousers, letting them slide to the floor in a whisper of fabric. She kept her blouse on, only stepping out of the pooled cloth and nudging it aside with her heel. Her thighs were bare now, and she stepped forward until the dark triangle of her underwear hovered an inch from his face. She hooked a thumb under the elastic and drew it down, then kicked it away. "Pleasure me, darling," Anna said, weaving her fingers into his hair. "Show me how grateful you are for your new uniform, your new home, your new life. 

All of it is mine to give, and this is how you thank me."

He leaned in, heart battering against his corseted ribs, and let the scent of her wash over him, warm and familiar. He pressed his mouth to her, tasting her opening with the flat of his tongue, and she sighed above him. He worked upward, slow and deliberate, and when he found her clit she gasped and tightened her grip on his hair. He licked in firm, patient circles, learning her rhythms anew, and her hips began to roll against his face. 

He felt his own cock stir hopelessly beneath the cage, the spikes grazing his skin, but the pain only sharpened his focus, made him want to give her more. He slipped one hand up her thigh to steady her, and she let him, breathing in ragged pulls. "Keep going," she murmured, voice thick. "Don't you dare stop until I tell you."

He didn't stop. He drew her closer, burying his face in her, the satin frills of his collar brushing her thighs. She began to tremble, her knees softening, and she braced her palm on his shoulder for balance. He felt her pulse quicken against his mouth, tasted the change in her, and redoubled his efforts until she cried out, a sharp, bitten sound, and shuddered through it with her fingers twisted in his hair. 

When she finally pushed his head away, breathing hard, she looked down at him, flushed and satisfied. She cupped his chin and tilted his face up, noting the shine of her on his lips. "Good boy," she said softly. "Now clean yourself up, and then you may fix my lunch." She stepped over her discarded clothes and walked to the kitchen, leaving him kneeling there, aching and hard in his cage, tasting her on his tongue.

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, still tasting her, and rose carefully in the heels, steadying himself against the vanity until his ankles remembered their balance. In the kitchen he moved with deliberate care, each step a small negotiation with the straps and the corset's unyielding grip. He found avocados in the bowl, tomatoes on the counter, and worked quietly, cubing flesh and mincing herbs with a knife he could not quite feel through his compressed ribcage. 

He plated the salad on her favourite ceramic, drizzled oil over it, and set it before her with a small bow he had not planned. Anna looked from the plate to him, something softening in her green eyes. "Thank you, darling." He stood at her side, hands clasped behind his back, and felt that strange peace settle deeper into his bones.

 He had made her lunch. He was useful. He was hers.

The days folded into a rhythm of frills and polish, of kneeling and service. He woke before her, laid out her clothes, brewed her coffee just the way she liked it, then stood at attention in his uniform while she dressed and touched his cheek in passing approval.

He scrubbed her floors on his knees, feeling the ache in his shoulders from the corset, and learned to move in the heels with something approaching grace. The cage was a constant pressure against him, a reminder he had grown used to, almost fond of. On the third morning, Anna brought him a glass of pale pink liquid, thick and sweet, alongside his own breakfast of plain eggs and steamed greens. "Your new diet, darling," she said, watching him drink. "You've gotten soft. I want you lean and smooth, the way I need you." He drank it without question, the taste pleasant and unfamiliar, something almost floral beneath the sweetness. She gave him another the next morning, and the next, adjusting his meals so that each day brought smaller portions and more of that pale pink drink. By the fifth day he noticed his skin feeling softer, smoother, as if the coarse texture of his arms and legs had been filed away overnight.

In the mirror he caught himself looking at the line of his waist, the way the corset had begun to shape him, the slight swell of his chest above the satin.

By the sixth day, the tenderness started. A dull ache behind his nipples, persistent and strange, as if they had been bruised in his sleep. He pressed his palm against his chest in the shower, wincing, and when Anna asked what was wrong he shook his head, not knowing how to name it. She smiled, warm and proprietary, and told him the diet was working, that his body was adjusting, that soon he would be perfect. 

He took her word for it. That afternoon she handed him a new drink, a deeper rose color, and he drank it kneeling at her feet while she read, her fingers absently stroking through his hair. He felt a wave of warmth spread through him, loosening his shoulders, softening the hard knot of worry that had lived in his chest. 

He could not remember the last time he had felt so calm. The next morning an odd tightness woke him, his chest sensitive against the sheets, and when he looked down the flesh had filled slightly, a faint roundness where his pectorals had been flat. He touched it, confused, and heard the floorboards creak behind him. Anna stood in the doorway, still in her robe, watching him with quiet pleasure. "It suits you," she murmured. "Don't worry. I'll keep you fed."

That night he stripped as usual, his movements gentle now, careful of the strange new weight in his chest, and joined her in bed. She opened her arms to him, and he curled against her side, his head on her shoulder, and she stroked his hair with slow, soothing passes. "You're so good for me," she murmured, and he felt tears prick behind his eyes for no reason he could name. He pressed his face into her neck, breathing her in, and let the tears fall silently against her skin. 

She didn't ask why he was crying. She just kept stroking his hair until the sobs quieted into hiccups, and then she guided his mouth to her breast, and he suckled like a child seeking comfort, and it felt as natural as breathing. When she was satisfied she curled him against her, and he slept with an exhaustion that had nothing to do with labor.

The months passed in that strange, alternating rhythm of hard service and soft surrender. Each day he scrubbed and knelt and swallowed the pale pink drinks she handed him without question. Each night he crawled beside her, pleasing her with his mouth and hands, and every time he felt himself stir beneath the cage it was weaker, fainter, as if the steel had begun to win some long war against his own flesh. 

His cock grew soft and stayed soft, and the ache he had once felt at being denied faded into something like indifference. But his nipples, those ached constantly, swollen and tender beneath the satin of his uniform, brushing against the fabric whenever he moved.

He began to cry at small things. A song on the radio. A commercial, stupid and wholesome. The memory of his father's laugh, long gone. He would be kneading bread dough at the counter and suddenly his eyes would burn, and he would have to stop, hand pressed over the new, soft swell of his chest, until the wave passed. He told himself he was overtired. He told himself he missed his mother. He never asked her what was in the pink drinks. She never volunteered.

In the mirror he barely recognized himself. His waist had softened, his thighs had smoothed and plumped, his shoulders curved less sharply. The corset was an accomplice, shaping him hourly, but beneath it his own body had begun to surrender, muscle melting into something yielding. 

His chest was unmistakably fuller now, soft flesh pressing against the inside of his dress, tender to the touch. He understood, dimly, that something was very wrong. But understanding required energy he no longer had, and Anna was so kind to him now, so warm. 

She stroked his hardening nipples through the satin and told him they were becoming sensitive for her. She kissed the swell of his chest and said he was becoming beautiful. He began to believe her.

One evening, as he knelt between her thighs to pleasure her, his own body utterly quiet beneath the cage, she reached down and cupped his soft chest through the dress, her thumb finding his nipple, swollen and aching. He gasped, his mouth working against her, and a wave of feeling crashed through him, desire turned inward and strange, focused entirely on her touch. 

She worked him slowly, gently, through the fabric, and he began to moan against her, lost. "That's it," she breathed. "Feel me here, darling. This is yours. All of this is for me." He sobbed once, a desperate sound, as she orgasmed on his tongue, and when she pulled him up and pressed his face to her chest, he wept against her skin. It was not sorrow, and it was not joy. It was simply release, endless, unnameable, given to her.

He lay against her chest, breath shuddery, her hand stroking the soft swell beneath the dress. The words she spoke then were gentle, almost loving, and they undid him more than any cruelty had done. "The drinks, darling. Hormones. Slow, careful doses. 

You may have noticed the changes." His sobs stuttered to silence. She cupped his face, tilting it up. "I always loved you, Jake. But I couldn't trust a man again. A woman, though, one who belongs to me, body and soul, she can't cheat." Something cold threaded through him, but she kept stroking his hair. "You can leave tonight. Walk out that door, never see me again. Or you stay, and we finish what I started. Together. Forever." The silence stretched. He looked at her face, at the only home he had left, and felt the future ease open beneath him like water. "I'll stay," he whispered. 

She smiled, and kissed him as the cage and the hormones sealed his answer in.

She kissed him as the cage and the hormones sealed his answer in, and the following Tuesday they flew to Bangkok. The clinic was white and orchid-scented, discreet, with a doctor who spoke softly and never asked questions. Anna held his hand through the consultations, translating the risks into reassurances, and he signed each form without reading it. 

The first surgery took the implants, silicone teardrops slipped beneath his pectoral muscle, and when he woke his chest was heavy, foreign, aching with a weight that felt like a promise. The second tightened his vocal cords, unfortunately after complications he lost his voice completely. The third reduced his nose, shaving the bridge to something delicate and feminine, and the fourth applied permanent makeup, soft arches above his eyes, a rose tint to his lips that no removal could erase. 

On the final day they took his testicles, a quick procedure, and when he woke the nurse told him the swelling would subside. He reached down beneath the hospital gown and found the cage no longer there. They had left his penis, small and soft and utterly lifeless, a monument to the man he used to be. He stared at it for a long time, then closed his eyes and let the tears roll silently into the pillow. 

Anna arrived that evening with flowers and sat beside his bed, stroking the new soft weight of his chest through the gown. "Look at you," she murmured, tilting his face to the mirror the nurse had brought. The woman staring back had his blue eyes, but everything else had been reshaped, refined, made hers. "Beautiful," she breathed. "Mine."

The Bangkok surgeries faded into weeks of bandages and ointment, and then the apartment in the city welcomed them home with sandalwood and the soft curve of afternoon light through the blinds. Jake recovered in stages, first the chest settling into its new weight, his voice still silent,  and finally the collection of frilled uniforms Anna had ordered in his new measurements, each one fitting now like it had been sewn onto his softened frame. 

He wore them without hesitation, moving through her kitchen with the grace she had trained into him, his hips swaying with a naturalness the hormones had cultivated. He scrubbed her floors on healed knees, shelved her linens, arranged her cosmetics in rainbow order before she woke. In the mirror his face showed the surgeon's art, delicate and feminine, and he no longer flinched at the sight. 

He dusted her vanity, pressed fresh flowers into a cut-glass vase, and set out her morning coffee at precisely the correct temperature. One morning she came behind him as he knelt polishing her silver, and she cupped the new soft weight of his chest through the satin, pressing a kiss to his temple. He closed his eyes and leaned into her touch, his body answering her without a thought. "Perfect," she murmured. "Now there's lunch to prepare."

He rose, kissed her hand, and went to do her bidding, the weight of his purpose settling over him like a warm shawl. The garden was small but meticulous, a pocket of green and blooming pink set behind the apartment building, and he worked the soil on his knees with a trowel, the frilled hem of his dress brushing the damp earth. 

The sun warmed his shoulders, and he felt a quiet contentment he no longer questioned.

Anna appeared a little later, a glass of iced tea in hand, and watched him work with that patient, proprietary gaze. He looked up at her, and she smiled. "You're beautiful like this," she said softly. "But you can't keep carrying his name. That man is gone now." She crouched beside him, brushing a strand of hair from his forehead. "I've been thinking about it. Something soft. Something that fits who you're becoming." She tilted her head, considering him. "Sofie. I'm going to call you Sofie."

The name landed in his chest like a key turning in a lock. He opened his mouth, his new voice thin and sweet, and tested it. "Sofie." Anna nodded, rising and holding out her hand to pull him up. "Yes, darling. That's who you are now." He took her hand and let her lift him from the soil, and when she kissed his forehead and said, "Come inside, Sofie. I have a new dress for you," he followed without a backward glance, the old name already dissolving behind him like morning mist.

He followed her inside, the new dress waiting on the bed like a promise. Anna held it up, pale lavender satin, and he stood silent while she worked it over his head and smoothed it down his softened hips. Her fingers lingered at the collar, her gaze sliding to his throat, where the voice that used to be Jake's had died. "Beautiful," she said. Then she sat on the bed's edge and drew him to kneel before her, and her tone shifted, mild and businesslike. "These surgeries cost a great deal, Sofie. 

The clinic, the recovery, the wardrobe you fill now. None of it was cheap." She cupped his chin, lifting his face. "I've arranged work for you, specialist work, to repay every cent. You'll do exactly what you're told, whenever you're needed." Sofie, silent and voiceless, looked up at the only home she had ever known and nodded. Anna smiled, stroking the soft swell of her chest. "Good  girl’”

The boutique Anna had chosen stood on a side street Sofie had never walked, but the moment the driver pulled up, recognition crawled up her spine like a cold hand. 

The brass plaque, the smoked glass, the discreet gold lettering, Sofie had stood outside this door once, years ago, an establishment managed by sister of a woman he had an affair with while married to Anna.

Anna led her inside by the hand, speaking in low, pleasant tones to the manager, and then Sofie was being shown to a small dressing room where a silk robe hung waiting.

She heard the voice before she saw the face, that familiar, lilting laugh, and when the door opened, Julie stood there, older now but unmistakable. Sofie's throat closed, voiceless as ever, and she turned her face away, but not fast enough. 

Julie's gaze caught hers, puzzled at first, then sharp with something like recognition. Sofie stared at the floor, her cheeks burning, her hands trembling at her sides, and the shame rose up and swallowed her whole.

He stood frozen in that satin dress, in the soft shame of it, while Julie circled him slowly. Her heels clicked on the dressing room floor like a verdict. "Look at you," she said, her voice lilting, amused. 

She didn't need to see him on the massage table to know what lay beneath the frilled hem, because when she stopped in front of him she reached down and gathered the satin skirt in her fist and lifted it. She saw the tiny, soft dick hanging there, smooth and hairless and utterly useless, and she laughed, a low, delighted sound. She let the skirt fall. "Still can't get it up, huh, Jake? But I guess that doesn't matter anymore, since it's about as functional as a clit now." She cupped his cheek and tilted his face up. He flinched. She did not let go. "I remember what you did to me, baby. How you treated me. How you said you'd call and then didn't." She smiled, a predator's smile. "So you think I'm going to help you now?" The bell above the door chimed, and Anna walked in.

Anna stepped into the dressing room and let the door click shut behind her. Her gaze moved from Julie's wide, knowing eyes to Sofie's trembling frame, and her smile turned predatory, slow and cruel. "Ah, you two know each other," she said, her voice silken. "Small world, darling."

Julie's laugh came brittle. "You've got to be joking. This is him? This is your housekeeper? He's the one who." She stopped, looking Sofie up and down with fresh disbelief. "Anna, this man ruined my sister. Her marriage, her name, everything. And you've got him in a dress."

Anna crossed the room and stood behind Sofie, her hands settling on the softened curve of her shoulders. "I've got him in a lot more than that," she said mildly. "He's mine now, Julie. Every inch of him, reshaped and reclaimed. And I thought, since you knew him so well, you might enjoy a front-row seat to his rehabilitation." She tilted Sofie's chin up, forcing eye contact with Julie. "He can't speak, you know. Lost his voice completely. Poor thing." Her finger traced the soft line of Sofie's jaw. "But he can still get on his knees and make apologies. Say it, darling. Show her you mean it."

Sofie dropped to her knees without hesitation, the lavender satin pooling around her thighs on the floor. The heels steadied her, trained now, obedient. She kept her eyes lowered as Anna's hand settled gently on the back of her head, a gesture almost maternal. "Go on, darling. Apologize to the lady."

Sofie's throat worked, voiceless. She pressed her palm flat against her chest, where the soft weight of her implants rose and fell, and then touched her lips, a gesture she had developed in the weeks since the surgery. I am sorry. I cannot speak.

Julie stared down at her, and something shifted in her face, not softening but sharpening into a kind of grim pleasure. She crouched slowly, bringing her eyes level with Sofie's. "You ruined my sister," she said quietly. "And look at you now. Dolled up in lavender satin, kneecapped and speechless." She reached out and traced the collar of the dress, almost gently. "You'll do, then. Follow me."

Julie straightened and walked out of the dressing room without looking back, her heels setting a pace that Sofie followed on unsteady legs. Anna did not walk with them. She only smiled from the doorway and let her hand trail along the wall as the two of them passed through a back corridor lined with shelving and stacked boxes, then down a narrow stairwell that opened into cool, concrete air.

The basement was finished, low-ceilinged and warm, with a single massage table at its center beneath a soft, adjustable lamp. Julie flipped the light on and turned, arms folded, studying Sofie with the patience of someone cataloging an acquisition. The lavender satin looked almost white under the glow. "Strip," Julie said, her voice flat. Sofie did not hesitate. 

The dress came over her head, the stockings rolled down, the heels unbuckled and set aside, and she stood in the frilled panties and the soft curve of her chest and the tiny, useless flesh below until Julie gestured at the table. "On your back. Arms above your head." Sofie obeyed, and the leather cuffs closed around her wrists without a word of explanation.

Julie tested each cuff with a firm tug, her knuckles grazing Sofie's wrists before she cinched the leather one notch tighter. Sofie's breath shallowed but she didn't resist, didn't even tense. Her training had gone too deep for that. She lay there, soft and smooth and utterly exposed on the table, waiting.

"Good," Julie murmured, adjusting the left strap another notch. "These cuffs belonged to my sister's ex-husband. He used to beg to be released. Last I heard, he still does." She ran a hand down the fall of Sofie's hair, then gripped her chin, forcing eye contact. "But you won't beg, will you? You'll just lie there and take what I give you, because that's what you are now."

There was nothing to brace against, so Sofie braced anyway: jaw set, chest rising in shallow fashion under the lamp, the soft weight of her recently healed implants tilting toward the light. Julie watched her a moment longer, then moved, not to the table but to a steel cabinet against the far wall. She returned with an open palm. On it rested a small, jointed vibrator, pale pink, the shape of it obvious and deliberately so. Sofie's throat worked soundlessly. Julie ran the toy down Sofie's sternum, circling one tender nipple, and smiled at how the woman beneath her shivered from pleasure, not fear. "Whatever I want," Julie murmured, "you'll give me."

The vibrator's tip had just brushed the peak of her nipple when footsteps sounded on the stairwell, heavy and unhurried. Julie straightened, rolling the toy between her fingers as Tom ducked through the low doorway, broad-shouldered and grinning. 

He took in the scene, the bound figure in pink frills, the spread thighs, the soft, waiting body, and the grin widened. "You found her one," he said, already unbuckling his belt. Sofie's throat worked soundlessly as he stepped to the table's foot, his erection heavy against his flat belly, thick and flushed and impossibly large. He gripped her ankles and pushed her knees wide, spreading her in one rough motion, and she felt his weight settle over her, the head of him pressing against her, slick and blunt, demanding entrance. 

There was no gentleness in the stride of his hips as he pushed inside her ass, filling her in one long stroke that drove a silent gasp from her chest. He took her with a rhythm that shook the table, his hands bruising her hips, the soft new weight of her chest bouncing with each thrust, and she lay pinned beneath him, voiceless and helpless, her body surrendering to every inch of him because that was all it knew how to do anymore. When he finished, sweating and satisfied, he pulled out and slapped her thigh, leaving a red welt. "Good little toy," he said.

Tom stood over her, breathing hard, and his gaze travelled up her body, past the red welt on her thigh, past the soft rise of her chest, to the working of her throat, the hollow that drew breath in shallow, silent pulls. 

He exchanged a glance with Julie, who set the vibrator on the cabinet and stepped closer, gripping Sofie's hair and pulling it back tilting her head backwards as Tom stood over her head, her lips level with his still-heavy cock. He was not soft yet, not by half, and he gripped himself, slick with his own release and her wetness, and pressed the head against her mouth. She opened without being told, her jaw stretching wide, her eyes watering as he fed himself in past her lips, past her tongue, until the crown nudged the back of her throat. 

He held her there a moment, watching her nose press against his groin, then drew back and thrust in again, deeper, burying himself in the silken clutch of her throat. There was no sound but the wet, rhythmic choke of him, no resistance but the flutter of her swallowing around him. Julie watched, arms folded, as he fucked her face with the same brutal cadence he had used in her ass, his hips snapping against her parted lips, his hands fisted in her hair to hold her steady. 

Sofie's hands gripped the table edge, nails biting into the foam, her body trembling with the effort of taking him, of not pulling away, of giving him what he demanded because that was all she knew. When he came, he held her there, his release pouring down her throat in thick, pulsing strokes, and he did not let go until she had swallowed every last one. 

Then he pulled out, wiped himself on her hair, and let her drop coughing and gasping to the table, tears streaking down the permanent makeup. Julie crouched beside her, stroking her cheek almost tenderly. "Such a good little toy," she murmured. "And we've only just begun."

Julie's fingers stilled on Sofie's cheek, and her voice dropped to something almost kind. "Clean up your mess first. It's only polite." As she unlocked Sofie’s wrists.  She nodded toward the pool of Tom's release on the table, milky and cooling, and Sofie's eyes followed. 

There was no argument in her, none left. She lowered her head and lapped at the spill, tongue flat and methodical, tasting salt and musk, the familiar weight of surrender pressing down on her like a warm hand. Julie watched for a long moment, then left her to it.

The day passed in a blur of small services and waiting. Julie kept her on a stool in the corner of the basement, bare and soft, her hands folded in her lap, while clients came and went upstairs. When the last heel clicked away and the boutique fell quiet, Anna descended the stairs, heels tapping a slow rhythm.

Sofie looked up at her, eyes red-rimmed, the permanent rose of her lips smeared. Anna crossed to her and cupped her jaw, tilting her face to the light. "Did you behave for Julie, darling?" Sofie nodded, mute and docile. Anna smiled, pressed a kiss to her forehead, and helped her back into the lavender dress, lacing it snug around the curve of her waist. "Good girl. Let's go home."

The End.
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