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Chapter 1: The Power Broker

Lila Voss stepped out of the downtown café with a vanilla latte in one hand and the faint taste of victory still lingering on her tongue.

The city hummed around her — skyscrapers gleaming in the late afternoon sun, the click of heels on marble sidewalks, the low roar of luxury cars. She had just finished a quiet lunch with Jade, who was now back at the apartment in one of her favorite baby-pink babydolls, eagerly awaiting Lila’s return.

Lila’s power had never felt stronger. Between Jade’s sealed devotion and Ethan’s — now Emerald’s — rapid descent into OnlyFans sissyhood, the Voss magic thrummed inside her like a living flame. She could make flowers bloom with a thought, bend minor wills with a smile, and feel the masculine essence of any man within twenty feet.

She was walking past the towering glass entrance of Sterling Tower when it happened.

A tall, impeccably dressed man in a charcoal Armani suit stepped out of the revolving doors at the exact same moment. They collided gently — his broad shoulder brushing hers, her latte nearly spilling.

He caught her elbow with effortless strength to steady her.

“My apologies,” he said, voice deep and commanding, the kind of baritone that closed million-dollar deals and made boardrooms fall silent. “I wasn’t watching where I was going.”

Lila looked up — and felt the spark instantly.

Damien Sterling.

CEO of Sterling Global, one of the largest private equity firms in the country. Forty-two years old. Ruthlessly successful. Six-foot-three, broad-shouldered, with a chiseled jaw, salt-and-pepper hair, and the kind of commanding presence that screamed raw, unyielding masculinity. Not from bulging muscles — though he clearly worked out — but from pure status and power. He radiated the kind of masculine essence that could fuel her magic for decades.

And he was staring at her like a man who had just seen something he wanted.

“You’re… Lila Voss,” he said, recognition flashing in his steel-gray eyes. “I’ve seen your name in several philanthropic reports. You move in impressive circles.”

Lila gave him her warmest, most disarming smile — the same one that had once started Jake’s unraveling.

“And you’re Damien Sterling,” she replied, letting her voice drop into that low, honeyed tone. “The man who owns half the skyline.”

He chuckled, a rich, confident sound. His gaze drifted over her body for a brief, appreciative moment before returning to her face.

“I’d like to make up for nearly knocking you over,” he said smoothly. “Let me take you to dinner. Tonight, if you’re free.”

Lila tilted her head, pretending to consider it while her magic already tasted him.

No feminine threads at all, she thought with dark delight. Pure status-driven masculinity. The kind that breaks so beautifully when it finally kneels.

She let the silence linger just long enough to make him lean in slightly.

“Tonight works,” she said softly. “But I should warn you… I don’t date alone. If this is going to be anything more than one dinner, it would involve both me and my partner. That’s non-negotiable.”

Damien’s eyebrows rose, intrigued rather than deterred.

“Interesting,” he murmured. “I’m not opposed to… unconventional arrangements. Seven o’clock? I’ll send a car.”

Lila smiled, slow and predatory.

“Seven o’clock sounds perfect.”

As he walked away toward his waiting town car, Lila felt the first faint, delicious tug of his essence — thick, powerful, and utterly untouched.

She took a slow sip of her latte, eyes gleaming.

Another empire was about to fall.

And this one would give her more power than any before it.

Chapter 2: The First Dinner

The restaurant was one of the city’s most exclusive — dim lighting, crisp white tablecloths, and a wine list that cost more than most people’s monthly rent. Damien Sterling had chosen it deliberately.

He was already seated when Lila arrived, looking every inch the powerful CEO in a tailored charcoal suit that accentuated his broad shoulders and commanding presence. When he saw her, he stood immediately, eyes widening with open appreciation.

Lila wore a sleek, deep crimson dress that hugged her curves without being overt. Her dark hair fell in elegant waves, and her smile was warm, confident, and just a touch dangerous.

“You look… extraordinary,” Damien said, voice low as he pulled out her chair. “Even better than I remembered.”

Lila sat gracefully, crossing her legs. “Thank you. You clean up well yourself.”

As the waiter poured wine, Damien glanced toward the empty chair beside her.

“I thought your partner would be joining us tonight?”

Lila took a slow sip of the rich Cabernet, letting the silence stretch just long enough to make him lean forward slightly.

“Jade isn’t here,” she said calmly. “I’m very protective of her. She’s… delicate. Precious to me. I like to meet new suitors first — alone — to see what kind of man they really are before bringing her into it.”

Damien nodded, but his eyes were already drifting. They lingered on the elegant line of her neck, the subtle rise of her breasts beneath the crimson fabric, the way the dress clung to her waist. He was listening… but only barely. His focus was clearly elsewhere.

Lila noticed.

Of course, she thought, a spark of dark amusement flickering inside her. All that power, all that status, and he’s still just a man who thinks with his cock.

She smiled sweetly and continued the conversation — asking about his latest acquisition, his thoughts on the market, his philanthropic work. Damien answered, but his replies grew shorter, his gaze repeatedly dropping to her lips, her cleavage, the smooth skin of her thigh where the dress rode up slightly.

He wanted her. Badly.

And he wasn’t even trying to hide it.

Lila let the dinner play out. She laughed at his jokes, touched his arm lightly when he spoke, and fed him just enough flirtation to keep him hooked. But every time he tried to steer the conversation toward something more intimate — hints about “what happens after dinner” or how “stunning” she looked — she gently redirected.

By the time dessert arrived, Damien was visibly frustrated, shifting in his seat, eyes dark with desire.

Lila leaned forward slightly, giving him a perfect view down the front of her dress.

“I’m enjoying tonight,” she said softly. “But I think we should take things slow. I need to be sure you’re the right kind of man for both Jade and me.”

Damien’s jaw tightened. He clearly wasn’t used to waiting.

Lila felt a quiet thrill of power. She reached out with her magic — subtle, invisible — and wove a gentle but firm denial spell into him. From this moment on, any attempt at sex with her would be met with sudden, frustrating difficulty. He would stay hard, stay desperate… but unable to finish until she allowed it.

A secret punishment for treating her like a conquest.

As they stood to leave, Damien placed a hand on the small of her back — possessive, eager.

“Next time,” he said, voice rough, “I’d like to see where this goes.”

Lila turned and gave him a slow, enigmatic smile.

“We’ll see,” she whispered. “Goodnight, Damien.”

She left him standing on the sidewalk, watching her walk away with barely contained hunger.

Inside her car, Lila let out a soft, satisfied laugh.

The powerful CEO had no idea what was coming.

And the wait was only going to make his eventual fall so much sweeter.

Chapter 3: New Project

Lila stepped through the apartment door a little after eleven, her crimson dress still hugging her body, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

Jade was waiting on the couch in a sheer white babydoll, platinum blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, legs tucked beneath her. The moment she saw Lila, her eyes lit up with that familiar mix of love and eager submission.

“You’re back,” Jade said softly, standing up. “How was he?”

Lila closed the door behind her, kicked off her heels, and crossed the room in three smooth strides. She pulled Jade into a deep, hungry kiss, one hand sliding down to squeeze her plump ass possessively.

“He’s perfect,” Lila murmured against her lips. “Damien Sterling. CEO of Sterling Global. Arrogant. Powerful. Pure status-driven masculinity with almost no feminine threads at all. The kind of man whose fall will give me decades of power.”

Jade shivered, pressing closer. “You’re really going to do it? Another one?”

“Oh yes,” Lila purred, walking Jade backward toward the bedroom. “He’s already hooked. Thinks he’s going to conquer me. Little does he know he’s going to end up just like you — soft, curvy, desperate, and completely mine.”

Jade’s breath hitched. Her own cock was already hard beneath the babydoll, leaking against the lace.

Lila pushed her down onto the bed, crawling over her with predatory grace. “And tonight,” she growled, voice thick with excitement, “I’m going to fuck you while I think about breaking him.”

She didn’t waste time on gentleness.

Lila flipped Jade onto her stomach, yanked the babydoll up over her hips, and slicked her strap-on with generous lube. In one smooth, powerful thrust she buried the thick toy deep into Jade’s eager ass.

Jade cried out, fingers clutching the sheets. “Yes—!”

Lila set a hard, relentless pace, pounding into her with deep, claiming strokes. Every thrust made Jade’s C-cup breasts bounce against the mattress, her plump ass rippling, her platinum hair spilling wildly across her back.

“You’re going to help me train him,” Lila panted, gripping Jade’s hips hard enough to leave marks. “My two pretty sissies… feeding me power together. Doesn’t that sound perfect?”

“Yes—! Oh god, yes—” Jade moaned, pushing back to meet every thrust, her own cock leaking steadily onto the sheets.

Lila fucked her harder, the wet slap of skin filling the room. She reached around and stroked Jade’s cock in time with her thrusts, making her whimper and shake.

“Imagine him,” Lila growled, leaning down to bite Jade’s shoulder. “On his knees. In lingerie. Begging. Just like you did.”

Jade came first — hard, hands-free, crying out as her cock pulsed and spilled across the bed. Lila didn’t stop. She kept pounding through the orgasm, drawing it out until Jade was a trembling, sobbing mess beneath her.

Only then did Lila let herself finish, grinding deep as pleasure washed over her.

She collapsed on top of Jade, both of them breathing hard, skin slick with sweat.

Lila kissed the back of her neck tenderly.

“This one’s going to be special,” she whispered. “Damien Sterling won’t know what hit him.”

Jade turned her head, eyes glassy with afterglow, and smiled softly.

“I can’t wait to meet him.”

Chapter 4: The Power Play

Damien Sterling was not a man accustomed to waiting.

Three days after their first dinner, he sent Lila a message:

Damien: I enjoyed our evening. I’d like to see you again. Tomorrow night. I’ll send a car. No need to bring anyone else this time.

Lila smiled when she read it. She waited until the next morning to reply with elegant brevity.

Lila: Tomorrow works. But remember what I said. If this continues, it includes both of us. See you at 8.



The second date was everything Damien hoped it would be — for him.

He took her to the city’s most exclusive rooftop restaurant, the kind of place where a table required connections most people didn’t have. A private sommelier poured thousand-dollar wines. The view of the glittering skyline was breathtaking. Damien made sure to mention the acquisitions his company had just closed, the private jet he kept on standby, the influence he wielded in boardrooms across three continents.

He was flaunting.

Hard.

“I don’t like to play games,” he said over the main course, leaning forward with that commanding presence. “I want you, Lila. And I’m used to getting what I want. Name your terms. Money, travel, whatever you desire — it’s yours.”

Lila sipped her wine slowly, completely unruffled. Her dark eyes sparkled with quiet amusement.

“You’re very generous,” she said smoothly. “But I already have everything I need. And as I told you before — if this continues, it’s not just me. It’s Jade and me. Together.”

Damien’s jaw tightened, but desire won out. “Fine. Bring her next time. Tonight, though… I want you.”

Lila let him pay the enormous bill. Let him escort her to his waiting town car. Let him bring her back to his penthouse — a sprawling, minimalist masterpiece of glass and steel overlooking the city.

The moment the door closed, Damien’s control snapped.

He pulled her into a hungry kiss, hands roaming possessively over her body. Lila allowed it, responding just enough to keep him desperate. Clothes came off in a heated rush. Damien was rock-hard, thick and impressive, clearly proud of what he had to offer.

They made it to his massive king bed.

Lila rode him first — slow, deep, and in complete control. She came beautifully, moaning softly as she clenched around him, her nails dragging down his chest. Damien groaned, hips bucking, chasing his own release.

But it never came.

Lila had already woven the denial spell deep into him the night they met. Now she reinforced it. No matter how hard he thrust, how desperately he moved, his orgasm stayed just out of reach — a frustrating, aching edge he couldn’t cross.

They fucked for hours.

Lila came three more times — once on his face, once while he took her from behind, and once riding him reverse cowgirl so he had the perfect view of her ass. Each time she cried out in pleasure, body trembling, while Damien grew more frantic, sweat-slicked and desperate.

“I’m so close—” he growled again and again, voice strained.

But he never finished.

Finally, after nearly three hours of relentless sex, Damien pretended. He groaned loudly, hips stuttering as if he’d come, burying his face in her neck.

Lila smiled against his shoulder, knowing the truth.

She kissed him softly, then slipped out of bed and began dressing.

“Next time,” she said lightly, “we’ll bring Jade. I think you’ll like her.”

Damien lay there, chest heaving, cock still painfully hard and unsatisfied. He forced a satisfied smile.

“Yeah… sounds good.”

Lila left him in his luxurious penthouse — horny, frustrated, and already craving more of her.

She could feel the fresh threads of his masculine pride beginning to fray.

And she couldn’t wait to pull them apart.

Chapter 5: Designed Impressions

Damien Sterling woke up the next morning painfully hard and painfully frustrated.

He had barely slept. Every time he closed his eyes he saw Lila riding him, heard her moans, felt her body clenching around him — but no release. His cock was still throbbing, heavy and unsatisfied. The denial was driving him insane.

He needed more.

He needed her.

By mid-morning he sent the message:

Damien: Last night was incredible. I want to see you again. Both of you. Let me take you and Jade out tonight. I’ll make it worth your while.

Lila replied after a deliberate pause.

Lila: Jade would like that. Pick us up at 7. Impress her.



Damien pulled out all the stops.

He sent a private car to collect them, then met them at one of the city’s most exclusive restaurants — a place with a months-long waiting list. He had reserved the best table, ordered the chef’s tasting menu in advance, and made sure the sommelier had the rarest wines ready.

When Lila and Jade arrived, Damien’s breath caught.

Lila looked stunning in a sleek black dress, but it was Jade who truly surprised him. The platinum blonde sissy was breathtaking — soft C-cup breasts, tiny waist, wide hips, and a gentle, almost shy femininity that contrasted sharply with her striking beauty. She wore a elegant silver dress that hugged her curves perfectly.

Damien turned on the charm, directing most of it toward Jade. He complimented her beauty, asked about her interests, pulled out her chair, and made sure her glass was never empty. He talked about his private yacht, his collection of classic cars, the charity galas he hosted — everything designed to impress the pretty blonde who sat across from him.

Jade was polite, sweet, and a little shy, often glancing at Lila for reassurance. Lila watched everything with quiet amusement, occasionally touching Jade’s thigh under the table or feeding her a bite from her own plate.

Damien found it strangely intoxicating.

By the end of dinner, he was fully invested.



Back at his penthouse, Lila made her expectations clear.

“Jade stays here tonight,” she said calmly as they stepped inside. “But I’ll come with you.”

Damien didn’t argue.

The moment the bedroom door closed behind Lila, he was on her. Clothes came off in a rush. He took her against the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, then on the bed, then bent over his expensive leather couch. He tried everything — slow and deep, hard and fast, her riding him, him behind her, her on her back with her legs over his shoulders.

Lila came multiple times, moaning beautifully each time, her body responding perfectly.

But Damien couldn’t finish.

No matter how hard he thrust, how desperately he chased it, the orgasm stayed maddeningly out of reach. He grew more frantic, sweat dripping down his back, muscles straining as he fucked her for well over an hour in every position he could think of.

Still nothing.

Finally, exhausted and aching, he faked it — groaning loudly, burying himself deep as if he’d come, then collapsing beside her.

Lila smiled softly in the dark, stroking his chest.

“You were wonderful,” she whispered, kissing his shoulder.

Damien lay there, cock still painfully hard, body buzzing with unspent need. He didn’t understand why he couldn’t finish. He only knew he wanted more of her.

And more of Jade.

Lila left him in the early hours with a lingering kiss and a promise of “next time.”

Damien stared at the ceiling long after she was gone, frustrated, horny, and already planning the next date.

He had no idea he was already caught in her web.

Chapter 6: The Breaking Point

The next three dates followed the same exquisite pattern.

Damien pulled out every luxury he could — private chef dinners in his penthouse, a helicopter ride over the city, an exclusive wine tasting at a vineyard he partially owned. Each time he was charming, powerful, and increasingly desperate. He flaunted his wealth, his influence, his body. He fucked Lila with raw intensity, trying every position, every technique, determined to conquer her completely.

And each time, he failed to finish.

The magic held firm. No matter how hard he thrust, how long he lasted, how desperately he chased release — nothing. Lila came multiple times on every date, moaning beautifully beneath him or riding him with elegant control. Damien was left throbbing, aching, and painfully edged for hours afterward.

By the fourth date, he was a mess.

He barely made it through dinner before dragging Lila back to his penthouse. He fucked her against the glass windows overlooking the city, then on the floor, then bent over his expensive leather couch. Sweat poured down his back. His muscles burned. His cock felt like it was going to explode.

Still nothing.

After nearly two hours of relentless, frustrated sex, Damien collapsed beside her, breathing hard, cock still rigid and leaking.

“I don’t understand,” he growled, voice strained. “This has never happened to me before. Not once.”

Lila turned to him, gently stroking his chest with her fingertips. Her voice was soft, almost sympathetic.

“You’re carrying a lot of tension,” she said. “Maybe you need help letting go. Real help.”

Damien stared at the ceiling, jaw clenched. Pride warred with desperate need. Finally, he spoke.

“…What kind of help?”

Lila smiled in the dark.

“Bring Jade into the bedroom with us tonight. Beg her for her gift. If you truly open yourself up to her, I think you’ll finally be able to finish.”

Damien was silent for a long moment. The idea of begging another woman — especially one as feminine and delicate as Jade — stung his ego. But the constant, painful ache in his cock overpowered everything else.

“Fine,” he said hoarsely. “Call her.”



Later that night, Jade arrived at the penthouse wearing a elegant black dress that hugged her curves. She looked soft, beautiful, and quietly confident.

Damien stood in the bedroom, still naked and painfully hard. Lila sat on the edge of the bed, watching with dark, satisfied eyes.

Jade stepped closer, tilting her head.

“You wanted to see me?” she asked sweetly.

Damien’s pride burned. But the need won.

He dropped to his knees in front of her.

“Please,” he said, voice rough and low. “I need… I need your help. I can’t finish. I’ve tried everything. Please, Jade… give me your gift. Let me cum. I’m begging you.”

Jade smiled softly, running her fingers through his hair. She slowly lifted the hem of her dress, revealing smooth thighs… and the unmistakable bulge of her cock straining against delicate black lace panties.

Damien’s eyes widened.

Jade gently pulled her panties aside, letting her hard cock spring free, inches from his face.

“Is this what you’re begging for?” she whispered, voice melodic and teasing.

Chapter 7: The First Taste

Damien knelt on the plush carpet of his penthouse bedroom, heart hammering, cock throbbing painfully.

Every desperate word that left his mouth sent another thick surge of raw masculine essence flowing into Lila. She felt it like warm honeyed lightning — his pride cracking, his status crumbling, his powerful body reduced to begging. The magic drank deeply, making her skin glow faintly in the low light.

Jade stood before him, elegant and serene in her black dress. She slowly lifted the hem, revealing smooth thighs… and then the unmistakable shape of her hard cock straining against delicate black lace panties.

Damien’s eyes widened in genuine shock.

He had never been with a man. Never even considered it. No matter how feminine or beautiful Jade looked — and she was breathtaking — the reality of what she had between her legs hit him like cold water.

“I… I’ve never…” His voice faltered, deep and rough. “Not with a guy. Not ever.”

Lila sat on the edge of the bed, watching with calm, dark eyes.

“You don’t have to do this,” she said softly, giving him the out. “If it’s too much, we can stop right now. Everything goes back to normal. No hard feelings. You can walk away and we’ll never speak of this again.”

Damien stared at Jade’s cock, breathing hard. The denial spell still burned in his veins — his own erection aching, heavy, and completely unable to finish. Hours of frustration boiled inside him.

Lila leaned forward slightly, voice low and seductive.

“But if you bring Jade to orgasm… if you truly open yourself up and make her come… I promise you the best orgasm of your entire life. Better than anything you’ve ever felt before.”

Damien’s jaw clenched. Pride warred with desperate, painful need.

He looked up at Jade, then at Lila.

“…Okay,” he rasped. “I’ll do it.”

Jade smiled gently and stepped closer, pulling her panties aside. Her cock — smooth, pretty, and hard — sprang free just inches from his face.

Damien hesitated for only a second… then leaned forward.

His first hesitant lick was tentative. Then another. Jade sighed softly, fingers gently threading through his hair. Encouraged, Damien opened his mouth and took the head inside, lips stretching around her.

He was clumsy at first — unsure, conflicted — but the magic and his own overwhelming need pushed him forward. He began to suck, slowly at first, then with growing hunger, bobbing his head as Jade’s soft moans filled the room.

Lila watched with dark satisfaction, feeling surge after surge of Damien’s masculine pride feeding her power.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Good boy.”

Damien’s cheeks burned with humiliation even as he sucked harder, taking Jade deeper. The act felt degrading… and strangely addictive. His own cock throbbed untouched, leaking steadily onto the floor.

Jade’s breathing grew faster. Her hips rocked gently.

“I’m close,” she warned softly.

Damien didn’t pull away.

When Jade came, she spilled into his mouth with a sweet, melodic moan. Thick, warm pulses coated his tongue.

The moment the first drop hit, Damien’s world exploded.

A hands-free orgasm ripped through him like lightning. His untouched cock erupted violently, shooting thick ropes of cum across the floor as wave after wave of the most intense pleasure he had ever felt crashed over him. His vision whited out. His body shook uncontrollably. A deep, guttural groan vibrated around Jade’s cock as he swallowed reflexively, prolonging the ecstasy.

It went on far longer than any orgasm he had ever experienced — deep, rolling, mind-melting bliss that left him trembling and gasping on his knees.

When it finally faded, Damien collapsed forward, forehead resting against Jade’s thigh, breathing ragged, cum still dripping from his chin and his own spent cock.

Lila stroked his hair tenderly, eyes glowing with power.

“See?” she whispered. “I always keep my promises.”

Damien could only whimper softly, utterly spent and already craving more.

Chapter 8: Doubt and Decision

Damien Sterling woke up the next morning with sunlight cutting across his penthouse bedroom like a blade.

He lay there for a long moment, staring at the ceiling, heart already beating too fast. His body felt heavy, used, and strangely unsatisfied despite the intense release he’d had the night before.

Did that actually happen?

The memory hit him immediately — on his knees, Jade’s smooth cock sliding between his lips, the soft feminine moans she made as he sucked her. The taste. The warmth. The way he had swallowed when she came. And then the orgasm that had ripped through him like nothing he had ever felt before — hands-free, shattering, better than any fuck he could remember.

Damien sat up, rubbing his face. His cock was already half-hard just from the memory.

“Fuck,” he muttered.

He replayed it again and again in his head while he showered. The way Jade had looked down at him with those soft, pretty eyes. The delicate way her fingers had stroked his hair. How willingly he had opened his mouth for her.

He wasn’t gay. He had never been attracted to men. Never even entertained the thought.

But Jade wasn’t… exactly a man anymore, was she? She looked, sounded, and moved like a beautiful woman. Yet she had a cock. And he had sucked it. Willingly. Desperately.

The confusion gnawed at him all morning. He tried to work from home, reviewing contracts and emails, but his focus was shattered. Every few minutes his mind drifted back to that moment — the weight on his tongue, the surge of pleasure when she finished in his mouth.

By afternoon he was pacing his penthouse, restless and horny again.

He needed to test this. Needed to prove to himself that last night was a fluke — some strange magic Lila had over him, nothing more.

An idea formed.

This weekend.

He would go out to the club. Alone. Find a woman. Fuck her the way he always had — hard, dominant, in control. If he could still enjoy that, still lose himself in a real woman’s body, then last night didn’t mean anything.

He wasn’t gay.

He couldn’t be.

Damien stared out at the city skyline, jaw tight.

One night. One normal, masculine night.

That would settle it.

Chapter 9: Testing the Waters

Damien arrived at the club on Saturday night with a knot in his stomach and a stubborn determination in his chest.

The place was loud, dark, and packed with bodies. Bass-heavy music pulsed through the air. He ordered a strong whiskey at the bar and scanned the room, trying to ignore the way his mind kept flashing back to Jade’s cock in his mouth.

This will prove it, he told himself. One night with a guy. If I feel nothing, then last time was just… some weird fluke.

He forced himself to approach a few men. The first was too short. The second too loud. The third — a tall, athletic guy named Marcus with short dark hair and an easy smile — seemed confident enough.

They talked at the bar. Damien kept the conversation surface-level, buying drinks, laughing at jokes he barely heard. After two more rounds, he leaned in.

“My place isn’t far,” he said, voice low. “Want to come back with me?”

Marcus raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised but interested. “Yeah. I’m down.”



The ride back to the penthouse was tense and quiet. The moment the door closed, Marcus pulled Damien into a kiss. It was firm, masculine — nothing like Jade’s soft lips. Damien kissed back, trying to lose himself in it, hands gripping Marcus’s shoulders.

Clothes came off quickly. Damien dropped to his knees almost mechanically, telling himself this was the test.

He took Marcus into his mouth.

The act felt… different. Mechanical. There was no spark, no overwhelming surge of pleasure like he’d felt with Jade. Marcus groaned and guided his head, but Damien felt nothing but embarrassment and a hollow kind of detachment. His own cock stayed mostly soft, refusing to respond.

He sucked harder, trying to force something — anything. But there was no magic, no addictive pull. Just the physical act of sucking another man’s cock.

Marcus eventually came with a grunt, filling Damien’s mouth. Damien swallowed out of sheer momentum, then pulled back, wiping his lips.

Marcus tried to reciprocate, but Damien waved him off, suddenly feeling sick with shame.

“Sorry, man… I think I drank too much,” he lied.

Marcus left shortly after, confused but polite.

Damien sat alone on his expensive couch in the dark, still tasting another man’s cum in his mouth.

He had now sucked two cocks.

And this time, he felt absolutely nothing pleasurable. No spark. No release. Just deep, burning embarrassment and confusion.

He poured himself a drink with a shaky hand and stared out at the city lights.

What the fuck was wrong with him?

Why had it felt so good with Jade… and nothing with this guy?

He didn’t want to think about the answer.

But the question wouldn’t leave him alone.

Chapter 10: Walking a Mile

Damien lasted less than forty-eight hours before he broke.

He sat in his sleek office on the top floor of Sterling Tower, staring at the city skyline, unable to focus on the contracts in front of him. Every few minutes his mind drifted back to that night — Jade’s soft lips, her smooth cock sliding into his mouth, the overwhelming, mind-melting orgasm that had torn through him when she came.

No other encounter had ever come close.

He picked up his phone and texted Lila before he could talk himself out of it.

Damien: We need to talk. About Jade. About what happened. Can I see you?

Lila replied within minutes.

Lila: Come to my place tonight. 8pm. Jade will be out.



Damien arrived exactly on time, tension radiating from his powerful frame. Lila greeted him in a simple but elegant black silk robe, her dark hair loose. She led him to the living room and poured them both a drink.

“You seem troubled,” she said calmly, sitting across from him.

Damien rubbed his jaw, struggling to find the words. “What happened the other night… with Jade. I can’t stop thinking about it. It felt… better than anything I’ve ever experienced. I don’t understand why. I’m not gay. I’ve never been attracted to men. But with her… it was different. Why?”

Lila sipped her wine, watching him with soft, knowing eyes. She didn’t reveal the magic. Not yet.

“Jade is very special,” she said gently. “She’s soft. Feminine. Completely surrendered to who she is. Maybe that’s what felt so powerful. You’ve spent your whole life being the one in control, the one on top. Perhaps feeling the other side — even for a moment — unlocked something in you.”

Damien frowned, clearly wrestling with the idea.

Lila leaned forward slightly. “If you really want to understand what makes Jade so special… maybe you should try walking a mile in her shoes. Literally.”

He raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

“Small things,” Lila suggested, voice smooth and coaxing. “Paint your toenails. Wear a pair of panties under your clothes for a day. See how it feels. Maybe it will give you some answers about why it felt so good with her.”

Damien stared at her, torn between disbelief and dark curiosity. “You’re serious?”

“Very,” Lila said, smiling. “It’s just fabric and polish. No one has to know. But it might help you understand Jade better.”

She reached into a small drawer and pulled out a pair of delicate black lace panties — simple but unmistakably feminine.

“Take these,” she said, handing them to him. “Try them tomorrow. See what happens.”

As Damien took the panties, Lila secretly wove a tiny thread of magic into them — and into him. From now on, every time he saw or even thought about wearing the panties, he would feel a small, warm micro-burst of pleasure. Just enough to tease. Just enough to make him want more.

Damien tucked the panties into his jacket pocket, face flushed.

“I’ll… think about it,” he muttered.

Lila walked him to the door and kissed his cheek.

“Take your time,” she whispered. “But I think you’ll find the answers you’re looking for.”

As the door closed behind him, Lila smiled to herself, already feeling the first faint new thread of his pride beginning to loosen.

The powerful CEO was starting to crack.

And she was going to enjoy every step of his descent.

Chapter 11: Secret Silk

Damien woke up the next morning with the black lace panties still sitting on his nightstand like a challenge.

He stared at them for a long time, jaw tight, pride warring with the strange, gnawing curiosity Lila had planted in him. After nearly ten minutes of internal debate, he muttered a curse under his breath and picked them up.

“Just for today,” he told himself. “To see if it does anything. That’s all.”

He slipped them on under his tailored suit pants. The lace settled against his skin — soft, delicate, and far more comfortable than he expected. The fabric cupped his cock and hugged his ass with a gentle, constant caress. He adjusted his slacks, checked himself in the mirror, and left for the office feeling ridiculous… but strangely aware of every movement.

The first micro-burst of pleasure hit him in the elevator on the way up to his office.

It was small — just a warm, tingling wave that started at his groin and spread outward. He inhaled sharply, gripping the handrail. The sensation faded quickly, leaving a faint, pleasant glow.

What the hell was that?

Throughout the morning, it kept happening.

Every time he shifted in his chair during a meeting, the lace brushed against him and another tiny spark of pleasure bloomed. When he crossed his legs under the conference table, a soft pulse of warmth made his cock twitch. Walking down the hallway to grab coffee, the gentle friction of the panties against his smooth skin sent another discreet wave through him.

By lunchtime, he was half-hard and constantly distracted. He sat at his desk, trying to review quarterly reports, but every small movement reminded him of the lace. The pleasure wasn’t overwhelming — just enough to tease, to keep him on edge, to make him hyper-aware of what he was wearing underneath his expensive suit.

He didn’t understand why it felt so good.

He told himself it was just the novelty. The forbidden thrill. Nothing more.

But deep down, a quiet voice whispered that it felt right.



Across town, Lila felt every single micro-surge.

She was in the middle of a meeting with her foundation team when the first one hit — a warm trickle of Damien’s reluctant surrender flowing into her. She smiled softly, excusing herself for a moment to savor it.

Another surge came while he was in his board meeting.

Then another when he walked through the office.

Each one was small, but they added up. Lila could feel his confusion, his growing arousal, his stubborn refusal to admit how much he liked the feeling of lace against his skin.

She closed her eyes for a moment in her private office, letting the power settle into her bones.

Good boy, she thought. Keep wearing them. You have no idea how deep this goes.



That evening, Damien got home, stripped off his suit, and stood in front of the mirror in just the black lace panties.

His cock was half-hard again. The fabric looked obscene stretched across his muscular frame. He turned slowly, watching how the lace framed his ass.

He didn’t take them off.

Instead, he poured himself a drink and sat on the couch, still wearing them, mind spinning with questions he didn’t want to answer.

Why did it feel so good?

Why couldn’t he stop thinking about it?

And why did the idea of wearing them again tomorrow already feel inevitable?

Chapter 12: Cherry Toes

Damien lasted exactly one day with the panties before the curiosity clawed at him again.

He told himself it was just an experiment. The same excuse he’d used the day before. After another long day at the office where every shift in his chair sent warm micro-bursts of pleasure through him, he found himself standing in his bathroom after a shower, staring at a small bottle of cherry-red nail polish he had bought on impulse during lunch.

Just the toes, he reasoned. No one will see them. It’s not like I’m painting my fingernails.

He sat on the edge of the tub, heart pounding, and carefully applied the glossy red polish to his toenails. The color was bold, feminine, and shockingly vibrant against his skin. He watched, almost mesmerized, as each toe transformed — ten shiny, cherry-red nails staring back at him when he was done.

The magic activated the moment he truly looked at them.

A warm, tingling wave of pleasure rolled up from his feet, spreading through his calves and thighs before settling low in his groin. His cock twitched hard inside the black lace panties he was still wearing.

“Shit…” he breathed.

He tried to look away, but every time his eyes drifted back to his feet, another small surge hit him. The sight of his strong, masculine feet now adorned with pretty red toenails sent confusing sparks of arousal through his body. His hole grew slick again. His cock hardened fully, straining against the lace.

He spent the rest of the evening trying to ignore it.

He walked around his penthouse barefoot, feeling the cool floor against his painted toes. Every time he glanced down, pleasure pulsed through him — soft, teasing, addictive. He sat on the couch watching television, but kept crossing and uncrossing his legs, unable to stop looking at the glossy red nails.

By midnight he was painfully hard and leaking into the panties.

He tried to jerk off normally, but the real pleasure came when he focused on his feet. He ended up on his back, legs in the air, stroking himself while staring at his cherry-red toenails. The orgasm was intense, hands-free for the last few seconds, his hole clenching as he came hard across his stomach.

Afterward, he lay there panting, staring at the ceiling.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

He didn’t remove the polish.

He went to bed still wearing the black lace panties and with his toenails painted bright cherry red, the strange new pleasure lingering like a secret he couldn’t quite admit he enjoyed.



Across town, Lila felt the fresh surges of power and smiled into the darkness of her bedroom.

Jade stirred beside her. “Another big one?”

“Yes,” Lila whispered, pulling Jade closer. “He’s painting his toenails now. Our powerful CEO is sitting alone in his penthouse, painting his toes red and getting hard from it. He’s falling so beautifully.”

Jade nuzzled into her neck. “How long until you bring him home?”

“Soon,” Lila promised, kissing her forehead. “Very soon.”

Chapter 13: The Lingerie Threshold

Damien lasted until late Wednesday afternoon.

He sat in his corner office on the 52nd floor, staring at the city skyline with unfocused eyes. His freshly painted cherry-red toenails were hidden inside his expensive leather shoes, but he could feel them with every shift of his feet. The black lace panties hugged him under his tailored slacks, sending those maddening micro-bursts of pleasure every time he moved.

He couldn’t concentrate. Couldn’t work. Couldn’t think about anything except the growing need clawing inside him.

Finally, with a shaky hand, he picked up his phone and called Lila.

She answered on the second ring.

“Damien,” she said warmly. “I was wondering when you’d call.”

He swallowed hard. “I… I need help. This is driving me crazy. The panties. The nail polish. I can’t stop thinking about it. I don’t know what’s happening to me.”

There was a soft, understanding pause on her end.

“Come shopping with me tomorrow afternoon,” Lila said gently. “Just you and me. I think it will help you understand.”

Damien hesitated, pride warring with desperation. “Shopping where?”

“You’ll see,” she replied. “Meet me at the corner of 5th and Mercer at 3pm. Wear the panties. And the nail polish.”



The next day, Damien arrived exactly on time.

Lila was waiting for him in an elegant cream coat, looking effortlessly beautiful. She smiled when she saw him and slipped her arm through his as they began walking.

They turned a corner and stopped in front of a luxurious lingerie boutique — the kind with blacked-out windows, soft lighting visible through the glass, and mannequins displaying incredibly revealing pieces.

Damien froze the moment he realized where they were.

Lila felt the tension in his arm and squeezed it gently.

“You don’t have to buy anything,” she said softly, voice calm and reassuring. “We can just look. But I think… deep down, you’d probably feel really good buying the most slutty, sexy lingerie they have. Something that makes you feel pretty. Vulnerable. Desired.”

Damien’s mouth went dry. His cock twitched hard inside the black lace panties he was still wearing. The thought of walking into the store and picking out something filthy — a sheer babydoll, a crotchless set, a cupless bra — sent a confusing rush of shame and arousal through him.

“I… I don’t know if I can,” he muttered, voice rough.

Lila turned to face him, cupping his cheek with one hand.

“No pressure,” she whispered. “But you called me for help. This is part of it. Seeing what it feels like to choose for yourself.”

Damien stood there on the sidewalk, heart pounding, staring at the seductive displays in the window.

His painted toenails curled inside his shoes.

His hole felt slick again.

And slowly, almost against his will, he took a single step toward the entrance.

Lila smiled and walked beside him, arm still linked with his.

The door chimed softly as they stepped inside.

Chapter 14: The Fitting Room

The boutique was quiet and luxurious, with soft lighting and racks of exquisite lingerie displayed like forbidden art. Lila led Damien inside with a gentle hand on his lower back. His heart was pounding so hard he could feel it in his throat.

“You don’t have to buy anything,” Lila reminded him softly as they walked toward the more revealing section. “But I think you’ll feel really good if you let yourself choose the sluttiest, sexiest pieces they have.”

Damien swallowed hard. His hands trembled slightly as Lila began selecting items for him to try.



First Set: Sheer Black Lace Babydoll

Lila handed him a sheer black lace babydoll with matching crotchless panties and garter straps. Damien stepped into the spacious private fitting room, pulse racing. He stripped down to his black lace panties and slowly pulled the babydoll over his head.

The sheer fabric clung to his muscular chest, doing almost nothing to hide his puffy nipples. The crotchless panties framed his hard cock and left his ass completely exposed. The garter straps dug gently into his thick thighs.

When he stepped out, Lila’s eyes darkened with hunger.

“Turn around,” she whispered.

Damien obeyed. The babydoll rode up, showing the full curve of his ass. Lila ran her hands over his hips, feeling the lace.

As he stood there being admired, a subtle wave of magic rippled through him. His waist narrowed by another fraction of an inch. His hips and ass softened and rounded just slightly more. He felt a little smaller, a little more delicate.

He bought it.



Second Set: Deep Red Satin Corset Bodysuit

Next was a deep red satin corset-style bodysuit with a built-in shelf bra and open crotch. Damien laced it up with shaking fingers. The corset cinched his waist dramatically, pushing his chest up and creating deep cleavage. The open crotch left his cock and slick hole fully accessible.

When he stepped out, Lila’s breath caught.

“That looks sinful on you,” she murmured, running her fingers along the satin. “So powerful… yet so vulnerable.”

Another small surge of magic hit. His shoulders softened slightly. His height decreased by half an inch. His breasts felt a fraction heavier, more sensitive.

He bought it.



Third Set: Cupless Baby-Pink Babydoll

The third set was a cupless baby-pink babydoll with tiny white bows and a matching crotchless thong. The cups were completely missing, leaving his chest fully exposed and framed by delicate lace.

Lila stepped into the fitting room with him. She pinched his exposed puffy nipples, making him gasp.

“These are going to look so cute when you’re on your knees,” she whispered.

The magic flared again. His waist pulled in tighter. His ass grew rounder and softer. His voice cracked higher for a moment when he moaned.

He bought three colors.



Final Set: Sheer Emerald Green Mesh Bodysuit

The last piece was a completely sheer emerald green mesh bodysuit with strategic lace panels and a built-in garter. It was almost transparent, clinging to every curve and outlining his cock, nipples, and increasingly feminine shape.

Lila made him turn slowly in front of the mirror.

“Look at yourself,” she whispered. “You’re becoming so beautiful.”

As he stared at his reflection, the final purchase triggered the strongest surge yet. His waist narrowed further. His hips and ass swelled noticeably. His B-cup breasts felt fuller and heavier. He looked softer, smaller, and more girly than when they had entered the store.

He bought the entire collection.



When they finally left, Damien carried multiple heavy pink bags. His body felt different — lighter, curvier, more delicate. The magic had taken another quiet but undeniable step forward.

Lila linked her arm with his as they walked back to the car.

“You did so well,” she said softly. “How do you feel now?”

Damien could only swallow hard, cheeks burning, cock half-hard in his panties, already wondering what he would wear first when he got home.

Chapter 15: Boardroom Shift

The next morning, Damien walked into Sterling Tower trying to project his usual commanding presence.

He wore one of his finest tailored suits — charcoal gray, perfectly fitted. Underneath, however, he had chosen the sheer emerald green mesh bodysuit from yesterday’s shopping trip. The delicate fabric clung to his skin, the open crotch leaving him exposed and sensitive, while the lace panels teased his puffy nipples and framed his cock. Every step reminded him of what he was wearing.

The board meeting started at 9:00 sharp.

From the very first minute, Damien felt the difference.

Usually, when he spoke, the room fell silent. Executives leaned forward. Decisions were made with quick nods and respectful deference. Today, the energy was… off.

He presented the quarterly numbers with his usual authority, but several board members checked their phones. One vice president interrupted him mid-sentence with a casual counterpoint. Another openly disagreed without the usual careful phrasing. The respect he had commanded for years felt diluted, almost absent.

Damien’s voice faltered for a split second. He recovered, but the shift unsettled him deeply.



After the meeting, his longtime secretary, Vanessa — sharp, efficient, and fiercely loyal — followed him into his private office and closed the door.

“Mr. Sterling,” she said carefully, “is everything alright?”

Damien sat behind his massive desk, trying to appear composed. “Why do you ask?”

Vanessa hesitated, then stepped closer. Her eyes flicked down briefly before meeting his again.

“I noticed during the meeting… and just now when you crossed your legs… you’re wearing lingerie underneath your suit.” Her voice was quiet, professional, but there was no judgment — only observation. “The lace waistband was visible for a moment when you reached for the projector remote.”

Damien froze. Heat flooded his face.

Vanessa continued gently, “You’ve always run this company — and all your businesses — with absolute dominance. Iron fist. Command and control. That style has served you well for years. But lately… things seem different. You seem different. Softer. More… distracted.”

She paused, choosing her words carefully.

“Perhaps that approach isn’t working for you anymore. You might need to change your strategy. Become… more adaptable. More collaborative. Less forceful.”

Damien stared at her, stunned. Vanessa had been with him for over a decade. She had never spoken to him like this.

She gave him a small, almost kind smile.

“I’m not judging you, sir. I’ve seen the changes. You’re still brilliant. But the old way… it might not fit who you’re becoming.”

She placed a folder on his desk and quietly left the room.

Damien sat alone, heart pounding. The sheer emerald bodysuit felt tighter against his skin. His puffy nipples rubbed against the mesh. His cock twitched inside the delicate fabric.

He looked down at his hands — still strong, still masculine — but his mind kept replaying Vanessa’s words.

Less forceful.

More adaptable.

He shifted in his chair and felt the lace caress him again.

A small, warm pulse of pleasure rolled through him.

He didn’t understand why it felt so good.

But he was starting to fear that Vanessa was right.

Chapter 16: Public Speculation

Damien’s morning routine had become a careful exercise in damage control.

He stood in front of the mirror in his penthouse, adjusting the compression vest under his crisp white shirt for the third time. His B-cup breasts were becoming impossible to hide. No matter how tightly he bound them, they still created a noticeable swell beneath his tailored suits. His waist had narrowed so dramatically that his shirts hung loose in the middle while straining across his wider hips and plump ass. His platinum blonde hair now reached well past his shoulders — he had started tying it back in a low, professional bun, but strands kept escaping.

His voice had softened further. Even when he tried to speak with authority, it came out lighter, breathier. His puffy nipples rubbed constantly against the fabric, sending unwelcome sparks through him. And underneath it all, the black lace panties he now wore daily kept him in a low, simmering state of arousal.

He was losing control of his own image.



The invitation arrived via email during his 10 a.m. strategy meeting.

Subject: Interview Request – “Voices of Transition” Podcast

A popular LGBT-focused podcast wanted to feature him. The producer had written:

“We’ve noticed the recent changes in your public appearance and wanted to celebrate your courage as a high-profile executive transitioning. Your story could inspire so many in the corporate world. Would you be open to a candid conversation about your journey?”

Damien stared at the screen, blood draining from his face.

Transitioning?

They thought he was transitioning.

He read the email three times, pulse racing. His hands trembled as he typed a reply, deleting and rewriting it multiple times.

Damien: Thank you for the invitation, but I must decline. I am not transitioning. There has been a misunderstanding.

He hit send, heart pounding.

The producer replied almost immediately.

Producer: Understood. No pressure. But if you ever change your mind, our audience would love to hear from someone in your position. Wishing you the best on your journey.

Damien closed his laptop and leaned back in his chair, breathing hard. His B-cup breasts rose and fell visibly under his shirt. He could feel the lace panties against his skin. His longer platinum hair brushed his neck.

He wasn’t transitioning.

He wasn’t.

…Right?

The rest of the day passed in a fog. Colleagues gave him strange looks. One executive asked if he was “feeling alright.” His secretary, Vanessa, gave him a long, knowing look but said nothing.

By the time he left the office, Damien was rattled to his core.

He sat in the back of his town car, staring at his reflection in the tinted window — softer jaw, fuller lips, longer hair, visible chest swell.

He pulled out his phone and opened a message to Lila.

Damien: We need to talk. Soon.

Chapter 17: Pretty Little Bottom

Lila was in the middle of a quiet lunch with Jade when the surge hit.

It rolled through her like liquid fire — thick, potent, and delicious. Damien’s ego was fracturing. The boardroom loss of respect, the podcast invitation assuming he was transitioning, the growing whispers in his own company — all of it was breaking the once-unshakable CEO.

Lila gasped softly, gripping the edge of the table as golden power flooded her veins. Her skin tingled. Flowers on the restaurant table bloomed brighter. Jade looked at her with knowing eyes and smiled.

“Another big one?” she asked.

Lila nodded, breathing through the rush. “He’s crumbling faster than I expected. His pride is shattering. I think it’s time to introduce him to someone who can push him even further.”



That afternoon, Lila made a call.

She reached out to Cassandra Vale — a powerful, dominant businesswoman in her late thirties who ran a successful boutique investment firm. Cassandra was openly dominant, loved feminine partners, and had a reputation for taking complete charge in the bedroom. She was perfect.

Lila arranged the date with a simple message:

Lila: I have someone I think you’d enjoy meeting. His name is Damien, but he’s… changing. Be gentle, but firm. He needs a strong hand.

Cassandra replied almost immediately: Send him my way.



Damien received Lila’s text later that evening.

Lila: I set you up on a date tonight with a friend of mine, Cassandra. She’s very dominant and knows how to take charge. I think she’ll be good for you. 8pm at The Velvet Room. Don’t disappoint her.

He stared at the message, torn between irritation and dark curiosity. But after the humiliation of the past few days, he didn’t have the energy to fight it.

He showed up at the upscale lounge wearing one of his best suits… with the black lace panties underneath.

Cassandra was waiting at the bar.

She was stunning — tall, confident, with sharp features, dark red hair, and an aura of natural dominance. She looked him up and down slowly, a predatory smile forming on her lips.

“So you’re Damien,” she said, voice smooth and commanding. “Lila told me you’re in the middle of some… interesting changes. Let’s see how pretty you can be.”

The date moved fast.

Cassandra took control from the beginning — ordering for him, guiding the conversation, touching his thigh under the table. By the time they left the lounge, she had her arm around his waist like she already owned him.

Back at her luxurious apartment, the dynamic shifted completely.

Cassandra pushed him against the wall the moment the door closed and kissed him possessively. Then she stepped back and gave a single command:

“Strip. Slowly. I want to see what you’re wearing underneath.”

Damien’s hands shook as he removed his suit, revealing the black lace panties. Cassandra’s eyes lit up with delight.

“Oh, you sweet little thing,” she purred. “Look at you in pretty panties. You’re going to be such a cute lesbian lover for me tonight.”

She treated him exactly like that.

She dressed him in one of her own delicate pink babydolls, then pushed him onto the bed and took full control. She kissed him softly, touched him gently, whispered sweet feminine praise while she straddled him and rode him slowly. When she finally let him enter her, she stayed on top, grinding down on him while calling him her “pretty girl,” her “sweet bottom,” her “good little lesbian.”

Damien came hard — but the real blow to his ego came when she kept him inside her afterward, stroking his hair and telling him how adorable he looked taking her like a good girl.

He had been the bottom the entire time.

And he had loved it.



As he left Cassandra’s apartment later that night, Damien felt another piece of his old self crack.

He was no longer sure who he was.

But the ache to submit again was already growing.

Chapter 18: The Lock and the Lesson

Damien couldn’t stay away.

Two days after their first intense night, he texted Cassandra again. She replied with calm authority:

Cassandra: Dinner at my place. 8pm. Wear something pretty underneath.

He obeyed.

He chose the sheer emerald green mesh bodysuit from his growing collection — the one that clung to his B-cup breasts and left his cock and ass exposed. Over it, he wore a dark suit, hoping no one would notice the faint outline.

Cassandra greeted him at her door wearing a sleek black power suit with a deep neckline. She looked every inch the dominant executive. She pulled him inside, kissed him possessively, and immediately slid her hand down to check what he was wearing underneath.

“Good boy,” she purred when she felt the mesh. “You’re learning.”

The dinner was elegant but charged. Cassandra controlled the conversation, feeding him bites from her plate, making him thank her for every sip of wine. By the time they moved to the bedroom, Damien was aching with need.

Cassandra stripped him slowly, savoring the sight of the sheer bodysuit on his increasingly feminine body. She pushed him onto the bed and took complete control — riding him, teasing him, edging him mercilessly for over an hour. Damien moaned and begged, hips bucking desperately, but the magic still held. He couldn’t cum.

Finally, Cassandra climbed off him, leaving him throbbing and desperate on the sheets.

She reached into her nightstand and pulled out a small, sleek pink chastity cage.

Damien’s eyes widened.

“If you want release,” she said calmly, holding the cage up, “you have to earn it. I’m willing to teach you how to be a feminine CEO. How to lead with grace, seduction, and softness instead of brute force. But in exchange… this stays on until I say otherwise.”

Damien stared at the small pink device, breathing hard. His pride screamed at him to refuse. But the aching, weeks-long denial, the constant horniness, and the overwhelming need to finally cum won out.

“…Okay,” he whispered.

Cassandra smiled with satisfaction. She locked the cage around his cock with a soft click. The device was snug, pink, and humiliatingly feminine. Damien’s cock strained uselessly against it.

“Good girl,” she whispered, kissing the tip of the cage. “Now let’s begin your first lesson.”

She spent the rest of the night teaching him — making him practice walking with a sway in his hips, speaking in a softer tone, sitting with his legs crossed elegantly, and responding submissively to her commands. Every time he obeyed, she rewarded him with teasing touches and praise.

When she finally sent him home in the early hours, Damien walked out wearing the pink chastity cage under his suit, his mind spinning with confusion, arousal, and the first cracks in his old identity.

He was no longer sure who was in control anymore.

Chapter 19: The Pink Cage

Damien Sterling stood alone in his penthouse bathroom, staring at his reflection in the full-length mirror.

The pink chastity cage was impossible to ignore.

It sat snugly around his cock — small, delicate, and humiliatingly feminine. The smooth plastic pressed against his skin, keeping him locked, contained, and completely unable to get hard. A tiny silver lock clicked softly with every tiny movement. The color was a soft baby pink, almost girly, with a little heart-shaped padlock that made his stomach twist every time he looked at it.

He had been wearing it for less than twenty-four hours, and already it felt like it had always been there.

He tried to tell himself it was just a game. A temporary thing. A way to get the release he so desperately needed. But the emotions crashing through him were far more complicated.

Shame burned hot in his chest. He was Damien Sterling — CEO of one of the most powerful private equity firms in the country. Men feared him. Boards bowed to him. He had built an empire on dominance, control, and raw masculine authority. And now he was standing here, naked except for a pair of black lace panties and a pink plastic cage locked around his cock like some kind of sissy toy.

The worst part was how aroused he still felt.

Even though he couldn’t get fully hard, the constant low-level ache was maddening. His cock strained uselessly against the confines of the cage, leaking steadily into the lace. Every time he moved, the cage tugged gently, reminding him of his new reality. His hole felt slick and empty, twitching with need. His B-cup breasts felt heavier, more sensitive. His nipples were stiff and puffy, brushing against the lace with every breath.

He hated it.

He craved it.

Damien ran a trembling hand over the smooth pink plastic. A soft whimper escaped his lips — a sound so feminine it made his cheeks burn with fresh shame.

What the fuck is happening to me?

He thought about the night with Jade again. The way her cock had felt in his mouth. The overwhelming orgasm he’d had when she came down his throat. The way Lila had watched with that knowing, satisfied smile. He had begged for it. On his knees. Like a desperate slut.

And now he was locked.

He tried to tell himself he could take the cage off. That he could end this whenever he wanted. But the memory of Lila’s words echoed in his mind: If you want release, you have to earn it.

He wanted release so badly it hurt.

He spent the rest of the evening pacing his penthouse, unable to focus on work or anything else. Every time he sat down, the cage pressed against him. Every time he walked, the lace panties and the weight of the device reminded him of his submission. He caught himself touching the cage through his pants more than once, feeling the humiliating little click of the lock.

By midnight he was on his knees in front of the mirror again, staring at his reflection — the powerful CEO reduced to a locked, leaking sissy in lace panties and a pink cage.

Tears of frustration and confusion pricked his eyes.

He didn’t understand why this felt so good.

He didn’t understand why he couldn’t stop.

And deep down, a terrifying little voice whispered that he didn’t want it to stop.

Chapter 20: Lessons in Feminine Leadership

Damien arrived at Lila’s apartment the following evening with a mix of dread and desperate anticipation.

He was still locked in the pink chastity cage. The constant pressure and denial had left him in a state of low, simmering need for days. His B-cup breasts felt heavier and more sensitive under his shirt. His waist continued to narrow, his ass to soften and round. The changes were becoming impossible to ignore.

Lila greeted him at the door in a elegant silk robe, her dark hair loose. She smiled when she saw him.

“Good. You’re on time. Tonight we’re going to work on your new leadership style — how to be a feminine CEO.”

She led him into the living room, where Jade was waiting on the couch in a soft pink babydoll, watching quietly.

Lila sat down and patted the spot between her and Jade.

“Strip down to your lingerie,” she commanded softly. “Then kneel.”

Damien obeyed, cheeks burning. He removed his suit until he stood in just the black lace panties and the pink cage. His B-cups were bare, nipples stiff. He knelt between Lila’s spread legs.

“Lesson one,” Lila said, running her fingers through his longer platinum hair. “A feminine CEO leads with grace, seduction, and intuition rather than force. You listen more. You make others want to follow you.”

She gently guided his head between her thighs.

“Start here,” she murmured. “Show me how well you can serve.”

Damien leaned in and began licking her with hesitant devotion. As his tongue worked, Lila continued teaching, her voice calm and instructional even as pleasure built.

“Soft strokes at first… yes, just like that. Make them crave more. A good feminine leader teases, builds anticipation. You don’t demand — you invite.”

Jade watched with dark, aroused eyes, occasionally stroking Damien’s hair or whispering encouragement.

Lila came once with a soft moan, thighs gently squeezing his head. Then she pulled him up, kissed him, and bent him over the arm of the couch.

“Lesson two,” she said, sliding behind him. “Vulnerability is power. When you surrender control gracefully, you gain influence in ways brute force never could.”

She pressed the thick strap-on against his slick hole and pushed inside in one smooth thrust. Damien gasped, fingers digging into the couch as she began fucking him with long, deep strokes.

“Arch your back more,” she instructed, gripping his hips. “Present yourself beautifully. A feminine CEO knows how to be desired while remaining in control of the room.”

She fucked him steadily, each thrust driving against his prostate while she continued the lesson — teaching him posture, tone of voice, how to use softness as a weapon. Damien moaned and whimpered, his caged cock leaking helplessly into the pink cage, his B-cups swaying beneath him.

Jade knelt in front of him, stroking his hair and letting him suck on her fingers while Lila continued pegging him.

When Lila finally came from the strap-on’s base grinding against her, she pulled out and kissed the back of his neck.

“You’re learning fast,” she whispered. “But you still haven’t come, have you?”

Damien shook his head, voice broken. “No… please…”

Lila turned him gently toward Jade.

“Ask her,” she said softly. “Ask Jade to teach you how to orgasm without using your cock.”

Damien looked up at Jade with desperate, glassy eyes. His voice came out small and trembling.

“Jade… please… teach me how to come without my cock. I need it. Please.”

Jade smiled softly and pulled him into a gentle kiss, her hand resting on his caged cock.

“I’d be happy to teach you, pretty girl,” she whispered.

Chapter 21: Corporate Power Play

The following Monday, Damien returned to Sterling Tower determined to reclaim control.

He had spent the weekend locked in the pink chastity cage, alternating between humiliated denial and frantic, fruitless attempts to find relief. His B-cup breasts were becoming impossible to hide even with the best compression vests. His platinum blonde hair now reached mid-back, forcing him to keep it in a tight, professional bun. His voice had softened further, and his hips swayed more than he wanted when he walked.

But he was still Damien Sterling — CEO.

He walked into the boardroom for the quarterly strategy meeting with his head high, wearing a tailored navy suit that barely concealed the changes underneath. The black lace panties and pink cage were hidden, but he felt them with every step.

The meeting started normally enough. Damien laid out aggressive expansion plans, his deep voice commanding attention as he outlined billion-dollar acquisitions. For a few minutes, the old power returned. Board members nodded. Executives scribbled notes.

Then came the questions.

One of the senior partners, Marcus Hale, leaned forward with a slight smirk. “Damien, you seem… different lately. Softer approach on the European deals. Is that intentional?”

Another director chimed in. “Your presentation style has changed too. More collaborative. Less… commanding.”

Damien felt heat rise in his cheeks. His nipples stiffened against the compression vest. The cage tugged uncomfortably as his cock tried to harden.

“I’m adapting to market conditions,” he replied, trying to keep his voice firm. It came out lighter than intended.

The meeting continued, but the power dynamic had shifted. Several members pushed back harder than usual. Suggestions he would have shut down weeks ago were now openly debated. For the first time in his career, Damien felt his authority slipping — not dramatically, but noticeably.

By the end of the meeting, he was sweating under his suit, the lace panties damp against his skin.



Later that afternoon, Lila called him.

“I heard your board meeting was… interesting,” she said smoothly. “Word travels fast in certain circles.”

Damien gripped the phone tighter. “How did you—”

“I have my ways,” Lila replied. “You’re losing grip on your empire, Damien. The old masculine style isn’t working anymore. You need a new approach. A feminine one.”

She paused, letting the words sink in.

“Come see me tonight. Both Jade and I will be here. We’ll continue your lessons on how to lead as a woman in a man’s world.”

Damien wanted to refuse. His pride screamed at him to hang up.

But the cage was tight. His hole was slick. His breasts ached.

“I’ll be there,” he said quietly.

Lila’s voice was warm with satisfaction.

“Good girl.”

Chapter 22: The Vote

The emergency board meeting was called for 10 a.m. sharp.

Damien walked into the glass-walled conference room on the 52nd floor knowing this could be the end of his reign. The whispers had grown too loud. The videos from the club. The visible changes in his appearance. The softening of his leadership style. Several major shareholders were pushing for a vote of no confidence.

He sat at the head of the table in his best suit, compression vest tight across his B-cup breasts, black lace panties hidden underneath, pink cage locked around his cock. His platinum blonde hair was pulled back in a tight bun. His voice, even when he tried to deepen it, came out softer than it used to.

The vote was close — dangerously close.

As the discussion turned heated, Damien’s mind raced. He tried to think like he always had — aggressive, dominant, forceful. It wasn’t working. The board members were slipping away from him.

Then he remembered Lila’s words.

Think feminine. Lead with grace. Seduction. Give them what they want.

A desperate, humiliating idea formed.

After the formal arguments, when the room grew quiet, Damien stood up. His hands trembled slightly as he spoke.

“Before you vote… I’d like a private word with Mr. Harlan.”

Richard Harlan — one of the most influential board members and a longtime rival — raised an eyebrow but nodded. The two men stepped into the private adjoining office.

Once the door closed, Damien’s voice came out small.

“I know the vote is close,” he said, cheeks burning. “If you vote to keep me… I’ll make it worth your while. Right now.”

Harlan stared at him, surprised but clearly intrigued.

Damien sank to his knees in front of the older man.

He unzipped Harlan’s pants with shaking fingers and took the man’s cock into his mouth. The act was filmed discreetly on Damien’s phone — angled so both his face and the act were clearly visible. He sucked with desperate skill, using everything he had learned from Jade and the girls — soft lips, swirling tongue, gentle suction. His B-cups pressed against Harlan’s thighs through his shirt. His platinum hair swayed as he bobbed his head.

Harlan groaned, gripping Damien’s hair.

“Fuck… you really have changed,” he muttered.

Damien didn’t stop until Harlan came hard down his throat. He swallowed every drop, then looked up with glassy eyes and stopped the recording.

“Vote to keep me,” he whispered, voice hoarse. “Please.”

Harlan zipped himself up, looking down at the once-powerful CEO on his knees.

“You’ve got my vote,” he said with a satisfied smirk. “For now.”



The final vote was 9-8 in Damien’s favor.

He kept his position by the slimmest of margins.

But the cost was clear.

As he sat alone in his office afterward, the taste of another man still in his mouth, Damien stared at the video on his phone — him on his knees, sucking cock to save his job.

He felt broken.

And yet, deep down, the humiliating act had made his caged cock leak and his slick hole twitch with desperate need.

He didn’t know how much longer he could hold onto his old life.

Chapter 23: The Point of No Return

Lila received the news while she was lounging on the couch with Jade’s head resting in her lap.

Her phone buzzed with a discreet message from one of her contacts inside Sterling Global. The board vote had passed by the slimmest margin. Damien had kept his seat.

But the method had leaked.

Lila’s eyes widened slightly as she read the details — Damien on his knees in the private office, sucking off Richard Harlan to secure the crucial vote. A video existed. It was already being whispered about in certain circles.

She let out a soft, surprised laugh.

Jade looked up curiously. “What is it?”

“Our powerful CEO just gave a blowjob to keep his throne,” Lila murmured, stroking Jade’s platinum hair. “He’s breaking faster than I anticipated.”

A massive surge of magic flooded into her at that moment.

It was richer and thicker than anything she had felt from him before. Damien’s once-unbreakable ego — the core of his masculine identity — had taken a devastating hit. The proud, dominant man who ruled boardrooms had willingly knelt and sucked cock to save his position. The shame, the desperation, the compounding loss of his old self poured into Lila like liquid gold.

She gasped, eyes fluttering as power coursed through her veins. Flowers on the coffee table bloomed instantly. The lights in the room dimmed and brightened in response to her heightened energy.

Jade sat up, eyes wide with awe. “That was a big one.”

Lila nodded, breathing through the rush, a dark smile spreading across her face.

“He won’t be able to keep it,” she said softly. “The feminine changes are stripping away his edge. His voice, his body, his presence — everything is softening. The board only gave him a temporary reprieve. Soon they’ll push him out completely. And when that happens…”

She trailed off, eyes gleaming with ambition.

Lila had made her decision.

It was time to bring Damien fully into the fold.



Later that evening, when Damien arrived at her apartment looking exhausted and defeated, Lila pulled him close and kissed him tenderly.

“I heard what you did to keep your seat,” she whispered against his lips. “You’re fighting so hard to hold onto your old life. But it’s slipping away, isn’t it?”

Damien’s shoulders slumped. He didn’t deny it.

Lila guided him to the couch, sitting between him and Jade. She took his hand gently.

“You don’t have to fight anymore,” she said softly. “Turn over your businesses to Cassandra. She’s more than capable, and she’s already expressed interest. Let her run your empire. You don’t need to carry that weight any longer.”

Damien’s eyes widened. “You want me to give up everything?”

“Not everything,” Lila corrected, stroking his cheek. “Just the parts that no longer suit who you’re becoming. You’ll be taken care of. You’ll live here with Jade and me. No more struggling to hide. No more pretending to be the big, strong CEO. You can finally be my pretty little sissy cock slut — soft, obedient, and completely cherished.”

Jade leaned in from the other side, kissing his neck gently.

“We’ll take such good care of you,” she whispered. “You can spend your days being pretty for us… dressing up, serving us, getting fucked whenever you need it. No more stress. No more pretending.”

Damien sat between them, trembling. His B-cup breasts rose and fell rapidly. The pink cage throbbed between his legs. Tears pricked his eyes as the weight of his collapsing empire pressed down on him.

Lila kissed him again, deeper this time.

“Say yes,” she whispered. “Let go. Become ours completely.”

Chapter 24: Corporate Surrender

Damien couldn’t stop thinking about Lila’s proposal.

Handing over his empire — everything he had built — to Cassandra. Becoming nothing more than a kept sissy living with Lila and Jade.

The idea terrified him.

But the constant ache in the pink cage, the growing softness of his body, and the whispers in his own company made it harder to deny reality. He was losing control. Fast.

Two days later, he reached out to Cassandra.

They met at her sleek, modern office overlooking the financial district. Damien arrived in a tailored suit, but underneath he wore the black lace panties and pink chastity cage. His B-cup breasts strained against the compression vest. His platinum blonde hair was tied back, but a few strands had escaped.

Cassandra sat behind her desk like a queen on a throne — powerful, confident, and unmistakably dominant. She smiled when she saw him.

“You wanted to discuss me taking over your companies,” she said, leaning back. “Smart man. Or should I say… smart girl?”

Damien swallowed hard. “How would you manage them?”

Cassandra’s smile widened. She stood up and slowly walked around her desk, circling him like a predator.

“I’m very good at getting men to do exactly what I want,” she purred. “Prime example…” She stopped in front of him and gently tugged at his belt, pulling his pants down just enough to reveal the black lace panties and the locked pink cage. “Look at you. Sitting in front of me in women’s underwear with your cock locked up like a good little sissy. You used to be untouchable. Now you’re leaking in my office.”

Damien’s face burned with shame. His caged cock twitched uselessly.

Cassandra continued, voice smooth and commanding. “I’ll run your companies better than you ever could. I’ll expand them. I’ll make them more ruthless. And you… you’ll sign everything over to me. In public. Wearing something appropriately slutty so the world knows exactly what you’ve become.”

She leaned in close, lips brushing his ear.

“Say yes, and I’ll take you shopping right now for the perfect outfit to announce your surrender.”

Damien’s resistance crumbled.

“…Yes.”



Cassandra took him to an exclusive, high-end fetish boutique known for extreme feminine and sissy wear.

She personally selected the outfit.

First, a sheer white micro-dress so short it barely covered the bottom of his ass. The fabric was nearly transparent, with strategic lace panels that did nothing to hide his caged cock or B-cup breasts. The neckline plunged deeply, framed by delicate straps.

Underneath, she chose a matching white crotchless thong and a cupless shelf bra that pushed his breasts up and left his puffy nipples completely exposed.

She made him try it on in the open fitting area.

When he stepped out, Cassandra’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction.

“Perfect,” she said, walking around him. “You look like a high-class sissy whore announcing her retirement from the corporate world.”

As Damien stood there in the humiliating outfit, the magic surged again.

His cock shrank noticeably inside the cage — shrinking from average to small, then to tiny, fitting more snugly in the pink plastic. His balls drew up tighter. His waist narrowed further. His ass grew rounder and softer. His breasts felt heavier, pushing fuller against the cupless bra.

He looked even more feminine when he left the store.

Cassandra paid for everything and handed him the bag with a wicked smile.

“Wear this when you sign the papers next week,” she said. “The press will love it.”

Damien walked out of the boutique carrying the bag, cheeks burning, tiny caged cock leaking, already dreading — and secretly craving — the public announcement of his complete surrender.

Chapter 25: The Signing and the Fall

The Voss family gathered in Lila’s apartment three days later.

Elara, Marguerite, and Isolde arrived with quiet authority, their presence filling the space with the same ancient feminine power that had sealed Jade. They had already begun preparing the ritual room — candles, silver threads, rose petals, and a large circular rug in the center of the living room.

Lila stood with them, eyes bright with anticipation.

“After he signs the papers tomorrow,” she said, “we perform the sealing immediately. He’ll be ours completely. Soft. Curvy. Dependent. A perfect little sissy cock slut living under this roof with Jade and me.”

The witches nodded in agreement. Marguerite smiled knowingly. “His essence is rich. The final surrender will give you power for decades.”

Jade sat quietly on the couch, platinum hair glowing, watching with soft excitement. She knew exactly what Damien was about to become.



The next afternoon, the signing took place in Cassandra’s sleek conference room.

Damien arrived wearing the sheer white micro-dress the girls had chosen for him — the one that was little more than lingerie. It clung to his B-cup breasts, barely covered his plump ass, and made his caged cock clearly visible through the mesh. His platinum blonde hair was styled in soft waves. His makeup was light but feminine — glossy pink lips, subtle blush.

He looked every bit the surrendering sissy.

Cassandra sat at the head of the table like a queen claiming a throne. Lawyers from both sides were present, but the room was otherwise empty. Damien signed the documents with a trembling hand — every page transferring control of his empire to Cassandra.

When the final signature was placed, the last page was sealed.

The pink chastity cage around Damien’s cock clicked open on its own.

It fell to the floor with a soft clatter.

Everyone in the room stared.

Damien’s cock — once proud and thick — had shrunk dramatically. It was now tiny, no larger than a clit, smooth and delicate, nestled above his smooth balls. The transformation was complete and undeniable.

Damien gasped, hands flying to cover himself, but it was too late. The lawyers looked away awkwardly. Cassandra smiled with dark satisfaction.

Lila, who had been watching via a discreet video feed from her apartment, felt the biggest surge of magic yet flood into her body.

She gasped, gripping the edge of the table as power roared through her veins. Damien’s final shred of masculine pride — the CEO signing away his empire while dressed as a sissy — had broken him completely.

The sealing could now begin.

Chapter 26: The Sealing of Damien

The night of the sealing ritual arrived under a full moon.

Lila’s apartment had been transformed into a sacred space. The living room was lit only by dozens of white and rose-scented candles arranged in a perfect circle. Silver threads and fresh rose petals covered the floor. In the center lay a large, soft white rug where Damien would stand.

He arrived wearing only the sheer white micro-dress Cassandra had chosen for the signing — the one that was barely more than lingerie. The fabric clung transparently to his B-cup breasts, his narrow waist, and his plump, rounded ass. His tiny, clit-sized cock was visible through the sheer mesh, soft and delicate. His platinum blonde hair cascaded down his back in soft waves. His makeup was light but feminine — glossy pink lips, subtle blush, and long lashes.

He looked every bit the broken, beautiful sissy he had become.

The Voss witches were waiting for him.

Elara (Lila’s mother), Marguerite (grandmother), and Isolde (aunt) stood in their white silk robes, radiating ancient power. Jade stood beside Lila, her own C-cups rising and falling with quiet excitement.

Lila stepped forward and took Damien’s trembling hands.

“This is your last chance,” she said gently. “Once we begin the sealing, your body will be locked as it is now — soft, curvy, feminine. Your cock will remain tiny and cute, just as it is. You will belong to us. You can still walk away.”

Damien’s eyes filled with tears. His voice came out in a soft, feminine whisper.

“I… I don’t want to walk away anymore.”

Lila kissed him tenderly, then led him to the center of the circle.

The ritual began.

The four Voss women formed a ring around him. Their voices rose in ancient, melodic chanting. Golden threads of light began to weave through the air, wrapping around Damien’s body like living silk.

Elara spoke first, her voice warm and commanding:

“By the blood of Isolde, we bind the essence taken.”

Marguerite continued, rich with generational wisdom:

“By the fire of Marguerite, we lock the curves and softness.”

Isolde added her part, playful yet precise:

“By the whisper of Isolde, we seal the voice, the lips, the hair.”

Lila finished the circle, her voice thick with emotion and power:

“By my heart and power, I seal my beautiful sissy… Damien Sterling is gone. From this night forward, you are Emerald Voss. Soft. Obedient. Feminine. Ours.”

The golden threads tightened around him.

Damien gasped as the magic rushed through his body. Pleasure and warmth flooded every cell. His B-cup breasts grew slightly fuller and more sensitive, locking into their perfect teardrop shape. His waist cinched in even more dramatically. His ass swelled rounder and softer. His platinum blonde hair shimmered and settled permanently at mid-back length. His tiny cock twitched once in its shrunken state, then settled — cute, delicate, and forever changed.

The light faded.

Damien — now Emerald — stood trembling in the center of the circle, tears streaming down his face. He looked down at his body: full breasts, tiny waist, wide hips, plump ass, long platinum hair, and the delicate pink clit between his legs.

He was sealed.

Lila stepped forward and pulled him into her arms, kissing him deeply.

“Welcome home, Emerald,” she whispered against his plump lips. “You’re ours now. Forever.”

Jade joined them, wrapping her arms around both. The three of them stood together as the older witches smiled with quiet approval.

Elara placed a gentle hand on Emerald’s shoulder.

“You will be well cared for. No more fighting. No more pretending. Just pretty submission and pleasure.”

Emerald sobbed softly into Lila’s neck, overwhelmed with emotion — shame, relief, acceptance, and a deep, aching need.

The powerful CEO was gone.

In his place stood a soft, curvy, sealed sissy — ready to begin her new life as Lila and Jade’s beloved little cock slut.

Chapter 26: The Sealing of Damien

The night of the sealing ritual arrived under a full moon.

Lila’s apartment had been transformed into a sacred feminine space. The living room glowed with dozens of white and rose-scented candles arranged in a perfect circle. Silver threads and fresh rose petals covered the floor. In the center lay a large, soft white rug.

Damien stood in the middle wearing only the sheer white micro-dress he had worn for the signing. The nearly transparent fabric clung to his changed body, clearly outlining his B-cup breasts, narrow waist, wide hips, and plump ass. His tiny, clit-sized cock was visible through the mesh. His platinum blonde hair fell in soft waves past his shoulders. His face had softened dramatically — fuller lips, higher cheekbones, delicate features.

He looked like a beautiful, broken doll.

The Voss witches — Elara, Marguerite, and Isolde — stood in their white silk robes, radiating ancient power. Jade stood beside Lila, watching with quiet affection.

Lila stepped forward and took Damien’s trembling hands.

“This is your final moment of choice,” she said gently. “Once the sealing begins, your body will be locked as it is now — soft, curvy, and feminine. Your cock will remain tiny and cute. You will belong to us. You can still walk away.”

Damien’s eyes glistened with tears. His voice came out in a soft, feminine whisper.

“I don’t want to walk away.”

Lila kissed him tenderly, then led him to the center of the circle.

The ritual began.

The four Voss women formed a ring around him. Their voices rose in ancient, melodic chanting. Golden threads of light began to weave through the air, wrapping around Damien’s body like living silk.

Elara spoke first:

“By the blood of Isolde, we bind the essence taken.”

Marguerite continued:

“By the fire of Marguerite, we lock the curves and softness.”

Isolde added:

“By the whisper of Isolde, we seal the voice, the lips, the hair.”

Lila finished the circle, her voice thick with emotion and power:

“By my heart and power, I seal this man. Damien Sterling ends tonight. From this moment forward, you are Dahlia. Soft. Obedient. Feminine. Ours.”

The golden threads tightened.

Damien gasped as the magic rushed through him. Pleasure and warmth flooded every cell. His B-cup breasts grew slightly fuller and more sensitive. His waist cinched in even more dramatically. His ass swelled rounder and softer. His platinum blonde hair shimmered and settled permanently at mid-back length. His tiny cock twitched once, then settled — cute, delicate, and forever changed.

The light faded.

Dahlia stood trembling in the center of the circle, tears streaming down her face. She looked down at her sealed body: full breasts, tiny waist, wide hips, plump ass, long platinum hair, and the delicate pink clit between her legs.

She was sealed.

Lila stepped forward and pulled her into her arms, kissing her deeply.

“Welcome home, Dahlia,” she whispered against her plump lips. “You’re ours now. Forever.”

Jade joined them, wrapping her arms around both. The three of them stood together as the older witches smiled with quiet approval.

Elara placed a gentle hand on Dahlia’s shoulder.

“You will be well cared for. No more fighting. No more pretending. Just pretty submission and pleasure.”

Dahlia sobbed softly into Lila’s neck, overwhelmed with emotion — shame, relief, acceptance, and a deep, aching need.

The powerful CEO was gone.

In his place stood a soft, curvy, sealed sissy — ready to begin her new life as Lila and Jade’s beloved little cock slut.

Epilogue: A Soft New Life

Six months later.

The penthouse was quiet in the early evening light. Soft jazz played from hidden speakers while the city sparkled far below.

Dahlia moved gracefully through the open living room in a delicate lavender babydoll and matching thong, her full C-cup breasts swaying gently with each step. Her platinum blonde hair cascaded down her back in silky waves, and her wide hips and plush ass filled out the tiny garment beautifully. The small cherry-blossom tattoo above her tiny clit peeked out whenever she bent over.

She was setting the table for dinner — three places, as always.

Lila and Jade returned from their evening walk just as Dahlia finished lighting the candles. Lila’s eyes softened with possessive affection as she watched her former CEO now moving so naturally in soft feminine lingerie.

“Look at you,” Lila murmured, pulling Dahlia into a slow kiss. “My perfect little cock slut.”

Dahlia blushed, but melted into the kiss, her tiny clit twitching helplessly in its permanent soft state. Jade joined them, pressing against Dahlia’s back, her own C-cups warm against Dahlia’s shoulders.

“You’ve settled in so beautifully,” Jade whispered, kissing the side of her neck. “No more fighting. No more pretending to be big and strong.”

Dahlia let out a soft, contented sigh. The old life — the boardrooms, the power struggles, the crushing weight of being Damien Sterling — felt like a distant dream. She still occasionally felt a flicker of shame when she remembered who she used to be… but it was always followed by a warm, addictive rush of pleasure.

She was happier now.

Lila had kept her promise. Dahlia wanted for nothing. She spent her days dressing up, serving her two lovers, filming content for her OnlyFans (which had become wildly successful), and being used whenever Lila or Jade desired. The college girls still visited regularly for “play dates,” and the Voss witches checked in often, proud of another successful bloom.

As the three of them sat down to dinner, Lila rested her hand on Dahlia’s thigh under the table.

“You’ve given me more power than I ever dreamed,” she said softly. “And in return, we’ll give you a lifetime of pleasure and care.”

Dahlia smiled, eyes glistening with happy tears.

“I know,” she whispered in her soft, melodic voice. “Thank you… for making me yours.”

Outside, the city lights glittered like stars.

Inside, three women — one dominant, two beautifully surrendered — shared a quiet, intimate meal.

The Voss legacy continued to grow.

And somewhere out there, another powerful man was about to cross paths with Lila Voss…
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