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Chapter 1: The Academic's Arrival

	 

	Malik’s breath hitched as the front door chimes signaled Harper’s return, his fingers trembling as he tried to buff away a stubborn streak of wax on her mahogany desk. He had seconds before she climbed the stairs, and the perfection she demanded was currently out of reach. The heavy thud of her designer heels on the hardwood floor downstairs sounded like a countdown. He pushed harder, his muscles aching, but the smudge remained, a defiant mark against the deep, dark wood.

"Malik. My study. Now."

Harper’s voice carried through the house with the weight of an undisputed monarch. Malik dropped the cloth, his heart hammering against his ribs in a rhythm of pure, unadulterated fear mixed with a shameful, electric heat. He stood by the desk, his head bowed, his hands clasped behind his back just as she had taught him. 

The door swung open, and Professor Harper Smith stepped into the room. She was the image of academic and social authority, her tailored charcoal suit accentuating her commanding stature. She didn’t look at him at first; she scanned the room, her sharp eyes missing nothing. When her gaze landed on the desk, her lips thinned into a line of cold disappointment.

"Come here," she commanded.

Malik moved toward her, his legs feeling like lead. He stopped inches from her, the scent of her expensive perfume filling his senses. 

"Look at the corner, Malik," she said, her voice dropping to a low, dangerous register. "What do you see?"

"I - I see a smudge, Harper," he whispered.

"Professor Smith," she corrected sharply, her hand moving with lightning speed to grip his chin, forcing him to look up into her icy blue eyes. "And what did I tell you would happen if I returned to a house that was less than perfect?"

"That I would be disciplined," Malik said, his voice trembling. 

"You are a failure, Malik. A simple, domestic failure," Harper sneered, her thumb pressing firmly into his jaw. "You had all day to ensure my sanctuary was ready for my return. Instead, you’ve been lazy. You’ve been soft. It’s time you were reminded of what you truly are in this house."

She released him with a shove that sent him back toward the desk. "Go to the dressing room. You are clearly not fit for the trousers of a man today. Put on the lace - trimmed set I bought you last week. The white one. And the silk camisole. If you cannot perform the duties of a husband, you will perform the duties of my sissy."

Malik felt the heat of humiliation bloom across his cheeks, but beneath it, a deep, rooted pleasure took hold. He hurried to the dressing room, his fingers fumbling with his buttons. He stripped away his masculine attire, replacing it with the delicate, feminine garments Harper had chosen for him. The lace was scratchy yet soft, the silk camisole sliding over his chest like a cool caress. He looked at himself in the mirror, seeing the broken, beautiful thing she was making him.

When he returned to the study, Harper was sitting in her high - backed leather chair, a glass of scotch in her hand. She looked him up and down, a predatory smile touching her lips.

"Better," she purred. "Now, get on your knees and finish that desk. And do not let me see a single streak of your incompetence remaining."

Malik dropped to his knees, the lace of his new underwear biting into his thighs as he reached for the cloth. He worked with a frantic energy, aware of her eyes on him, judging him. 

"Tonight is an important night, Malik," Harper said, taking a slow sip of her drink. "Keisha Kingsley is coming for dinner. The department head expects excellence, and I intend to show her exactly how well - trained my domestic help has become."

Malik froze for a second. Keisha Kingsley was a formidable woman, and the thought of serving her while dressed like this made his stomach flip. 

"You will wear the collar beneath your silk blouse," Harper continued, her tone brooks no argument. "You will serve us in silence. You will be a shadow, Malik. A pretty, obedient shadow. If you speak a word without my permission, the consequences will be far more severe than a simple change of clothes."

"Yes, Professor Smith," Malik murmured, his forehead resting against the cool mahogany of the desk.

Later that evening, the doorbell rang. Malik stood in the kitchen, his silk blouse tucked into a high - waisted skirt Harper had insisted on. The leather collar was a heavy, constant weight around his neck, a secret brand of his status. He watched from the shadows as Harper greeted Keisha Kingsley at the door.

"Keisha, so glad you could make it," Harper said, her voice warm and professional.

"The pleasure is mine, Harper," Keisha replied, her sharp eyes scanning the foyer. "I’ve heard so much about your unique domestic arrangements. I was curious to see them for myself."

Harper led Keisha into the dining room, where Malik was already waiting with the first course. He kept his eyes focused on the floor, his movements practiced and graceful. He felt Keisha’s gaze on him as he set the plates down.

"He’s very efficient, Harper," Keisha noted, her voice carrying a hint of amusement. "And quite lovely. I see you’ve put a lot of work into his... training."

"Malik is a work in progress," Harper said, leaning back in her chair and watching him with a proprietary gleam. "He had some stubborn, masculine delusions when we first married. But he’s learned that his true purpose is to serve. Haven't you, Malik?"

Malik felt the blood rush to his face. He sank to his knees beside Harper’s chair, the silk of his skirt pooling around him. "Yes, Professor. My only purpose is to serve you."

Harper reached down, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling his head back so he had to look at Keisha. "See? He’s perfectly aware of his inferiority. He’s much happier this way, aren't you, my sweet sissy?"

"I am, Professor," Malik gasped, the public acknowledgement of his shame sending a jolt of arousal through him.

The dinner continued with Harper and Keisha discussing university business, their voices sharp and intellectual, while Malik remained at Harper’s feet. He was an object, a footstool, a piece of living furniture. He felt the vast distance between their minds and his own, a gap Harper had intentionally widened until he felt like a different species entirely.

The following morning, Harper sent Malik into Donwell to run errands. She had dressed him in a feminized blouse and tight, floral trousers that left little to the imagination. As he walked through the town square, he felt exposed, every glance from a stranger feeling like a brand. 

"Malik? Is that you?"

Malik stopped, his heart sinking. Idris Green, a former colleague from his days as a junior lecturer, stood before him, a look of utter bewilderment on his face. 

"Idris," Malik said, trying to keep his voice steady.

"What are you wearing, man?" Idris laughed, gesturing to Malik’s outfit. "You look like... well, you look like a girl. I heard Harper kept you on a short leash, but this is ridiculous."

Malik felt the familiar sting of tears. "Harper likes me to look a certain way, Idris. It’s not - "

"It’s pathetic," Idris interrupted, stepping closer. "Where’s your pride, Malik? You used to be a man of science. Now you’re just a - "

"He is exactly what I require him to be," a cold voice interrupted.

Harper stepped out from the nearby cafe, her presence instantly shifting the energy of the sidewalk. She walked over to Malik, placing a hand firmly on his shoulder. Her grip was tight, a reminder of her ownership.

"Idris Green," Harper said, her eyes narrowing. "I didn't realize you had such an interest in my husband's wardrobe."

"I was just... I mean, Harper, look at him," Idris stammered, his bravado fading under her stare.

"I am looking at him," Harper said. "I am looking at a man who knows his place. Unlike you, Idris, who seems to think his opinion matters in my affairs. Malik, apologize to Mr. Green."

Malik blinked. "Apol - apologize?"

"Yes," Harper said, her voice dropping to a whisper that only Malik could hear. "Apologize for existing in a way that offended a real man. Show him how humble you are."

Malik looked at Idris, then down at his own lace - trimmed sleeves. "I’m sorry, Idris," he whispered. "I’m sorry for being so... offensive. I’m just a sissy husband. I didn't mean to bother you."

Idris looked between the two of them, his face a mask of pity and disgust. He turned and walked away without another word. 

"Good boy," Harper said, her hand moving from his shoulder to his cheek. "Now, let's go home. We have to prepare for Alexander Montgomery’s gala. It’s time for your final graduation."

The gala was the social event of the year in Donwell. The elite of the university and the town gathered at Alexander Montgomery’s sprawling estate. Malik felt like a lamb led to slaughter as Harper led him into the private lounge, where Alexander and Teyonah Sinclair were already sequestered. 

"Harper, so glad you could join us," Alexander said, his voice rich and deep. He looked at Malik, who was dressed in a sheer, silk tunic and lace leggings, a delicate silver chain connecting his collar to Harper’s wrist. "And you brought your little pet."

"Malik is more than a pet tonight, Alexander," Harper said, her eyes flashing with a cold, brilliant light. "He is the foundation of my success. Malik, position yourself."

Malik knew the drill. He moved to the center of the lounge, dropping to his hands and knees in front of the velvet sofa where Teyonah Sinclair sat. He felt the cold air on his skin, the eyes of the three most powerful people in Donwell on his back. 

"He makes an excellent footstool, don't you think, Teyonah?" Harper asked, sitting down next to the other woman and resting her feet firmly on Malik’s back. 

"Indeed," Teyonah said, her voice smooth and appreciative. "The devotion is quite clear. It’s rare to see such total obedience in a man."

Malik trembled beneath Harper’s weight, the pressure of her heels digging into his shoulder blades. He felt the shame, the absolute degradation of his position, but as Harper began to discuss her latest research, her voice filled with a power and brilliance that left him breathless, he realized she was right. He was the foundation. His submission allowed her to soar. His humiliation was the fuel for her greatness.

By the time they returned to their townhouse in Donwell, the moon was high and the house was silent. Harper led him into the master bedroom, releasing the chain from his collar. Malik stayed on his knees, looking up at her with a look of pure, broken adoration.

"You were perfect tonight, Malik," Harper said, her voice softening just a fraction. She reached down, tracing the line of his jaw. "You have finally accepted what you are. My sissy husband. My loyal, beautiful inferior."

"I am yours, Harper," Malik whispered, his heart finally finding peace in the absolute surrender of his will. "Forever."

Harper smiled, a cold, superior form of affection that was more precious to him than any traditional love could ever be. She leaned down, pressing a chaste, freezing kiss to his forehead. 

"Then go to your mat, Malik. Tomorrow, we begin again."

	 


Chapter 2: The Imperfection on the Mahogany

	 

	The heavy, cream - colored envelope hit the surface of the mahogany desk with a sound like a gavel. Malik flinched, his hand jerking away from the wood he had been buffing for the last three hours. He stayed on his knees, his breath hitching as he looked up at his wife. Harper Smith stood over him, her silhouette sharp against the light of the study. She didn't look at him at first; her gaze was fixed on the spot where the letter had landed.

"Did you think I wouldn't notice, Malik?" Harper asked. Her voice was a low, melodic purr that carried the weight of a physical blow. 

Malik looked down, his heart hammering against his ribs. There, beneath the edge of the envelope, was a faint, hazy smudge. A single fingerprint had survived his obsessive cleaning, a mark of human failure on the pristine surface of her sanctuary. "I - I'm sorry, Harper. I thought I had finished."

"You thought?" Harper stepped closer, the toe of her designer heel nudging Malik’s thigh. "Your thoughts are a luxury we haven't agreed upon, Malik. I pay the mortgage. I provide the status you enjoy. Your only responsibility is the absolute perfection of this home and your absolute devotion to my needs. And yet, I come home to find a blemish on my desk."

She reached down, her fingers gripping his chin and forcing his head up. Her eyes were cold, sparkling with the intellectual superiority that had made her the most feared professor at Donwell University. "It is a sign of a cluttered, undisciplined mind. A masculine mind that still thinks it has a place in this room."

"Please," Malik whispered, his face flushing with a mixture of shame and a dark, traitorous heat. 

"Go to the dressing room," Harper commanded, releasing him with a flick of her wrist as if he were something she had finished inspecting. "The lace - trimmed set. The one with the silk ribbons. If you cannot act like a man of the house, you will serve as the domestic creature you truly are. You will wear the uniform of your station while you correct this insult to my property."

Malik scrambled to his feet, keeping his head bowed. He retreated to the small dressing area off the study, his hands trembling as he stripped away his trousers and shirt. He reached for the garments Harper had chosen - a delicate, translucent blouse edged in fine white lace and a matching skirt that barely reached mid - thigh. As he pulled the lace over his skin, the scratchy, feminine fabric felt like a brand. He fastened the silk ribbons at his throat, feeling the weight of his own submission.

When he returned, Harper was sitting in her high - backed leather chair, reading the letter that had initiated the evening's tension. She didn't look up as he knelt back down by the desk, a fresh cloth in his hand. 

"Read it," she said, sliding the heavy paper toward the edge of the desk.

Malik leaned forward, his eyes scanning the elegant script. It was a formal summons from Keisha Kingsley, the Department Head and Harper’s only true social peer. 

"Dear Professor Smith," Malik read aloud, his voice wavering. "Rumors regarding the... unique structure of your household have reached the Board of Regents. While your academic standing is beyond reproach, the university requires a demonstration of the stability and 'traditional' values you claim to uphold. I shall arrive on Thursday evening for a private dinner to observe your domestic arrangements firsthand. I trust your husband is as disciplined as your research. Sincerely, Keisha Kingsley."

Malik felt a cold spike of terror. "Harper, she’s coming here? To see me... like this?"

Harper leaned forward, her elbows resting on the mahogany. "She is coming to see if I have mastered my environment, Malik. Keisha doesn't care about tradition; she cares about power. She wants to see if the rumors of your 'training' are true. She wants to see if I have truly broken the stallion into a show pony."

Harper’s hand reached out, her nails tracing the lace at Malik’s collar. "This is not just a dinner. It is a performance. If you fail to show her exactly how much of a sissy you have become, if you show even a hint of your former, pathetic ego, I lose everything. And if I lose my standing, Malik, imagine what I will do to yours."

"I won't fail you," Malik said, the words catching in his throat. The thought of being put on display for Keisha Kingsley, of being discussed like a pet while he served them in silence, sent a wave of humiliation through him that was almost unbearable. And yet, seeing the cold fire in Harper’s eyes, he knew he wanted it. He wanted her to show him off. He wanted the world to know he belonged to her.

"You will wear the collar beneath your blouse for the duration of her visit," Harper said, her voice dropping to a whisper. "You will not speak unless she addresses you, and even then, you will ask my permission to answer. You will be the perfect, obedient husband, Malik. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Harper," he breathed, leaning his forehead against her knee. 

"Good," she said, her hand moving to rest heavily on the back of his neck. "Now, finish the desk. There is still a smudge, and I find I have very little patience for imperfections tonight."

	 


Chapter 3: The Voice of Total Authority

	 

	I can never go back. That thought hammered against the inside of my skull with every beat of my heart as I looked at my reflection in the full - length mirror. The man I used to be - the one who stood at lecterns and spoke with confidence to auditoriums full of students - was a ghost. He had been erased, replaced by this creature in a silk blouse and lace - trimmed undergarments. The silk felt like a betrayal against my skin, a constant reminder of my soft, subservient reality. I felt a sickening, wonderful dread. There was no returning to the world of men. I was Harper’s now, a domestic object shaped for her convenience and her cruelty. The anxiety of the unknown was a suffocating shroud, yet I leaned into it, desperate to be whatever she demanded.

Malik adjusted the high collar of his blouse, his fingers trembling. Beneath the delicate fabric, the heavy leather collar Harper had fastened earlier felt like a permanent mark of his status. It was tight, a constant pressure against his windpipe that reminded him to keep his chin down and his voice low. 

"Malik. Come here," Harper’s voice drifted from the hallway, sharp and cold as a winter morning.

He hurried toward her, his movements frantic and light. He found her standing by the mahogany desk in the study. She looked magnificent in her charcoal suit, her dark hair pulled back into a severe, perfect bun. She was the embodiment of authority, a woman who commanded respect by her mere presence alone.

"Is the dining room ready?" she asked, not looking at him, but instead inspecting the surface of the desk with a gloved finger.

"Yes, Harper. Everything is exactly as you requested," Malik replied, his voice barely a whisper. He kept his eyes fixed on the floor, on the tips of her polished heels.

"And your attire?" She finally turned her gaze toward him, her eyes scanning him with the clinical detachment of a scientist examining a specimen. "Show me."

Malik reached up, his fingers fumbling with the top buttons of his silk blouse. He undid them, pulling the fabric aside to reveal the black leather collar. It was stark against his skin, the silver ring at the front catching the light of the chandelier.

"It fits well," Harper remarked, stepping closer. She reached out and hooked her finger into the ring, tugging him forward until he was forced to stand on his tiptoes to avoid the pinch of the leather. "You look appropriately pathetic, Malik. A perfect little sissy to serve my guest. Do you feel the weight of it?"

"Yes, Harper," he gasped, the oxygen in his lungs feeling like a luxury he did not deserve.

"Good. That humiliation is your new home. Get used to the walls," she said, releasing the ring so abruptly that he stumbled. "Keisha Kingsley will be here in ten minutes. She is the Head of the Department, a woman of immense power. She has heard much about my unconventional domestic arrangements. Tonight, you will show her that the rumors are true. You will be silent. You will be invisible until you are needed. And when you are noticed, you will ensure she sees exactly how much of a man you are not."

Malik bowed his head, his heart racing. The thought of Keisha Kingsley, a woman he had once seen as a professional peer, seeing him in this state was a special kind of torture. He felt a wave of heat wash over him, a mixture of intense shame and a dark, forbidden excitement. He was being stripped of his history, piece by piece, until only his service remained.

"If you fail me tonight, Malik, the consequences will be far more permanent than a few hours in lace," Harper warned. She walked toward the door, her heels clicking rhythmically against the hardwood. "Answer the door when she arrives. And remember your place."

He stood alone in the room for a moment, the silence of the townhouse pressing in on him. He was a prisoner of his own devotion, a man who had traded his dignity for the privilege of being Harper’s footstool. When the chime of the doorbell finally rang, it sounded like a funeral bell for his former life.

Malik smoothed his blouse and walked toward the entrance. When he opened the door, Keisha Kingsley stood there, looking sharp and formidable in a deep violet blazer. Her eyes immediately dropped to his throat, where the edge of the leather collar was visible above his silk neckline. A slow, mocking smile spread across her face.

"Good evening, Malik," Keisha said, her voice dripping with a knowing, superior amusement. She did not wait for him to greet her; she simply stepped past him into the foyer as if he were part of the architecture.

"Good evening, Professor Kingsley," Malik whispered, bowing his head low.

"He is well - trained, isn't he?" Keisha remarked as Harper emerged from the living room to greet her.

"He is a work in progress," Harper replied, her hand coming to rest on the back of Malik’s neck. Her grip was firm, her nails digging slightly into his skin. "But he is learning the value of silence and the beauty of his own inferiority. Aren't you, Malik?"

"Yes, Harper," he murmured, his face burning with a heat that reached down to his chest.

"He will be serving us tonight," Harper continued, her voice filled with a cold pride. "I find that having a sissy in the house makes the evening run so much more smoothly. Please, Keisha, let us go into the dining room. Malik has prepared a meal that is almost as delicate as his new wardrobe."

As they walked toward the dining room, Malik followed two steps behind, his head bowed, the collar a heavy weight around his neck. He felt the eyes of both women on him, discussing his training and his domestic habits as if he were a pet. The transition was complete. There was no Malik Jackson, the academic. There was only Malik, the sissy husband, and his life was no longer his own. He was the voice of her authority made flesh, and he had never felt more alive.

	 


Chapter 4: Malik's Fragile Masculinity

	 

	The air inside the townhouse in Donwell was thick with the scent of Harper's expensive perfume and the suffocating weight of her intellectual dominance. Every corner of the residence was a monument to her success, from the floor - to - floor bookshelves to the heavy, polished mahogany desk that served as the altar of her academic prowess. Malik felt the familiar tremor in his hands as he finished buffing the wood, his heart racing at the sound of the front door clicking shut. The click was a command, a signal that his role as the master of the house had ended and his existence as Harper's property had begun.

Harper Smith did not just enter a room; she reclaimed it. Her heels clicked against the hardwood with a lethal precision that made Malik's breath hitch. She was dressed in a sharp, charcoal suit that accentuated her lean, powerful frame, her eyes scanning the room for any sign of imperfection. She stopped at the desk, her gloved finger trailing across the dark surface.

"Malik," she said, her voice a low, melodic threat.

"Yes, Harper?" he whispered, moving to stand beside her, his head instinctively bowing.

"I see a smudge, Malik. Right here, near the corner where I keep my fountain pens." She looked up at him, her gaze piercing and cold. "Did I not tell you that this desk must be as flawless as my latest thesis? Or are you too distracted by your own mediocrity to follow a simple instruction?"

"I'm sorry, Harper. I thought I got it all," he stammered, his face flushing with a mix of shame and a dark, pulsing heat in his groin.

"You thought? That is your first mistake, Malik. I do not pay for your thoughts. I provide for this household so that you can fulfill your domestic duties with total precision. Your failure is a sign of a weak, undisciplined mind." She reached out, gripping his chin with her firm hand, forcing him to look into her superior eyes. "Perhaps you need a reminder of what you are. Go to the dressing room. Put on the silk and lace set I bought for you yesterday. The one with the ribbons. If you cannot act like a man of this house, you will look like the delicate little thing you truly are."

Malik's legs felt heavy as he obeyed, the verbal degradation washing over him like a cold shower. He stripped away his trousers and shirt, replacing them with the translucent, lace - trimmed domestic garments Harper favored. The fabric was soft, feminine, and utterly humiliating against his skin. When he returned to the study, he felt exposed, his masculinity stripped away by the frills and the bows.

"Much better," Harper remarked, not looking up from her notes as she sat at her desk. "Now, get on your knees and finish the buffing. I want to see my reflection in this wood by the time Keisha Kingsley arrives."

Malik dropped to his knees, the lace of his hem tickling his thighs. He worked the cloth with frantic energy, his eyes fixed on the floor. He was a professor once, or so he remembered in the dim recesses of his mind, but here, under Harper's shadow, he was merely a sissy husband.

The doorbell rang, signaling the arrival of the department head. Keisha Kingsley entered the dining room with an air of expected authority. She was a woman who took what she wanted, and she looked at Malik with the same clinical interest one might show a biological specimen.

"Is this him, Harper?" Keisha asked, her voice rich with amusement.

"This is Malik," Harper replied, gesturing for Malik to stand and serve the wine. He moved silently, the silk blouse shifting over the leather collar Harper had fastened around his neck before Keisha walked in. The collar was snug, a constant reminder of his tether. "He is quite proficient in the kitchen, though his true talent lies in his obedience."

As the two women sat for dinner, Malik moved between them like a ghost, filling glasses and placing plates of delicate sea bass. Harper did not introduce him as her husband in the traditional sense. She spoke of him as a project, a creature she was refining.

"I've found that the more I strip away his illusions of grandeur, the more useful he becomes," Harper said, taking a sip of the vintage red. "He used to have such opinions on the classics. Now, he only has opinions on which detergent keeps my silk blouses the softest."

Keisha laughed, a sharp, biting sound. "It's a marvel, Harper. Most men are so stubborn. How did you break him?"

"By showing him his true nature," Harper said, her hand reaching down to rest on Malik's head as he knelt by her chair, as she had commanded him to do once the service was complete. "He is not a leader. He is a follower. He is the foundation, Keisha. The dirt beneath my boots that allows me to stand so tall."

Malik leaned into her touch, his eyes closed. The humiliation was a weight, but it was a weight that anchored him. Hearing her discuss his training with Keisha, hearing himself described as a pet, filled him with a shameful, intoxicating joy. He was no longer Malik Jackson, the man. He was Malik, the sissy, the servant, the beloved object of Harper Smith's absolute rule.

"He looks quite pretty in that lace, doesn't he?" Keisha remarked, leaning over to inspect the collar. "You've done a wonderful job, Harper. He's perfectly domestic."

"He has a long way to go," Harper replied, her fingers digging slightly into Malik's scalp. "But he is learning the value of silence and the beauty of his own inferiority. Aren't you, Malik?"

"Yes, Harper," he murmured, his face burning.

"He will be serving us tonight," Harper continued. "I find that having a sissy in the house makes the evening run so much more smoothly. Malik has prepared a meal that is almost as delicate as his new wardrobe."

As the evening wore on, Malik remained on the floor at Harper's feet, listening to them discuss research and university politics. He was a footstool, a silent observer of a world he no longer belonged to, and in the cold, superior light of Harper's gaze, he had never felt more at home.

	 


Chapter 5: The First Glimmer of Lace

	 

	Harper Smith slammed the heavy oak door of the Donwell townhouse, the sound echoing through the foyer like a gunshot. Malik Jackson flinched in the study, his heart hammering against his ribs. He had spent the last three hours ensuring the home was pristine, but the weight of Harper's presence always made him feel like he was walking on glass. He heard the rhythmic click of her designer heels on the marble floor, a sound that signaled the end of his quiet afternoon and the beginning of his true purpose.

"Malik," she called out, her voice a cold, sharp blade. "In here. Now."

He scurried into the hallway, his head bowed, his eyes fixed on the sharp points of her shoes. "Welcome home, Harper. I have your tea ready, and - "

"Be quiet," she snapped, not even looking at him as she marched into the study. She stopped at her massive mahogany desk, her eyes scanning the surface with the precision of a hawk. She reached out, running a gloved finger along the edge of the wood. When she pulled it back, a microscopic layer of dust clung to the leather. She turned to him, her expression one of utter disappointment. "What is this, Malik?"

Malik felt the blood drain from his face. "I - I thought I had polished it thoroughly, Harper. I went over it twice."

"You thought?" She stepped toward him, her height seemingly increasing as she invaded his personal space. "Your thoughts are a luxury you can no longer afford. I provide for this house. I dominate my field at the university while you stay here, tucked away in the comfort I provide. And yet, you cannot even manage to clean a single piece of furniture to my satisfaction."

She reached out, grabbing his chin and forcing him to look into her stern, beautiful eyes. "You are failing me, Malik. And failures must be corrected. You have become too comfortable in your masculinity, even in your service. You need a reminder of what you really are to me."

Harper reached into her briefcase and pulled out a small, white silk parcel. She tossed it at his chest. "Go to the dressing room. Put those on. If you are going to be a domestic failure, you will at least look the part of the delicate, useless thing you are becoming."

Malik took the parcel, his fingers trembling as he felt the unmistakable texture of lace through the silk wrapping. "Harper, please. Not the lace. I'll do the desk again. I'll - "

"Did I ask for your input?" Harper asked, her voice dropping to a dangerous, low register. "I gave you a command, sissy. Now move, before I decide to call Keisha Kingsley over to witness your disobedience."

The mention of the department head made Malik’s stomach flip. He hurried to the dressing room, his breath coming in short, panicked gasps. He stripped out of his slacks and button - down, revealing the sturdy frame of a man who had once been a respected professor himself. Now, he pulled on the sheer, lace - trimmed knickers Harper had provided. The fabric was humiliatingly soft, the ruffles biting into his thighs. He pulled the matching silk camisole over his head, the delicate straps feeling like lead weights on his shoulders.

When he stepped back into the study, the shame was a physical heat radiating from his skin. Harper was seated in her high - backed leather chair, a glass of dark scotch in her hand. She watched him approach, her gaze raking over his feminized form with a predatory hunger.

"Kneel," she commanded.

Malik dropped to his knees at her feet, the lace of his new garments bunching up against the hard floor.

"You look pathetic," Harper remarked, taking a slow sip of her drink. "A professor reduced to a lacy little pet. Do you feel pathetic, Malik?"

"Yes, Harper," he whispered, his face burning.

"Good. That feeling is the only thing that belongs to you. The rest of you belongs to me." She reached down, her fingers digging into his hair, forcing his head back so he had to look at her. "I am the master of this house. You are the help. You are the sissy husband I have crafted from the remains of a man. And tonight, you will remain in that lace while you serve me and Keisha. You will not speak unless spoken to. You will be the perfect, silent object of my pride. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Harper," Malik gasped, his heart thudding with a mixture of terror and a deep, shameful arousal he couldn't suppress.

"The desk, Malik," she said, releasing him with a flick of her wrist. "Finish it. On your knees. I want to see the lace move while you work for me."

Malik began to polish the mahogany again, his movements frantic and desperate to please. Every time the lace of his sleeves caught the light, he was reminded of his descent. He was no longer Malik Jackson, the academic. He was Malik, the sissy, the servant, the beloved object of Harper Smith's absolute rule.

"He looks quite pretty in that lace, doesn't he?" Keisha Kingsley remarked an hour later, leaning over from the guest chair to inspect the collar Harper had forced him into before dinner. "You've done a wonderful job, Harper. He's perfectly domestic."

"He has a long way to go," Harper replied, her fingers digging slightly into Malik's scalp as he knelt between them, serving appetizers. "But he is learning the value of silence and the beauty of his own inferiority. Aren't you, Malik?"

"Yes, Harper," he murmured, his face pressed near her knee.

"He will be serving us tonight," Harper continued, her voice full of cold authority. "I find that having a sissy in the house makes the evening run so much more smoothly. Malik has prepared a meal that is almost as delicate as his new wardrobe. He knows that any mistake tonight will result in much more than just a change of clothes."

As the evening wore on, Malik remained on the floor at Harper's feet, listening to them discuss research and university politics. He was a footstool, a silent observer of a world he no longer belonged to, and in the cold, superior light of Harper's gaze, he had never felt more at home.

	 


Chapter 6: A Wardrobe Defined by Harper

	 

	Malik stood before the full - length mirror in the master bedroom, his fingers tracing the delicate lace trim of the camisole that peeked out from beneath his heavy wool cardigan. The encounter with Idris Green earlier that afternoon in the center of Donwell continued to reverberate through his mind like a persistent, rhythmic ache. Idris had looked at him with such unfiltered disgust, a look that should have stung. Instead, it had served as a catalyst for a deeper, more unsettling realization. Idris Green was dangerous. He was dangerous because he represented the life Malik had discarded, the traditional masculinity that Malik now found suffocating. Idris was a mirror of the man Malik used to be, and seeing that reflection made Malik realize how desperately he wanted to be erased. 

Harper had not protected him from Idris. She had claimed him. She had stood in the street and treated him like a wayward pet that had offended a neighbor. The humiliation of apologizing to Idris for his very existence had been a threshold. Malik realized then that his heart no longer sought respect from his peers. It sought only the cold, demanding approval of the woman who currently owned his wardrobe and his will. He was no longer a professor in his own right; he was an extension of Harper Smith's domestic bliss.

The door to the bedroom clicked shut, and Malik stiffened. He did not need to turn around to know it was her. The scent of her expensive perfume, a sharp blend of sandalwood and authority, filled the room.

"Are you still mourning your dignity, Malik?" Harper asked. Her voice was calm, devoid of any warmth, yet it sent a thrill of terrified pleasure down his spine. 

"No, Harper," Malik whispered, keeping his eyes downcast as she approached. 

"Look at me when I speak to you," she commanded. 

Malik lifted his gaze to the mirror, meeting her eyes in the reflection. She stood behind him, her hands resting on his shoulders. The contrast was stark. She was dressed in a sharp, charcoal gray blazer that screamed power and intellect. He was dressed in the soft, feminized layers she had chosen for him. 

"Idris Green is a man of limited imagination," Harper said, her fingers digging into his trapezius muscles. "He sees a sissy and feels threatened. He doesn't understand that your submission is the ultimate form of utility. You are a tool, Malik. A beautiful, obedient tool designed to make my life easier. Your wardrobe should reflect that utility."

She reached around him, her fingers unbuttoning the cardigan he wore. She peeled it back, exposing the cream - colored silk camisole beneath. The fabric was thin, almost transparent, clinging to his chest in a way that made him feel utterly vulnerable. 

"This is not enough," Harper remarked, her voice dropping an octave. "You are still trying to hide behind these masculine outer layers. If we are to attend the gala hosted by Alexander Montgomery, you must be fully transitioned into your new role. There can be no confusion. Teyonah Sinclair and the others need to see exactly what you have become."

"Whatever you wish, Harper," Malik murmured, his breath hitching as she ran a hand over the lace on his chest.

"I have ordered a new set of garments for you," Harper continued, moving toward the mahogany wardrobe she had curated for him. She pulled out a box and set it on the bed. "Inside, you will find a collection of silk blouses with high collars, lace - trimmed undergarments, and skirts designed for domestic labor. From now on, you will not wear trousers within this house, nor will you wear them when you accompany me to private functions. You are my sissy husband, Malik. Your clothing will be a constant reminder of your inferiority."

Malik walked toward the bed, his legs feeling heavy. He opened the box to find a sea of silk and ruffles. There were even pairs of delicate, heeled slippers. The sight of them filled him with a profound sense of shame, yet his body reacted with an involuntary heat. He imagined walking through the halls of Donwell University, or serving Alexander Montgomery and Teyonah Sinclair, while dressed in such a blatant display of his own emasculation.

"Put on the black silk skirt and the ruffled blouse," Harper ordered, sitting in the armchair by the window. She crossed her legs, her heel dangling provocatively from her foot. "I want to see how you look when you are properly defined."

Malik obeyed without hesitation. He stripped off his remaining masculine clothes, feeling her predatory gaze on every inch of his skin. He stepped into the black skirt, the fabric swishing against his thighs, and buttoned the ruffled blouse up to his throat. The collar was tight, a soft silk noose that reminded him he had no voice unless she granted him one. 

When he was finished, he stood before her, his hands clasped in front of his crotch in a gesture of modesty that Harper had trained into him.

"You look pathetic," Harper said, though there was a glint of satisfaction in her eyes. "You look exactly like what you are. A domestic servant. A sissy who exists only to serve the needs of a superior woman. Do you feel like a professor, Malik? Do you feel like the man Idris Green thinks you should be?"

"No, Harper," Malik gasped, his heart hammering against his ribs. "I feel... I feel like yours."

"Correct," she said, standing up and walking toward him. She reached out and gripped his chin, forcing him to look up at her. "The gala is only a few days away. Alexander Montgomery expects a certain level of decorum, and Teyonah Sinclair is known for her sharp tongue. You will be my footstool, Malik. You will kneel in the private lounge and you will not move. You will wear your collar, and you will wear your lace, and you will be grateful that I have given you a purpose."

Malik sank to his knees before her, the silk of his new skirt pooling around him. He pressed his forehead against her leather shoes, the scent of the street and the office clinging to them. He was a man who had once lectured on history, who had once held a position of respect. Now, he was a creature of lace and obedience, findng a perverse, romantic fulfillment in the weight of Harper’s foot on his shoulder.

"I am grateful, Harper," he whispered against the leather. "Please, define me. Make me whatever you want me to be."

Harper laughed, a cold, melodic sound that filled the room. "I already have, Malik. Now, go to the kitchen and prepare my tea. And remember to keep your back straight. I want to hear the rustle of your skirt every time you move for me."

	 


Chapter 7: The Silence of the Donwell Townhouse
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