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Chapter 1: The Crypto Key Letter

The marble floors of the Arden estate gleamed like ice under the chandelier light. I tugged at my earlobe, a nervous habit that had gotten worse since arriving three days ago. The silence in this place was deafening—no roommate’s snoring, no dorm parties bleeding through thin walls, no constant buzz of campus life.

Just me and twenty thousand square feet of architectural perfection that I had no business being in.

I padded through the main hall in socked feet, still afraid to scuff anything. Sierra Arden had been clear in her instructions: “Enjoy the house, Nate! Pool’s heated, wine cellar’s stocked. Just keep an eye on things while I’m in Monaco.” Her voice note had been breezy, confident—the kind of tone that came from never worrying about money.

Unlike me.

My phone buzzed with another email from student services. Payment overdue notice #4. I swiped it away without reading the details. One hundred and fifty thousand in debt, and here I was house-sitting for someone who probably spent more than that on handbags.

The irony wasn’t lost on me.

I’d answered Sierra’s Craigslist ad out of desperation. House-sitter needed for luxury estate. Two months, all expenses covered, plus $500/week. It beat the hell out of sleeping on Leo’s couch for the summer while working double shifts at the campus bookstore.

The kitchen was a temple of stainless steel and granite. I made myself a sandwich, feeling like a fraud every time I opened the Sub-Zero fridge. Everything here cost more than my used Honda. The marble countertops, the crystal glasses, even the fucking salt shaker probably had a designer pedigree.

I ate standing up, staring out the floor-to-ceiling windows at the infinity pool. Beyond it, the Pacific stretched to the horizon, endless blue under the afternoon sun. This was the kind of view rich people bought to remind themselves how successful they were.

My phone rang. Leo’s name flashed on the screen.

“Dude, how’s mansion life treating you?” His voice carried that easy grin I’d known since freshman year.

“Like I’m waiting for someone to figure out I don’t belong here.” I took another bite of turkey and swiss. “The wine cellar alone is probably worth more than I’ll make in my entire career.”

“Computer science majors make bank, man. Stop being so pessimistic.”

“Computer science majors with degrees make bank. I’m just a broke kid playing house in someone else’s castle.”

Leo laughed. “Enjoy it while it lasts. When’s the last time you had a pool to yourself?”

Never. But I didn’t say that.

After we hung up, I wandered the house aimlessly. The living room could have been ripped from a magazine spread—white leather sectionals, abstract art, a fireplace big enough to roast a pig. The dining room seated twelve under a chandelier that probably cost more than my tuition.

And then there was the library.

I’d saved it for last, drawn by the promise of books and the hope of finding something familiar in all this perfection. The double doors opened onto a two-story wonderland of leather-bound volumes and rolling ladders. Floor-to-ceiling shelves stretched up to a coffered ceiling painted with constellations.

An antique globe sat on a pedestal near the center of the room. It looked old—the kind of thing that belonged in a museum rather than someone’s personal collection. The continents were hand-painted in faded golds and blues, and the base was carved from what looked like genuine mahogany.

I’d always been curious about old things. Maybe it came from growing up poor, where everything was secondhand and had a story. This globe probably had stories too—voyages planned, routes traced, dreams of adventure spinning on its axis.

I gave it a gentle spin.

The thing wobbled. Badly.

“Shit.” I reached out to steady it, but my palm slapped against the side harder than intended.

Instead of the hollow thunk I expected, the globe made a soft hissing sound. A faint sweetness filled the air—like cotton candy mixed with vanilla. Purple mist seeped from somewhere inside the sphere, curling up in lazy tendrils that made my nose tingle.

What the hell?

The globe settled with a mechanical click. Beneath it, a section of the mahogany base slid away, revealing a brass keyhole I would have sworn wasn’t there moments before.

I looked around the library, half-expecting security cameras to start flashing or alarms to blare. Nothing. Just the sweet scent of that purple mist fading into the recycled air.

My hand was shaking as I knelt beside the pedestal. The keyhole was real—I could feel the cool metal against my fingertip. But there was no key, nothing that would fit the narrow opening.

I spent twenty minutes searching the immediate area. Under cushions, behind books, inside desk drawers. Nothing.

Frustrated, I gave the globe another spin.

This time, I was ready for the hiss of mist. But what I wasn’t ready for was the grinding of stone against stone somewhere behind me.

I turned to see a section of the bookshelf sliding inward, revealing a gap just wide enough for a person to squeeze through. The sweet scent was stronger now, almost intoxicating. Beyond the opening, I could make out the beginning of a narrow tunnel lit by soft purple light.

My rational mind screamed that this was insane. Rich people didn’t have secret passages in their libraries. This was real life, not some treasure hunt movie.

But my feet were already moving.

The tunnel was lined with the same purple-lit strips that cast everything in an otherworldly glow. The walls were smooth, almost organic, like they’d been carved from a single piece of stone. The air was warm and carried that sweet mist, making each breath feel heavier than the last.

After thirty feet, the tunnel opened into a circular chamber.

I stopped in the doorway, mouth hanging open.

The room was maybe ten feet across, lined entirely in deep purple velvet. The same soft lighting ran in strips along the walls, pulsing gently like a heartbeat. In the center sat a sleek black pedestal holding two things that made my breath catch.

The first was a biometric scanner—all chrome and glass, the kind of high-tech device I’d only seen in movies. Its surface was dark but hummed with barely contained energy.

The second was an envelope. Cream paper, expensive. Handwritten in flowing script: “For Jessa.”

Behind the pedestal, taking up most of the far wall, was a vault door. Matte black metal inscribed with a single looping letter: B.

I approached the pedestal on unsteady legs. The envelope wasn’t sealed. Inside was a single sheet of matching paper, the ink slightly faded but still legible.

My dearest Jessa,

If you’re reading this, then I’ve failed you in ways I can never repair. The betrayal of trust, the broken promises, the path I chose that led us both to ruin—none of it can be undone.

But perhaps something can be salvaged from the wreckage.

Behind this door lies access to a cryptocurrency wallet I established in 2009. BimboCoin was my joke, my middle finger to the traditional markets that refused to take my innovations seriously. I seeded it with fifty thousand dollars and forgot about it.

The blockchain never forgets, Jessa. That fifty thousand has grown.

The wallet is yours if you can prove you’ve completed the training path I designed. Only a fully compliant bimbo-doll-slut will pass the biometric verification. The machine knows what it’s looking for—I programmed every parameter myself.

I know you hate what we became. What I made you become. But if you want the money, you’ll have to embrace it one more time.

The choice is yours.

—Victor Sterling

P.S. Current market value as of this writing: $20,347,892 USD.

My hands were trembling so badly I nearly dropped the letter. Twenty million dollars. Twenty fucking million dollars.

I read it again, then a third time, my mind struggling to process what I was seeing. BimboCoin. I’d heard of it—a joke cryptocurrency that had exploded in value when certain adult entertainment platforms adopted it as their primary currency. But twenty million?

I pulled out my phone, fingers flying over the screen. BimboCoin’s current value was even higher than the letter stated. $23.7 million USD.

More money than I’d ever imagined. More than enough to pay off my student loans, buy a house, never work again if I didn’t want to.

All locked behind this vault door.

All waiting for someone named Jessa who apparently wasn’t coming.

I stared at the biometric scanner. Its surface was smooth, featureless except for a small handprint outline glowing faintly in the center. Almost without thinking, I pressed my palm against it.

The scanner flared to life. Light coursed through it in patterns too fast to follow, and a crisp female voice emerged from hidden speakers.

“SCAN INITIATED. SUBJECT ANALYSIS IN PROGRESS.”

Bars of light swept over me—up and down, side to side. I felt exposed, examined, measured against some invisible standard.

“SCAN COMPLETE. MALE SUBJECT DETECTED. OUTFIT PREREQUISITES NOT MET.”

The light died. The scanner went dark.

“Wait.” I pressed my hand against it again. “Wait, what prerequisites?”

Nothing.

I tried again, leaning closer. “Hello? What do you need?”

This time, the scanner flickered back to life.

“MALE PRESENTATION DETECTED. MINIMUM REQUIREMENTS FOR VERIFICATION: LACE UNDERGARMENTS, SKIRT OR DRESS (ABOVE KNEE), PROPERLY FITTED BRA, SIX-INCH HEELS. FEMININE HAIRSTYLE AND BASIC COSMETICS REQUIRED.”

The voice paused.

“ADDITIONAL BEHAVIORAL MODIFICATIONS MAY BE NECESSARY PENDING INITIAL COMPLIANCE REVIEW.”

I stared at the machine, my mouth dry. It wanted me to dress like a woman. Not just any woman—it had specific requirements. Specific standards.

It wanted me to dress like Jessa.

No. That was insane. I was Nate Carter, broke college student, not some… some bimbo-doll-slut. The words felt foreign even thinking them.

But twenty-three million dollars.

I backed away from the scanner, nearly tripping over my own feet. The purple mist seemed thicker now, sweet and cloying in my lungs. My head felt light, disconnected.

This was crazy. Completely insane.

But I was one hundred and fifty thousand in debt with no way out.

And somewhere in this mansion, Sierra Arden probably had everything the scanner was asking for.

I stumbled back through the tunnel, through the library, up the stairs to the second floor. Sierra’s bedroom was at the end of the hall—a monument to wealth and femininity that I’d avoided until now.

Her walk-in closet was bigger than my dorm room. Racks of dresses, shelves of shoes, drawers of lingerie and accessories. Everything organized by color, by season, by some system that spoke of money and taste and a life I couldn’t begin to understand.

My hands shook as I slid open the first drawer. A wave of expensive perfume—jasmine and something warm, like cashmere—hit me instantly. It was a waterfall of silk and lace, a forbidden treasure chest of femininity. Panties in every color imaginable, from innocent white to slutty black, lay nestled against bras with delicate French labels.

My fingers, clumsy and thick, trembled as I reached in. I picked up a black lace thong. It was weightless, a mere web of thread and sheer fabric. I brought it closer, inhaling that intoxicating scent of Sierra. It smelled clean, but underneath, it smelled like her. A jolt went straight to my groin, a shameful throb of heat. My cock, already straining against the zipper of my jeans, gave a hard twitch.

Holding it felt like a crime. A thrill.

The scanner’s voice echoed in my head: Lace undergarments.

I set the thong on the bed like it was a holy relic and opened another drawer. Bras. Dozens of them. These weren’t the simple cotton things I’d seen on clotheslines. These were architectural marvels of seduction, padded and wired to thrust a pair of tits up and out, creating the kind of deep, shadowed cleavage that made men stupid. The kind of cleavage I’d only ever stared at in magazines and online.

Properly fitted bra.

The dresses hung in neat rows, organized by length. I found the short ones—barely-there scraps of fabric that would show every inch of leg.

Skirt or dress, above knee.

And at the bottom of the closet, shoe racks that stretched up to the ceiling. Heels in every height and style, from modest two-inch pumps to towering platforms that looked impossible to walk in.

I found the six-inch section.

Pink patent leather stilettos stared back at me, their heels like gleaming daggers.

I sat on Sierra’s bed, surrounded by evidence of a life I couldn’t understand and choices I couldn’t make. The letter was still clutched in my hand, Victor Sterling’s words burned into my brain.

Fully compliant bimbo-doll-slut.

That wasn’t me. That could never be me.

But twenty-three million dollars was twenty-three million dollars.

And I was so fucking broke I couldn’t afford to be proud.

I picked up the black lace thong again. The fabric was a whisper against my calloused fingertips, so delicate it was almost transparent in the sunlight. It was designed to frame a pussy, to be peeled off by a lover, to promise a world of pleasure I’d only ever been on the outside of.

My reflection stared back at me from Sierra’s vanity mirror. Skinny shoulders, pale skin, ash-brown hair that needed a cut. A boy. A broke, desperate boy.

But if I put on these clothes… if I let this place, this machine, turn me into what it wanted…

Twenty-three million dollars.

The number was an electric shock to my system, overriding the shame. It was a get-out-of-jail-free card for my entire life.

I thought about the scanner’s voice, the sweet purple mist that still seemed to linger in my head, making my thoughts fuzzy and my body warm. The vault was waiting. The money was waiting.

All I had to do was stop being Nate Carter.

I closed my eyes, the lace thong still in my hand. I imagined it stretched across my hips. I imagined the silk of a bra against my chest. The impossible pinch and power of six-inch heels.

A hot, wet sensation bloomed at the tip of my dick. A single drop of precum, clear and sticky, soaked into the fabric of my jeans. My body had made its choice before my brain could catch up.

My eyes snapped open.

Lace undergarments.

My phone buzzed. Another overdue notice.

I opened my eyes and looked at myself in the mirror one more time.

Then I started getting undressed.


Chapter 2: Panties, Cosmo & Closet Raid

The next morning, I was vacuuming the living room for the third time that week—mostly as a way to distract myself from the vault and its impossible demands—when I found it.

Wedged deep between the cushions of Sierra’s white leather sectional was a small ball of black fabric. I almost sucked it up into the vacuum before realizing what it was.

A thong. Black lace, so fine it was almost transparent.

I turned off the vacuum and picked it up, my fingers trembling slightly. It wasn’t one I’d seen in her lingerie drawer—this was something that had been forgotten, lost in the depths of expensive furniture and forgotten moments.

On raw, degenerate impulse, I lifted it to my nose and inhaled deeply.

The fabric exploded in my senses. First, the expensive jasmine-cashmere perfume. But underneath, much stronger, was the musky, intoxicating scent of her. The undeniable, intimate scent of a woman’s pussy. It was the smell of her arousal, her sweat, her essence, baked into the delicate lace.

My cock, which had been stubbornly flaccid all day, snapped to attention. It went from soft to painfully hard in a single, throbbing heartbeat. This was beyond insane. I was a pervert, standing in a stranger’s living room, getting a raging erection from sniffing her dirty underwear. The shame was a tidal wave, but the arousal was stronger.

I shoved the thong in my pocket and finished vacuuming, my mind racing. The scanner wanted lace undergarments. This was lace. And it was… authentic. Used. Real.

That night, after a long shower where I tried to wash away the shame and excitement that were warring inside me, I pulled on the thong.

The sensation was immediate and electric. The fine lace against my skin, the way it cupped my genitals, the knowledge that this piece of fabric had been worn by the woman I’d been fantasizing about for weeks. The delicate material stretched around my cock and balls, confining them in a way that was both restrictive and arousing.

My erection was instant and painful, straining against the delicate lace.

The scanner was waiting.

I made my way back through the library, through the secret passage, into that purple-lit chamber that had become the center of my universe. The vault door loomed behind the biometric scanner, matte black metal inscribed with that single letter: B.

Twenty-three million dollars. Just sitting there.

I pressed my palm against the scanner.

“SCAN INITIATED. SUBJECT ANALYSIS IN PROGRESS.”

The familiar bars of light swept over me—up and down, side to side. I held my breath, hoping that somehow my brief experiment with femininity had changed something fundamental, some invisible marker the machine could detect.

“SCAN COMPLETE. MALE PRESENTATION DETECTED.”

A pause. Then:

“CLOTHING INSUFFICIENT.”

“What do you need?” I asked the empty air. “Tell me what you need.”

The scanner flickered, as if considering my request.

“MINIMUM REQUIREMENTS FOR VERIFICATION: LACE PANTIES, SKIRT OR DRESS ABOVE KNEE LENGTH, PROPERLY FITTED BRA, SIX-INCH HEELS. FEMININE HAIRSTYLE AND BASIC COSMETICS APPLICATIONS REQUIRED.”

Another pause.

“ADDITIONAL BEHAVIORAL MODIFICATIONS MAY BE NECESSARY PENDING INITIAL COMPLIANCE REVIEW.”

I stared at the machine, my mouth dry. It wasn’t enough to just throw on some clothes. It wanted a complete transformation. Hair, makeup, the works.

It wanted me to become someone else entirely.

The purple mist seemed thicker today, sweet and cloying in my lungs. Each breath made my head feel lighter, more disconnected from the reality of what I was contemplating.

“And if I do all that?” I asked. “If I give you what you want?”

“BIOMETRIC VERIFICATION WILL PROCEED TO PHASE TWO.”

Phase two. There were phases to this madness.

I backed away from the scanner, nearly tripping over my own feet. The vault door remained sealed, taunting me with its promise of financial freedom. All that money, just waiting behind a few inches of black metal and one impossible demand.

Stop being Nate Carter.

Become someone called Jessa.

Or maybe someone else entirely.

I stumbled back through the tunnel, through the library, up to Sierra’s bedroom. Her walk-in closet gaped open like a mouth full of silk and lace, every piece of clothing a dare I wasn’t sure I could accept.

But the requirements were clear. Specific.

Lace panties.

I opened the lingerie drawer with trembling hands. The scent of jasmine and cashmere hit me like a drug, and my cock responded immediately, straining against the zipper of my cargo shorts.

Skirt or dress above knee length.

The shortest dresses hung in their own section—scraps of fabric that would barely cover my ass, designed to show off legs I didn’t have.

Properly fitted bra.

Rows of architectural marvels, engineered to create curves from nothing, to transform a flat chest into something worth staring at.

Six-inch heels.

Pink patent leather stilettos glared at me from their shelf, sharp as knives, impossible as flight.

Feminine hairstyle and basic cosmetics applications.

Sierra’s vanity table sat like an altar to femininity, covered in more bottles and brushes and mysterious tools than I could identify. And above it, wig heads displaying perfect blonde waves that would transform my face into something unrecognizable.

I sat on the bed, surrounded by everything the scanner demanded, and tried to imagine myself wearing it all. The image wouldn’t form. My brain rejected it like a virus, throwing up walls of shame and confusion and desperate arousal.

This wasn’t me. This couldn’t be me.

But twenty-three million dollars was twenty-three million dollars.

I spent the rest of the day wandering the mansion, trying to distract myself with anything that didn’t involve silk and lace and the sweet purple mist that seemed to cling to my clothes even here. I cleaned the pool. I reorganized the wine cellar. I did laundry that didn’t need doing.

Nothing worked. The scanner’s demands echoed in my head like a song I couldn’t forget.

Lace panties. Skirt. Bra. Heels. Makeup. Hair.

Twenty-three million dollars.

That night, I sat in Sierra’s media room with my laptop, scrolling through my usual websites. Gaming forums, tech news, anything to avoid thinking about what waited downstairs.

But somehow, my browsing took a different turn.

First it was just curiosity. An article about cryptocurrency that mentioned adult entertainment platforms. Then a sidebar ad that caught my eye—a woman in lingerie, but something about her face looked… different. Softer. More vulnerable.

I clicked.

I pulled out my phone and searched for the kind of videos that had become my new obsession. “Forced feminization.” “Boy turned to doll.” “Sissy transformation.” Each title was a click into a world that was becoming increasingly familiar, increasingly necessary.

The video I chose opened with a faceless dominatrix in latex, her voice a throaty purr: “You’re just a good girl underneath, aren’t you? All that masculine posturing is just an act. Deep down, you know what you really are.”

I masturbated with desperate urgency, the thong stretched tight around my cock, the lace rough against my sensitive skin. My orgasm hit fast and hard, spurting into the delicate fabric with an intensity that left me gasping.

But even after I’d cleaned myself up, I couldn’t bring myself to take off the thong. It felt… right. Like a secret I was keeping from the world, a promise of what I was becoming.

I washed it carefully in the sink, blushing at my reflection in the bathroom mirror. The face looking back at me seemed different somehow—softer around the edges, more uncertain. More vulnerable.

That night, I dreamed.

I was walking through neon-lit streets, my heels clicking against wet pavement. The sound echoed off glass buildings that stretched impossibly high, reflecting my image in endless repetition. But the reflection wasn’t quite right—in the glass, I looked different. Prettier. More feminine.

“Nikki,” a voice called from somewhere in the purple-tinted darkness. “Nikki, come here.”

I turned toward the voice, feeling the swish of a short skirt around my thighs, the bounce of breasts against my chest. When had I gotten breasts? When had I put on this outfit?

“That’s right, Nikki,” another voice whispered, this one closer. “You know who you really are.”

I looked down at myself and saw smooth, tan legs in sheer stockings, a micro-mini that barely covered my ass, a crop top that revealed the curves I somehow possessed. My reflection in a shop window showed platinum blonde hair cascading over my shoulders, glossy lips, eyes rimmed in dark makeup.

“Nikki,” the voices chanted in harmony. “Beautiful Nikki. Perfect little doll.”

Faceless men in expensive suits walked past, each one turning to look at me with obvious hunger. Their attention felt like a drug, intoxicating and necessary. I posed for them without thinking, arching my back, pursing my lips, running my hands through my long hair.

“Good girl, Nikki,” the voices purred. “Such a good little slut.”

The words should have been insulting, degrading. Instead, they filled me with warmth, with purpose. This was who I was meant to be. This was what I was becoming.

The neon lights pulsed brighter, matching the rhythm of my heartbeat. Purple mist swirled around my ankles, climbing higher with each step I took. The scent was intoxicating—sweet and chemical and somehow alive.

“Twenty million, Nikki,” a new voice whispered in my ear. “All yours. All you have to do is be yourself.”

I turned to see the source of the voice, but there was only purple mist and the sound of money counting, digital numbers climbing toward impossible heights.

“Be Nikki,” the voices chorused. “Be the doll you were meant to be.”

I woke with a gasp, my cock hard and aching inside the black lace thong I’d fallen asleep wearing. The dream felt more real than the mansion around me—more true than any life I’d ever lived.

Outside Sierra’s bedroom window, dawn was breaking over the estate grounds. Another day of failed scans, another day of being trapped between who I was and who I needed to become.

The day after the Nikki dream, I couldn’t focus on anything. Every mundane task felt like I was going through the motions of someone else’s life. Washing dishes in Sierra’s pristine kitchen, I kept catching myself staring at my reflection in the chrome surfaces, trying to see traces of the woman from my dream.

I needed a distraction. Something to occupy my mind while I figured out my next move.

I was cleaning Sierra’s guest bathroom when I found it—a stack of magazines tucked behind the toilet, probably forgotten by a previous houseguest. Vogue, Elle, and buried underneath them, a well-worn copy of Cosmopolitan from two years ago.

I’d never paid attention to women’s magazines before. They seemed like artifacts from another world, full of advice and concerns that had nothing to do with my life. But now, sitting on the bathroom floor with the magazine in my hands, every page felt like a roadmap.

“Ten Tips for Sexy Legs” “How to Rock a Bimbo Look” “Confidence Secrets Every Woman Should Know”

The bimbo article caught my attention immediately. It was written in that breathless, encouraging tone that women’s magazines perfected—simultaneously empowering and superficial. Pictures of platinum blonde models in pink dresses, their lips glossy and their eyes wide with practiced innocence.

“The bimbo aesthetic isn’t about being dumb,” the article explained. “It’s about embracing hyperfemininity as a form of power. Think Marilyn Monroe, not caricature. The key elements are:

- Platinum or honey blonde hair (wigs count!) - Enhanced lips and eyes with bold makeup - Form-fitting clothes in feminine colors - Confidence in your sexuality - An air of approachable sweetness“

I studied the accompanying photos with the intensity of someone cramming for an exam. The models’ poses, the way they held their hands, the tilt of their heads—everything seemed calculated to project a specific kind of femininity. Soft but confident. Sexy but innocent.

The kind of femininity that might fool a biometric scanner.

There were more articles. “Mastering the Perfect Pout.” “Dressing to Emphasize Your Best Assets.” “The Psychology of Pink—Why This Color Makes You Irresistible.”

I absorbed it all, taking mental notes. This wasn’t just about putting on women’s clothes anymore. It was about understanding the language of femininity, the subtle codes and signals that distinguished a convincing performance from an obvious fake.

By the time I finished reading, the afternoon sun was slanting through the bathroom window. I felt like I’d completed a crash course in being a woman—or at least, in looking like one.

But reading about it was one thing. Actually putting it into practice was another.

I made my way to Sierra’s bedroom, where her walk-in closet waited like a treasure chest of possibilities. I’d raided it before, but always hastily, grabbing pieces without much thought. Now I approached it with purpose.

The lingerie section first. I selected a matching set—lacy pink panties and a push-up bra that would create the illusion of curves I didn’t possess. The panties were a thong, similar to the black one I’d found but in a soft rose color that photographed as sweet and innocent.

Next, a dress. Not the short tennis skirts I’d been wearing, but something that would fit the Cosmopolitan definition of bimbo chic. I found a pink bandage dress that hugged every curve—or in my case, would create the suggestion of curves where none existed. It was tight, short, and made of a stretchy material that clung to the body like a second skin.

Shoes were next. Sierra had an impressive collection of heels, ranging from conservative pumps to fuck-me stilettos. I selected a pair of pink patent leather platforms—six inches, as specified by the scanner. They matched the dress perfectly and added the kind of height that would transform my entire silhouette.

For the first time, I was putting together a complete look rather than just grabbing random feminine items. The Cosmopolitan article had taught me that femininity was about coordination, about creating a cohesive image that telegraphed specific messages.

I laid everything out on Sierra’s bed and stepped back to survey my choices. Pink on pink on pink—it should have looked ridiculous, but somehow it didn’t. It looked intentional. Thought-out. Like the kind of outfit someone might wear if they wanted to embody the hyperfeminine bimbo aesthetic.

The transformation ritual was becoming familiar, but tonight felt different. More deliberate. I wasn’t just putting on women’s clothes; I was constructing an identity.

The thong went on first, stretching around my cock and balls in a way that was both restrictive and arousing. The push-up bra came next, padded with the silicone inserts I’d found in Sierra’s drawer. They created the illusion of B-cup breasts, complete with convincing cleavage.

The dress was a struggle to get into—the tight material resisted my attempts to pull it down over my hips. But once it was on, the effect was dramatic. My waist looked smaller, my hips fuller. The short hem barely covered my ass, and the low neckline showed off the artificial cleavage created by the padded bra.

Makeup came next. I’d been practicing, watching YouTube tutorials and experimenting with Sierra’s extensive cosmetics collection. Tonight’s look was more dramatic than my previous attempts—heavier foundation to create flawless skin, bold pink eyeshadow that matched the dress, thick black mascara to make my eyes look bigger and more feminine.

The lipstick was key. Cosmopolitan had emphasized the importance of “bee-stung lips” in achieving the bimbo look. I chose a glossy pink shade that made my mouth look pouty and inviting, then added a layer of clear gloss on top for extra shine.

I still didn’t have a wig—that would have to wait for my trip to Seraphine’s store—but I did my best with my own hair, using Sierra’s styling products to create volume and sweep it across my forehead in a way that softened my masculine features.

The final touch was the pink platforms. Stepping into them transformed my entire posture, forcing my back to arch and my hips to thrust forward. The extreme height made my legs look impossibly long and lean.

I turned to face Sierra’s full-length mirror and barely recognized the person looking back at me.

The magazines had been right—the bimbo aesthetic wasn’t about looking stupid. It was about projecting a specific kind of sexual confidence, a hyperfemininity that was impossible to ignore. The pink dress clung to my body like it had been designed for me, creating curves where none existed. The push-up bra made it look like I had real breasts, complete with a valley of cleavage that caught the light. The makeup softened my masculine features, making my eyes look bigger, my lips fuller and more inviting.

My cock stirred against the tight confines of the pink thong.

I ran my hands down my sides, feeling the tight bandage dress squeeze my waist and flare out over the padded hips. The silicone inserts in the bra were warm against my skin, soft and heavy. I cupped them through the dress, my thumbs brushing over the fake nipples. A jolt of pure electricity shot through me.

What would it be like to actually have tits? To feel them jiggle with every step, to have them ache for a man’s touch? The thought made my cock strain so painfully against the thong that I let out a small whimper.

This was just for the money. It had to be.

But as I stared at my reflection, I couldn’t stop the thoughts. I imagined what it would be like to be a girl. To not have this useless, throbbing dick between my legs. My hand drifted lower, pressing against the smooth front of the dress. I imagined my fingers slipping between my legs and finding a wet, slick pussy instead of this hard cock. I imagined spreading my own lips, finding my own clit, rubbing myself to a screaming, leg-shaking orgasm.

The fantasy was so vivid, so powerful, that my knees buckled. I gasped, a hot flush spreading across my chest. My own cock pulsed, leaking precum into the pink lace, a pathetic response to a fantasy that should have repulsed me.

“Fuck,” I whispered, jerking my hand away as if burned. What the fuck was wrong with me?

This was just a job. A means to an end. I wasn’t supposed to be fantasizing about having a woman’s body, about what it would feel like to touch myself the way Sierra might.

But my cock was rock hard now, straining against the thong in a way that was becoming painful. The lace bit into my skin, a constant reminder of how confined I was, how different this felt from my normal underwear.

I took a few experimental steps, practicing the hip-swaying walk I’d seen in the magazine photos. The heels made it almost automatic—the precarious balance forced a certain rhythm, a certain sway that was undeniably feminine. Each step made my ass move in ways that felt foreign but somehow right.

In the mirror, I looked like a woman. A sexy, confident woman who knew exactly how to use her body to get what she wanted.

The realization hit me like a physical blow. This wasn’t just about fooling a scanner anymore. Something about wearing Sierra’s clothes, about seeing myself transformed like this, was awakening feelings I didn’t know I had.

I forced myself to focus on the practical aspects. This was the look that would get me past the scanner. The money was what mattered. Twenty million dollars would solve all my problems.

But as I stood there in Sierra’s bedroom, wearing her most intimate clothing, I couldn’t shake the image of what it would be like to actually be her. To belong in this room, in these clothes, in this body.

The shame came in waves, hot and nauseating. What kind of person fantasized about having a woman’s body? About touching themselves the way a woman would?

I was losing my mind. The stress of the situation, the constant arousal and frustration—it was making me think things that weren’t normal. Weren’t me.

But my reflection in the mirror told a different story. The person looking back at me wasn’t Nate Carter, broke college student. It was someone softer, more sensual. Someone who belonged in pink silk and six-inch heels.

Someone who might actually enjoy being looked at, desired, used.

The walk to the library felt different this time. More confident, despite the difficulty of navigating stairs in six-inch heels. Each step reminded me of how the outfit changed everything about my posture, my movement. I tried to focus on the practical aspects—this was just another step toward twenty million dollars.

The purple mist in the tunnel seemed thicker tonight, more welcoming. It curled around my legs like silk, and by the time I reached the scanner chamber, my head was swimming with sweet anticipation.

“Let’s see what you think now,” I whispered to myself.

My palm pressed against the scanner’s surface.

“SCAN INITIATED. SUBJECT ANALYSIS IN PROGRESS.”

The lights swept over me, more thorough than before. I held my breath, waiting for judgment.

“SCAN PROGRESS: 70% COMPLIANCE ACHIEVED.”

Seventy percent. Better than before, but still not enough.

“CLOTHING COMPLIANT. COSMETIC APPLICATION ADEQUATE. OVERALL PRESENTATION IMPROVED.”

So far, so good.

“HAIR INSUFFICIENT FOR CURRENT COMPLIANCE LEVEL. NATURAL HAIR DETECTED. REQUIREMENT: SYNTHETIC OR ENHANCED FEMININE STYLING.”

The scanner paused, its lights dimming.

“ADDITIONAL SPECIFICATIONS: MINIMUM HAIR LENGTH 12 INCHES. BLONDE COLORATION PREFERRED. PROFESSIONAL STYLING RECOMMENDED.”

Hair. Of course. My own hair, even styled with Sierra’s products, was clearly inadequate. The scanner wanted the full bimbo package—platinum blonde locks that screamed artificial femininity.

I needed a wig. A good one, professionally fitted.

The kind of thing that would cost money I didn’t have.

I pressed my hand against the scanner again, hoping for a different result.

“SCAN RESULT UNCHANGED. HAIR MODIFICATIONS REQUIRED FOR PROGRESSION.”

Frustration bubbled up, but it was mixed with something else—excitement. Seventy percent was a significant improvement. The dress, the makeup, the whole coordinated look was working. I just needed that final piece.

I pulled out my phone and searched for wig shops in the city. Most of the results were either medical supply stores catering to cancer patients or theatrical costume shops with limited hours. But one result caught my attention: Velvet Vice - Premium Adult Boutique.

The website was elegant but clearly catered to a specific clientele. “Discretion guaranteed,” it promised. “Professional consultation available.” The gallery showed high-quality wigs in every color imaginable, styled to perfection.

It was also downtown, in the kind of neighborhood where nobody would ask questions about a nervous young man shopping for feminine accessories.

Tomorrow, I would go to Velvet Vice.

Tonight, I would practice walking in these heels until it felt natural.

The scanner had given me a roadmap—70% compliance with clear instructions for improvement. I was making progress, getting closer with each attempt.

The name from my dream lingered in the back of my mind, but I pushed it away. This was about money. About survival. About getting out of debt and finally having a future.

I made my way back through the tunnel, the pink heels clicking against the stone floor with increasing confidence. In the library, I caught my reflection in the dark windows and paused.

The person looking back at me was still recognizably male, but barely. The pink dress, the makeup, the platforms—they created an impression of femininity that was both disturbing and oddly compelling.

I looked like someone who was playing a dangerous game.

Someone who might get exactly what they were asking for.

The thought sent a shiver through me that had nothing to do with the cool air in the mansion. I climbed the stairs to Sierra’s bedroom, my cock still half-hard from the earlier fantasy, my mind spinning with images I didn’t want to examine too closely.

I carefully removed each piece of the outfit and hung everything back where I’d found it. But even after washing off the makeup and changing back into my regular clothes, I could still feel the ghost of that transformation.

Still taste the purple mist’s promise on my tongue.

Seventy percent.

Tomorrow, I would find the wig that would get me to eighty, then ninety, then finally to the vault itself.

Tomorrow, I would take another step toward twenty million dollars.

And try not to think about how much I’d enjoyed looking at myself in that pink dress.


Chapter 3: The Wig Hunt

The address led me downtown on three different buses, my phone’s GPS guiding me through neighborhoods I’d never seen before. The kind of streets where neon signs advertised things in half-languages, where normal people didn’t venture unless they had specific needs.

Velvet Vice sat between a massage parlor and a shop selling leather goods I couldn’t identify. The storefront was all black glass and gold lettering—elegant in the way expensive sins always were.

I stood on the sidewalk for ten minutes, watching people walk past without a second glance at the boutique. My palms were sweating, my heart hammering. This was insane. Normal college guys didn’t shop at places like this.

But normal college guys weren’t trying to fool biometric scanners for twenty million dollars.

The bell chimed as I pushed through the door. The interior was all black velvet and crystal chandeliers, expensive and intimidating. Mannequins displayed lingerie and costumes that belonged in movies, not real life.

I tried to look casual, browsing the aisles like I knew what I was doing. But every item I passed—latex corsets, leather cuffs, things I couldn’t even identify—made my face burn hotter.

“Can I help you find something specific, darling?”

The voice was silk and bourbon, with an accent that suggested finishing schools and old money. I turned to see the most intimidating woman I’d ever encountered.

She had to be six feet tall before the blood-red heels that added another four inches. Obsidian hair cascaded over shoulders that belonged in Renaissance paintings, and her figure was mathematical perfection—curves that seemed engineered rather than natural.

But it was her eyes that stopped my breath. Cat-green and knowing, they looked at me like they could see straight through whatever facade I was trying to maintain.

“I… um…” My voice cracked like a teenager’s. “I was just looking around.”

“Were you?” She moved closer, each step of her heels clicking against hardwood in a rhythm that matched my thundering pulse. “First time shopping for feminine accessories?”

How did she know? How could she possibly—

“It’s okay, sweetie.” Her smile was predatory but somehow reassuring. “I’m Seraphine. And you look like someone who needs very specific help.”

I fumbled for an explanation, anything that sounded reasonable. “I… there’s this party. Costume thing. My friends dared me to…”

“Mm-hmm.” She circulated around me slowly, appraising. “And what exactly did these friends dare you to do?”

The lie felt clumsy on my tongue. “Dress up. Like a girl. Just for laughs, you know?”

“Just for laughs.” Her tone suggested she didn’t believe a word. “How delightfully kinky of you.”

Kinky. The word hit me like a slap. Is that what this was? Some kind of sexual kink I didn’t understand?

“I need a wig,” I blurted out. “Blonde. Good quality.”

“Of course you do.” She glided toward the back of the store, her hips swaying with each step. “Follow me, pet.”

The back room was lined with wigs on mannequin heads—every color and style imaginable. In the center sat a salon chair that looked more like a throne.

“Sit.” It wasn’t a request.

I lowered myself into the chair, feeling suddenly small. Seraphine positioned herself behind me, her hands coming to rest on my shoulders. In the mirror, we looked like contrasts—her statuesque perfection towering over my nervous boyishness.

“What’s your name?” she asked, fingers beginning to play with my hair.

“Nate.”

“Well, Nate, you have lovely bone structure for this sort of thing.” Her touch was clinical but somehow intimate. “Tell me about this party of yours.”

I tried to maintain the lie. “It’s just… they bet I couldn’t pull it off. Dress convincingly, you know?”

“And you’re determined to win this bet?”

“Yeah.” That much was true, at least.

She moved to the wall of wigs, examining them like a artist selecting brushes. “For someone with your delicate features, I think we want something that enhances rather than overwhelms.”

The wig she selected made my breath catch. Platinum blonde waves that cascaded past the shoulders, styled in loose curls that looked effortlessly perfect. It was the kind of hair that screamed femininity.

“This is a custom piece,” she said, holding it up to the light. “Human hair, European blonde, hand-tied cap. Three thousand dollars.”

The number hit me like a physical blow. Three thousand dollars I absolutely didn’t have.

“I… I can’t afford that.”

“Can’t you?” She set the wig on a stand and leaned against the counter, the position thrusting her chest forward. “Well, then. We’ll have to discuss alternative arrangements.”

“What kind of arrangements?”

“I offer a special service to clients like you. Think of it as… an investment.” Her smile was sharp. “You take what you need now, pay it back later. With reasonable interest, of course.”

“How much interest?”

“Fifteen percent. Daily.”

Daily. The mathematics were brutal, but I was desperate.

“What else do I need?” I asked.

She moved to a display case filled with cosmetics. “A wig alone won’t fool anyone. You’ll need foundation, mascara, lip gloss.” She selected items with practiced efficiency. “Another five hundred for the cosmetics package.”

Three thousand five hundred dollars. At fifteen percent daily interest.

“And I’ll throw in a consultation,” she continued. “Help you with basic application, a few tips on feminine presentation.” She pulled out a contract, setting it on the counter. “Just sign here, darling.”

I stared at the document. It looked official, binding. The kind of thing that could change everything.

But I needed that wig. Needed those cosmetics. The scanner had been clear about its requirements.

I signed.

Seraphine’s smile was radiant as she witnessed my signature. “Excellent. Welcome to your new adventure, Nate.”

She fitted the wig to my head with practiced efficiency, adjusting the placement, smoothing the waves into place. Her touch was impersonal but somehow electric.

“Close your eyes,” she murmured.

I obeyed, sitting in darkness while she worked. The scent of her perfume was intoxicating, making my head swim.

“Now look.”

I opened my eyes and gasped.

The person in the mirror wasn’t me. The platinum blonde waves framed a face that looked softer, more delicate. My masculine features appeared almost feminine under the cascade of golden hair.

“Beautiful,” Seraphine whispered. “Your friends are going to be very surprised.”

She was right. The transformation was startling. The wig didn’t just change how I looked—it changed how I felt. More vulnerable. More… something I couldn’t name.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

“Good. Because this is just the beginning.” She applied a small amount of foundation to my face, smoothing it with expert strokes. Then came mascara, making my eyes look bigger. Finally, a slick of glossy lip balm that made my mouth appear fuller.

With the basic makeup and the wig, I looked… different. Not quite female, but not quite male either.

“There,” she said, adding a delicate lacy headband that kept the blonde waves from my face. “Much better.”

She packed everything into an elegant box—the wig, the cosmetics, instructions for application. “Twenty-four hours,” she said as I prepared to leave. “That’s when your interest begins accruing.”

The bus ride home felt surreal. The box sat on my lap like a bomb, its contents promising either salvation or disaster.

Back at Sierra’s estate, I spread everything on her bed like treasure from another world. The wig, gleaming under the bedroom lights. The foundation and mascara. The glossy lip product in a shade that promised transformation.

I started with the wig.

The change was just as dramatic the second time. The moment those blonde waves settled around my face, Nate Carter began to fade away. Someone softer took his place.

I added Sierra’s pink dress—the tight bandage style that clung to every curve. The push-up bra with its silicone inserts. The matching pink thong that made my cock strain against the delicate lace.

The foundation smoothed my skin. The mascara made my eyes look bigger, more feminine. The lip gloss created a pouty mouth that begged to be kissed.

I stepped back from the mirror and stared.

For the first time, I almost saw her. Almost saw “Nikki”—the woman from my dreams, the fantasy creature who belonged in this body, these clothes. She was there in the mirror, just beneath the surface, waiting to emerge fully.

My cock throbbed in the pink thong, responding to the image in ways that made my face burn with shame. But I couldn’t stop staring. Couldn’t stop imagining what it would be like to actually be her.

The walk to the library felt different. More confident, despite the tremor of anticipation in my chest. Each click of the pink platforms against marble sounded like a countdown.

The purple mist in the tunnel seemed welcoming tonight, curling around my legs like silk. By the time I reached the scanner chamber, my head was swimming with sweet expectation.

I pressed my palm to the scanner’s surface.

“SCAN INITIATED. SUBJECT ANALYSIS IN PROGRESS.”

The lights swept over me more thoroughly than ever before. I held my breath, every muscle tense with hope.

“SCAN PROGRESS: 85% COMPLIANCE ACHIEVED.”

Eighty-five percent. Better than ever.

“HAIR COMPLIANT. LENGTH AND COLORATION WITHIN PARAMETERS.”

Yes. Seraphine’s wig was working.

“COSMETIC APPLICATION ADEQUATE. FACIAL FEMINIZATION ACHIEVED.”

The makeup too.

“CLOTHING ADEQUATE. OVERALL PRESENTATION APPROACHING TARGET SPECIFICATIONS.”

Almost there. So close I could taste it.

“FOOTWEAR NON-COMPLIANT.”

My heart sank.

“CURRENT FOOTWEAR: PLATFORM HEELS, SIX-INCH HEIGHT, ADEQUATE ELEVATION.”

Then what was wrong?

“FOOTWEAR CLASSIFICATION: AMATEUR. REQUIREMENT: PROFESSIONAL EXOTIC DANCER SPECIFICATION.”

Professional exotic dancer specification. Stripper heels.

“SCAN TERMINATED. FOOTWEAR UPGRADE REQUIRED FOR PROGRESSION.”

The lights died. The scanner went dark.

I stood there in the purple-lit chamber, so close to success, and felt another obstacle settling on my shoulders like a weight.

Stripper heels. Not just any six-inch platforms, but specifically the kind that professional dancers wore. The kind that probably cost more money I didn’t have.

But eighty-five percent compliance. The highest I’d ever achieved.

I was getting closer. Each attempt taught me something new, brought me one step nearer to that vault and its impossible prize.

I made my way back through the tunnel, the click of my inadequate heels echoing off stone. In the library, I caught my reflection in the dark windows.

The woman looking back was almost perfect. Beautiful, feminine, exactly what the scanner wanted. Only her shoes marked her as an amateur.

Tomorrow, I would find the right shoes. However much they cost, wherever I had to go.

The vault would open. I would make sure of it.

Back in Sierra’s bedroom, I carefully removed the wig and stored it in its box. The makeup came off with Sierra’s expensive remover, revealing my plain male face underneath.

But even without the feminine accessories, something had changed. In my reflection, I could still see traces of her. Still see the ghost of the woman I was becoming.

For the first time tonight, I had almost seen “Nikki” in the mirror. She was there, just waiting to emerge completely.

And the thought of that—of finally becoming her—sent a hot pulse of need straight to my cock, still confined in the pink lace that was becoming more familiar than my own boxers.

I was so close. So fucking close.

Just a pair of stripper heels away from twenty million dollars.

From freedom.# Chapter 4: The Heels Ordeal

I woke up with Seraphine’s interest clock already ticking in my head. Twenty-four hours, fifteen percent daily, compounding. Three thousand five hundred dollars becoming four thousand twenty-five by tomorrow night.

The scanner wanted professional exotic dancer specification heels. Stripper shoes.

I had two hundred and thirty-seven dollars left in my checking account—my absolute last savings. It would have to be enough.

The first shoe store I tried was a disaster. Nordstrom’s sales associate, a middle-aged woman with judgment radiating from her pores, looked at me like I’d asked for a bomb when I requested six-inch heels in my size.

“We don’t carry anything that… extreme,” she said, the word dripping with distaste. “You might try a costume shop.”

The costume shop didn’t have my size. Neither did Payless, DSW, or the discount outlet mall. By afternoon, I’d hit eight different stores and gotten the same reaction every time—either they didn’t carry six-inch heels at all, or they took one look at me and decided I wasn’t their target customer.

My phone showed forty-three dollars left after bus fare and a desperate lunch of convenience store ramen. The interest on my debt was growing by the hour, and I was no closer to finding the right shoes.

I sat on a bench outside the last failed shoe store, scrolling through Google results for “six inch heels” and “stripper shoes,” feeling the walls closing in. Most of the results were either porn sites or online retailers that would take days to ship.

That’s when I found it. A forum thread buried deep in a subreddit about exotic dancing, with a post titled “Best Places to Buy Professional Heels - City Guide.”

The top recommendation for my city was a place called Dollhouse. A gentleman’s club downtown that apparently had “the best shoe selection for working girls.” The post included an address and a note: “Ask for Roxy. She’ll hook you up.”

A strip club. Of course. Where else would you find professional exotic dancer specification heels?

The bus ride downtown felt like a descent into hell. I’d never been to a strip club before—never had the money or the confidence. The idea of walking into one asking for shoes made my palms sweat and my stomach churn.

But twenty million dollars. Twenty million fucking dollars.

Dollhouse occupied a converted warehouse in the club district, its exterior all black brick and neon. A bouncer the size of a small building stood by the door, arms crossed, looking like he could snap me in half without breaking a sweat.

“Cover’s twenty,” he grunted as I approached.

Twenty dollars. Half my remaining money. But what choice did I have?

Inside was exactly what I’d expected and somehow worse. The air was thick with smoke and perfume and the kind of desperation that clung to men who paid to look at naked women. A blonde in a bikini that barely qualified as clothing writhed around a pole on the main stage, her movements mechanical and practiced.

I tried to look casual, like I belonged here, but every step screamed that I was a fraud. A few patrons glanced my way—most dismissed me immediately as too broke to be worth their time.

“First time, sweetie?”

The voice came from beside me, warm and amused with a slight rasp that suggested cigarettes and late nights. I turned to see a woman who looked like she’d stepped out of a punk rock fever dream.

She was maybe five-six, with curves that belonged on a Renaissance statue and tattoos that turned her right arm into a masterpiece. A full-color koi fish swam up from her wrist to her shoulder, its scales shimmering under the club’s colored lights. Her hair was a shock of neon red cut in a bob, with one side shaved to reveal a lightning bolt pattern.

But it was her eyes that caught me—bright green and full of mischief, like she was perpetually on the verge of either laughing or starting trouble.

“I…” My voice came out as a croak. “I’m looking for someone named Roxy.”

Her grin was pure predator. “Babe, you just found her.” She popped a piece of pink bubble gum and looked me up and down. “And you look like you need some serious help.”

There was something about her that put me at ease despite the setting. Maybe it was the way she talked—like we were old friends sharing a joke instead of strangers in a strip club. Or maybe it was the scent of citrus lip gloss that seemed to follow her, cutting through the club’s heavy atmosphere.

“I need shoes,” I said, the words tumbling out. “Six-inch heels. I heard you might know where to get them.”

“Shoes.” She tilted her head, studying me with new interest. “What kind of shoes, exactly?”

“Professional… um… dancer heels.”

Her laugh was pure delight. “Oh, honey. You’re not talking about dance class, are you?” She grabbed my hand, her grip warm and surprisingly strong. “Come on. Let’s talk somewhere private.”

She led me through the club to a back hallway lined with doors. Her walk was pure sex—hips swaying in a rhythm that was probably illegal in several states. I tried not to stare at the way her micro-mini rode up with each step, revealing more of a thigh garter tattoo that disappeared beneath the fabric.

Her dressing room was small but organized, racks of costumes and shoes covering every available surface. She gestured for me to sit on a small chair while she perched on the edge of her vanity.

“So,” she said, crossing her legs in a way that made my brain stutter. “What’s the real story, babe? You don’t look like someone who’s shopping for his girlfriend.”

I fumbled for an explanation. “It’s… complicated.”

“It always is.” She blew another bubble, the pink catching the light. “But I’m guessing this isn’t about crossdressing for fun, right? You’ve got that desperate look. Like your life depends on getting the right shoes.”

She was right. Too right. Something about her made it impossible to lie.

“There’s this… situation,” I said carefully. “I need to pass for female. Convincingly. And regular heels aren’t enough.”

“Pass for female.” She leaned forward, her eyes lighting up with interest. “Like, drag queen level passing, or ‘fool a security camera’ passing?”

“More like… fool a very sophisticated computer system.”

“Ooh, kinky.” She clapped her hands together. “I fucking love it. What’s your name, gorgeous?”

“Nate.”

“Nate.” She tried it out, then shook her head. “Nah, that doesn’t work at all. You need something sexier. More feminine.” She tapped her glossy lips. “What about… Nikki?”

The name hit me like a physical blow. Nikki. The woman from my dreams, the fantasy creature I was becoming. How did she know?

“I… how did you…”

“Lucky guess.” Her grin was wicked. “You look like a Nikki. All sweet and innocent on the outside, but with a naughty secret underneath.”

She stood and moved to one of the shoe racks, her hips doing that hypnotic sway again. “Lucky for you, I’ve got the best collection of stripper heels in the city. Occupational hazard.”

The shoes she showed me were weapons disguised as footwear. Six-inch stilettos in every color imaginable, platforms that added enough height to change a person’s entire silhouette, boots that laced up to the thigh.

“What’s your size, babe?”

“Ten.”

“Ten in men’s, so that’s… eleven-and-a-half in women’s.” She pulled out a box from the bottom of the rack. “These are my favorites. Christian Louboutin knockoffs, but good ones. Six-inch stiletto, pink patent leather, perfect for beginners.”

The shoes were exactly what I’d been searching for. Pink patent leather that gleamed like wet candy, with heels like daggers and a height that would transform my entire posture.

“How much?” I asked, dreading the answer.

“For you? Two hundred.”

My heart sank. I had twenty-three dollars left.

“I… I don’t have that much.”

“Broke, huh?” She studied me for a moment, then broke into that predatory grin again. “Tell you what, slut-princess. These shoes are going to waste sitting in my closet. You can have them.”

“What’s the catch?”

“No catch. Call it a gift from one girl to another.” She winked. “Besides, I want to see how this story ends. You’re going to text me updates, right? I want to know if these babies help you fool that computer.”

She handed me her phone to enter my number, then slipped the shoes into a shopping bag. “And Nikki? When you’re strutting around in these, remember who hooked you up. Mama Roxy’s got your back.”

The shoes felt impossibly light in my hands, but their weight was enormous. These weren’t just footwear—they were a transformation. A key to unlocking something I was both desperate for and terrified of.

“Try them on,” Roxy said, settling back on the edge of her vanity. “I want to see how they look.”

My hands were shaking as I slipped off my sneakers. The first shoe slid on like it was made for my foot, the patent leather cool against my skin. The second one followed, and suddenly I was six inches taller and completely off-balance.

I stood carefully, gripping the back of the chair for support. My entire posture had changed—back arched, hips thrust forward, legs forced into a stance that was undeniably feminine.

“Holy shit,” Roxy breathed. “You look…” She whistled low. “You look like you were born to wear those.”

I took a tentative step. My ankle wobbled, my leg shook, and I nearly crashed into the vanity. But something electric shot through me—a mixture of shame and arousal and desperate need that made my cock throb in my jeans.

“Takes practice,” Roxy said, standing up. “But you’ve got good instincts. Look at yourself.”

She spun me toward the mirror, and I gasped. The person looking back was taller, more statuesque. The heels transformed my legs, making them look longer and more feminine. Even in jeans and a t-shirt, I looked different. More graceful. More…

“Sexy,” Roxy finished, reading my thoughts. “You’ve got that natural elegance some girls spend years trying to learn.”

I took another step, this one slightly more confident. The shame was still there, but it was mixed with something else now—pride. I looked good in these shoes. Better than good.

“When you get home,” Roxy said, “practice walking. Start with small steps, weight on the balls of your feet. Let your hips do the work.” She demonstrated, her body moving in that hypnotic rhythm. “Like this. Feel the movement?”

I tried to copy her, wobbling but staying upright. She caught my arm when I stumbled, her touch warm and steadying.

“You’re getting it. Few more practice sessions and you’ll be ready for the main stage.” She grinned. “Speaking of which—what happens after you fool this computer? You going to keep being Nikki?”

The question hung in the air between us. I didn’t have an answer, didn’t want to think about what would happen after the vault opened.

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

“Well, when you figure it out, you know where to find me.” She handed me her business card—black with silver lettering and a small stiletto heel logo. “And remember—strut like you own the place. Confidence is half the battle.”

The bus ride home was an exercise in controlled terror. The shoes were hidden in the shopping bag, but I could feel their presence like a promise and a threat. Every bump in the road reminded me of what I was becoming, what I was willing to do for twenty million dollars.

Back at Sierra’s estate, I spread everything out on her bed like artifacts of transformation. The platinum blonde wig from Seraphine, gleaming under the bedroom lights. The professional cosmetics that would create the perfect feminine face. The pink bandage dress that would hug every curve. The push-up bra and matching thong that would complete the illusion.

And now, the final piece—six-inch pink stilettos that would make me tall enough, graceful enough, feminine enough to fool any scanner.

I started with the lingerie. The pink lace thong that cupped my cock and balls, confining them in delicate fabric. The push-up bra with its silicone inserts, creating the illusion of full breasts.

The dress came next, tight and unforgiving but somehow perfect. It clung to my artificial curves, creating an hourglass silhouette that belonged in magazines.

The wig transformed my face instantly. Platinum blonde waves that framed my features, making them appear softer and more feminine. The foundation smoothed my skin, the mascara made my eyes look bigger, the lip gloss created a pouty mouth that begged to be kissed.

Finally, the shoes.

The moment I slipped them on, everything changed. My posture shifted automatically—back arched, hips forward, every step a deliberate act of seduction. I was taller, more statuesque, undeniably feminine.

I looked in Sierra’s full-length mirror and barely recognized myself. The person staring back was beautiful, confident, everything the scanner had been demanding. Not just female, but hyperfeminine. A bimbo doll brought to life.

The walk to the library felt different this time. Each click of my heels against marble was confident, purposeful. I’d practiced in Roxy’s dressing room, learned to let my hips lead the movement, to trust the shoes to carry me forward.

The purple mist in the tunnel welcomed me like an old friend, curling around my legs and filling my lungs with sweet promise. By the time I reached the scanner chamber, I felt ready for anything.

I pressed my palm to the scanner’s surface.

“SCAN INITIATED. SUBJECT ANALYSIS IN PROGRESS.”

The lights swept over me with familiar thoroughness. But this time felt different—more complete, more confident.

“SCAN PROGRESS: 95% COMPLIANCE ACHIEVED.”

Ninety-five percent. Higher than ever before.

“HAIR COMPLIANT. LENGTH AND COLORATION WITHIN PARAMETERS.”

“COSMETIC APPLICATION ADEQUATE. FACIAL FEMINIZATION ACHIEVED.”

“CLOTHING ADEQUATE. OVERALL PRESENTATION APPROACHING TARGET SPECIFICATIONS.”

“FOOTWEAR COMPLIANT. PROFESSIONAL SPECIFICATION CONFIRMED.”

Yes. Roxy’s shoes were working.

“BIOMETRIC MARKERS ADEQUATE. SUBJECT APPROACHING FULL COMPLIANCE.”

I held my breath, waiting for the inevitable failure, the next impossible requirement.

“SCAN COMPLETE. PRELIMINARY AUTHENTICATION SUCCESSFUL.”

The scanner’s lights flashed green. Green! For the first time since this whole ordeal began, I’d passed the initial scan.

But instead of the vault door opening, a new message appeared on the display:

“PRELIMINARY AUTHENTICATION COMPLETE. PROCEEDING TO BEHAVIORAL VERIFICATION.”

“INITIATE FEMININE DANCE ENTRY. MOVEMENT ANALYSIS REQUIRED.”

“WARNING: MALE BEHAVIORAL PATTERNS DETECTED. FEMININE PRESENTATION INSUFFICIENT FOR FINAL AUTHENTICATION.”

Dance. The scanner wanted me to dance. To move in ways that proved I wasn’t just wearing women’s clothes, but actually embodying femininity.

I stood there in the purple-lit chamber, trembling in my six-inch heels, caught between crushing humiliation and desperate need to succeed. I’d come so far, gotten so close. The scanner had accepted my appearance, my clothes, even my shoes.

But now it wanted me to prove I was more than just a man in drag. It wanted me to become her. To be Nikki, not just look like her.

The purple mist seemed to thicken around me, and I could swear I heard whispers in the air—encouragement, temptation, promises of what waited behind that vault door.

Twenty million dollars. Freedom from debt. The chance to become someone new.

All I had to do was dance.

All I had to do was stop pretending to be a woman and actually become one.

I stood there trembling, the heels Roxy had given me steady on the chamber floor, and tried to find the courage to take the next step into whatever I was becoming.

The scanner waited. The vault waited.

And somewhere deep inside, Nikki waited too.

Ready to finally emerge from the shadows and claim her place in the world.


Chapter 5: Dance Practice

Back at Sierra’s estate, I locked myself in the guest bedroom and opened my laptop. The scanner wanted feminine dance, and I had no idea what that meant in practical terms. But YouTube was full of tutorials for everything—surely there were videos that could teach me how to move like a woman.

I started with basic searches. “How to walk feminine.” “Women’s dance moves.” “Feminine body language.” The results were a mixture of legitimate instructional content and more explicit material that made my face burn with embarrassment.

But buried among the noise, I found what I was looking for.

“Feminine Movement for Beginners” was an hour-long video posted by a dance instructor named Bella. She was professional, encouraging, and matter-of-fact about teaching viewers how to adopt more feminine posture and movement patterns.

“The key to feminine movement,” Bella explained in her intro, “is understanding that it emphasizes curves and flow rather than angles and strength. We’re going to focus on circular motion through the hips and torso, softer arm positioning, and carrying your weight differently.”

I pushed Sierra’s coffee table against the wall to create space, then stood in front of my laptop screen like the world’s most pathetic dance student.

“Let’s start with basic posture,” Bella continued. “Feet slightly closer together than shoulder-width, toes turned slightly inward. That’s it. Now let your weight settle into your hips rather than your shoulders.”

I followed along, immediately feeling how different this stance was from my normal posture. Less stable, more vulnerable, but also somehow more fluid.

“Good. Now place your hands on your hips and make small circles. Let the movement come from your pelvis, not your waist.”

The first attempts felt ridiculous. I was a twenty-year-old guy in jeans and a t-shirt, alone in a borrowed bedroom, learning to move my hips in circles while following instructions from a YouTube video. If anyone could see me now…

But as I practiced, something began to click. The circles became smoother, more natural. I could see how the movement created a completely different silhouette, even in my masculine clothes.

“Now let’s try walking,” Bella said. “Smaller steps, weight forward on the balls of your feet. Let your hips do the work.”

This was harder. My natural stride was longer, more aggressive. But gradually, I began to understand how feminine walking worked—shorter steps that emphasized the movement of the hips, a swaying motion that was somehow both subtle and hypnotic.

I spent two hours with that first video, then my searches got more specific, more degenerate. “How to Twerk Like a Pornstar.” “Slutty Dance Moves for the Club.” “Lap Dance Tutorial.”

Each video was a masterclass in female sexual signaling. I learned how to arch my back just so, presenting my ass as an offering. I learned how to grind my hips in a slow, hypnotic circle that screamed fuck me. I practiced in front of the full-length mirror, my body slick with sweat, watching my own ass jiggle as I twerked, my hips rolling in ways I never thought possible.

The irony was a punch to the gut. I was teaching myself how to be a slut, how to trigger the male gaze. And as I watched my own reflection, my own cock started to get hard. I was getting turned on by my own feminized movements.

By the time I took a break, my legs were sore and my shirt was damp with sweat. But I’d learned the basics. Hip-led movement, softer arm positioning, the kind of fluid dancing that the scanner was looking for.

I spent the rest of the evening practicing, alternating between different tutorial videos and working on my own variations. Some focused on basic posture and walking. Others were more explicitly sexual—teaching moves that were clearly designed for seduction or performance.

I found myself drawn to the more sensual content. Videos about moving like a stripper, like a porn star, like someone whose entire purpose was to be sexually appealing. The movements felt natural on my body in a way that was both exciting and disturbing.

What did it say about me that I could learn this so easily? That feminine sexuality felt so accessible, so right?

I pushed the thought away. This was about money. About survival. About doing whatever it took to access that vault.

The next night, I put my practice to the test.

The transformation ritual was becoming routine—the black lace lingerie, the pink bandage dress, the platinum blonde wig from my upcoming trip to Velvet Vice (I’d have to get that soon). Makeup came easier now, and I’d been watching YouTube tutorials for that too. Contouring to create more feminine features, eye makeup that made my eyes look bigger and more doe-like, lip techniques that created the perfect pout.

The six-inch pink platforms were no longer a challenge. I could walk in them confidently, even dance in them with the hip-led movement patterns I’d been practicing.

Standing in Sierra’s full-length mirror, I looked like exactly what the scanner was searching for. A hyperfeminine bimbo doll, all curves and glossy lips and sexual availability.

But more than that, I looked like someone who knew how to move her body. Someone who understood the language of feminine seduction.

The walk to the library felt different this time. Instead of carefully navigating each step, I let my body remember the tutorials, let my hips sway with each click of my heels. I felt graceful, confident, sexual.

The purple mist in the tunnel seemed thicker than usual, curling around my legs like approval. By the time I reached the scanner chamber, the sweet scent had me slightly dizzy with anticipation.

This was it. All my practice, all my learning, all my transformation was leading to this moment.

I pressed my palm to the scanner’s surface.

“SCAN INITIATED. SUBJECT ANALYSIS IN PROGRESS.”

The lights swept over me, cataloging every detail of my appearance. I held myself in the feminine posture I’d learned, weight in my hips, stance projecting confidence and availability.

“SCAN PROGRESS: 95% COMPLIANCE ACHIEVED.”

Still ninety-five percent. But that was before the dance test.

“FOOTWEAR COMPLIANT. HAIR ADEQUATE. COSMETIC APPLICATION WITHIN PARAMETERS. OVERALL PRESENTATION APPROACHING TARGET SPECIFICATIONS.”

“FINAL VERIFICATION REQUIRED. INITIATE FEMININE DANCE SEQUENCE.”

Here we go.

I stepped back from the scanner and began to move. The hip circles I’d learned from Bella’s video, flowing into the more sensual movements from the stripper tutorials. I let my body remember all the hours of practice, all the different techniques I’d absorbed.

The movement felt natural now, instinctive. My hips led every motion, my arms moved in soft curves rather than angular lines. I danced like someone who was designed to be watched, desired, consumed.

The purple mist responded to my movement, swirling around me in patterns that matched my rhythm. The chamber’s lights pulsed in time with my dancing, creating an atmosphere that was both alien and intoxicating.

I was lost in the motion, lost in the sensation of my body moving in ways it had never moved before. The tight dress clung to my artificial curves, the heels forced my posture into something undeniably feminine and sexual.

And that’s when I felt it.

The familiar stirring between my legs. My cock, responding to the eroticism of my own movement, beginning to harden beneath the lace panties.

No. Not now. Not when I was so close.

I tried to ignore it, tried to focus on the dancing, but the arousal was building. The sensation of the lingerie against my skin, the visual of my own feminine reflection in the chamber’s chrome surfaces, the intoxicating sweetness of the purple mist—it all combined into something overwhelmingly sexual.

My cock was fully hard now, creating an obvious bulge beneath the tight dress. I pressed my thighs together, trying to hide it, but the movement only made it more apparent.

The scanner’s lights swept over me one final time.

“DANCE SEQUENCE REGISTERED. MOVEMENT PATTERNS WITHIN ACCEPTABLE PARAMETERS.”

Yes. I’d done it. The dancing was good enough.

“BIOLOGICAL MARKERS DETECTED. MALE AROUSAL CONFIRMED.”

No.

“SCAN TERMINATED. AUTHENTICATION FAILED.”

The lights went dark. The mechanical sounds from behind the vault door—sounds I’d been hearing more frequently as I got closer to success—fell silent.

I stood in the chamber, breathing hard, my cock throbbing with need and frustration. I’d been so close. Closer than ever before. The dancing had worked, the scanner had accepted my feminine movement.

But my body had betrayed me again.

I stumbled back to Sierra’s bedroom, my heels clicking frantically against the stone floor. The tight dress felt suffocating now, the makeup like a mask I couldn’t wait to tear off. But even as I started to undress, I couldn’t shake the image of myself dancing in that chamber, moving with a sensuality that felt both foreign and natural.

I needed release. A desperate, filthy release to quiet the screaming paradox in my head.

I tore off the dress and bra but left the pink lace thong on. It was soaked with my precum. Lying on Sierra’s bed, I wrapped my hand around my throbbing cock through the delicate, wet fabric and started stroking.

My mind was a toxic swamp of new fantasies. I wasn’t imagining fucking a girl anymore. I was imagining being the girl. I saw myself in the scanner chamber, my ass shaking, my fake tits bouncing, my painted lips parted in a slutty pout. I imagined a man—a big, faceless, dominant man—standing behind me, his hands gripping my hips, his thick cock ramming into my ass while I danced for him.

The fantasy was so powerful, so degrading, so hot, that I exploded. My orgasm was a violent, full-body convulsion. I screamed into Sierra’s pillow as I pumped load after load of hot, thick cum into the pink lace, ruining it completely. The fabric was heavy and sticky with my seed, a testament to the disgusting new depths of my depravity.

I cleaned myself up and tried to sleep, but rest wouldn’t come. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw that chamber, felt the purple mist curling around my legs, remembered the scanner’s voice accepting my dance but rejecting my arousal.

The next evening, I tried again.

This time, I spent an hour beforehand masturbating until I was completely drained, until my cock wouldn’t respond to any stimulus. I thought I’d found the solution—go to the scanner when I was physically incapable of becoming aroused.

The transformation ritual felt different when performed in this state. Without the constant throb of arousal, I could focus purely on the aesthetics of the feminization. The way the makeup changed my face, the way the dress created curves where none existed, the way the heels transformed my entire posture.

I looked beautiful. Feminine. Exactly what the scanner was looking for.

The walk to the chamber was confident, purposeful. I felt like I’d solved the puzzle, found the key to unlocking twenty million dollars.

I pressed my palm to the scanner.

“SCAN INITIATED. SUBJECT ANALYSIS IN PROGRESS.”

“SCAN PROGRESS: 95% COMPLIANCE ACHIEVED.”

“FINAL VERIFICATION REQUIRED. INITIATE FEMININE DANCE SEQUENCE.”

I began to move, letting my body remember all the tutorials, all the practice. Hip circles, sensual walking, the kind of dancing that was designed to be watched and desired.

The purple mist began to vent from hidden nozzles, thicker than usual, curling around my legs and waist like liquid silk. The scent was intoxicating—sweet and chemical and somehow alive.

And that’s when it happened again.

The mist seemed to go straight to my head, making me dizzy with arousal. Despite having masturbated to exhaustion just an hour before, I felt my cock stirring, responding to the erotic atmosphere of the chamber and my own feminine reflection in its chrome surfaces.

No. Not again.

I tried to continue dancing, tried to ignore the growing hardness beneath my dress, but it was no use. The purple mist was like an aphrodisiac, designed to create arousal, to awaken desires I was trying to suppress.

“MALE AROUSAL DETECTED. SCAN TERMINATED.”

The lights died. The mechanical sounds stopped. The mist dissipated, leaving me alone in the dark chamber with my throbbing erection and crushing disappointment.

I tried four more times that night. Each attempt ended the same way—the moment the purple mist began to vent, my body responded with unstoppable arousal.

By the fifth failed attempt, I was sitting on the velvet floor of the chamber, my head in my hands. The blonde wig was askew, my makeup smeared with sweat and tears of frustration.

Twenty million dollars. Right there behind that vault door.

And I couldn’t access it because I couldn’t stop my body from responding to the very thing that was supposed to make me feminine enough to pass the scan.

The irony was bitter. The scanner wanted a “fully compliant bimbo-doll-slut,” someone who was presumably sexual, presumably aroused. But it also demanded the absence of male arousal, the elimination of the one marker that identified me as biologically male.

I sat there in the dark, listening to the silence where the vault’s mechanisms should have been engaging, and tried to understand what this meant for my future.

The debt to Seraphine was growing every day. My savings were nearly gone. And I was trapped in a paradox—I needed to be sexual enough to convince the scanner I was a bimbo doll, but not male enough to trigger its arousal sensors.

The purple mist lingered in the air around me, sweet and mocking. I could still taste it on my tongue, still feel its effects making my skin hypersensitive and my thoughts cloudy with desire.

There had to be a solution. There had to be a way to eliminate the problem of male arousal while maintaining everything else the scanner wanted.

But sitting there on the chamber floor, defeated and frustrated, I couldn’t imagine what that solution might be.

All I knew was that I wasn’t giving up. Twenty million dollars was too much to walk away from. I would find a way to solve this problem, no matter what it cost me.

Even if it meant changing myself in ways I wasn’t ready to think about yet.

The vault would open. I would make sure of it.

Whatever it took.


Chapter 6: The Chastity Solution

I spent the rest of the night after my failed scanner attempt researching solutions online. The problem was clear—every time I started dancing, every time the purple mist began to vent, my body responded with uncontrollable arousal that the scanner immediately detected.

I needed to find a way to eliminate that response entirely.

My searches led me down increasingly desperate rabbit holes. “How to control erections.” “Preventing arousal during performance.” “Medical devices for sexual control.”

That last search opened doors I’d never imagined existed.

The forums I discovered were filled with discussions about something called “chastity play.” Men who voluntarily gave up sexual control, locked in devices that prevented erection and orgasm. The language was clinical but the implications were clear—complete elimination of masculine sexual response.

One forum thread caught my attention: “Long-term chastity for behavioral modification.” The discussion was exactly what I needed. Users talked about how wearing a chastity device eliminated the possibility of arousal, creating a mental state of submission and focus that allowed them to engage in activities that would normally trigger sexual response.

“After a week in the cage,” one user wrote, “I could engage in feminine roleplay without any masculine interference. The device forces you into a different headspace entirely.”

Another added: “The psychological effect is as important as the physical. When you know arousal is impossible, your mind shifts to other forms of gratification. It’s incredibly liberating.”

Liberating. That wasn’t a word I’d expected to see in this context.

I dove deeper, reading testimonials and reviews of different devices. The cheaper plastic ones seemed unreliable, with complaints about poor fit and easy escape. But the higher-end metal devices—those promised complete security and discretion.

By dawn, I’d made my decision. I needed professional help. Someone who understood these devices and could ensure proper fit and function.

I knew exactly where to get it.

The bus ride to Velvet Vice felt like crossing a line I’d never be able to uncross. But twenty million dollars was twenty million dollars.

The familiar black and gold storefront looked the same, but I felt different approaching it. More desperate. More willing to accept whatever terms Seraphine might offer.

The bell chimed as I entered, and Seraphine looked up from behind the counter with obvious pleasure. She was wearing a black latex pencil dress that made my breath catch, and her perfume—that intoxicating bourbon-vanilla scent—filled the air around her.

“Well, well. My favorite customer returns.” Her smile was genuinely warm now, like seeing an old friend. “How did our little project work out?”

“The wig was perfect,” I said quickly. “Everything was perfect.”

“Of course it was. I do excellent work.” She set down her inventory clipboard and studied me with those sharp green eyes. “But you look like someone who needs more help. What’s troubling you, darling?”

The endearment made my stomach flutter. There was something maternal in her tone now, something that made me want to confess everything.

“I have a problem. With… arousal. It’s interfering with what I need to do.”

“Ah.” Her expression shifted to professional interest. “And what exactly do you need to do?”

I couldn’t tell her about the scanner, about the vault, about the impossible fortune waiting behind that biometric lock. “I need to… perform. Femininely. Without any masculine… interference.”

“I see.” She came around the counter, moving with that liquid grace that made every step look deliberate. “And traditional methods of control aren’t working?”

“Nothing’s working. The moment I start to… move the way I need to, my body responds. And it ruins everything.”

Seraphine nodded like this was a common problem. “You need chastity.”

The word hung in the air between us, clinical and final.

“I need what?”

“Chastity. A device that prevents arousal entirely. Forces your body into a different state of mind.” She gestured toward the back of the store. “Come. Let me show you what you really need.”

She led me past racks of increasingly specialized equipment to a glass case I hadn’t noticed on my previous visits. Inside were various restraint devices, some of which I recognized from my desperate online research.

“This,” she said, pointing to a sleek metal device, “is what you need. The Vice. Custom fitted, virtually invisible under clothing, and absolutely escape-proof once it’s locked.”

The device was beautiful in its simplicity. Brushed steel that looked more like jewelry than a restraint device. The cage was form-fitting, designed to hold everything in place without creating obvious bulges.

“It looks expensive.”

“Quality always is. But this isn’t something you want to cheap out on. Bad fit, and you’ll be in constant discomfort. Too loose, and it defeats the purpose.”

She unlocked the case and lifted out the device, handling it with the familiarity of someone who’d dealt with these things many times before.

“Custom fitting is included in the price. I’ll make sure it’s perfect for your body before you leave here.”

Custom fitting. The implication hit me like a physical blow. “You mean…”

“I mean I’ll personally ensure proper fit and function. It’s a professional service, sweetie. Nothing to be embarrassed about.” Her voice carried that same maternal warmth, but there was something else underneath it now—a kind of pleased anticipation. “You’re such a good girl for recognizing what you need.”

Good girl. The phrase sent a jolt through me that I tried to ignore.

“How much?”

“One thousand for the device. Another two hundred for fitting and instruction.”

Twelve hundred dollars. Money I absolutely didn’t have.

“I can’t afford that.”

“Of course you can’t.” Seraphine’s smile was understanding, almost maternal. “But we’ve already established that I offer very reasonable credit terms.”

Credit terms. The fifteen percent daily interest that was already eating into finances I didn’t have.

“What would that mean? For this amount?”

“Same rate as before. Fifteen percent per day, compounding interest. But given the size of the purchase, I’d need additional security.”

Additional security. I didn’t like the sound of that.

“What kind of security?”

Seraphine returned the device to its case and locked it carefully. “The key.”

“The key?”

“To the chastity device. I hold it as collateral until the debt is paid in full. Ensures you have proper motivation to meet your obligations.”

The key. She wanted to hold the key to my sexual release as collateral for a loan. The idea was so far beyond anything I’d ever imagined that I couldn’t process it properly.

“That’s… that’s extreme.”

“That’s business, darling. You want something you can’t afford, you put up collateral. In this case, the collateral happens to be your ability to experience sexual release.”

She said it so matter-of-factly, like she was discussing a car loan or mortgage terms.

“How long would that be?”

“At fifteen percent daily with compound interest, approximately three months for full debt satisfaction.”

Three months. Ninety days of sexual control in someone else’s hands.

But by tomorrow night, I’d have access to twenty-three million dollars. I could pay off the debt immediately and reclaim the key.

“What if there’s an emergency? Medical issues?”

“There are always provisions for genuine medical emergencies. But let’s be honest, sweetie—you’re not going to have any medical issues. You’re going to have psychological issues. You’re going to want relief, want release, want to touch yourself. And you won’t be able to.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “But that’s what good girls need sometimes, isn’t it? A little… guidance. A little control to help them become who they’re meant to be.”

There was that phrase again. Good girls. Like she was trying to plant something in my mind.

“If I agree to this, how long would the fitting take?”

“An hour, maybe two. We’d need to ensure perfect placement, test the security, make sure you’re comfortable with the maintenance routine.”

I stared at the case containing the chastity device, imagining how it would feel to know that someone else controlled something so fundamental. But I also imagined standing in front of that scanner without any possibility of masculine arousal interfering with my goal.

Twenty-three million dollars versus temporary sexual control.

It wasn’t really a choice at all.

“Okay,” I said, the word coming out rougher than intended. “Let’s do it.”

Seraphine’s smile was genuinely pleased. “Excellent. Let me get the paperwork started.”

The contract was more comprehensive than the one for the wig. Pages of terms and conditions, interest calculations, default provisions, and clauses about “collateral maintenance” and “emergency protocols” that made my stomach clench with nervous anticipation.

But at the bottom, in stark black ink, was the clause that mattered most: “Collateral key to remain in possession of creditor until full debt satisfaction, including principal and accrued interest.”

I signed my name with a surprisingly steady hand.

“Wonderful.” Seraphine locked the contract in a desk drawer and gestured toward the back of the store. “Now, let’s get you properly fitted.”

She led me to a private room I hadn’t seen before, hidden behind heavy curtains and soundproofed enough that the street noise completely disappeared. The space was clinical—examination table, adjustable lighting, cabinets full of what looked like medical supplies.

“Strip from the waist down,” Seraphine instructed, pulling on latex gloves with professional efficiency. “And don’t be shy. I’ve seen everything before.”

I hesitated, suddenly aware of how far beyond normal I’d traveled. Two weeks ago, I’d been a college student. Now I was standing in a fetish shop about to let a woman I barely knew lock my genitals in a metal cage.

But twenty-three million dollars was twenty-three million dollars.

I undressed quickly, folding my clothes on a chair and trying to project more confidence than I felt. Seraphine approached with the chastity device, her manner completely professional despite the intimate nature of what was happening.

“The key to proper fit is sizing the ring correctly,” she explained, kneeling in front of me with measuring tools. “Too large, and you can slip out. Too small, and circulation becomes an issue.”

Her latex-gloved fingers were surprisingly gentle as she worked, measuring and adjusting with clinical precision. The contact should have been arousing, but her professional demeanor made it feel more like a medical procedure.

“This size should work perfectly,” she said, selecting a steel ring from the kit. She slid it over my flaccid cock and settled it behind my balls. “Now for the cage.”

The metal was cold against my skin as she guided me into the device. It was a snug fit, confining without being painful. Then came the lock. With a final, decisive click, my genitals were secured.

“Perfect,” she announced, stepping back to admire her work. “How does it feel?”

The sensation was immediate and overwhelming. A constant awareness of confinement, of control surrendered. Not painful, but impossible to ignore.

“Strange,” I admitted. “But not uncomfortable.”

“That’s exactly right. You should be aware of it without it causing distress.” She removed her gloves and disposed of them in a medical waste container. “Now, let’s talk about the key.”

She held up a small piece of metal—unremarkable except for what it represented. Complete control over my sexual response, reduced to something that could fit on a keychain.

“This goes in my safe until your debt is satisfied. No exceptions, no emergency requests, no second thoughts.” Her voice took on a ceremonial quality. “Once I lock this away, your sexual response belongs to me until you’ve paid what you owe.”

The finality of it was both terrifying and somehow thrilling.

“I understand.”

“Good.” Seraphine walked to a wall safe and entered a combination, depositing the key inside with movements that felt almost ritualistic. “Your debt now stands at forty-seven hundred dollars, accruing interest at fifteen dollars per day.”

Forty-seven hundred. My original debt plus the new device and fitting costs.

“Current payment schedule projects full satisfaction in approximately three months, assuming no additional purchases.”

Three months. But by tomorrow, I’d have enough money to pay it off completely.

“Will there be additional purchases?” Seraphine asked, studying my expression with obvious amusement.

“I don’t think so.”

“Oh, darling. You will.” Her smile was confident, predatory. “This is just the beginning for someone like you. Trust me, I know the type.”

She handed me printed care instructions that looked disturbingly comprehensive. “Remember—proper hygiene is essential. Daily cleaning, attention to any irritation. And absolutely no attempts to defeat the device. I’ll know if you’ve tampered with it.”

“Any questions?”

I had a thousand questions, but none I was ready to ask.

“No erections. You leak, not cum. That’s how dolls learn,” she said, her voice dropping to that maternal purr. “Your body is going to change, sweetie. Your mind too. Embrace it.”

Dolls. The word sent another jolt through me.

“Get dressed,” she instructed. “You’ll want to test the device properly before your next… performance.”

I pulled on my clothes, immediately aware of how different everything felt. The chastity device was completely hidden, creating no visible bulge or outline. But I could feel its presence with every movement, a constant reminder of what I’d surrendered.

“Remember,” Seraphine said as we returned to the main store, “this is what you needed. What Nikki needed. No more interference, no more masculine responses getting in the way of becoming who you’re meant to be.”

The bus ride home felt different from any trip I’d made before. Every bump in the road reminded me of what I was wearing, what I’d given up. But more than that, I was aware of what I’d gained.

For the first time since puberty, my sexual response was completely controlled by someone else.

The thought should have been terrifying.

Instead, it was strangely liberating.

Back at Sierra’s estate, I stood in front of the bedroom mirror and tried to process what had happened. The device was invisible beneath my clothes, but I could feel its weight, its presence.

I was locked. Controlled. My cock was trapped in steel, useless until Seraphine decided otherwise.

But I was also free. Free from the masculine arousal that had sabotaged every attempt at the scanner. Free to become whoever I needed to be to access that vault.

Tomorrow night, I would try again. This time, nothing would stop me.

The memory of Seraphine’s words echoed in my head: “No erections. You leak, not cum. That’s how dolls learn.”

Dolls. Good girls. The language she used was seeping into my thoughts, changing how I saw myself.

But as I prepared for bed, still locked in steel and someone else’s control, I realized I didn’t mind the changes as much as I should have.

Twenty-three million dollars was worth any temporary discomfort.

And deep down, in a place I wasn’t ready to examine too closely, I was starting to suspect the changes weren’t as temporary as I’d assumed.


Chapter 7: New Anal Challenge

The chastity device changed everything.

I woke up the next morning with a constant awareness of the steel cage locked around my cock. Every movement reminded me of what I’d surrendered, what Seraphine now controlled. But more than that, it reminded me of why I’d made that sacrifice.

Today, nothing would stop me from passing that scanner.

The transformation ritual felt different now. The pink lace thong went on without the usual stirring of arousal—impossible now, with my cock trapped in unyielding steel. The push-up bra with its silicone inserts created the familiar curves, the tight bandage dress clung to my artificial figure, but my body remained calm. Controlled.

The platinum blonde wig transformed my face instantly, the makeup smoothed my features into feminine perfection, and the six-inch pink stilettos that Roxy had given me felt steady beneath my feet.

I looked in Sierra’s full-length mirror and saw exactly what the scanner had been demanding. A hyperfeminine bimbo doll, all curves and glossy lips and sexual availability. But now, critically, without the masculine arousal that had sabotaged every previous attempt.

The walk to the library felt purposeful, confident. Each click of my heels against marble was a countdown to success. I was finally ready.

The purple mist in the tunnel welcomed me like an old friend, curling around my legs and filling my lungs with sweet promise. But this time, instead of the usual stirring between my legs, I felt only a calm focus. The chastity device was doing exactly what it was supposed to do.

I reached the scanner chamber and pressed my palm to the familiar surface without hesitation.

“SCAN INITIATED. SUBJECT ANALYSIS IN PROGRESS.”

The lights swept over me with their thorough examination. I held myself in perfect feminine posture, weight in my hips, projecting absolute confidence.

“SCAN PROGRESS: 95% COMPLIANCE ACHIEVED.”

The same as before. But this time would be different.

“HAIR COMPLIANT. LENGTH AND COLORATION WITHIN PARAMETERS.”

“COSMETIC APPLICATION ADEQUATE. FACIAL FEMINIZATION ACHIEVED.”

“CLOTHING ADEQUATE. OVERALL PRESENTATION APPROACHING TARGET SPECIFICATIONS.”

“FOOTWEAR COMPLIANT. PROFESSIONAL SPECIFICATION CONFIRMED.”

“BIOMETRIC MARKERS ADEQUATE. SUBJECT APPROACHING FULL COMPLIANCE.”

“FINAL VERIFICATION REQUIRED. INITIATE FEMININE DANCE SEQUENCE.”

Here it was. The moment of truth.

I stepped back from the scanner and began to move. The hip circles I’d learned from countless online tutorials, flowing into sensual walking, building into the kind of dance that would have aroused me beyond control just days before.

But now, locked in Seraphine’s steel cage, I felt nothing but the pure pleasure of movement. My body moved with fluid grace, hips swaying in patterns designed to seduce and entice. The tight dress clung to curves created by posture and padding, the extreme heels forced an arch that emphasized every line of my legs.

The purple mist began to vent from hidden nozzles, thicker than I’d ever seen it before. The sweet scent filled the chamber, intoxicating and somehow alive. In previous attempts, this was when my body would betray me, when masculine arousal would ruin everything.

But now I felt only the mist’s encouragement, its approval of my movement. I danced with complete abandon, letting my body express a femininity that felt increasingly natural.

“DANCE SEQUENCE REGISTERED. MOVEMENT PATTERNS WITHIN ACCEPTABLE PARAMETERS.”

Yes. The dancing was working.

“BIOLOGICAL ANALYSIS COMPLETE. NO MALE AROUSAL DETECTED.”

Perfect. The chastity device had eliminated the problem entirely.

“SCAN COMPLETE. 100% COMPLIANCE ACHIEVED.”

The scanner’s surface flared with light brighter than I’d ever seen. Mechanical sounds echoed from deep within the walls—ancient systems coming to life, locks disengaging, passages opening.

“PRIMARY AUTHENTICATION SUCCESSFUL. ACCESSING NEXT CHAMBER.”

I’d done it. I’d finally passed the scanner completely.

But instead of the vault opening, the wall behind the scanner began to shift. Stone ground against stone as a new passage revealed itself, wider than the tunnel I’d entered through and lined with the same purple-lit strips but pulsing in a rhythm that seemed almost organic.

The sweet mist was stronger here, so thick I could see it swirling in lazy patterns around my legs. Each breath made my head swim with intoxicating sensation, but the chastity device kept me focused, calm.

I stepped into the new passage, my heels clicking against polished stone. The sound echoed strangely, as if the tunnel were much longer than it appeared. With each step, the purple light grew more intense, the mist more welcoming.

After maybe fifty feet, the tunnel opened into another chamber.

This one was larger than the scanner room, circular like the first but dominated by a single device in its center. My breath caught as I took in what was waiting for me.

The device looked like something from a medical facility crossed with exercise equipment. Chrome and padding, adjustable arms and supports, all positioned around what was unmistakably an inflatable anal plug mounted at waist height.

The plug itself was substantial even when deflated—thick as my wrist and made of glossy black silicone that seemed to absorb the purple light. It was positioned at the perfect height for someone my size to back onto it, and I could see the network of hydraulic tubes connected to its base. Above it, a display screen showed a progress bar currently at zero percent.

As I approached, the air grew thick with the scent of ozone and lubricant.

“SECONDARY COMPLIANCE VERIFICATION REQUIRED.”

The voice came from speakers hidden in the chamber walls, clear and clinical.

“SUBJECT MUST SEAT FULLY ON DILATOR. REMAIN MOUNTED UNTIL 100% ANAL SEAL IS ACHIEVED. MINIMUM DURATION: 5 MINUTES.”

I stared at the apparatus, my blood running cold despite the warm mist surrounding me. This wasn’t just about looking like a bimbo—Victor Sterling wanted to ensure I had the physical capacity of one. He wanted to stretch my ass until it could accommodate whatever his system deemed necessary.

The plug looked impossible. Even deflated, it was larger than anything I’d ever imagined taking. The thought of letting it inflate inside me while I remained seated for five minutes…

But I’d come this far. Twenty million dollars was waiting somewhere beyond this test.

I approached the device cautiously, studying the positioning. The plug was angled correctly, already lubricated with something that glistened under the purple lights. The padding looked supportive, designed to hold someone in position for an extended period.

The display screen showed additional information as I got closer: “SEAL TARGET: 100%. CURRENT PROGRESS: 0%. SUBJECT SAFETY MONITORING ACTIVE.”

At least there were safety protocols. But looking at the size of that plug, even deflated, I wasn’t sure safety monitoring would be enough.

I hiked up my dress and positioned myself over the device, pulling the pink lace thong to the side. The tip of the plug pressed against my entrance—cold, unyielding, impossibly large.

This was it. No more delay, no more excuses.

I tried to lower myself, but my body screamed in protest. The tip barely breached my entrance before sharp, tearing pain made me cry out. My asshole, completely unprepared for this kind of intrusion, clenched tight as a fist.

I gritted my teeth and tried again, forcing myself down another fraction of an inch. The stretch was agonizing. I felt like I was being split in two. My legs shook with the effort of supporting my weight while trying to accommodate the impossible girth.

The display screen flickered: “INSUFFICIENT PENETRATION. SEAL PROGRESS: 5%.”

Five percent. I’d barely gotten the tip inside and I was already at my limit.

I tried again, using more of the lubricant dispensed from a nearby nozzle. The gel was slick and warming, but it didn’t change the fundamental problem—my body simply wasn’t prepared for this.

For fifteen minutes I struggled, alternating between attempts to seat myself on the device and moments of recovery when the pain became too much. The best I managed was maybe two inches of penetration, leaving me gasping and shaking from the effort.

“INSUFFICIENT COMPLIANCE. SUBJECT PREPARATION REQUIRED.”

The machine’s voice was matter-of-fact, almost sympathetic.

“CURRENT SEAL ACHIEVEMENT: 15%. MINIMUM THRESHOLD: 100%. RECOMMENDATION: ENHANCED TRAINING PROTOCOL.”

Enhanced training protocol. Even the machine knew I needed help.

I pulled myself off the device, my legs unsteady, my ass burning from the failed attempts. The chamber’s purple mist seemed to swirl with something that might have been disappointment.

I’d solved the scanner problem only to discover an entirely new challenge. Victor Sterling’s test was more comprehensive than I’d imagined. It wasn’t enough to look like a bimbo—I had to have the physical capacity of one.

Standing there in the purple-lit chamber, still locked in chastity, still aching from the failed attempts, I realized how naive I’d been. The scanner was just the beginning. The real challenges were only starting.

But as I looked at that chrome device, at the screen showing my pathetic 15% progress, I felt something unexpected alongside the frustration.

Determination.

I’d come too far to give up now. If Victor Sterling’s system wanted a fully trained bimbo, then that’s what I’d become. Whatever it took, however long it required, however much I had to change.

The twenty million dollars were still waiting. I just had to earn them.

The walk back through the tunnel felt different. Not defeated, but… educated. I understood the scope of what was required now. This wasn’t just about appearance or even arousal control. This was about fundamental physical transformation.

By the time I reached Sierra’s estate, I’d made my decision.

Tomorrow, I would start training. Real training, the kind that would prepare my body for whatever Sterling’s machine demanded.

I had work to do.

The memory of that inflatable plug haunted me as I removed the makeup and changed back into regular clothes. The chastity device remained, a constant reminder of how far I’d already come and how much further I still had to go.

But tonight, for the first time since discovering Victor Sterling’s letter, I felt like I had a clear path forward. The challenges were enormous, but they were specific. Concrete. Solvable.

I just had to be willing to become someone who could solve them.

And as I fell asleep, still locked in steel and dreaming of chrome and purple mist, I realized I was more willing than I’d ever imagined possible.


Chapter 8: Anal “Training” and First Orgasm

The scanner’s rejection echoed in my head for days: “SEAT FULLY. REMAIN UNTIL 100% SEAL.”

Every time I tried to lower myself onto that chrome inflatable plug, the stretch was too much. My muscles seized up, refusing to accommodate something that size. Three attempts. Three failures. Three walks of shame back through the purple-lit chamber, my cage throbbing uselessly with frustrated arousal.

I needed more preparation. Serious preparation.

The internet became my obsession. Forums dedicated to anal training. Reddit threads with detailed advice. Video tutorials that left me sweating and confused. The consensus was clear: gradual progression with proper tools.

But buying specialized equipment would require going back to Seraphine, and my debt to her was already spiraling out of control. Fifteen dollars a day in interest, compounding relentlessly. I was broke, trapped, and running out of options.

That’s when I remembered Sierra’s private bathroom.

I’d been so focused on her bedroom wardrobe that I’d barely explored the rest of her private suite. But wealthy young women sometimes had… collections. Things they kept private, hidden away from judgmental eyes.

The search took three days of careful exploration. I started with obvious places—bedside drawers, closet shelves, bathroom cabinets. Nothing. Then I moved to more creative hiding spots. Behind books on her shelves. Inside decorative boxes. Under the spare mattress in her guest room.

Finally, I found it.

Behind a false panel in her walk-in closet, camouflaged as part of the wall’s architectural detail, was a narrow storage space. Inside: a black velvet bag containing three silicone dildos of graduated sizes, a bottle of high-end lubricant, and something that made my heart race—a note in Sierra’s handwriting.

“For training. Start small. Be patient. The goal is pleasure, not pain. —S”

Training. She’d been training herself, just like I was trying to do. The realization sent a weird thrill through me—we had more in common than I’d imagined.

The smallest dildo was a manageable, almost friendly-looking thing. The middle one was intimidating. The largest was a monster—a thick, veined silicone cock easily two and a half inches wide, a clear challenge.

That first night, locked in my cage, dressed in the pink thong and a silk robe of Sierra’s, I started my “training.” I slathered my asshole and the smallest dildo with lube, my hands shaking. The chastity cage was a cold, heavy weight, a constant reminder of my goal.

Positioning myself on the bed, I pushed the tip of the dildo against my tight entrance. My body clenched instinctively. It took minutes of slow, careful pressure, breathing through the discomfort, before I finally managed to take it inside me.

The feeling was… indescribable. Fuller than the plugs I’d experimented with, but more dynamic. When I shifted position, the dildo moved with me, creating new sensations that made my caged cock twitch helplessly.

I lasted maybe ten minutes before pulling it out, overwhelmed by the intensity. But that night, I dreamed of chrome chambers and purple mist and voices calling me a good girl.

The second night went better. The small dildo slid in with less resistance, and I managed to move it slightly, exploring different angles and depths. Each shift sent sparks through my nervous system, concentrated pleasure unlike anything I’d experienced.

My cage leaked constantly during these sessions, clear fluid dripping as my body tried to express arousal it couldn’t fully release. The frustration was exquisite, a constant reminder of how my sexuality was being gradually reshaped.

By the end of the first week, I graduated to the medium dildo.

This one required serious preparation. Longer warm-up, more lubricant, slower insertion. But when it finally seated completely, the sensation was revolutionary. I felt stretched, filled, claimed in ways that touched something deep in my psychology.

I began to understand what those forum posts meant about anal training being mental as much as physical. This wasn’t just about muscle flexibility—it was about surrendering control, accepting penetration, learning to find pleasure in submission.

The cage made traditional masturbation impossible, forcing all my sexual energy to focus internally. Every thrust of the dildo sent waves of unfamiliar pleasure through my pelvis, radiating outward in patterns I was still learning to interpret.

Each night, I pushed a little further. Deeper penetration. Longer sessions. More complex movements that simulated what the machine might demand.

Two weeks in, I attempted the largest dildo.

The stretch was significant—easily the most challenging thing I’d tried. But weeks of gradual conditioning had prepared me. With patience and careful technique, I managed to take it completely.

The fullness was overwhelming. This was approaching the dimensions of the machine’s plug, maybe even exceeding them. If I could handle this, I might actually be ready for the real test.

But handling it statically and using it dynamically were different challenges entirely.

I started with small movements, learning how my body responded to this new level of penetration. Each shift sent complex waves of sensation through me—some pleasurable, some challenging, all intense.

The breakthrough came three weeks into my training regime.

I’d been working with the large dildo for almost an hour, finding a rhythm that felt sustainable. My cage was leaking continuously, my breathing was ragged, and my entire focus had narrowed to the sensations radiating from where the silicone shaft filled me.

Then something shifted.

The pressure that had been building internally suddenly transformed. Instead of the familiar ache of arousal trapped by the cage, I felt something new—a deep, full-body wave of pleasure that seemed to originate from my core and spread outward through every nerve ending.

My back arched involuntarily. My caged cock twitched uselessly but somehow that didn’t matter anymore. The pleasure was coming from somewhere else entirely, somewhere beyond traditional masculine sexuality.

I came. Hard.

It wasn’t a normal orgasm. It was a sissy-gasm. A violent, full-body explosion of pleasure that started deep in my prostate and ripped through every nerve in my body. My back bowed off the bed, my vision went white, and a high-pitched scream tore from my throat. My asshole clenched and spasmed around the thick silicone cock, milking it, while my caged dick pulsed uselessly, leaking pathetic ropes of precum into my panties.

The waves went on and on, a relentless, rolling tide of pleasure that had nothing to do with my dick and everything to do with being filled, stretched, and used like a girl. When it finally subsided, I collapsed onto the bed, a sobbing, quivering mess, the huge dildo still buried to the hilt in my thoroughly conquered ass.

I had just had my first real sissy orgasm. And it was the most intense, earth-shattering sexual experience of my life.

The implications were staggering.

If this was what my body could experience, what was the machine designed to do? How much further could this transformation go?

I pulled out the dildo slowly, already missing the fullness. My muscles felt different—more relaxed, more accepting. The training was working on every level.

That night, I couldn’t sleep. My mind raced with questions and possibilities. The orgasm had been a revelation, but it also felt like a point of no return. I’d discovered something about myself that changed everything.

I wasn’t just training for a machine anymore. I was uncovering aspects of sexuality I’d never imagined, learning to find pleasure in submission and penetration in ways that felt more authentic than anything I’d experienced as a conventional male.

The person who’d had that orgasm wasn’t Nate Carter. It was someone else—someone more accepting, more flexible, more willing to surrender control for the promise of transcendent pleasure.

Someone who might actually be able to satisfy Victor Sterling’s machine.

The next morning, I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror and saw the change. Something in my eyes was different—more open, more aware of possibilities. The cage gleamed between my legs, no longer a symbol of frustration but of transformation.

I was ready for the next phase.

But first, I needed to test my new capabilities against the real challenge.

But the real test was still waiting in that hidden chamber.

Three days after my breakthrough orgasm, I decided I was ready. The largest dildo felt almost comfortable now, and I could maintain it for extended periods without strain. Surely that meant I could handle the machine’s inflatable plug.

I was wrong.

That evening, I returned to the hidden chamber wearing full feminine presentation—wig, makeup, panties, the works. The chrome plug waited exactly where I’d left it, reflecting the purple ambient light.

The scanner recognized me: “PREPARATION ACCEPTABLE. INITIATE SEATING PROCEDURE.”

I positioned myself over the plug with newfound confidence. The weeks of training had changed everything. When I began to lower myself, my muscles accepted the initial penetration easily.

The plug slid in without the resistance I’d experienced before. Victory felt within reach.

“SEATING CONFIRMED. INITIATING INFLATION CYCLE.”

Then everything went wrong.

The plug began to expand. This wasn’t the gentle stretching of the silicone dildos. This was a relentless, mechanical invasion. My asshole was stretched wider and wider, a burning, tearing sensation that made my vision swim.

“MAINTAIN POSITION. 47% INFLATION.”

I whimpered, my knuckles white where I gripped the device’s frame. The pressure was immense, a solid mass forcing my insides apart.

“MAINTAIN POSITION. 68% INFLATION.”

My body was screaming. My muscles cramped violently, trying to expel the foreign object. The plug was a monstrous, unyielding presence inside me, stretching my hole to its absolute limit.

“MAINTAIN POSITION. 89% INFLATION.”

“I can’t!” I screamed, the words choked off by a sob. The pain was unbearable, a white-hot agony that erased all thought. My body, despite all my training, was failing. I was too tight, too small, too male.

I tried to lift myself off the plug, but the inflation made movement almost impossible. Panic set in as I realized I might be stuck.

“SEAL FAILURE DETECTED. SUBJECT DISTRESS PARAMETERS EXCEEDED.”

The plug deflated rapidly, allowing me to stumble off it with tears streaming down my face. The failure was complete and humiliating.

“TRAINING INSUFFICIENT. RECOMMEND PROFESSIONAL GUIDANCE BEFORE RETRY.”

Professional guidance. Even the machine knew I needed help.

I collapsed on the floor of the chamber, cage leaking with frustrated arousal, muscles aching from the failed attempt. All that training, all those nights pushing my limits, and I still wasn’t ready.

The walk back through the house felt like a death march. Every step reminded me of how close I’d come and how completely I’d failed. The chastity cage felt heavier somehow, the debt to Seraphine more pressing.

I needed more than amateur training with stolen dildos. I needed expertise, equipment, professional guidance.

I needed to swallow my pride and ask for help.

That night, I lay in bed wearing Sierra’s largest training plug, my body still processing the intensity of what I’d attempted. The orgasm from three nights ago felt like a distant memory now, overshadowed by today’s crushing failure.

But in the darkness, a new kind of determination was building. I’d tasted what my body could experience when properly prepared. I’d felt the machine accept me, even briefly.

I just needed better training.

Professional training.

The kind that only Madam Seraphine could provide.

My debt to her was already spiraling out of control, but what choice did I have? The machine had made its requirements clear. Amateur preparation wasn’t enough.

I needed to surrender more than just my masculine identity. I needed to surrender my pride, my independence, my illusion of control.

I needed to become exactly what Victor Sterling’s machine demanded—a properly trained bimbo doll, shaped by professional hands into something capable of satisfying its requirements.

The plug shifted inside me as I rolled over, a reminder of how far I still had to go.

Tomorrow, I would call Seraphine.

Tomorrow, my real training would begin.


Chapter 9: Mistress’s Coaching Session

The call to Seraphine was harder than I’d expected.

I sat in my Honda outside a coffee shop for twenty minutes, staring at her business card, before I finally worked up the courage to dial. The phone rang three times before her familiar voice answered.

“Velvet Vice, Seraphine speaking.”

“It’s… it’s Nate. Nate Carter.”

A pause. I could hear her smile through the phone. “Well, hello there, sweetie. Though I think we both know that’s not really your name anymore, is it? How is my little Nikki adjusting to her new… arrangement?”

Nikki. She said it so naturally, like she’d always known that’s who I really was.

The chastity device shifted as I moved in my seat, a constant reminder of what she controlled. “It’s working. The device, I mean. It’s working perfectly.”

“Of course it is. I told you I know what I’m doing.” Her tone turned more businesslike. “What can I do for you today?”

I took a breath, forcing myself to be direct. “I need more help. With… preparation. For my challenge.”

“What kind of preparation?”

“Anal training. I tried on my own, but it wasn’t enough. I need professional guidance.”

The silence stretched long enough that I wondered if she’d hung up. When she spoke again, her voice had taken on a different quality—more interested, more engaged.

“How large are we talking?”

“Inflatable. Three inches when fully expanded. I can handle close to that with regular toys, but the machine… it’s more intense.”

“Three inches.” She whistled softly. “That’s significant. And you failed despite your home training?”

The humiliation of admitting it burned my cheeks. “Yes.”

“Of course you did, darling. There’s a difference between amateur fumbling and professional preparation. What you need is proper coaching—intensive, hands-on training with advanced equipment.”

Professional coaching. The phrase sent a flutter through my stomach.

“What would that involve?”

“A comprehensive session. I have specialized equipment, techniques you won’t find in any online tutorial. But it would be intensive. Several hours, and not particularly comfortable at first.”

Several hours. I thought about my debt accumulating at fifteen dollars a day, about the machine waiting in that hidden chamber.

“How much?”

“Three hundred for the full session, plus equipment costs. Call it five hundred total, same credit terms as before.”

Five hundred dollars. My debt to her was already approaching two thousand with accumulated interest. But if this got me ready for the machine…

“When could we do it?”

“Tonight, if you’re serious. I close the shop at eight, but I could arrange a private session afterward. Are you prepared for what that means, Nikki?”

The way she said that name, with such certainty about who I was, made something clench low in my stomach. “I think so.”

“No, good girl. Thinking isn’t enough. This kind of training requires complete surrender to the process. You’ll need to trust me completely, follow every instruction without question. Can you do that for me?”

Good girl. The phrase sent heat through my entire body.

“Yes.”

“And you understand that professional training means professional documentation? I record all my sessions for quality control and… additional revenue streams. Anonymous, of course, but thoroughly documented.”

Recorded. The thought should have been horrifying, but there was something about the way she said it—matter-of-fact, businesslike—that made it seem like just another aspect of the transaction.

“I understand.”

“Excellent. Come to the shop at eight-thirty. Use the side entrance, the one marked ‘Private Sessions.’ And Nate?”

“Yes?”

“Come prepared. Full feminine presentation, just like for your challenge. If we’re going to train you properly, we need to train the right person.”

The line went dead.

I spent the rest of the day in a state of nervous anticipation, going through the transformation ritual twice to make sure everything was perfect. The blonde wig, the makeup applied with increasing skill, the tight black dress that showed off the curves created by posture and padding.

The chastity device was a constant presence, reminding me with every movement that Seraphine controlled more than just my debt. I was already wearing Sierra’s largest plug, helping maintain the flexibility I’d worked so hard to achieve.

By eight PM, I was parked outside Velvet Vice, watching the last customers leave through the main entrance. The side door marked ‘Private Sessions’ was barely visible in the alley between buildings, but I could see light leaking from beneath it.

At exactly eight-thirty, I walked to the side door and knocked.

Seraphine opened it immediately, as if she’d been waiting. But seeing her now, in this context, made my breath catch.

She was still recognizably herself, but transformed for whatever was about to happen. Gone was the professional business attire I’d seen before, replaced by a black latex dress that clung to every curve. Her hair was pulled back into a severe bun, and her makeup was darker, more dramatic. She looked like every fantasy dominatrix I’d ever seen, but more real, more present, more intimidating.

“Right on time,” she said, stepping aside to let me enter. “I appreciate punctuality.”

The space beyond the door was different from the main shop—more clinical, more purpose-built. Examination tables, equipment I couldn’t identify, cameras positioned at strategic angles. Everything was clean, professional, but unmistakably designed for intimate activities.

“Nervous?” Seraphine asked, locking the door behind us.

“A little.”

“Good. You should be.” She gestured toward a padded examination table in the center of the room. “Before we begin, we need to establish some ground rules.”

I followed her to the table, acutely aware of how the heels changed my walk, how the tight dress restricted my movement in ways that emphasized my vulnerability.

“Rule one,” Seraphine said, pulling on latex gloves with practiced efficiency. “You will address me as Mistress for the duration of this session. Is that understood?”

“Yes… Mistress.”

“Rule two: you will follow every instruction immediately and completely. No hesitation, no negotiation, no second-guessing. This is not a collaborative process.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Rule three: safe words are ‘yellow’ for slow down and ‘red’ for stop completely. But understand that using them means the session ends and you pay full price for incomplete training.”

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

“And rule four:” Her smile was sharp, predatory. “Everything that happens here is recorded for my premium content site. You’ll be anonymous, of course, but your training will be monetized. Consider it additional compensation for my time.”

“I understand, Mistress.”

“Excellent.” She gestured toward the examination table. “Strip completely, then position yourself on your knees on the table, facing away from me.”

I hesitated for a moment, suddenly aware of how far I’d traveled from anything resembling normal. Three weeks ago, I’d been a college student. Now I was about to let a woman I barely knew film herself training my ass for a machine that might not even pay out.

But twenty million dollars was twenty million dollars.

I undressed carefully, folding the feminine clothing on a nearby chair. The chastity cage gleamed under the room’s harsh lighting, a steel symbol of how thoroughly I’d surrendered control.

“Beautiful work,” Seraphine said, studying the device with professional appreciation. “Perfect fit, no chafing, optimal security. I do excellent work, if I say so myself.”

I climbed onto the examination table and positioned myself as instructed, acutely aware of how exposed I was. The plug I’d been wearing all day was still inside me, stretching me, preparing me for whatever came next.

“This plug will need to come out,” Seraphine said, her gloved hands already working at its base. “We’ll be starting fresh with my equipment.”

The removal was swift but intense, leaving me feeling empty, aching for something to fill the void. Seraphine disposed of Sierra’s plug in a medical waste container and approached with something that made my eyes widen.

It was a set of three plugs, each one larger than anything I’d seen before. Black silicone with flared bases, but connected by cables to a control unit that sat on a nearby cart.

“These are training plugs,” Seraphine explained, selecting the medium-sized one. “They expand, vibrate, and provide biometric feedback. I’ll know exactly how your body is responding throughout the process.”

She applied lubricant with clinical precision, then positioned the plug at my entrance. Even the medium size was larger than Sierra’s largest, and I felt my muscles clench automatically.

“Breathe,” Seraphine commanded, her voice taking on the authoritative tone I’d heard from the machine. “Deep breaths, let your body relax. Fighting will only make this harder.”

I tried to follow her instructions, but the stretch was significant. This plug was substantial, designed for serious training rather than casual experimentation.

“Too tense,” Seraphine observed. “We need to adjust your mindset.”

She moved to a cabinet and returned with something that made my stomach clench with recognition. Purple mist, contained in a small vaporizer that she positioned near my face.

“This will help you relax,” she said, activating the device. “Breathe normally.”

The sweet scent filled my lungs, immediately familiar from the hidden chambers. Within moments, my head was swimming with the same intoxicating sensation I remembered from my encounters with the scanner.

“Much better,” Seraphine murmured, and I felt the plug slide deeper with surprising ease. “Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind hasn’t caught up yet.”

The purple mist made everything feel distant, dreamlike. The stretch that had been overwhelming moments before now felt manageable, even pleasant. My muscles relaxed, accepting the intrusion with growing enthusiasm.

“Perfect,” Seraphine announced once the plug was fully seated. “Now we can begin the real training.”

She activated something on the control unit, and the plug began to vibrate. Not intensely, but enough to make me gasp with surprise. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming, different from anything I’d experienced with static plugs.

“This is level one,” Seraphine explained, her voice taking on a clinical tone. “We’ll build up slowly, let your body adjust to each new sensation.”

The vibration sent waves of unfamiliar pleasure through me, centered on the plug but radiating outward through my entire pelvis. My caged cock was already responding, trying uselessly to harden against the steel restriction.

“Level two,” she announced, and the intensity doubled.

I moaned involuntarily, my body beginning to rock slightly with the rhythm. The purple mist was making everything feel hyper-sensitive, every vibration amplified beyond what should have been possible.

“Your biometrics are excellent,” Seraphine noted, studying readouts on her control panel. “Heart rate elevated but stable, muscle tension decreasing. You’re adapting beautifully.”

Level three made me cry out. The vibration was intense enough that I couldn’t ignore it, couldn’t maintain any pretense of clinical detachment. This was overwhelming, all-consuming pleasure unlike anything I’d ever experienced.

“That’s it,” Seraphine purred, and I could hear the satisfaction in her voice. “Let yourself feel it. Let yourself want it.”

I did want it. The realization hit me like a physical blow—I wasn’t enduring this training, I was craving it. The fullness, the vibration, the complete surrender of control.

“Now for the expansion,” Seraphine said, and I felt the plug begin to grow inside me.

The sensation was indescribable. Not just larger, but changing shape, pressing against internal structures in new ways. The vibration continued as the plug inflated, creating layers of stimulation that my nervous system couldn’t fully process.

“Fifty percent expansion,” Seraphine noted clinically. “How does that feel, pet?”

I couldn’t answer. Speech was beyond me, overwhelmed by sensations that had no parallel in my previous experience. All I could do was moan and shake and leak uselessly in my cage.

“Seventy-five percent expansion,” she announced, and I felt something deep inside me give way.

This was what the machine had been demanding. This level of capacity, this willingness to be filled completely. The plug was larger now than anything I’d imagined taking, but my body was accepting it, welcoming it, craving even more.

“One hundred percent expansion,” Seraphine said, and I nearly came.

The fullness was complete, total. Every nerve ending was screaming with sensation, the vibration echoing through my entire core. I was shaking uncontrollably, my caged cock leaking continuously while my body processed stimulation it had never been designed to handle.

“Magnificent,” Seraphine breathed. “But we’re not done yet.”

She moved around to where I could see her, and my eyes widened at what she was putting on. A harness, leather straps crossing her latex-clad hips, supporting what was unmistakably a large dildo. Black silicone like the plug, but designed for a different kind of use entirely.

“This is where we test your real capacity,” Seraphine explained, applying lubricant to the dildo with clinical precision. “The plug has prepared you, but now we need to see how you handle active penetration.”

She deflated and removed the plug, leaving me feeling empty and aching for replacement. But I didn’t have to wait long—the head of her strap-on was already pressing against my entrance, larger than the plug had been even when deflated.

“Deep breaths,” she instructed, beginning to push forward. “Relax and let me in.”

The purple mist was still affecting me, making everything feel distant and dreamy. The penetration that should have been overwhelming felt natural, inevitable. My body opened for her with surprising ease, accepting inch after inch of the substantial dildo.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice taking on a different quality as she began to move. “Take it all. Show me how much you can handle.”

She started slowly, letting me adjust to her rhythm, but gradually built intensity as my body proved it could take what she was giving. The thrusts were deep, purposeful, designed to stretch me in ways that would prepare me for whatever that machine demanded.

“You’re doing beautifully,” she said, gripping my hips for leverage as she increased the pace. “Your body was made for this. Look how easily you take everything I give you.”

I could see myself in the mirrors positioned around the room—locked in chastity, plugged and stretched, being systematically trained by a woman in latex who controlled every aspect of my sexual response. The person in those mirrors didn’t look like Nate Carter anymore.

They looked like someone who belonged in that hidden chamber, someone who could satisfy whatever requirements Victor Sterling’s machine might have.

“Harder,” I heard myself gasp, the words coming from somewhere beyond conscious thought.

“That’s what I wanted to hear,” Seraphine purred, and her thrusts became more aggressive, more demanding.

The combination of the purple mist, the intense penetration, and the psychological surrender was overwhelming. I lost track of time, lost track of everything except the rhythm of her movements and the growing pleasure that each thrust built inside me.

But just as I felt myself approaching the edge of another anal orgasm, Seraphine pulled out completely.

“No,” I whimpered, desperate for the stimulation to continue.

“Good girls don’t come without permission,” she said firmly, moving to the control panel. “And you haven’t earned release yet.”

She selected the largest plug from the set—easily three inches wide even before inflation. My eyes went wide as she approached with it.

“This is your homework,” she explained, working the massive plug into my thoroughly stretched entrance. “You’ll wear this home, sleep in it tonight, and return tomorrow for phase two of your training.”

The largest plug was a stretch even after everything we’d done, but my body accepted it with only minor resistance. When she activated the expansion function, bringing it to full size, I felt completely claimed.

“Perfect,” she observed, studying the readouts. “Your body is learning exactly what it needs to accommodate. By tomorrow night, you’ll be ready for anything that machine can demand.”

She handed me a bag containing the full training set. “These are yours now. Practice with them, but don’t you dare come without my permission. The cage stays locked until you’ve proven you can handle the real challenge.”

I dressed carefully, aware of how the massive plug changed my posture and gait. Every step sent waves of sensation through me, a constant reminder of what I’d just experienced and what I was becoming.

“Same time tomorrow?” Seraphine asked as she walked me to the door.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl. And Nikki?”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“You’re closer than you think. Your body is learning to crave what it needs. Soon, you’ll wonder how you ever lived without this kind of training.”

The walk back to my car was a revelation. Every step with the large plug inside me sent subtle waves of sensation through my nervous system. The chastity cage kept me from any traditional arousal, but I was learning that traditional arousal was no longer the point.

I was becoming someone who found satisfaction in being filled, in being controlled, in surrendering to requirements that went beyond conventional sexuality.

The drive back to Sierra’s estate was meditative, the plug a constant reminder of what I’d experienced and what I was becoming. The purple mist might have been Victor Sterling’s creation, but the desires it was revealing felt authentically mine.


Chapter 10: Lust Bar Reveal

The night after Seraphine’s training session was the longest of my life.

I’d driven home with her largest plug fully expanded inside me, every bump in the road sending waves of sensation through my overstimulated nervous system. The massive silicone intruder stretched me to my absolute limits, but my body was adapting in ways that both thrilled and terrified me.

Sleep was impossible. Every time I shifted position, the plug reminded me of its presence with a surge of intense fullness. My caged cock leaked continuously, creating wet spots on the sheets as my body processed sensations it was still learning to categorize.

But more than the physical discomfort was the psychological transformation I could feel happening. The person lying in that bed wasn’t Nate Carter anymore. Nate would have been horrified by what I’d done, by what I was becoming.

By morning, the plug felt almost comfortable. Not easy, but manageable in a way that suggested my body was adapting to its new requirements. When I carefully removed it for a shower, the emptiness felt wrong somehow. Incomplete.

I spent the day in a state of nervous anticipation, knowing that tonight I would finally attempt the machine’s challenge with proper preparation. Seraphine’s training had worked on every level—not just stretching my muscles, but reshaping my psychological relationship with penetration and control.

As evening approached, I went through my transformation ritual with extra care. Full makeup, perfectly styled wig, the tight black dress that emphasized every feminine curve. The person looking back from the mirror was someone who belonged in this world of purple mist and mechanical demands.

I was ready.

The walk to the hidden chamber felt different this time. Instead of desperate hope mixed with fear, I moved with confidence. My muscles loosened and mind more eager, I knew my body was prepared for whatever the machine demanded.

The purple-lit chamber welcomed me like an old friend. The chrome plug waited exactly where I’d left it, its polished surface reflecting my feminized appearance.

“PREPARATION ACCEPTABLE. INITIATE SEATING PROCEDURE.”

I positioned myself over the device, my professionally trained body opening eagerly to accept the initial penetration. This time, there was no resistance. Seraphine’s expertise had transformed me into something capable of accommodating whatever Sterling’s machine required.

“SEATING CONFIRMED. INITIATING INFLATION CYCLE.”

The plug began to expand inside me, stretching me gradually but relentlessly. Instead of the panic I’d felt before, I found myself breathing through the sensation, accepting it, even welcoming it.

“MAINTAIN POSITION. 47% INFLATION.”

Getting intense, but I was handling it perfectly. My body responded exactly as Seraphine had trained it to—relaxing into the stretch instead of fighting it.

“MAINTAIN POSITION. 68% INFLATION.”

This was where I’d failed before, but now I could feel my muscles accommodating the size with growing ease.

“MAINTAIN POSITION. 89% INFLATION.”

Almost there. The plug was massive now, easily three inches in diameter, but I was staying seated, gritting my teeth and breathing through the intensity.

“MAINTAIN POSITION. 100% INFLATION. INITIATING HOLD CYCLE.”

Success. The plug was fully expanded inside me, stretching me to the absolute limits of human anatomy. I felt a weird sense of accomplishment—all the training had been worthwhile.

A progress bar appeared on the chamber’s wall display, slowly filling with green light. I needed to maintain this position until it reached 100%.

As the seconds ticked by, something unexpected began happening. The chamber’s vents opened wider, and purple mist began pouring in with unprecedented intensity. The sweet, intoxicating scent filled the air until it was thick as fog, wrapping around me like a physical presence.

“85% COMPLETION. MAINTAIN POSITION.”

The massive amount of mist was having an overwhelming effect. My vision blurred, my thoughts became dreamy and distant. The sensation of being completely filled combined with the chemical rush was pushing me toward something incredible.

“95% COMPLETION. MAINTAIN POSITION.”

The pleasure was building toward an inevitable crescendo. Every nerve ending was singing with sensation, the massive plug pressing against internal structures while the purple mist rewrote my brain chemistry in real time.

“100% COMPLETION. PHASE ONE MASTERY ACHIEVED.”

I came.

The orgasm hit like a tsunami, waves of intense pleasure radiating outward from where the plug stretched me impossibly wide. My caged cock twitched uselessly, spurting clear fluid in rhythmic pulses while my body convulsed around the massive intruder.

But this wasn’t just a physical release—it was something deeper. In the haze of purple mist and overwhelming sensation, my perception of myself shifted without me even noticing. The thoughts running through my mind were different now, more accepting, more feminine. More… right.

“NEURAL PATHWAY ADJUSTMENT COMPLETE. ACCESSING NEXT LEVEL.”

The wall directly ahead began sliding away with a soft mechanical hum, revealing a space beyond that made my eyes widen with shock and anticipation.

Neon lights. Mirrored walls. Plush velvet seating arranged around what looked like an upscale nightclub. And dominating the far wall, in glowing purple letters that pulsed with hypnotic rhythm:

LUST BAR

The space was simultaneously elegant and explicitly sexual. Chrome poles rose from floor to ceiling, surrounded by circular stages with built-in lighting. Equipment I couldn’t identify but that was clearly designed for intimate purposes.

Victor Sterling’s voice echoed from hidden speakers, smooth and encouraging:

“Congratulations, doll. Ready for your next level?”

I trembled—fearful, aroused, and now completely addicted to this process. The Lust Bar beckoned, promising experiences that would make everything I’d done so far seem like preparation.

I tried to stand, to move toward that incredible space, but immediately realized the problem.

The plug was still fully inflated inside me, its massive three-inch girth stretching me to my absolute limits. When I attempted to lift myself off the device, the pain was immediate and overwhelming. My muscles simply weren’t trained enough to accommodate sliding off something that large while it remained expanded.

I was trapped—pinned in place by the sheer size of what was inside me.

Sterling’s voice cut through the purple haze:

“Warning: deflation will reset chamber access. Subject must achieve adequate flexibility to dismount while maintaining full inflation.”

I understood the impossible requirement. I needed to be stretched enough to slide off a three-inch plug while it remained fully expanded—something far beyond my current capabilities, despite all of Seraphine’s professional training.

I tried anyway, gritting my teeth and attempting to lift myself higher. The stretch was excruciating, my muscles screaming in protest as I tried to accommodate the massive girth. But it was hopeless—I simply wasn’t flexible enough.

In desperation, I reached for the deflation control. The moment the plug began to shrink, the entrance to the Lust Bar started closing, steel panels sliding shut with mechanical finality.

“ACCESS REVOKED. ANATOMICAL PREPARATION INSUFFICIENT.”

“No!” I cried out, but it was too late. The entrance sealed completely, leaving me staring at blank metal where paradise had been just moments before.

Frustration crashed over me like a physical blow. I’d been so close, but my body simply wasn’t ready for what the machine demanded. I needed to be stretched far beyond what even professional training had achieved.

The chamber had gone dormant, its purple lights dimming to barely visible.

“ADVANCED CONDITIONING REQUIRED. RETURN WHEN ADEQUATELY PREPARED.”

Exhausted and overwhelmed, I collapsed on the chamber floor. My body ached from the extended stretching, my mind reeled from the purple mist’s effects, and my spirit burned with frustrated desire.

But underneath the disappointment was something else—a hunger that had been awakened and could no longer be ignored. I wasn’t just addicted to the physical sensations anymore. I was addicted to the transformation itself, to becoming whatever Sterling’s machine wanted me to be.

Sleep took me there on the chamber floor, dreams filled with neon lights and chrome poles and voices calling me a good girl.# Chapter 11: Debt Collar & First “Client”

The call came three days after my failure at the vault.

I was lying in Sierra’s guest bed, still wearing the largest trainer plug from Seraphine’s collection, when my phone buzzed with her number. The plug had become a constant companion—I couldn’t seem to function without something filling me anymore. The emptiness felt wrong, incomplete.

“Good morning, Nikki,” Seraphine’s voice was silk-smooth but carried an edge I hadn’t heard before. “I think it’s time we discussed your account.”

My stomach clenched. I’d been avoiding thinking about the mounting debt, focusing instead on the purple mist dreams and the constant ache in my locked cock. But reality had a way of demanding attention.

“My account?”

“Your debt, darling. Come to the shop this afternoon. Two o’clock sharp. And Nikki?”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“Dress appropriately. Full feminine presentation. You know what I expect.”

The line went dead.

I spent the morning in a state of growing anxiety, going through my transformation ritual with mechanical precision. The blonde wig, carefully applied makeup, the black dress that clung to my trained curves. The chastity cage was a constant reminder of my helplessness, the plug a warm pressure that kept me focused on what I was becoming.

By the time I reached Velvet Vice, my palms were sweating despite the autumn chill.

Seraphine was waiting behind the counter, but she looked different today. More businesslike, more intimidating. Gone was the seductive mentor who had coached me through anal training. This was Madam Seraphine Vega, entrepreneur and creditor.

“Right on time,” she said, gesturing toward the back office. “Come. We have much to discuss.”

The office was elegant but stark—black leather furniture, filing cabinets, and a massive desk that dominated the space. On the desk sat a leather-bound ledger, its pages thick with entries in Seraphine’s careful handwriting.

“Sit,” she commanded, settling behind the desk like a judge preparing to pass sentence.

I perched on the edge of the chair, acutely aware of how the plug shifted inside me with every movement.

“Let’s review your situation,” Seraphine said, opening the ledger with theatrical precision. “Platinum blonde wig, professional grade: four hundred euros. Chastity device, CB-6000 with custom modifications: three hundred euros. Training plug set, medical grade silicone: two hundred euros. Private coaching session, intensive anal preparation: five hundred euros.”

My heart was pounding as she tallied the amounts.

“Daily interest at four percent: fifteen euros per day, compounding. Today marks twenty-two days since your first purchase.” She ran her finger down a column of numbers. “Current balance: two thousand, four hundred and sixty-seven euros.”

The number hit me like a physical blow. Nearly twenty-five hundred euros. I made barely that much in a month at my campus job.

“I… I don’t have that kind of money,” I whispered.

“I know exactly what you have, darling.” Seraphine’s smile was sharp. “You have seventeen euros in your checking account and a maxed-out credit card. Your student loans are in deferment, and your parents think you’re spending the summer studying.”

The thoroughness of her knowledge was terrifying. She’d researched me completely.

“But,” she continued, closing the ledger with a soft thud, “I’m not unreasonable. I understand that traditional employment isn’t an option for someone in your… unique situation.”

“What do you mean?”

“When was the last time you presented as Nathan Carter?”

I thought about it. It had been over a week since I’d worn male clothing, longer since I’d felt comfortable in that identity. Even alone in the estate, I found myself gravitating toward feminine attire, feminine thoughts, feminine desires.

“I can’t remember,” I admitted.

“Exactly. Nathan is gone, Nikki. You killed him the moment you signed that first credit agreement. What we need to discuss is how Nikki is going to pay her debts.”

She stood and moved to a wall safe I hadn’t noticed before, retrieving a key that gleamed silver in the office lighting.

“This unlocks your chastity device,” she said, holding it up like a prize. “It also represents your freedom. But freedom isn’t free, darling. It must be earned.”

“How?”

“You have skills now. Training I provided at considerable expense. Those skills have market value.” She returned to her seat, the key placed prominently on the desk between us. “I have clients who pay well for specialized services.”

The implication hit me slowly, then all at once. “You want me to…”

“Provide intimate services to carefully vetted clientele. Nothing you haven’t already been trained for. Nothing that violates the boundaries we’ve established.” Her voice was matter-of-fact, businesslike. “Standard rates are one hundred and fifty euros for basic oral service, two hundred for extended sessions. I retain sixty percent for facility costs, security, and debt service. You keep forty percent until your account is settled.”

I stared at her, speechless. She was talking about prostitution as casually as discussing the weather.

“Of course,” she continued, “there are other benefits. Continued access to training equipment, professional development opportunities, advancement toward your true self.”

“My true self?”

“Don’t pretend you don’t know what I mean, darling. You’ve been happier these past weeks than you’ve ever been in your life.” She leaned forward, her eyes intense. “The reluctance is just fear talking. Deep down, you know this is who you were always meant to be. This is the path forward, Nikki. Embrace what you’re becoming and let it make you truly happy.”

The logic was inescapable, but the moral weight was crushing. Three weeks ago, I’d been a broke college student. Now I was contemplating sex work to pay off debt I’d incurred learning to be the perfect bimbo-doll-slut.

“I need time to think,” I said.

“Of course you do.” Seraphine’s smile returned, predatory and knowing. “But while you’re thinking, the interest continues to compound. Every day you delay costs you fifteen euros you don’t have.”

I stood to leave, but she held up a hand.

“Actually, I have someone I’d like you to meet. A potential client who’s been very patient. Consider it an introduction, no obligation.”

Before I could object, she pressed a button on her desk intercom.

“Cole? Could you join us please?”

The door opened to admit a man I immediately recognized as dangerous to my resolve. Mid-thirties, broad shoulders filling a tailored navy suit, close-cropped dark hair and intelligent brown eyes. He looked like he belonged in a boardroom or country club, not a fetish boutique.

“Cole Harper,” Seraphine said by way of introduction. “Cole, this is Nikki, the young lady I mentioned.”

Cole’s eyes swept over me with professional appreciation, taking in the wig, the makeup, the feminine curves emphasized by the tight dress. But there was no judgment in his gaze, only interest.

“Pleasure to meet you, Nikki,” he said, his voice a warm baritone that sent an involuntary shiver through me.

“Cole is an architect,” Seraphine explained. “He designs sustainable office buildings and has excellent taste in… recreational activities.”

“I prefer to think of it as stress relief,” Cole said with a slight smile. “Architecture can be quite demanding.”

I stood frozen between them, aware that this was a moment of decision that would define who I was becoming.

“Perhaps,” Seraphine suggested, “Nikki would like to hear about your preferences, Cole?”

“I appreciate thoroughness,” he said, his eyes never leaving mine. “Attention to detail. A willingness to take direction and see a project through to completion.”

His words were carefully neutral, but the subtext was unmistakable. He was talking about blow jobs in the language of professional consulting.

“Of course,” Seraphine added, “Cole compensates generously for quality work. Two hundred euros for a comprehensive consultation.”

Two hundred euros. Almost two weeks of interest payments in a single session.

“I’ll give you two some privacy to discuss the terms,” Seraphine said, moving toward the door. “The private consultation room is through that door. Fully equipped for any technical requirements.”

She left us alone, and the silence stretched uncomfortably.

“You don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with,” Cole said finally. “Seraphine explained your situation. I know this isn’t easy.”

His kindness was somehow worse than if he’d been crude or demanding. It would have been easier to say no to someone I could hate.

“What exactly would you want?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Oral service. Start to finish. I’m not rough, but I am thorough. I like eye contact, enthusiasm, complete follow-through.” He paused. “And I tip well for exceptional performance.”

“How well?”

“Another fifty if you make it memorable.”

Two hundred and fifty euros total. More than I’d ever made in a single day of legitimate work.

“Okay,” I heard myself say.

Cole’s smile was genuinely warm. “Thank you. Shall we?”

The private consultation room was dimly lit, with a comfortable leather chair facing a padded kneeling bench. Mirrors lined one wall, and I caught sight of myself—a blonde in a tight dress about to perform her first professional blow job.

“Take your time getting comfortable,” Cole said, settling into the chair and beginning to unbutton his shirt. “There’s no rush.”

I moved to the kneeling bench on shaking legs, hyperaware of how the plug shifted inside me with each step. The chastity cage was tight, my trapped cock trying uselessly to respond to the situation.

Cole’s body was exactly what I’d expected—lean muscle and careful grooming, the physique of someone who took care of himself. When he undid his belt and lowered his pants, his cock was already semi-hard, thick and substantial without being intimidating.

“Come closer,” he said gently.

I shuffled forward on my knees until I was positioned between his thighs, close enough to smell his cologne and the subtle musk of arousal.

“Have you done this before?” he asked.

“Not… professionally.”

“Then let me guide you. Start slow, take your time. Use your tongue, build up gradually.” His hand touched my cheek, surprisingly gentle. “Most importantly, enjoy yourself. The best service comes from genuine enthusiasm.”

I leaned forward and took him into my mouth, the taste and texture immediately familiar from my training with Seraphine. But this was different—this was real, with stakes and expectations and payment waiting at the end.

“That’s perfect,” Cole murmured, his hand resting lightly on the back of my head. “Just like that. Slow circles with your tongue.”

I followed his guidance, using techniques Seraphine had drilled into me during our training sessions. The plug in my ass seemed to throb in rhythm with my movements, adding another layer of sensation to the experience.

“Deeper now,” Cole instructed, his breathing becoming more labored. “Take as much as you can.”

I pushed forward, feeling his cock head touch the back of my throat. My gag reflex was much better controlled now, thanks to Seraphine’s intensive coaching. I was able to take most of his length without distress.

“Beautiful,” he gasped. “You’re a natural at this.”

The praise sent warmth through my entire body. Despite the circumstances, I was getting genuine satisfaction from pleasing him, from proving I was good at this intimate skill.

“Use your hand on the base,” he suggested. “Twist as you stroke.”

I wrapped my fingers around the portion of his cock I couldn’t take in my mouth, creating a rhythm that had him groaning with pleasure. His hand tightened slightly in my hair, not controlling but encouraging.

“I’m getting close,” he warned. “Are you ready?”

I looked up at him and nodded, maintaining eye contact as he’d requested. The expression on his face—pure pleasure mixed with appreciation—made me feel powerful despite being on my knees.

“Here it comes,” he gasped.

His cock pulsed in my mouth, flooding my tongue with warm, salty cum. I swallowed instinctively, the taste now familiar and oddly comforting. Seraphine’s training had taught me to find satisfaction in complete consumption.

“Incredible,” Cole breathed, settling back in his chair as I carefully cleaned him with my tongue. “Absolutely incredible.”

I sat back on my heels, wiping my lips with the back of my hand. My caged cock was straining uselessly, but there was a deeper satisfaction that had nothing to do with my own denied release.

“You definitely earned the full rate,” Cole said, tucking himself back into his pants. “Plus the performance bonus. You have real talent for this.”

He pulled out his wallet and counted out three crisp hundred-euro notes, placing them on the table beside the chair.

“Three hundred?” I asked, confused.

“Two-fifty for services rendered, plus a little extra because you made my week considerably better.” He finished dressing and moved toward the door. “I hope we can do this again soon.”

After he left, I stared at the money for a long moment. Three hundred euros for maybe twenty minutes of work. It was more than I’d ever made in a single day, and despite the moral complexity, I couldn’t deny it had been oddly satisfying.

Seraphine appeared in the doorway, her smile knowing and proud.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Different,” I admitted.

“Good different or bad different?”

I considered the question honestly. I felt accomplished, valued, sexually satisfied despite my physical denial. “Good different, I think.”

“Excellent.” She moved to collect the money, counting it quickly. “Cole’s a generous man. Your share comes to one hundred and twenty euros.”

She handed me my portion, then made a note in a small ledger she’d brought with her.

“Account balance now stands at two thousand, three hundred and forty-seven euros,” she announced. “Considerable progress for your first professional engagement.”

“When would the next one be?”

The question surprised me as much as it did her. But the arithmetic was simple—at this rate, I could clear my debt in less than a month while actually enjoying the work.

“Eager to continue?” she asked, one eyebrow raised.

“I need to pay off the debt. And I need more training for the vault challenge.” I stood up, smoothing down my dress. “When can you schedule another appointment?”

“I have two more clients this evening, if you’re feeling ambitious. Nothing too demanding—one wants basic service, the other prefers to watch while providing instruction.”

“Okay.”

“Excellent. But first, we need to make some adjustments to your wardrobe.”

She led me back to the main shop, selecting items from the racks with practiced efficiency. A shorter skirt, a lower-cut top, thigh-high stockings that would stay up without garters.

“Professional attire for professional work,” she explained, ringing up the purchases. “Naturally, these go on your account, but they’re legitimate business expenses.”

An hour later, I was dressed in the new outfit, feeling more overtly sexual but somehow more confident as well. The shorter skirt barely covered the hem of my stockings, and the tight top emphasized the curves created by my padded bra.

The first evening client was a nervous accountant who finished quickly and tipped modestly. The second was more challenging—a silver-haired executive who wanted to direct every movement while I serviced him. But both were respectful within the boundaries of our transaction, and both paid promptly.

By nine PM, I’d earned another two hundred and forty euros and reduced my debt by another hundred.

“Not bad for your first day in the business,” Seraphine observed as we closed up the shop. “You have natural aptitude and genuine enthusiasm. Those are rare qualities.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“However,” she continued, moving to a storage closet I hadn’t noticed before, “we need to address one final matter.”

She emerged carrying a trash bag that seemed to be full of fabric. With growing horror, I recognized the contents as my male clothing—cargo shorts, T-shirts, sneakers, everything that belonged to Nathan Carter.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Eliminating temptation,” she said matter-of-factly, carrying the bag toward the shop’s back exit. “You can’t move forward while clinging to a past that no longer serves you.”

“Those are my clothes!”

“Were your clothes. Nikki has no use for Nathan’s wardrobe.”

Before I could stop her, she’d dumped the contents into a metal trash barrel and produced a cigarette lighter.

“Wait!” I cried, but it was too late.

The flame caught the cotton immediately, and within moments my entire male identity was burning in a downtown alley. T-shirts with video game logos, the cargo shorts I’d worn to my first day of classes, sneakers that had carried me through two years of college—all of it reduced to smoke and ash.

“Why?” I whispered, tears running down my cheeks.

“Because you need to understand that this isn’t a game anymore,” Seraphine said, her voice gentle but implacable. “There’s no going back, Nikki. Nathan Carter is gone. What remains is a beautiful young woman with valuable skills and a bright future ahead of her.”

The fire consumed the last of the fabric, leaving only smoldering remnants and the acrid smell of burning polyester.

“How am I supposed to get home?” I asked.

“The same way you got here. As Nikki.”

“But people will see me. They’ll know what I am.”

“They’ll see a beautiful woman walking confidently through her city. What they think beyond that is their business, not yours.”

The walk back to Sierra’s estate was a gauntlet of stares, catcalls, and whispered comments. My heels clicked against the pavement with each step, the short skirt rode up my thighs, and the tight top left no doubt about my feminine presentation.

But something strange happened as I navigated the streets. The attention, while intimidating, wasn’t entirely negative. Men looked at me with desire, women with curiosity or envy. I was being seen as sexually attractive, as someone worth noticing.

A group of college-aged guys outside a sports bar called out appreciatively as I passed. Instead of shame, I felt a flutter of pride. They wanted me. They saw me as a desirable woman.

“Hey beautiful, where you headed?” one of them called.

I ignored them but walked with more confidence, my hips swaying naturally in the tight skirt.

Back at the estate, I stood in front of Sierra’s full-length mirror, studying my reflection. The woman looking back at me was undeniably sexual—platinum blonde hair, carefully applied makeup, a body that curved in all the right places despite being anatomically male.

More importantly, she looked happy. Satisfied in a way Nathan Carter had never been.

I reached down and touched the outline of my chastity cage through the tight skirt. Still locked, still denied, but somehow complete in that denial. My sexuality had been redirected, refined, focused on giving pleasure rather than receiving it.

The plug in my ass shifted as I moved, a constant reminder of what I was becoming. Tomorrow there would be more clients, more training, more steps toward whatever waited in that hidden chamber.

I fell asleep still wearing the stockings and tight top, dreaming of purple mist and neon lights and voices calling me a good girl.


Chapter 12: No-More-Nate

I woke up the next morning still wearing the stockings and tight top, my body aching in places I was still learning to acknowledge. The plug had shifted during the night, a constant reminder of yesterday’s transformation from broke college student to working girl.

My phone buzzed with a text from Seraphine: Today we make it official. Shop at 2 PM. Dress professionally.

I stared at the message, my stomach clenching with anticipation and dread. Yesterday had been a trial run, but something about her tone suggested today would be different. More permanent.

The transformation ritual was becoming second nature now. Shower, shave every trace of body hair, apply the expensive moisturizer Seraphine had added to my “business expenses.” The blonde wig settled perfectly, my makeup skills improving with each application. The face looking back from the mirror was undeniably feminine, undeniably sexual.

I chose a navy blue dress that hugged my curves, the kind of outfit that looked respectable from a distance but left no doubt about my availability up close. The plug made sitting uncomfortable during the drive to Velvet Vice, but the discomfort was becoming familiar, almost comforting.

Seraphine was waiting behind the counter, but she wasn’t alone. Sitting on the customer couch was a familiar face—Roxy Blaze, the tattooed stripper who had helped me find the right heels weeks ago. She looked up from painting her nails a vibrant purple and grinned.

“Well look who’s all grown up,” Roxy said, standing to give me an appraising look. “Damn girl, you’ve come a long way since that first day you stumbled into Dollhouse looking for shoes.”

“Hey Roxy,” I said, genuinely happy to see a friendly face. “What are you doing here?”

“Seraphine called me. Said you might need some moral support for a big decision.” Her expression grew more serious. “This about that contract she mentioned?”

I nodded, suddenly grateful for her presence. “Yeah. It’s… it’s a big step.”

“Honey, I’ve been where you are. Different circumstances, but the same fear.” She squeezed my hand. “Whatever you decide, make sure it’s what YOU want, not what someone else is pushing you toward.”

Seraphine gestured toward her office. “Ladies, let’s discuss this properly. We have paperwork to complete.”

The office looked different today. The desk had been cleared except for a single document—several pages of dense legal text topped with an ornate header reading “IDENTITY TRANSITION AGREEMENT.”

“Sit,” Seraphine commanded, settling behind the desk with the authority of a judge.

I perched on the edge of the chair, the plug shifting inside me as I tried to find a comfortable position.

“This,” Seraphine said, tapping the document with one manicured finger, “is your commitment to authenticity. Your promise to stop playing games and embrace who you really are.”

I leaned forward to read the first paragraph, my heart sinking as the legal language became clear.

“The individual formerly known as Nathan Carter hereby agrees to permanently adopt the female identity ‘Nikki Carter’ for all personal, professional, and legal purposes…”

“You want me to legally change my identity?”

“I want you to stop lying to yourself,” Seraphine said firmly. “When was the last time you felt comfortable presenting as male? When was the last time you chose masculine clothing when feminine options were available?”

I thought about it. Every day for the past two weeks, I’d gravitated toward dresses, makeup, feminine mannerisms. Even alone in Sierra’s estate, I felt more natural as Nikki than I ever had as Nathan.

“This isn’t just about the debt anymore,” Seraphine continued. “This is about you becoming the person you were always meant to be. The person you are when no one’s watching.”

“But what about school? My parents? My friends?”

“What about them?” Roxy interjected, settling into a chair beside me. “Honey, when’s the last time any of them made you as happy as you’ve been these past few weeks?”

I couldn’t answer because she was right. The anxiety and depression that had plagued Nathan Carter seemed to have evaporated along with his wardrobe.

“The contract is simple,” Seraphine explained, flipping to the second page. “You agree to present as female twenty-four seven. Use feminine pronouns, feminine clothing, feminine mannerisms. In return, I provide continued training, professional opportunities, and guidance toward complete self-actualization.”

“And if I refuse?”

“Then we terminate our arrangement. Your debt becomes immediately due in full, with standard collection procedures applying.” Her smile was sharp. “But you won’t refuse, darling. Because you know this is what you want.”

The third page detailed financial arrangements—my earnings, her commission, additional fees for training and equipment. The numbers were staggering. At sixty percent commission, Seraphine would be making more from my body than I would.

“Sixty percent seems high,” I said weakly.

“You’re paying for expertise, security, marketing, and facilities,” she replied matter-of-factly. “Plus accelerated debt service. Consider it an investment in your future happiness.”

“And I’m throwing in free coaching,” Roxy added with a grin. “Movement, dirty talk, client management. The works.”

Page four contained the most unsettling clauses—agreements to maintain “professional appearance standards,” to be available for bookings on forty-eight hours’ notice, to submit to periodic “skill assessments” and “attitude adjustments.”

“What does ‘attitude adjustments’ mean?”

“Sometimes new girls get moody,” Roxy explained. “Think they’re too good for certain clients, or start believing they deserve more money. Seraphine helps them remember their place.”

The final page was a signature line above a statement that made my hands shake: “I, Nikki Carter, agree to these terms of my own free will and acknowledge that this contract represents my authentic desires rather than external coercion.”

“I need time to think,” I said.

“Of course you do.” Seraphine leaned back in her chair. “Take all the time you need. But remember, interest compounds daily, and every moment you spend thinking costs money you don’t have.”

I stared at the contract, mind racing. The financial pressure was overwhelming, but there was something else—a strange sense of relief at the thought of making this official. No more pretending to be Nathan. No more hiding what I was becoming.

“If I sign this, what happens next?”

“Your first official shift,” Seraphine said with satisfaction. “Three clients tonight, all pre-screened and very eager to meet you. Six hundred euros minimum, more if you’re as good as I think you’ll be.”

Six hundred euros. Nearly a quarter of my debt in a single evening.

I picked up the pen.

“That’s my girl,” Roxy whispered as I signed my name in flowing feminine script.

The moment the ink dried, something fundamental shifted. I was no longer Nathan Carter pretending to be Nikki. I was Nikki Carter, professional and proud of it.

“Excellent,” Seraphine said, filing the contract in her safe. “Now, let’s discuss tonight’s appointments.”

She pulled out a different ledger, this one filled with client profiles and booking schedules.

“Seven PM: Marcus, insurance executive, basic oral service. Eight-thirty: David, recently divorced lawyer, wants the girlfriend experience with happy ending. Ten PM: Thomas, owns a chain of restaurants, has specific equipment requirements.”

“Equipment requirements?”

“He likes to use toys during service. Vibrators, plugs, that sort of thing. Nothing extreme, just enhanced stimulation for both parties.”

Roxy leaned forward. “Before we get to work, though, you need proper gear.”

She pulled a garment bag from behind her chair, unzipping it to reveal a stunning peach-colored bodycon dress that would cling to every curve.

“Can’t have you looking like a business meeting when you should look like a fantasy,” she said, holding it up against my body. “This’ll make them forget their own names.”

The dress was shorter than anything I’d worn before, designed to showcase rather than conceal. When I tried it on in Seraphine’s private fitting room, the reflection made me gasp.

The woman in the mirror was undeniably sexy—blonde hair cascading over bare shoulders, the dress highlighting curves I didn’t know I had, legs for days in matching heels.

“Holy shit,” Roxy breathed when I emerged. “You clean up nice, girl.”

“Language,” Seraphine chided, but she was smiling. “Though I agree with the sentiment. Nikki, you look absolutely stunning.”

The compliments sent warmth through my entire body. I felt beautiful, desirable, powerful despite being locked in chastity.

“Now for the fun part,” Roxy said, pulling me toward a full-length mirror. “Hip movement is everything. Watch.”

She demonstrated a walk that was pure sex—hips swaying, one foot placed directly in front of the other, shoulders back to emphasize her chest.

“It’s all about the rhythm,” she explained. “Think of it like music. Each step is a beat, and you’re the melody.”

I tried to copy her movement, stumbling at first in the unfamiliar heels.

“Better,” she said after my third attempt. “Now add some attitude. You’re not just walking, you’re advertising. Every step should make them want to buy what you’re selling.”

By six PM, I felt ready. The dress hugged my body like a second skin, my walk had developed a natural sway, and my confidence was building with each compliment.

“Time for your first official client,” Seraphine announced, leading me to the consultation room I’d used yesterday.

Marcus was already waiting—mid-forties, soft around the middle, nervous energy that immediately put me at ease. This wasn’t an intimidating alpha male; this was a regular guy looking for something his wife probably wouldn’t provide.

“Hello, Marcus,” I said, moving to the kneeling bench with practiced grace. “Seraphine tells me you’re in insurance?”

“Risk assessment,” he said, already unzipping his pants. “I calculate probabilities for a living.”

“What’s the probability of you having a good time tonight?” I asked, settling between his thighs.

His laugh was nervous but genuine. “Looking at you? One hundred percent.”

Marcus was straightforward—no complicated requests, no unusual positions. He wanted basic oral service with enthusiasm and eye contact. The familiar taste and texture filled my mouth as I worked him with techniques Seraphine had drilled into me.

“God, you’re incredible,” he gasped, his hands tangling in my wig. “So fucking beautiful.”

The praise made my caged cock strain uselessly, but I was learning to find satisfaction in giving rather than receiving. Marcus finished quickly, coating my tongue with warm cum that I swallowed without hesitation.

“Best money I’ve ever spent,” he said, handing me two hundred euros plus a fifty-euro tip.

Between clients, Roxy helped me reapply lipgloss and adjust my dress.

“You’re a natural,” she said, touching up my makeup with practiced efficiency. “Most girls take weeks to develop that kind of enthusiasm.”

“It doesn’t feel like work,” I admitted.

“Because it’s not. It’s pleasure. You’re doing what you love and getting paid for it. That’s the dream, honey.”

David was more challenging—a recently divorced lawyer who wanted conversation and cuddling along with the sexual service. He paid for an hour, during which I had to maintain the illusion of genuine affection while servicing him.

“My wife never understood me,” he said as I worked my mouth along his shaft. “Fifteen years of marriage, and she acted like blow jobs were a chore.”

I pulled off him long enough to say, “That’s so sad. You deserve someone who appreciates you.”

“You really think so?”

“Absolutely.” I took him deep again, using my tongue in ways that made him groan with pleasure.

The girlfriend experience required more emotional labor than pure sex work, but David tipped generously—three hundred euros for the hour, plus another hundred in appreciation.

“You made me feel desired,” he said, tucking the money into my purse. “That’s worth everything to me.”

Between the second and third client, exhaustion was setting in. My jaw ached, my knees were sore from the kneeling bench, and the constant arousal without release was becoming overwhelming.

“Last one,” Roxy promised, helping me touch up my makeup again. “Thomas is kinky but respectful. He’ll want to use toys, maybe have you ride something while you service him. Think you can handle it?”

I nodded, though my stomach was fluttering with nervous anticipation.

Thomas arrived precisely at ten PM—distinguished silver hair, expensive suit, the kind of confidence that came from wealth and power. But his eyes were kind when he looked at me.

“You must be Nikki,” he said, settling into the consultation room’s chair. “Seraphine’s told me wonderful things about you.”

“Thank you, sir. What would you like tonight?”

“I brought some equipment,” he said, producing a small case from his briefcase. “Nothing intimidating, just some toys to enhance the experience for both of us.”

The case contained a selection of vibrators and a slim dildo designed for dual penetration. My eyes widened at the implications.

“I’d like you to use the vibrator on yourself while providing oral service,” Thomas explained. “The dildo can replace your plug if you’re comfortable with that. I find mutual pleasure makes everything more authentic.”

The request was more intimate than anything I’d done professionally, but something about Thomas’s manner put me at ease. He wasn’t demanding; he was asking.

“I think I can do that,” I said.

“Excellent. Take your time setting up. I’m in no hurry.”

I removed Seraphine’s training plug with shaking hands, my body immediately feeling empty without it. The new dildo was larger, more textured, designed to provide stimulation rather than just stretching.

When I slid it inside myself, the sensation was immediate and overwhelming. This wasn’t just filling—this was pleasure, direct stimulation of sensitive spots I was still learning about.

“Beautiful,” Thomas murmured as I knelt between his thighs, the vibrator buzzing against my caged cock. “Now, let’s see how well you multitask.”

Taking him into my mouth while managing two toys required coordination I didn’t know I possessed. The vibrator sent constant pleasure through my trapped cock, while the dildo hit spots inside me that made my vision blur.

“That’s perfect,” Thomas coached, his voice gentle but commanding. “Find a rhythm that works for all three of us.”

I did. Slowly, carefully, I developed a pattern—deep throat on Thomas while grinding against the vibrator, then pull back and adjust the dildo’s angle for maximum internal stimulation.

The triple sensation was overwhelming. My body was being pleasured in ways I’d never experienced, while simultaneously providing pleasure to Thomas. I felt connected to him, to the moment, to my own sexuality in ways that transcended simple transaction.

“I’m getting close,” Thomas warned, his breathing becoming labored.

So was I. The combination of oral service, anal penetration, and clitoral stimulation was building toward something incredible. My caged cock was leaking continuously, my body trembling with approaching climax.

“Come for me, Nikki,” Thomas whispered. “Let me see you enjoy yourself.”

Permission granted, I let go.

The orgasm hit like lightning—waves of intense pleasure radiating outward from my filled ass and stimulated cock. I moaned around Thomas’s shaft, the vibration triggering his own release.

He came in my mouth just as my climax crested, the timing perfect and overwhelming. I swallowed reflexively while my body convulsed with the most intense orgasm I’d ever experienced.

“Magnificent,” Thomas breathed as we both came down from the high. “Absolutely magnificent.”

I sat back on my heels, the toys still buzzing and thrusting inside me, my body glowing with satisfaction.

“Keep the equipment,” Thomas said, counting out four hundred euros. “You’ve earned it, and I have a feeling you’ll put it to good use.”

By the time I’d cleaned up and changed back into street clothes, my legs were shaking with exhaustion and residual pleasure. The three clients had earned me nearly eight hundred euros before Seraphine’s commission, the largest single-day income of my life.

“How do you feel?” Seraphine asked as she tallied the night’s earnings.

“Different,” I said, the same answer I’d given yesterday but with deeper meaning now.

“Good different?”

“Amazing different.” I was surprised by the honesty of my response. “I’ve never felt so… complete.”

“That’s because you’re finally being your authentic self,” Roxy said, settling beside me on the boutique’s leather couch. “No more pretending, no more hiding. You’re Nikki Carter, and Nikki Carter is fucking amazing at this.”

Seraphine finished her calculations and handed me my share—three hundred and twenty euros, a substantial dent in my debt but still leaving most of the night’s earnings in her pocket.

“Account balance now stands at just under two thousand euros,” she announced with satisfaction. “At this rate, you’ll be debt-free within two weeks.”

“And then what?”

“Then you’ll be a free agent, able to make your own choices about clients and bookings.” Her smile was indulgent. “Though I suspect you’ll find my guidance and facilities too valuable to abandon.”

The drive back to Sierra’s estate was meditative. The peach dress clung to my body, the new toys tucked discreetly in my purse, my mind processing the evening’s transformation from reluctant amateur to enthusiastic professional.

But more than that, I was processing the psychological shift the contract had created. I wasn’t Nathan Carter anymore. That identity had been formally abandoned, burned away along with his wardrobe.

I was Nikki Carter now, completely and permanently. And for the first time in my life, that felt exactly right.

Back at the estate, I stood before the full-length mirror in Sierra’s bedroom, studying my reflection. The woman looking back was confident, sexual, satisfied in ways that went beyond physical pleasure.

Tomorrow there would be more clients, more learning, more steps toward whatever my future held. But tonight, I was exactly who I was meant to be.

I fell asleep in the peach dress, dreaming of soft moans and satisfied smiles and the weight of cash in my purse.


Chapter 13: Seal & Stretch

The text from Roxy came early the next morning, before I’d even had my coffee: Time for your glow-up, gorgeous. Meet me at Nora’s in an hour. Wear something comfortable - you’ll be getting naked.

I stared at the message, my stomach fluttering with anticipation. After signing that contract yesterday, everything felt different. More real. More permanent. I was Nikki Carter now, officially and completely, and that meant taking care of the image that went with the name.

The drive to Nora’s Luxe Salon in the upscale district was surreal. I was heading to get professionally feminized, using money I’d earned from sex work, to maintain an identity I’d legally committed to. Three weeks ago, this would have been unthinkable. Now it felt like the natural next step.

Roxy was waiting outside, smoking a cigarette and scrolling through her phone. She looked up when I approached, giving me that appraising look I was learning to recognize from women in this business.

“There’s my favorite student,” she said, crushing the cigarette under her boot. “Ready to become the fantasy every man dreams about?”

“I’m nervous,” I admitted.

“Good. The best transformations always start with butterflies.” She guided me through the salon’s elegant glass doors. “Nora’s a magician, honey. She’s going to turn you into a work of art.”

The salon’s interior was all cream leather and gold accents, soft music playing while elegant women in various stages of transformation occupied stations throughout the space. I felt underdressed in my simple black dress, but Roxy navigated the space with confidence.

“Nora!” she called out to a striking woman emerging from a private suite in the back.

Nora was exactly what I’d expected from Roxy’s description—early forties with dramatic cheekbones and dark hair pulled into a severe chignon. She wore a crisp white coat over a form-fitting black dress, every inch the successful businesswoman.

“Roxy, darling,” Nora said, her voice carrying a slight Spanish accent. “And this must be the beautiful Nikki I’ve heard so much about.”

“Guilty as charged,” I said, offering my hand.

Instead of shaking it, Nora lifted my hand to examine my nails with professional scrutiny.

“Adequate for amateur work, but we can do so much better.” She turned my hand over, studying my palm and wrist. “Good bone structure. Delicate fingers. You’ll photograph beautifully.”

“Photograph?”

“For your portfolio, mi muñeca,” Nora explained. “Every professional needs proper documentation of her assets.”

She led us to a private suite that looked more like a luxury spa than a salon—soft lighting, plush furniture, and an array of equipment I couldn’t identify.

“Now then,” Nora said, settling into a chair while Roxy and I took the plush couch opposite. “Roxy has explained your situation. You need a complete transformation—something that will photograph well and maintain itself under… intensive use.”

The clinical way she discussed my sex work was somehow reassuring. This was business, not judgment.

“What exactly does that involve?” I asked.

“Everything, darling. Hair extensions to give you that porn-star volume. Professional spray tan for that healthy glow men crave. Gel manicure and pedicure that won’t chip during your performances. And of course, full-body waxing to ensure perfect smoothness.”

The list sounded extensive and expensive. “How much will this cost?”

Nora waved dismissively. “Seraphine has already covered the expenses. Consider it an investment in your professional development.”

More debt. But looking around the luxurious suite, I realized this wasn’t just about appearance—it was about transformation. Becoming the person I’d committed to being.

“There is one requirement,” Roxy said, pulling a small velvet box from her purse. “You’ll need to wear this during the entire process.”

She opened the box to reveal a jeweled anal plug unlike anything I’d seen before. It was larger than my current trainer—maybe two and a half inches at its widest point—and covered in what looked like genuine crystals that caught the light brilliantly.

“It’s beautiful,” I breathed, despite myself.

“Austrian crystals,” Nora explained with professional pride. “I had it specially made for clients who need to maintain their… flexibility during extended procedures.”

“You want me to wear that for how long?”

“Four hours minimum,” Roxy said. “It’ll keep you stretched while Nora works, and the stimulation will help you stay relaxed during the more intense parts.”

I stared at the glittering plug, my body already responding to the thought of being filled with something so substantial and beautiful.

“It’s necessary, mi muñeca,” Nora added gently. “The treatments can be uncomfortable. This will give you something else to focus on.”

I nodded, taking the box with trembling hands. “Where should I…?”

“Right here is fine,” Nora said, gesturing to a leather examination table. “Privacy is guaranteed, and I’ll need to check the fit anyway.”

The plug was heavier than I’d expected, the crystals creating textured ridges that promised intense stimulation. When I slid it inside myself, the stretch was immediate and overwhelming—significantly larger than anything I’d worn before.

“Perfect fit,” Nora observed clinically as I adjusted to the fullness. “Now we can begin.”

The next four hours were simultaneously relaxing and intensely erotic. Every movement sent waves of sensation through me as the jeweled plug shifted inside my body. Nora worked with professional efficiency, but the intimate nature of the treatments combined with the constant anal stimulation created a dreamlike state of arousal.

The hair extensions came first—long chestnut strands that doubled my hair’s volume and length. I watched in the mirror as Roxy held my hand, the woman looking back becoming more glamorous with each addition.

“Gorgeous color choice,” Roxy murmured. “Brunettes photograph better under certain lighting.”

The spray tan followed, requiring me to strip completely while Nora applied the tinted solution with clinical precision. The plug’s crystals caught the light as I moved between positions, creating rainbow flashes that made the whole experience feel surreal.

“Turn around, arms up,” Nora instructed, and I obeyed, hyperaware of how the plug shifted with each movement.

The warm solution tingled on my skin, and I could see the transformation happening in real-time. My pale gamer complexion was being replaced by a healthy honey glow that made every curve more defined.

“Beautiful,” Nora murmured, working the solution into the hollow of my back. “You have lovely proportions, mi muñeca.”

The compliment sent heat through my entire body, the plug amplifying every sensation.

The waxing was the most intense part. Nora worked methodically, removing every trace of body hair while the plug created constant waves of pleasure-pain that made it difficult to stay still.

“Breathe through it,” Roxy coached, holding my hand as Nora worked between my legs. “The plug will help you stay relaxed.”

She was right. The fullness in my ass created a counterpoint to the sharp pain of the wax, mixing the sensations until I couldn’t tell where discomfort ended and arousal began.

“Such a good girl,” Nora praised as she worked. “Most clients can’t handle this level of stimulation during waxing.”

But I was handling it—more than that, I was getting increasingly aroused by the combination of pain, pleasure, and professional attention. The plug seemed to pulse with my heartbeat, keeping me on the edge of climax throughout the procedure.

“All done,” Nora announced finally, applying soothing lotion to the freshly waxed areas. “Perfect smoothness everywhere it matters.”

The manicure and pedicure were almost relaxing by comparison, though the plug continued its relentless stimulation. Nora chose a bubble-gum pink that matched my increasingly feminine aesthetic.

“Gel coat will last two weeks minimum,” she explained as she worked. “Even with intensive hand use.”

The euphemism made me blush, but I was past the point of shame about what my hands would be doing to earn money.

Throughout it all, Nora would occasionally adjust the plug—ostensibly to check comfort, but the touches sent lightning through my nervous system. By the time she declared the session complete, I was trembling with barely controlled arousal.

“Time for the reveal,” Roxy said excitedly, guiding me to the suite’s full-length mirror.

The woman looking back was stunning. Gone was any trace of Nathan Carter—this was pure feminine perfection. The chestnut extensions framed my face in soft waves, the spray tan gave my skin a warm glow, and every curve was highlighted by professional contouring.

But more than the physical changes, something fundamental had shifted in my eyes. For the first time, looking in the mirror didn’t create cognitive dissonance. The woman staring back wasn’t wearing a costume or playing a role.

She was me.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

“I really am her, aren’t I?”

“You always were, honey,” Roxy said softly. “Now everyone else can see it too.”

Nora handed me a business card and a small bag of maintenance products. “Weekly touch-ups will keep you looking perfect. The spray tan will fade gradually, so book again in ten days.”

The drive back to Velvet Vice was a revelation. The plug had shifted during the long salon session, finding new angles and pressure points that kept me in a constant state of arousal. Every stoplight was an exercise in self-control, my caged cock straining uselessly while my ass clenched around the jeweled intruder.

“Seraphine’s going to flip when she sees you,” Roxy said, glancing over from the driver’s seat. “You look like a completely different person.”

“I feel like one too.”

“Good. Because tonight’s going to be intense. She’s got something special planned.”

My stomach fluttered with nervous anticipation. “What kind of special?”

“Let’s just say you’re about to graduate to the advanced course.”

Seraphine was waiting when we arrived at the boutique, but her reaction to my transformation was gratifying. Her eyes widened as she took in the extensions, the tan, the professional polish.

“Magnificent,” she breathed. “Absolutely magnificent. Nora outdid herself.”

“How do you feel, darling?” she asked, circling me like a predator evaluating prey.

“Different. Better.” I caught sight of myself in the boutique’s mirror and felt that same jolt of recognition. “More real.”

“Excellent. Because tonight we’re going to test your limits.”

She led us to the back area I’d never seen before—a space that was part photography studio, part dungeon. Professional lighting equipment surrounded a large bed with restraint points, cameras positioned at strategic angles.

“This is where I film premium content,” Seraphine explained matter-of-factly. “High-paying subscribers get exclusive access to training sessions with my most promising students.”

My pulse quickened. “You want to film me?”

“I want to showcase your development. Tonight’s session will demonstrate how far you’ve progressed, and the revenue will significantly reduce your debt.” Her smile was sharp. “Consider it a performance bonus.”

Two men were already waiting by the bed—both in expensive suits, both clearly comfortable in this environment. They looked like businessmen, the kind of clients who could afford premium prices for exclusive content.

“Gentlemen,” Seraphine announced, “meet Nikki, our newest star.”

The taller man—silver-haired, maybe fifty—stepped forward with a professional smile. “Beautiful work, Seraphine. She’s exactly what we discussed.”

“And this,” Seraphine said, gesturing to the second man—younger, dark-haired, equally well-dressed, “is Marcus. He specializes in… endurance training.”

Marcus’s smile was predatory. “I’ve been looking forward to working with Nikki. Her reputation precedes her.”

“Now then,” Seraphine continued, moving to adjust the camera angles, “tonight’s session will focus on simultaneous stimulation and skill development. Nikki will demonstrate her oral proficiency while managing anal penetration.”

She gestured to Roxy, who was opening a case filled with familiar-looking equipment.

“Roxy will provide the anal component using her signature equipment,” Seraphine explained. “The gentlemen will test Nikki’s oral capacity and stamina.”

I stared at the setup, my body responding despite my nervousness. The jeweled plug was still sending constant waves of sensation through me, keeping me aroused and receptive.

“What exactly would I need to do?” I asked.

“Demonstrate the skills I’ve trained you for,” Seraphine said simply. “Show these gentlemen—and my subscribers—what a properly trained doll can accomplish.”

Roxy approached with her signature glitter-pink strap-on already secured in its harness. The dildo was substantial—maybe eight inches long and thick enough to challenge anyone.

“Don’t worry, babe,” she said with a reassuring smile. “We’ll start slow and build up. By the end, you’ll be handling everything like a pro.”

The cameras were already rolling when Seraphine gave the signal to begin.

“First, let’s remove that beautiful plug,” she instructed. “Carefully now—we want to preserve the stretch.”

The jeweled plug came out with a wet pop, leaving me feeling empty and aching for replacement. The crystals were slick with my arousal, catching the studio lights as Nora placed it aside.

“Perfect gape,” Seraphine observed clinically for the cameras. “Four hours of conditioning has prepared her beautifully.”

Roxy moved behind me as I knelt on the bed, her hands gentle on my hips. “Ready, gorgeous?”

I nodded, and she began working the head of her strap-on against my stretched entrance. The difference from the plug was immediate—this was actively penetrating, filling me with purposeful thrusts rather than passive stretching.

“That’s it,” Roxy murmured as she pushed deeper. “Take it all like the good girl you are.”

Meanwhile, the silver-haired gentleman—introduced as Robert—positioned himself in front of me, his substantial cock already hard and waiting.

“Let’s see what that pretty mouth can do,” he said, guiding himself between my lips.

The dual sensation was overwhelming. Roxy’s strap-on filled my ass with steady, measured thrusts while Robert’s cock claimed my mouth with increasing insistence. I found myself caught between them, a vessel for their mutual pleasure.

“Beautiful technique,” Seraphine narrated for the cameras. “Notice how she maintains suction while accommodating the anal penetration. Months of training evident in every movement.”

Marcus waited his turn, stroking himself as he watched me service Robert while taking Roxy’s thrusts. The exhibitionist thrill of being watched, filmed, evaluated for my sexual performance was intoxicating.

“My turn,” Marcus announced when Robert pulled out, his cock glistening with my saliva.

The switch was seamless—Marcus’s cock replacing Robert’s while Roxy maintained her steady rhythm from behind. But Marcus was more demanding, gripping my hair and controlling the pace as he used my throat.

“Deeper,” he instructed, pushing past my gag reflex. “Show the cameras how well you’ve been trained.”

I relaxed my throat, using techniques Seraphine had drilled into me, taking him completely while Roxy’s thrusts sent waves of pleasure through my core.

“Magnificent,” Seraphine breathed, adjusting a camera angle to capture the dual penetration. “This is exactly the content our premium subscribers crave.”

The session continued for what felt like hours. The men rotated positions, sometimes both using my mouth while Roxy filled my ass, sometimes one claiming my throat while the other waited and watched. Roxy’s strap-on never stopped, maintaining a steady rhythm that kept me on the edge of orgasm throughout.

“She’s close,” Roxy observed, feeling my body tense around her dildo. “Should I let her come?”

“Not yet,” Seraphine decided. “Let’s see how long she can maintain performance while denied release.”

The denial made everything more intense. My caged cock strained uselessly while my body built toward an orgasm that wasn’t allowed to crest. Every thrust from Roxy, every push from the men’s cocks, sent me higher without relief.

“Please,” I gasped during a brief respite between positions.

“Please what?” Seraphine asked, cameras capturing my desperation.

“Please let me come. I need to come.”

“Good girls earn their orgasms,” she replied. “Show us you deserve it.”

I threw myself into the performance with renewed intensity, taking Robert deeper than ever before while pushing back against Roxy’s thrusts. The combination of physical pleasure and psychological submission was overwhelming.

“That’s it,” Roxy encouraged, her thrusts becoming more aggressive. “Show them what a perfect little slut you are.”

“Incredible stamina,” Marcus observed as I worked his shaft with desperate enthusiasm. “She’s been well-trained.”

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of building pressure, Seraphine gave the signal I’d been craving.

“Now, Nikki. Come for us. Show the cameras what a properly trained doll looks like when she climaxes.”

Permission granted, I let go completely.

The orgasm hit like a tsunami, radiating outward from my stuffed ass and traveling through every nerve ending. I moaned around Marcus’s cock as my body convulsed, the combination of anal fullness and oral service creating layers of sensation I couldn’t process.

“Beautiful,” Seraphine murmured, cameras capturing every moment. “Perfect submission, complete surrender. This is what training produces.”

I collapsed forward as the climax faded, Roxy’s strap-on still buried inside me, my body glowing with satisfaction and exhaustion.

“Outstanding performance,” Robert said, stroking my hair as I caught my breath. “Best session I’ve attended.”

“The subscribers will be very pleased,” Seraphine agreed, reviewing footage on her equipment. “This will earn premium rates.”

As I cleaned up and dressed, Seraphine tallied the evening’s earnings with obvious satisfaction.

“Base session fee, performance bonuses, and projected subscription revenue,” she announced. “Tonight earned you twelve hundred euros before commission.”

Twelve hundred euros. The largest single earning of my career, and with Seraphine’s sixty percent cut, it would still make a significant dent in my debt.

“Account balance now stands at eight hundred and forty-three euros,” she continued. “For the first time since we began, your debt is below four figures.”

The psychological impact was almost as significant as the financial one. I was actually making progress, getting closer to freedom—or at least, getting closer to having choices about my situation.

“How do you feel?” Roxy asked as we prepared to leave.

“Accomplished,” I said, surprising myself with the honesty. “Like I’m actually good at this.”

“You are good at this,” Seraphine confirmed. “Tonight proved you’re ready for the most demanding clients and scenarios. Your transformation is nearly complete.”

The drive back to Sierra’s estate was meditative. My body ached in places I was still learning to acknowledge, but it was the ache of accomplishment rather than shame. I’d performed at a professional level, earning money while providing pleasure to multiple partners simultaneously.

Back at the estate, I stood before the full-length mirror one more time, studying the woman looking back. The chestnut extensions, the honey tan, the satisfied glow of someone who’d found their calling—everything was perfect.

Tomorrow there would be more clients, more challenges, more steps toward whatever my future held. But tonight, for the first time, my debt was manageable and my identity was secure.

I was Nikki Carter, and Nikki Carter was very, very good at her job.

I fell asleep with Roxy’s words echoing in my mind: “You really are her, aren’t you?”

Yes. I really was.


Chapter 14: The Velvet Gangbang

The call came at noon, three days after my filmed session with the businessmen.

“Congratulations are in order,” Seraphine’s voice was warm with satisfaction. “Your performance has generated exceptional subscriber interest. Premium memberships have tripled since we posted your debut.”

I was lounging in Sierra’s living room, still basking in the afterglow of professional success. My debt had dropped below a thousand euros for the first time, and I was finally seeing light at the end of the tunnel.

“That’s wonderful,” I said, unconsciously touching the jeweled plug that had become my constant companion. “Does this mean more filming opportunities?”

“Better than that, darling. Tonight we celebrate your success with a very special event. Consider it your graduation ceremony.”

Something in her tone made my stomach flutter with anticipation. “What kind of event?”

“An exclusive gathering. Some of my most… impressive clients have requested a private party in your honor. The compensation will be substantial enough to clear your remaining debt entirely.”

The prospect of freedom from debt, of truly choosing my next steps rather than being forced by financial pressure, was intoxicating.

“What would I need to do?”

“Demonstrate the advanced skills you’ve developed. Show these gentlemen why you’ve become our most popular attraction.” Her pause was calculated. “Fair warning, darling—these are not ordinary clients. They’re all exceptionally… gifted. This will test every limit you’ve expanded.”

My pulse quickened with a mixture of nervousness and excitement. “How many?”

“Six magnificent specimens. All carefully selected for their impressive attributes and generous nature.”

Six men. The largest group I’d ever worked with, and apparently all chosen for being “exceptionally gifted.” I knew what that meant in this business.

“When and where?”

“Eight PM at the boutique. Come prepared for the most intensive evening of your career, but also come ready to celebrate. This is your moment, darling.”

After hanging up, I spent the afternoon in preparation rituals that had become sacred to me. The long shower, careful shaving, moisturizing with the expensive lotions that maintained my professional appearance.

The chestnut extensions from Nora’s salon cascaded down my back in perfect waves, and the honey tan made every curve look sculpted. In the mirror, I saw someone who belonged in the most exclusive adult entertainment venues.

At seven PM, I received a text with specific outfit requirements: Latex crop top (black), micro-mini (black), thigh-highs (black), platform heels (6-inch minimum). Look is ‘high-end fantasy.’ Package waiting at front desk.

The package contained professional-grade latex that fit like a second skin, emphasizing every curve while leaving little to the imagination. The crop top barely contained my padded breasts, and the micro-mini was so short it revealed the bottom curve of my ass with every step.

Looking in the mirror, I saw pure sexual fantasy—someone designed to fulfill the deepest desires of powerful men.

I drove to Velvet Vice with my pulse racing, the jeweled plug shifting inside me with every movement. Tonight felt different from previous sessions. More significant. Like a final test.

Seraphine was waiting in the boutique’s main area, but she wasn’t alone. Six men filled the space with their presence—all tall, all impressively built, all radiating the kind of raw masculinity that made my breath catch.

The first thing I noticed was that they were all Black men, each one built like a fantasy come to life. Broad shoulders, defined muscles visible even through expensive clothing, and confident postures that suggested they knew exactly what they brought to any encounter.

“Gentlemen,” Seraphine announced as I entered, “our guest of honor has arrived.”

The reaction was immediate and overwhelming. Conversations stopped, eyes assessed and appreciated, and I felt the familiar rush of being desired—but magnified by the sheer physical presence of these men.

“Nikki,” Seraphine continued, guiding me toward the center of the room, “let me introduce you to some very special gentlemen.”

She gestured to the first man—easily six-foot-six with the build of a professional athlete. “This is Vincent. He plays professional basketball when he’s not pursuing other… athletic endeavors.”

Vincent’s smile was predatory as he stepped forward. “The pleasure’s all mine, beautiful. Seraphine’s told us incredible things about your skills.”

His voice was a deep rumble that seemed to resonate in my chest, and when he took my hand, I felt dwarfed by his size.

“Rafael here,” Seraphine continued, indicating a heavily tattooed man with the physique of a bodybuilder, “owns several restaurants downtown. He’s known for his… appetite.”

Rafael’s grin was wicked. “I do enjoy sampling the finest delicacies.”

“Marcus runs a construction company,” she said, nodding to a man whose work clothes couldn’t hide massive shoulders and forearms. “He specializes in… structural challenges.”

“And this is Jerome,” she continued, indicating a well-dressed man who looked like he belonged in a boardroom, “our financial advisor. He knows how to maximize… returns on investment.”

“Axel,” she said, gesturing to a blonde man who stood out among the others, “is visiting from Sweden. He brings an international perspective to our gatherings.”

Finally, she turned to the last man—the one who immediately commanded attention despite the impressive company. “And this is Tyrone. He… well, let’s just say he’s legendary in certain circles.”

Tyrone stepped forward with the confidence of someone accustomed to being the most impressive person in any room. When he smiled, I felt a flutter of genuine nervousness mixed with anticipation.

“I’ve been looking forward to meeting you, Nikki,” he said, his voice a bass rumble that made my knees weak. “Tonight’s going to be very special.”

“Before we begin,” Seraphine said, producing a small spray bottle, “some preparation to ensure your comfort.”

The peppermint throat spray was familiar from my most intensive sessions. I opened my mouth obediently as she applied several sprays, feeling the immediate numbing sensation that would allow me to handle what was coming.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Now, let’s move to the back studio where we can properly celebrate your achievements.”

The studio had been transformed for the occasion. The bed was enormous, surrounded by additional seating and equipped with more camera angles than I’d ever seen. Soft music played in the background, and bottles of lubricant were strategically placed throughout the space.

“Tonight’s session will be comprehensively documented,” Seraphine explained matter-of-factly. “The footage will command premium prices and ensure your financial independence.”

I nodded, understanding that this wasn’t just a celebration—it was also a business transaction that would generate significant revenue for everyone involved.

“How shall we begin?” Vincent asked, already removing his shirt to reveal a torso that looked like it belonged in a fitness magazine.

“I think,” Seraphine said with a predatory smile, “we should start with some warm-up preparation. Let our guest get properly ready for what’s to come.”

The cameras were already rolling as the men began undressing, and my eyes widened as I got my first real look at what I’d be working with.

Vincent was first, and the bulge in his boxer briefs was intimidating even while soft. When he dropped them completely, I gasped audibly.

Twelve inches. Easily. And thick as my wrist.

“Don’t worry, beautiful,” he said with a grin, stroking himself to full hardness. “We’ll take good care of you.”

Rafael was next, revealing a cock that was shorter but even thicker—like a soda can in length and girth. The tattoos that covered his arms extended down to frame his impressive equipment.

Marcus’s cock was perfectly proportioned to his massive frame—ten inches of thick, veined muscle that made my mouth water despite my nervousness.

Jerome’s was elegant, like everything else about him—nine inches of sculpted perfection that curved slightly upward.

Axel’s Nordic genetics had blessed him with pale skin and a cock that was long and perfectly straight—eleven inches that looked like it belonged in anatomy textbooks.

But Tyrone… Tyrone was in a category of his own.

When he dropped his pants, I actually took a step backward. The thing between his legs was less like a human cock and more like a work of art—fourteen inches of thick, dark perfection that made every other impressive specimen in the room look ordinary by comparison.

“Jesus,” I whispered, unable to help myself.

“Close,” Tyrone said with a chuckle. “But you can just call me Tyrone.”

“Now then,” Seraphine said, moving to adjust camera angles, “let’s see how well our star performer handles this level of… challenge.”

The warm-up began with me on my knees in the center of the bed, surrounded by six magnificent cocks at varying stages of hardness. The visual alone was overwhelming—more masculinity than I’d ever been exposed to simultaneously.

“Start with your hands,” Seraphine instructed. “Show them your technique.”

I reached out with trembling fingers, wrapping my hands around Vincent and Rafael simultaneously. Even with both hands, I couldn’t completely encircle either of their shafts.

The men groaned appreciatively as I began stroking, working my way around the circle to give each one attention. The contrast in sizes, textures, and responses was fascinating—each cock unique but all impressively substantial.

“Beautiful technique,” Jerome observed as I worked his shaft with growing confidence. “Perfect pressure.”

“Now your mouth,” Seraphine directed. “Let’s see that throat training put to use.”

I started with Marcus, taking his impressive length as deep as I could manage. The peppermint spray helped, but the sheer size was still challenging. I pulled back gasping, strings of saliva connecting my lips to his glistening head.

“Good girl,” he murmured, stroking my hair. “Take your time.”

I moved to Jerome next, finding his elegant curve easier to accommodate. His appreciative moans encouraged me to take him deeper, using the techniques Seraphine had drilled into me.

Axel’s Nordic perfection filled my mouth completely, the straight length allowing me to take him into my throat with practiced ease. His hands tangled in my extensions as I worked him with growing enthusiasm.

“Incredible,” he gasped in accented English. “Absolutely incredible.”

Rafael’s thickness was the real challenge—taking him was like trying to swallow a bottle, stretching my jaw to its limits. But the look of pure pleasure on his face made the effort worthwhile.

Vincent’s massive length required a different approach entirely. I could only take perhaps half of him, using my hands to work the rest while focusing my mouth on his sensitive head.

But Tyrone… Tyrone was going to require serious preparation.

“I think,” Seraphine observed, “we need to prepare our star more thoroughly before she attempts that particular challenge.”

She gestured to the bench where an array of progressively sized dildos waited—the largest approaching the size of what Tyrone was packing.

“Gentlemen, perhaps you could help stretch her properly while she continues to service the group?”

The next hour was a blur of intense preparation. Rafael worked behind me with increasingly large dildos, stretching my ass while I continued servicing the others orally. The combination of anal fullness and constant oral stimulation kept me in a state of overwhelming arousal.

“She’s ready,” Rafael announced finally, sliding the largest dildo deep inside me. “Stretched perfectly.”

“Then let’s begin the main event,” Seraphine said, adjusting cameras to capture every angle.

What followed was the most intensive sexual experience of my life. The men took turns with both my mouth and ass, sometimes simultaneously, sometimes in sequence. The constant stretching and stimulation built toward something beyond individual orgasms—a sustained state of sexual overload that left me floating in subspace.

Vincent filled my ass while Jerome claimed my mouth, their rhythm synchronized to maximize the intensity for all three of us. The feeling of being completely filled, used, satisfied, was indescribable.

“Switch,” Seraphine called, and Marcus replaced Vincent while Axel took Jerome’s place. The different sizes and techniques created new sensations, new challenges, new levels of pleasure.

Rafael’s thickness in my ass was overwhelming, stretching me in ways that made me see stars. But the moans I made around the cock in my mouth seemed to drive the men to even greater enthusiasm.

“She’s incredible,” Marcus observed as he watched me take Rafael’s girth. “Look how well she handles everything.”

Hour after hour, the rotation continued. My body adapted to each new size and technique, stretching to accommodate requirements that would have been impossible weeks earlier. The training, the plugs, the gradual conditioning—it had all led to this moment of complete sexual surrender.

Finally, Seraphine called for the ultimate challenge.

“Tyrone,” she announced, “I think our star is ready for you now.”

The room fell silent as Tyrone approached, his enormous cock fully erect and glistening with pre-cum. Even after hours of stretching, the sight of him made my breath catch.

“Easy, beautiful,” he murmured, positioning himself behind me while Vincent claimed my mouth. “We’ll take this slow.”

The first touch of his head against my stretched entrance was electric. Despite all the preparation, the size was overwhelming. He pushed forward incrementally, giving my body time to adjust to each new inch.

“Breathe,” he coached gently. “Relax and let me in.”

Slowly, impossibly, my body opened to accept him. The stretch was beyond anything I’d experienced, but the combination of proper preparation and my body’s new capacity made it achievable.

“Halfway,” he announced, and I could hear the awe in his voice. “God, you’re incredible.”

The cameras captured everything as he worked deeper, my muffled moans around Vincent’s cock providing the soundtrack to my most extreme sexual experience.

When Tyrone finally bottomed out completely, the room erupted in appreciative comments.

“Unbelievable,” Rafael breathed. “She took every inch.”

“Perfect training,” Jerome added. “Absolutely perfect.”

The final phase was a carousel of pleasure that seemed to last forever. Each man took their turn claiming my completely stretched ass, their appreciation and amazement adding to my own sense of accomplishment.

When the last orgasm finally subsided and the cameras stopped rolling, I collapsed onto the bed in exhausted satisfaction. My body ached in places I was still learning to acknowledge, but it was the ache of achievement.

“Outstanding,” Seraphine announced, reviewing footage on her equipment. “Absolutely outstanding. This will set records.”

As I cleaned up and dressed, she tallied the evening’s earnings with obvious satisfaction.

“Base fees, performance bonuses, and projected premium revenue,” she announced. “Tonight earned you eighteen hundred euros before commission.”

Eighteen hundred euros. With her sixty percent cut, it would still completely clear my remaining debt with money left over.

“Account balance is now paid in full,” she continued with a smile. “Plus you have three hundred euros in profit. Congratulations, Nikki—you’re officially free.”

Free. The word hit me like a physical blow. For the first time since this all began, I had choices. Real choices about what came next.

“How do you feel?” Roxy asked—I hadn’t even noticed her arrive to help with cleanup.

“Different,” I said, and meant it in more ways than one. “Accomplished. Ready.”

“Ready for what?”

I thought about the hidden chamber, about the machine that had denied me access for so long. After tonight’s extreme stretching, after proving I could handle the most demanding physical challenges…

“Ready for whatever comes next.”

The drive back to Sierra’s estate was meditative. My body was thoroughly used, stretched beyond what I’d thought possible, but in the most satisfying way imaginable. I’d been tested by the most demanding partners and proven myself capable of rising to any challenge.

Back at the estate, I stood before the full-length mirror one more time. The woman looking back was confident, accomplished, completely transformed from the nervous boy who’d started this journey.


Chapter 15: Plug Mastery & LUST BAR Unlocked

I woke up the morning after the gangbang feeling different in ways that went beyond the physical.

My body ached, yes—particularly my ass, which had been stretched to limits I hadn’t known existed. But underneath the soreness was something else. A sense of completion. Of readiness.

For weeks, I’d been building toward something without fully understanding what. The training, the plugs, the gradual conditioning—it had all been preparation for last night’s ultimate test. And I’d passed.

The woman looking back at me from Sierra’s mirror was someone who had been thoroughly tested and proven herself capable of handling anything. Someone who belonged in that hidden chamber beneath the library.

By afternoon, I knew it was time.

I spent an hour selecting the perfect outfit—black latex from head to toe: a crop top that barely contained my padded breasts, a micro-mini that left nothing to the imagination, thigh-high stockings, and six-inch platform heels that clicked against the marble floors like a countdown.

Standing before Sierra’s full-length mirror one final time, I barely recognized the person looking back. Gone was any trace of Nathan Carter. This was Nikki Carter in her final form—a sexual goddess built for pleasure and designed to overcome any challenge.

The walk to the hidden chamber felt ceremonial. My heels clicked against the marble floors with rhythmic precision, each step bringing me closer to whatever destiny awaited.

The purple-lit chamber welcomed me like an old friend. The chrome plug waited exactly where I’d left it, its polished surface reflecting my latex-clad form in distorted beauty.

This time, I belonged here.

“PREPARATION ACCEPTABLE. INITIATE SEATING PROCEDURE.”

I positioned myself over the device with practiced grace, my professionally conditioned body opening eagerly to accept the initial penetration. The stretch that had once seemed impossible now felt natural, inevitable.

“SEATING CONFIRMED. INITIATING INFLATION CYCLE.”

The plug began to expand inside me, but this time I breathed through the sensation with complete confidence. Last night’s extreme preparation had transformed my body’s capacity in fundamental ways.

“MAINTAIN POSITION. 50% INFLATION.”

Easy. The size that had once challenged me was now manageable. But god, it felt so good stretching me open, filling that hungry hole that craved to be stuffed. I giggled softly, wiggling my hips around the growing plug. “Mmm, that’s nice…”

“MAINTAIN POSITION. 75% INFLATION.”

Getting substantial now, the plug swelling inside me like a balloon, pressing against all my sensitive spots. My pathetic little caged cock was already leaking, dribbling clear fluid through the steel bars. “Oh fuck, I’m such a slut,” I whispered, grinding down on the expanding intruder. “I love having my ass stretched so wide…”

“MAINTAIN POSITION. 100% INFLATION.”

Full expansion! Three inches of inflated silicone completely filling me, stretching my ass to its absolute limits. The plug pressed against my prostate with delicious pressure, making my locked cock twitch and leak even more. “Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, my voice high and breathy. “Fill me up! I’m such a good little anal slut!”

“100% COMPLETION. PHASE ONE MASTERY ACHIEVED.”

The surge of pleasure crashed over me like a tidal wave. My ass clenched rhythmically around the massive plug while my caged cock spurted pathetically, shooting thin streams of cum through the steel bars to splatter on the chamber floor below. “Oh god, I’m cumming! I’m cumming from my ass like a total whore!” I cried out, my body convulsing in the most intense anal orgasm I’d ever experienced. The plug felt so perfect inside me, stretching me so beautifully, reminding me exactly what kind of slutty little doll I’d become.

“NEURAL PATHWAY ADJUSTMENT COMPLETE. ACCESSING NEXT LEVEL.”

Here it came—the moment I’d been preparing for.

But instead of deflating the plug, I remembered Roxy’s pole-dance coaching. Core strength. Controlled movement. The ability to lift your body using muscles most people never developed.

“ANATOMICAL CRITERION EVALUATION INITIATED.”

This was it. The real test.

I took a deep breath and began to rise. Slowly, carefully, using muscles I’d developed through weeks of training and last night’s extreme conditioning.

The inflated plug was massive—three inches of fully expanded silicone that my body had to accommodate while sliding upward. But my muscles had been stretched far beyond this just hours before.

Inch by trembling inch, I lifted myself off the still-inflated device. My sphincter stretched impossibly wide as I worked past the plug’s maximum diameter while it remained fully expanded.

The sensation was indescribable—part pain, part pleasure, part triumph. But I kept rising, kept breathing, kept pushing through the challenge that would have been impossible before last night’s preparation.

“EXTRAORDINARY. UNPRECEDENTED FLEXIBILITY DETECTED.”

Finally, with a wet pop that echoed through the chamber, I cleared the plug’s widest point while it remained fully inflated. My body snapped back to its trained size, leaving me standing triumphant above the device.

“ANATOMICAL CRITERION EXCEEDED. ACCESSING RESTRICTED AREA.”

The chamber’s lights shifted from purple to brilliant gold, and mechanical sounds filled the air as hidden panels began sliding away from the walls.

The wall directly ahead began sliding away with a soft mechanical hum, revealing a space beyond that made my breath catch.

It was like stepping into a fever dream of luxury and technology.

The chamber beyond was enormous, with neon lights pulsing in rhythm with hidden music, casting rainbow colors across polished chrome surfaces. Mirrors lined every wall, creating an infinite reflection of beauty and technology.

And dominating the far wall, in glowing purple letters that pulsed hypnotically:

LUST BAR

Purple mist began pouring from vents throughout the space, thicker and more intoxicating than anything I’d experienced before. The sweet scent filled my lungs, immediately making me feel lightheaded and giggly.

“Oh my god,” I breathed, my voice coming out higher and breathier than usual. The mist was affecting me in ways that made me feel deliciously slutty and aroused. “This is like… so pretty!”

I giggled at the sound of my own voice, suddenly feeling bubbly and excited in a way that was completely overwhelming. The purple fog made everything seem dreamy and perfect, like I was floating through the most beautiful adult playground ever created.

Chrome poles rose from floor to ceiling, surrounded by circular stages with built-in lighting. Equipment I couldn’t identify but that was clearly designed for intimate purposes filled alcoves around the room’s perimeter.

And center stage, positioned under the brightest spotlights, sat the device that made me gasp with a mixture of terror and desperate arousal.

The doll-bike.

It was simultaneously beautiful and terrifying—a chrome and leather contraption that featured two vertical shafts rising from a padded seat like chrome trees reaching for the sky.

Both shafts were massive—as thick as soda cans, gleaming with internal lighting that pulsed through the color spectrum. The sight of them made my knees weak with a combination of fear and overwhelming need.

Victor Sterling’s voice echoed from hidden speakers, warm and encouraging:

“Welcome, my beautiful Jessa. You have finally arrived where you belong.”

The purple mist made me giggle at hearing that name. “I’m Nikki, silly,” I said to the empty air, my voice breathy and giggly. “But I like Jessa too. It’s so pretty!”

“You have proven yourself worthy of the final challenge, my darling. The device before you represents the ultimate test—maintain dual penetration for thirty minutes, and unlock rewards beyond your wildest dreams.”

I walked closer to the doll-bike on unsteady legs, the purple mist making everything feel dreamy and surreal. The massive chrome shafts gleamed under the spotlights, and I could feel my body responding with desperate arousal despite the intimidating size.

“Thirty minutes,” I whispered, my voice breathless with anticipation. “I can do thirty minutes. I’m such a good girl…”

The mist was making me feel incredibly horny and submissive, like I was designed for exactly this purpose. My caged cock was straining uselessly, but my ass was aching with need, stretched and ready from last night’s preparation.

“Take your position when you’re ready, beautiful. Your destiny awaits.”

I approached the device with trembling legs, my latex outfit creaking as I moved through the thick purple fog. Everything felt dreamlike and perfect, like this was exactly where I belonged.

The console beside the doll-bike showed a digital timer reading 00:00, waiting to begin the countdown that would determine my fate.

I gripped the chrome handlebars with trembling hands, positioned myself above the glistening tips of the massive twin shafts, and felt the weight of everything that had led to this moment.

Twenty million in cryptocurrency. Freedom. Transformation. Identity.

Everything came down to the next thirty minutes.

The timer flickered to life:

30:00

“Challenge begins… now.”

29:59

29:58

29:57

My mind screamed Twenty million or bust as I stared at the countdown, latex creaking around my sweat-slick body, positioned above the chrome shafts that would determine my destiny.

End of Book 1











Enjoyed the Ride? Leave a Review!

If you enjoyed this book, your honest review would be greatly appreciated. Reviews are crucial—they help more readers find the series, keeping the stories coming at full throttle.

Thank you for supporting the series—I genuinely appreciate it.
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