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Dear Reader,

Some friends have your back. Others have blackmail material. For Davie, it's not a choice — it's a command: get in the costume for his best friend's livestream, or his most humiliating secret becomes tomorrow's viral trend.

What follows is a high-heat, high-gloss tumble down the rabbit hole of forced bimboification, where a terrified "yes" for the camera quickly becomes a genuine, giggling plea for more.

This story is a work of fantasy intended for mature audiences. While it begins with blackmail and coercion, it evolves into a journey of self-discovery that leads to a loving and consensual relationship.

Just a little heads-up, this spicy story is packed with:

	Blackmail and Coercion as Central Plot Elements

	Public Humiliation via Livestream and Social Media

	Forced Feminization and Bimbofication

	Cosmetic Transformation (Including Professional Lip Fillers)

	Erotic Humiliation and Verbal Degradation

	Power Exchange (Female Dominant/Male Submissive)

	Edging, Orgasm Denial, and Ruined Orgasms

	Explicit Sexual Content and Language




And most importantly...

A deeply satisfying Happily Ever After (HEA).

Please enjoy responsibly.

With love,

Dolly Darling
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Chapter 1


My career’s going to tank unless you’re here in ten. You can fit into her costume, Davie. You owe me.

The words crash through the speaker like an electric prod. Laura’s voice — bright, razor-sharp, impossible to refuse — hooks under my ribs and yanks. I’m already climbing, sneakers slapping wet concrete, rain needling my scalp and soaking through my hoodie. Just this once, I mutter, but the lie tastes sour even before it leaves my mouth.

Third floor.

Fourth.

My lungs burn. I shove open the fire door and stumble into her hallway, dripping, shaking, heart jackhammering against bone. The door to 3B is ajar; neon spills out like spilled nail polish. I hover, collecting excuses that melt the second Laura appears.

She fills the doorway: five-foot-nothing in six-inch clear platforms, platinum bob gleaming like a blade. Corset cinched so tight her waist looks breakable, hips exaggerated, domme Barbie with lethal intent. Her perfume — gardenias and gunpowder — slams into me.

“Inside,” she says. No greeting, no mercy. “Shoes off. Don’t drip on the rug.”

I obey before I think.

The studio swallows me whole: ring lights blazing, vanity cluttered with lip gloss tubes like ammunition, backdrop screaming GLAM WITH LAURA in rhinestones. Velvet chaise dead-center, draped with a robe the color of cheap Valentine’s candy. Rain drums the windows; inside, everything hums, hot and cloying.

Laura shuts the door. Click. Lock. The sound lands between my shoulder blades.

“Off,” she says, pointing at my clothes like they’re offensive. “Everything. You’re the stand-in tonight.”

I clutch my hoodie hem. “Laura, I — I’m not —”

“Shhh.” She steps closer, nails glittering poison pink. “Don’t argue. You’re already here. You owe me, remember? Remember that time I saved your ass from getting doxxed by the entire lacrosse team after you accidentally sent them that video? Ten thousand views riding on a ‘first-time makeover.’ Chat’s waiting.”

My backpack thuds to the floor. I peel off the soaked hoodie, shirt sticking to skin. Laura watches like she’s cataloguing flaws. I fumble with my belt. The buckle clinks too loud, like handcuffs. Jeans down, boxers — gray, boring — last line of defense. I fold my arms over my crotch.

Laura’s eyebrow arches. “Pink or nothing.”

She tosses the items at me. Silk robe flutters, landing soft as a slap. Panties — latex, violently fuchsia — snap against velvet like a rubber band. The fabric gleams under the ring light, obscene and surgical.

I hesitate.

She moves first, crowding me until my calves hit the chaise. No escape.

“Pick them up.”

My fingers shake as I lift the panties. Cold, stiff, smelling faintly of talc. The waistband sticks to my thumbs. I step into them — one foot, then the other. The latex catches on damp skin, squeaks obscenely. Up over knees, thighs. Then the moment: the stretch, the drag, the inevitable snap as the waistband settles against my hips. Tight. Unforgiving. Cock trapped flat, balls pushed forward in a way that makes me hyper-aware of every pulse. The color screams girl, and the mirror across the room catches it — bubblegum pink against pale flesh — like a spotlight on my surrender.

Laura’s smile is slow, predatory. She circles.

“Turn.”

I pivot. The robe slips from my shoulders, pooling at my feet. Air kisses newly exposed skin. Laura’s hand lands at the small of my back, thumb tracing the elastic edge. “Perfect fit,” she murmurs. “Almost like it was made for you.”

Heat flares under my skin, humiliation and something hotter, more traitorous. No way out. I’m stuck. The latex clings like a second heartbeat.

Laura snaps a photo. The shutter clicks — final, irreversible. On her phone screen, I’m a blurry figure: wide eyes, pink mouth parted, waist cinched by nothing but shame. She types fast, caption already forming. Backstage sneak peek! Nervous bestie gets glam AF. She shows me the screen; comments scroll instant, hungry.

omg is that a boy??

ruin him queen

tiny clitty energy fr

My stomach flips. I reach for the robe; Laura tugs it away.

“Filters will fix the stubble,” she says, thumb grazing my jaw. Her nail scrapes lightly, a shiver chasing down my spine. “And these —” she produces a flesh-tone gaff, elastic and unforgiving “— will hide anything that might confuse the audience.”

The gaff stretches between her hands like a trap. I swallow.

She kneels — actually kneels, platforms clacking — and guides my foot through. Up, up, until the fabric presses everything flat, smooth, gone. The pressure is constant, intrusive, a reminder welded to my skin. I hiss. She chuckles.

“Better. Almost polite.”

She stands, surveying her work. Rain drums harder against the windows, but inside it’s all synthetic heat and glitter. Laura nudges me toward the vanity. Makeup sprawls like candy. Lipstick bullets lined up like soldiers. She selects one — bubblegum to match the panties — and uncaps it.

“Hold still.”

I grip the chair arms. The lipstick glides on, thick and creamy. I taste wax and strawberries. My reflection blurs: unfamiliar mouth, too pink, too wet. Laura’s fingers tilt my chin, liner pen steady as a scalpel. Wings. Mascara. Blush. Each stroke erases Davie a little more. By the time she finishes, the face in the mirror is heart-shaped, doll-eyed, trembling.

She steps back, admiring. “There she is. Davina.”

The name lands like a collar. My breath catches. Davina. I test it silently, tongue heavy behind painted lips.

Laura’s phone buzzes again. She glances, smirks. “They’re tipping already. Say hi.”

She flips the camera toward me. The ring light flares white-hot. On the phone screen, my face fills the frame: lip-gloss gleaming, eyes huge and glassy, latex shining where the robe gapes. Chat explodes.

bitchboi looks scared lol

make him cry

femboy tears plz

I try to look away, but the screen yanks my gaze back like a magnet — that painted stranger still staring, batting her lashes, daring me to blink first. My stomach flips; I feel the blush burning under the powder, hot and traitorous. Laura’s hand cups my cheek, gentle but firm, the pressure of each fingertip branding heat through the thin layer of foundation.

“Eyes up, baby. They want to see everything.”

Her voice is a lullaby sharpened to a blade. I swallow hard, tasting the waxy ghost of strawberries still clinging to my tongue. My breath stutters; I imagine the viewers, dozens of them, maybe hundreds, thousands, eyes crawling across my skin like static. The thought makes the robe feel suddenly too heavy, too loud — every rustle of latex magnified in the hush between raindrops.

Her thumb strokes the corner of my mouth, deliberate, spreading gloss in a slick half-moon. It’s a painter’s final touch, a signature on my surrender. A jolt shoots straight to my groin — sharp, electric — where the gaff cinches mercilessly, turning want into a dull, throbbing ache. My thighs clench, latex squeaking minutely.

I bite back a whimper, teeth closing on the inside of my lower lip hard enough to feel the lipstick smudge against enamel. The sound that almost escapes is tiny, humiliated — the kind of noise Davie would never make. But Davina might. The realization stings worse than any slap.

Laura leans close, breath warm against my ear. “Smile,” she whispers. “Let them see how grateful you are.”

My lips stretch — tight, foreign. The reflection smiles back, stranger wearing my skin. I feel the latex shift with every breath, the gaff pressing, reminding. Nowhere to run. My pulse syncs with the rain, frantic.

Laura straightens, voice brightening for the audience. “Ready, chat? Let’s make this unforgettable.”

She steps behind the camera. The ring light flares again, blinding. My eyes water. She raises three fingers.

“Three.”

I can’t do this.

“Two.”

I already did.

“One.”

Fuck.
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Chapter 2


This whole thing feels like a carnival of shame under blazing lights.

SO MUCH CUTER THAN LAST WEEK’S MODEL!

Make him pout for us!!

The chat scrolls faster than my pulse. Neon hearts, dollar signs, eggplant emojis — each ping a tiny slap on my skin. Ring lights blaze overhead, hot enough to melt the gloss Laura painted on my lips. I taste strawberries and panic. My knees knock together on the velvet chaise, robe slipping off one shoulder, latex panties squeezing everything I’m trying to forget I have.

Laura’s laugh is sugar-spun cruelty. “Look at that, Davina! They’re already obsessed.” She leans in, arm draped across my shoulders like a brand. Her voice — sugar and razor wire — slides down my spine. “Say hi.”

My tongue sticks. Davina. The name weighs on my tongue like melted candy.

I force a wave; my fingers tremble so hard the camera catches the blur. The chat erupts.

wave back babygirl

those lips omg

wish she’d open the robe

Laura’s hand slides down to my knee. Casual. Possessive. Her thumb circles the hollow just above the latex edge. Heat blooms under the rubber, a slow, traitorous pulse.

Don’t move. Don’t let them see.

But the robe gapes wider with every breath, exposing a sliver of pink waistband. The camera zooms — I hear the mechanical whir like a predator’s purr.

Laura reads the screen aloud, voice syrupy. “@SissyQueen tipped twenty bucks for a kissy pose. Come on, princess. Pout like you mean it.”

I try. My lips feel swollen, alien, like two sugar-coated cushions glued where my mouth used to be. The gloss sticks, tacky and warm, so when I purse them the slightest bit it stretches in a thin, glistening thread before snapping back with a faint wet pop. I can almost hear the collective inhale on the other side of the screen — thousands of strangers leaning closer, pupils dilated, thumbs hovering over tip buttons.

My reflection stares back from the studio monitor: cheeks painted peach and glitter, lashes clumped into glossy black fans, eyes wide and glassy like a doll someone forgot to wind up. The ring lights bleach the pink from my skin until I look plastic, unreal, a fever dream of femininity someone slapped onto a boy who’s still learning how to breathe through panic.

That’s not me. That can’t be me.

But the camera keeps rolling, and the chat keeps scrolling, and Laura’s hand is still on my thigh, thumb slowly stroking proprietary circles through the squeaking latex. My breath hitches. The reflection hitches too. And for one dizzy second I wonder if the boy I used to be is the one who’s fake, and this — this glossy, trembling thing — is what’s finally, terrifyingly real.

Laura’s fingers drift higher, tracing the seam where robe meets skin. “More gloss,” she decides, uncapping a tube the color of strawberry milk. The wand glides across my bottom lip, thick and wet. I taste sugar and surrender. She doesn’t wipe the excess; lets it bead, obscene, before the lens.

ping ping ping

tip jar climbingggg

“Look at that,” Laura croons. “They like you messy.” Her palm flattens on my thigh, just above the latex. The rubber squeaks as I shift. The pressure against my trapped cock is sudden, perfect, terrible. I bite back a whimper; it leaks out anyway, small and high.

Laura’s eyes sparkle. “@DaddyDrip just pledged a dollar for every whimper. Better make it count.”

I shake my head, frantic. The motion makes the robe slide lower. A gasp ripples through chat — pink waistband fully visible now, hugging the hollow where hip meets thigh. My skin prickles under the lights.

They can see. They all see.

The latex molds every contour, leaving nothing to imagination. I’m slick with sweat beneath it, the fabric suctioning closer with each panicked breath.

No no no.

This can’t be mine, this pulse between my legs, this shameful throb that likes the squeeze, the stare, the sticky sweet gloss sealing every helpless sound. I hate it, I hate —

But I can't stop it; my hips roll anyway, traitor, chasing the pressure that proves they’re watching.

Laura leans closer, voice a velvet blade. “Getting excited, princess? That’s why I chose latex — hides everything… knows how to keep a naughty thing in place.” Her fingers ghost over the front panel, barely there, but my hips jerk again. The squeak is deafening. Chat loses its mind.

LOCK HIM UP

she’s leakingggg

upgrade that cage next goal

I squeeze my eyes shut.

Not happening. Not real.

But the ache is real, a hot throb against unforgiving rubber. My thighs tremble; Laura’s hand slides between them, not touching, just resting, a silent command to stay open. The camera dives in, filling the frame with my mouth — glossy, parted, panting.

“Perfect,” Laura murmurs. “Pink and perfect. Who thinks she should keep the panties after the show?”

The chat scrolls too fast to read — hearts, tips, demands. My ears roar. Fifty thousand live viewers. Each one watching me squirm in bubblegum bondage.

I should be sick. I should run.

Instead I lean — barely — into Laura’s touch. She notices; of course she notices. Her smirk curves sharp.

“Good girl.”

Those two words detonate behind my ribs. Heat floods my face, my chest, the slick space where the latex clings. I feel small. I feel seen. I feel — God help me — pretty.

Laura’s phone dings: new milestone. She flashes the screen — tip jar overflowing, goal bar glowing neon. “Look,” she whispers, not to them, to me. “They love you. All of you.”

My reflection stares back: mouth bruise-pink, eyes blown wide, robe slipping off both shoulders now. I look like someone who wants this. Maybe I do. The thought is a lightning strike.

Laura’s lips brush my ear. “One more sound, baby. Give them something to remember.”

I try to pull away, but Laura traces a fingertip down my spine, feather-light, lethal, and the simple stroke on top of everything else breaks me; a helpless whimper leaks out.

I tried to hold it in. I failed. The sound that escapes is soft, broken, grateful — half sob, half sigh, pitched high like a plea. The tip jar explodes. Laura’s laugh is low, triumphant.

“Countdown,” she says to the camera, fingers tightening on my shoulder. “Ten seconds till we hit fifty-five. Davina, show them how thankful you are.”

I don’t know what I’m supposed to do.

Nine.

My body decides for me: hips tilt, lips part, eyes flutter shut. A single tear slips — mascara smearing black across peach. The chat howls.

Eight.

she’s cryingggg

cutest mess ever

leaking from both ends

someone mop up this bimbo

lock her up and throw away the key

never seen a slut cry so pretty

someone tell her she’s stuck like this forever

The timer hits zero. Stream ends. Screen cuts to static. Silence crashes down, broken only by my ragged breathing and the wet click of Laura locking her phone.

The world snaps back into focus; I gasp like I’ve broken the surface after drowning, lungs burning, heart racing, the echo of my own whimper chasing me into the sudden quiet.

She turns to me, smirk razor-sharp. “Congratulations, Davina.” Her thumb swipes the tear from my cheek, holds it up like proof. “You’re viral.”

I stare at the black screen, mouth still open. “I—um… I didn’t mean to cry, Laur. It just…” My voice cracks on an unspoken word.

Laura’s thumb smears the leftover mascara across my cheek. “Oh, baby. The crying was the icing on the cake.”

"I didn't think it would go like this," I whisper, the words tasting foreign on my tongue.

Laura's laugh cuts through the quiet like silk ripping. "You never actually watched my streams, did you?"

I shake my head, heat flooding my cheeks. "I thought it was just... makeup tutorials. Beauty stuff."

"Oh, baby." She steps closer, her voice dripping sugar and venom. "It is a tutorial. I'm teaching you how to be a good girl."

My face burns hotter, and I feel myself nodding, helpless, as I realize I'm still harder than I've ever been in my life. "What's next?"

My heart hammers against the latex. I’m still trembling, still hard, still her. The robe pools around my waist; the panties gleam, victorious.

Laura leans in, voice honey over broken glass as she shrugs. “We see what they're willing to pay for.”
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Chapter 3


Laura’s nails drum on the mirrored dressing table like slow gunshots.

tap tap tap, tap tap tap

The morning light slices straight across the black satin corset spread open on the velvet chaise, its white laces coiled like spilled intestines. My stomach does the same slow twist.

She's thinking. It terrifies me. It thrills me.

“If you want them to believe it’s real,” she says, voice honey-warm, “you’ll need curves.” She flicks two fingers upward. “Arms up, princess.”

I cross my arms tighter over my chest instead. The robe sticks to my skin where last night’s latex panties glue themselves to the crease of my thighs. They’re still damp, still holding the shape Laura pressed into me. My pulse rattles against them like a trapped moth.

“Davina,” she warns, the name soft but absolute. “Stream starts in seven. Up.”

I raise my arms. The robe hikes; cool air kisses the waistband of the panties, and I hate the tiny gasp that slips out. Laura’s smile is small, surgical. She steps behind me, pulls the robe off my shoulders, lets it puddle at my feet. Now I’m just the panties and gooseflesh and the faint, citrus smell of the baby oil she made me sleep in, to 'prep my skin'.

She lifts the corset. The satin is stiff, heavy, colder than I expect when it first touches my ribs. I flinch; Laura waits, patient, until I stop breathing so hard. Then she slides it around my torso. The busk presses into my sternum like a verdict.

“Hold still.” Her fingers trace the line of my spine through the fabric, counting vertebrae, claiming each one. “Deep breath in.”

I inhale. The corset gapes, mocking how little space I fill. Laura plucks the silicone breast forms from a tissue-lined box — soft, weighty, the color of warm cream. My heart kicks when she cups one against my chest.

“Left first.” Her palm flattens over the form, molding it to me. The silicone is cool, but it warms instantly under her touch, like skin remembering skin. She repeats the motion on the right, adjusting until the weight settles against my ribs. I feel strangely balanced, strangely full.

The laces come next. She gathers them in both fists, knuckles brushing the small of my back. Crrrkk. One pull. My ribs compress; the breath I took suddenly doesn’t fit. Another pull. The corset cinches, satin teeth biting into my waist. A soft sound escapes me — too high, too pleased.

Laura pauses. “Again?”

I nod before shame can catch up. She tugs. The boning carves a new geography beneath my skin: narrower waist, flared hips, a shelf where breasts now rest like offerings. My cock strains against the latex, but the panties compress it into a slick, aching throb, keeping me honest.

“Pretty,” Laura whispers, right against the shell of my ear. Her breath is coffee and peppermint. “Empty.” One more tug. The corset locks into place. “Obedient.”

The mantra settles under my skin, warm and dangerous.

She circles to the front, tips my chin with two cool fingers. The mirror over the dressing table reflects us: Laura in rose-pink silk, me in glossy black armor with curves that don’t belong and eyes too wide to be Davie’s. I look like I’ve been poured into someone else’s silhouette and poured perfectly.

Laura picks up her phone, angles it so the front-facing camera captures my waist, the exaggerated hourglass, the trembling swell of silicone. Chat flickers alive on the screen.

omg the waist

tighter Mistress

let him gasp pls

My ears burn. I start to drop my arms; Laura catches my wrists, pins them above my head in one smooth motion. “Keep them up,” she murmurs, loud enough for the mic. “We’re demonstrating how the corset supports posture.”

Her free hand splays across the front of my corset, right below the breast forms. She presses. My back arches automatically; the boning digs into my ribs, and the latex between my legs answers with an answering pulse.

“Breathe through it,” she instructs, voice dropping to an ASMR hush. “In… and out.”

I try. The corset allows only shallow sips of air. Each exhale brushes my nipples — fake but sensitive — against the satin lining. The sensation ricochets straight to my trapped cock.

Laura leans in, lips brushing the tiny microphone clipped to her collar. “Listen.”

She releases my wrists. My arms stay up, traitorous. Slowly, she walks around me, trailing fingertips over the laces. Every brush tugs the tension tighter, until the corset feels like a second heartbeat squeezing me smaller.

“Look at that waist,” she croons to the lens. “So narrow. So breakable.”

she’s purring

more lacesss

I whimper. It’s soft, mortifying, and instantly rewarded with a flood of heart emojis.

Laura’s palm settles on the small of my back, forcing another arch. My hips roll forward; the silicone breasts bounce with the motion. The latex panties catch the movement and squeeze back, merciless.

Everyone’s watching my body change. The thought slithers through me, coiling low in my belly. They’re watching me become what she wants.

“Color check,” Laura says lightly, and pinches the skin just above the corset. The mark blooms pink under her thumb. “Circulation’s good. We can go tighter.”

“Laura—” The name fractures on a gasp as she pulls again. My vision sparkles at the edges.

“Shh.” She kisses the shell of my ear, a brief, electric press. “Pretty things don’t argue.”

My knees buckle. Laura catches me by the waist, fingers digging into the boning for leverage. She steers me backward until my thighs hit the chaise. I sit hard, bouncing; the corset forces perfect posture, spine straight, breasts thrust forward like an offering.

She kneels between my spread legs, phone in one hand, the other smoothing over the exaggerated curve of my hips. “Look how well the pads fill out the hip line,” she narrates, voice syrupy. “No one will ever guess what’s underneath.”

My cheeks burn. The hip pads are warm, molded to me, turning my body into a plush, impossible shape. Laura’s fingers trace the seam where silicone meets skin, teasing the edge of the corset. Each pass sends sparks skittering across my stomach.

“Let’s test range of motion,” she says. Her hand slips lower, not quite touching the latex, just grazing the hollow where thigh meets torso. My breath stalls.

“Arms down slowly.”

I obey. My fingertips brush the tops of the fake breasts. The weight shifts; the corset creaks. I feel like a doll being posed, joints loose, will melting under heat.

Laura’s eyes flick to the chat. “They want to hear you breathe.”

I try. The inhale rasps, too loud, too intimate. Laura smiles, slow and wicked. She presses two fingers beneath the corset’s lower edge, right over the panties. My hips jerk; the latex squeaks.

that waist is criminal

make her count the notches

how does he still look so innocent

he’s dripping

The words blur. I can’t tell if they’re on the screen or in my head anymore. My pulse pounds in my throat, my wrists, my cock.

Laura leans in, voice dropping to a hush meant only for me — except the mic picks up every syllable. “Feel that? You’re shrinking into the shape I want. Every breath belongs to me now.”

I keep wondering how I ever held out against her orbit — best-buddy sleepovers and shy high-fives, all so tame — when the whole time she must’ve been sketching this finale in neon ink. Now surrender feels like exhaling after years of breathless pretending.

How long have her blueprints been waiting for me to step inside them?

I nod before I can stop myself. The corset cinches tighter; my ribs protest. The world narrows to the pressure at my waist, the weight on my chest, Laura’s hand hovering just above where I need it most.

She straightens, adjusts the camera for a close-up. My face fills the frame: lips parted, mascara already smudged from unshed tears. I look soft. I look hers.

“One more notch?” she asks, thumb on the laces, eyes on mine.

I should say no. I should run. Instead I whisper, “Yes, Ma’am.”

The final tug steals half my air. The corset locks; my body snaps into its new shape. Tears prick, not from pain but from the rightness of it. Laura’s palm smooths over the satin, claiming every inch.

“Ready for your close-up, bimbo?” She tips my chin toward the lens.

I can’t speak. My reflection does it for me: eyes glassy, mouth swollen, waist impossibly small above hips that flare like they were always meant to. I nod, breathless, and the chat explodes.

pretty broken doll

my new favorite toy

crying & jealous RN

wake up mistresses masterpiece just dropped

My heart races as the comments scroll, each line a fresh sting and thrill. I lean closer, pulse thudding against the corset’s edge, wondering how far she’ll push me next, how loud she’ll make me beg, how many eyes will watch me shatter — and still want more.
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The donation alert slams across the screen like a neon hammer.

PrincessDitz donated $100: HER NEW NAME IS…#DIVA!

My stomach drops. The name flashes, bold and pink, overlaying my reflection — my face, lips swollen with gloss, cheeks flushed, eyes too wide. The chat explodes.

YES YES YES

DivaDivaDiva

she’s a Diva nowwwww

say it say it say it

Laura’s nails dig into my shoulder, just enough to sting. “You heard them, Davie,” she purrs, dragging out the old name like it’s already obsolete. “Wave to your fans, Diva.”

The correction hits like a slap. My breath catches. Diva. Not Davie. Not even Davina. Just — Diva. Short. Sharp. A knife cutting the last thread of who I was.

I try to swallow, but my throat's too dry. The gloss on my lips sticks, tacky and thick, sealing me into this moment — into her. My tongue darts out, tasting strawberries and fear, and the sweetness coats the roof of my mouth like guilt.

The camera zooms in, my face fills the screen, every trembling lash, every bead of sweat on my temple. I look wrecked. I look pretty.

A tiny, traitorous shiver runs down my spine when I realize the viewers are studying the same details Laura studies, cataloguing the same tremors.

I look like hers.

Laura’s thumb traces my jawline, possessive, slow, the pad of it cool against the fever-hot flush blooming across my cheek. I can feel the ridge of her nail, the faint scratch of the acrylic, as she tilts my chin just enough that the ring-light catches the wet shine on my lips.

“Go on,” she murmurs, just for me, the words a ribbon of silk curling against my ear.

I feel the weight of the viewers pressing in through the screen — thousands of invisible hands guiding my wrist upward. My hand lifts on its own, puppeteered by their hunger and her quiet, steady command. I wave — small, tentative — wrist limp; the motion exaggerated by the pink ruffle at my cuff. The motion ripples up my arm, through my shoulder, settling in the hollow behind my sternum where my heart is hammering so hard I swear the mic picks it up.

The chat screams: a wall of emojis and caps-lock frenzy, each message a fresh lash of adrenaline. I taste metal on my tongue — the sharp tang of panic — but beneath it something sweeter: recognition. They’re not cheering for Davie. They’re cheering for Diva. And in this moment, with Laura’s thumb still branding my jaw and the gloss sealing my fate, I can’t tell the difference anymore.

OMG SHE’S SO SHY

Diva’s first wave!!!!

more more more

Laura’s grin is all teeth. “There she is.” Her voice drops, a velvet blade. “Say it.”

I shake my head. My hair — still my hair, still too short, too male — flops into my eyes. Laura tucks it back, fingers lingering. “Say. It.”

The chat’s a storm.

say it say it say it

one word, bimbo, you can do it

$50 if she says it with a smile!!!!

My pulse roars in my ears. I hate being on camera. I hate being seen. I hate being watched, expectantly. At least… Davie did.

The corset digs into my ribs, the boning sharp against my skin. I can feel the latex panties clinging, the seam pressing right where I shouldn’t be hard but am, traitorously, shamefully hard. The name burns on the screen, pink and mocking.

Diva.

I used to hate this, the thought whispers. I used to flinch from any spotlight. Yet now the blush on my cheeks feels less like shame and more like heat, the corset’s bite strangely comforting, the cheers turning my stomach into liquid gold.

Laura’s fingers tighten. “One syllable, baby. Just —”

“Diva,” I whisper.

The chat detonates.

she said it she said it she said it

DIVA DIVA DIVA

$100 FOR A LOUDER ONE

Laura’s laugh is a dark, sweet thing. “Again,” she commands, louder now, for them. “Let them hear you.”

My tongue flicks the thick gloss and it clings like wet vinyl, sticky-slick against my lips, each glide a tiny tug that says stay put, be pretty. “Diva,” I say, clearer this time.

The tips flood in.

$20

$50

$100

Laura’s phone pings nonstop, a frantic metronome of greed — ding-ding-ding — so fast it almost sounds like applause. She doesn’t even glance at the screen; her gaze stays welded to me, pupils blown wide, neon nails a bright warning against my throat. I feel the claim in that stare, the same way the corset claims my ribs: tight, deliberate, impossible to ignore.

“Good girl,” she murmurs, so low only I can hear it, a velvet leash slipped around my pulse. Then she pivots, shoulders bright toward the ring light, voice flipping to sugar-dipped showtime. “You heard her! Our little Diva is learning fast.”

The name settles on my tongue like melted candy, sticky, pink, already dissolving into me. I try it again, softer, like I’m tasting a new flavor I’m not sure I deserve. “Diva.” The word vibrates, almost tickles, and the flush that races up my neck feels less like embarrassment and more like neon paint poured over bare skin.

Laura’s fingers follow that flush, sliding down the column of my throat, slow enough for every ridge of her acrylics to register. She lingers at the hollow above my collarbone, taps once — claim, claim, claim — then drifts to the corset’s scalloped edge. The satin is already damp from my panic-sweat; her touch makes it glide, makes me shiver so hard the boning squeaks.

“Again,” she orders, thumb pressing right over the frantic drum of my carotid. My heartbeat slams against her skin like it’s begging to be let out.

“Diva,” I say, voice wobbling on the vowel, and the chat explodes in a confetti of emojis and dollar signs. The camera lens catches every tremor, every sheen of gloss that clings to my lower lip. I can almost feel the pixels crawling over me, magnifying the flush, the bulge under latex, the shine of Laura’s lip gloss transferred to my own mouth. The chat loves it, loves me, loves the way Laura’s hand can steer my whole body with one finger.

Ding-ding-ding. Faster. Louder. Like they’re hammering the next command straight into my bones.

she’s getting it

such a good little bimbo

DivaDivaDivaDiva

Laura leans in, her breath hot against my ear, and I feel the heat bloom down my neck like spilled wine. Her lips brush the shell of my ear, not quite a kiss, not quite not. My whole body leans into the touch before I can stop it.

“One more time, Diva. Like you mean it.”

The words crawl under my skin. Mean it. As if I haven’t meant every single thing she’s made me say, every syllable she’s pulled from my throat like silk through a ring. My pulse jumps against her thumb, still pressed there like she owns the rhythm of my heart. Maybe she does. Maybe she has for longer than I’ve admitted.

I take a shaky breath, and it catches on the corset’s tight embrace, the satin creaking like it’s sighing with me. The name isn’t mine. It is mine. It’s hers. It’s the thing she carved into me with every glance, every smirk, every time she called me good girl like it was a threat and a promise. I feel it settle in my chest, heavy and warm, like a stone dropped in still water.

“Diva,” I say, and this time, my voice doesn’t crack. It surrenders. It offers. It gives.

The chat loses its mind.

Laura pulls back, smug, triumphant. “There she is,” she says, to them, to me. “Our Diva.”

The screen floods with heart emojis, tip alerts, demands. My head spins. The name echoes in my skull, a chant, a spell. Diva. Diva. Diva.

Laura scrolls through the chat, humming. “They want more,” she says, like it’s the most natural thing in the world. “Let’s give them more.”

My breath hitches. “W-what do you mean?”

Her smile is razor-sharp. “They want to upgrade you, Diva.” She taps the screen. “Look. Bright blush. Glossier lips. Fewer clothes.” Her finger trails down my arm, slow, deliberate. “What do you think?”

I should say no. I should run. But the way she’s looking at me, like I’m hers, like I’m precious, makes my throat tighten with need and want.

Laura’s thumb presses against my bottom lip, smearing the gloss. “They’re invested,” she murmurs. “Aren’t you lucky?”

I don’t answer. I can’t. The name is still ringing in my head, the weight of it pressing down on my chest, my cock, my everything.

Laura’s phone buzzes. She glances at it, then back at me. “They want you to pick,” she says. “Blush or lips first?”

My hands clench in my lap. The corset squeezes, the boning digging into my ribs. I can feel the latex panties, the way they hug me, the way they own me. The first thought that pops into my head is how the prettiest girls always giggle and never think too hard.

“Lips,” I whisper.

Laura’s grin is pure victory. “Good girl.”

She uncaps a tube of gloss so shiny it looks wet. The wand is cool against my lips, the texture thick, obscene. She paints me slow, deliberate, like she’s claiming me. The camera zooms in, catching every stroke, every tremble. Laura’s finger presses against my bottom lip, smearing the gloss just enough to make it messy. “There,” she purrs. “Perfect.”

I don’t recognize myself. My lips are a glistening, swollen mess, my cheeks flushed, my eyes too bright. I look used. I look wanted. I look like hers.

Laura’s phone chimes again. She reads it, then looks at me, something dark and delighted in her eyes. “They want a mantra,” she says. “Something for our Diva to remember.”

My pulse spikes. “A — what?”

She leans in, her voice a whisper just for me. “A little phrase. To help you stay my good girl.” Her fingers trace my jaw, possessive, owning. “Repeat after me.”

I swallow. The gloss sticks. I nod.

Laura’s lips curl. “Dumb girls are good girls,” she says, slow, clear.

My face burns. “I — Laura, I can’t —”

Her nails dig in, just enough. “Dumb girls are good girls,” she repeats, firmer now.

The chat’s a frenzy.

say it say it say it

be a good bimbo for us

$200 if she says it with a smile!!!!

I can’t breathe. The corset’s too tight. The latex is too snug. Laura’s too close. “Dumb girls —” My voice cracks. I try again. “Dumb girls are good girls.”

The tips flood in. Oh god, I — wait, is this actually… warm? Like, the tightness isn’t just panic anymore, it’s this fizzy, stupid little buzz in my chest that says they’re looking.

And I like that.

I like the way the gloss sticks and the corset squeaks when I breathe and Laura’s eyes are on me like I’m the only thing in the frame. I shouldn’t, but I do. I want more of it — more tips, more “good girl,” more of this dizzy, glittery surrender that tastes like shame and candy. It’s addictive. I’m addicted.

Laura’s smile is pure, poisoned honey. “Again.”

“Dumb girls are good girls.”

Her thumb traces my bottom lip. “Again.”

“Dumb girls are good girls.”

The words taste like shame. Like surrender. Like me.

Laura’s phone buzzes. She reads it, then looks at me, eyes gleaming. “They want more,” she says. “But first…” She reaches into her pocket and pulls out a small, spiral LED light, the kind that spins hypnotic patterns in pink and violet. She flicks it on, the colors swirling, mesmerizing.

“Stare at this,” she says, pressing it into my hands. “Five minutes. Repeat your mantra for the fans.”

I blink. The colors spin, pulling at my vision, my focus. “I — I don’t —”

Her voice drops, a command wrapped in silk. “Five minutes, Diva. Or I pick your next upgrade myself.”

The threat hangs between us. The chat’s still scrolling, still watching. The LED spins, colors bleeding together, pulling me under. I take a shaky breath.

“Dumb girls are good girls,” I whisper.

The colors swirl. The mantra sticks.

“Dumb girls are good girls.”

My vision blurs. The chat fades. Laura’s voice is distant, sweet.

“Dumb girls are good girls.”

The mantra is a key. It turns. It clicks.

“Dumb girls are good girls.”

I don’t know how long I sit there, the LED spinning, the words repeating on my lips like a prayer. The world narrows to the colors, the sound of my own voice, the weight of the phrase settling over me like a second skin. It contorts into nonsense. The words mean nothing. Or maybe the words mean everything.

When Laura finally takes the LED away, my head is light, my lips numb from repeating it.

“Dumb girls are good girls,” she murmurs, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “There you are.”

The chat’s still there, still watching. The tips keep coming, a flood of color, praise, my name, that name, that mantra.

Laura’s phone chimes — a DM. She reads it, then looks at me, something dark and possessive in her eyes.

“Tonight,” she says, “you sleep with the spiral. That’s an order, Diva.”

The screen cuts to black.

I don't think. I don't react.

Because dumb girls are good girls.
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Chapter 4


The superchat slams across the screen like a neon whip-crack.

$50 for bigger lips!

The words burn hot-pink against the black backdrop. I feel them on my skin the way you feel a slap before it lands. My fingers twitch in my lap, nails digging into my palms through the lace gloves Laura slipped on me ten minutes ago. The gloves are white, fingerless, already smudged with gloss where I keep touching my mouth without thinking.

Laura lounges beside me on the velvet chaise, one arm draped over my shoulders like a silk noose. Her perfume — citrus and vanilla — fills every breath I take. She scrolls through her phone, thumb flicking, lips curved in that small, dangerous smile that says she’s already decided what happens next.

“Look at that,” she murmurs, tilting the screen so I can see the flood. “They’re starving for you, Diva.”

I can’t look away. The tip jar on the overlay is climbing — $300, $350, $400 — and every ping feels like a hand on my body, tugging, rearranging. My corset creaks when I shift; the boning grinds into my ribs. The latex panties cling, sticky and hot, keeping me honest. I’m already wet — have been since the stream started — and the shame of it is a bright, pulsing heat behind my eyes.

They’re watching me become this.

They’re paying for it.

They like me more when I mess up.

Laura’s nails tap my jaw, turning my face toward the ring light. The glare is blinding. My reflection stares back: lips swollen with gloss, cheeks flushed neon under the pink filter, eyes wide and glassy like a doll someone forgot to put away. I don’t look like Davie anymore. I look like Diva — and the name tastes like candy and copper.

“Upgrades,” Laura says, drawing the word out like a promise. “Let’s start simple.”

She reaches for the lip-plumping gloss on the vanity — clear tube, silver wand, the label reads Pout Pump. The wand is cold when she traces it across my mouth. The gloss tingles immediately, a slow burn that swells my lips until they feel obscene, like they’re begging to be used.

“Say thank you,” she prompts, voice pitched for the mic.

“Thank you,” I whisper. My voice is already higher, breathy. The chat explodes.

look at that mouth

she’s gonna need a bib

$75 for the next coat

Laura coats me again. The burn intensifies; my lips throb in time with my pulse. I can’t stop touching them, smearing the gloss, making it worse. Each swipe leaves a sticky trail on my gloves. The viewers love it — every smudge, every whimper.

Next comes the bra. Laura unhooks my corset just enough to tug the satin down. My fake breasts bounce free — full, round, impossibly soft. She produces a push-up bra the color of bubblegum, lace cups barely big enough to hold the silicone. The underwire bites into my ribs as she fastens it, yanking the straps tight until my cleavage swells obscenely. The camera zooms in; the chat howls.

$500 — HEELS. MAKE HER WALK.

Laura’s grin is sharp. She produces the shoes from a pink box: patent leather, six-inch stilettos, ankle straps studded with rhinestones. They gleam like candy-coated weapons.

“Up,” she says.

I stand on shaky legs. The corset forces my posture ramrod straight; the bra thrusts my chest forward. Laura kneels, buckling each strap around my ankles. Her fingers linger on the pulse point above the bone, a silent reminder: I decide when you move.

The first step is a disaster. My ankle rolls; I stumble, arms windmilling. Laura catches me by the waist, steadying. The chat screams.

clumsy bimbo

make her strut

$100 for every fall

Laura steers me to the center of the frame, hands on my hips. “Walk,” she orders. “Like you mean it.”

I try. The heels are skyscrapers; every step sends a jolt through my calves, my thighs, straight to the ache between my legs. My hips sway without permission, the latex panties shifting with each movement, rubbing exactly where I need it. The corset creaks; the bra bounces. I can feel the weight of eyes on every jiggle, every wobble.

“Again,” Laura says. “Slower. Prettier.”

I strut. My ankles wobble; I giggle — high, breathless, real. The sound shocks me. Laura’s hand lands on the small of my back, guiding, owning. The chat loves it.

she’s learning

so cute when she trips

$200 for the mantra

Laura stops me in front of the camera. “You know what to do.”

I do. The words are already on my tongue, sticky-sweet like the gloss. “Dumb girls are good girls.”

The donations grow ridiculous. $600. $650. $700. Each one a new humiliation, a new claim. Laura’s eyes are bright, proud. She cups my chin, thumb smearing gloss across my cheek.

“Again,” she whispers.

“Dumb girls are good girls.”

My voice cracks on good. The mantra is a spell, each repetition stripping another layer of resistance. My mind feels foggy, cotton-soft. The ache between my legs is a drumbeat, please please please.

My stomach flips, hot and liquid, the same way it did the first time Laura tightened the corset. Only now I’m not sitting. I’m standing in platforms that already make my ankles wobble, thighs trembling under the weight of the camera’s hungry stare.

Laura’s grin is all teeth and sugar. “You heard them, Diva.” She uncaps the lip-filler gloss — cherry red, thick as syrup — and twists it until a fat bead glistens on the wand. “Every fifty bucks, one more IQ point erased. Isn’t that generous?”

I nod before I can stop myself. The motion makes the heavy silicone breasts bounce under the push-up bra she just ratcheted tighter on camera. The underwire bites into my ribs, but it also lifts, presenting them like offerings. I feel the weight shift with every breath, every tremble.

Laura steps closer. The gloss is cold when it touches my bottom lip, then warm as she paints it on. Thick. Obscene. My mouth feels swollen already, but she keeps layering until my lips look like they’ve been stung by bees and left to throb. I can’t close them properly. I look like a blow-up doll.

The chat loves it.

plastic princess

she’s meltingggg

Laura taps the back of her phone with her nail. The metal clinks, a digital piggy bank, a reminder of how much they’re paying to watch me shrink. “That’s four IQ points gone,” she sings. “Only… what, six left? Poor thing.”

I should be horrified. Instead, heat pools low in my belly, sticky and shameful. I like the way she says it. I like the way my brain feels foggy, slow, like syrup poured over gears.

The chat calls me plastic princess. They call me dumb doll. They call me good girl.

And I feel it. Each word lands like a kiss, like a brand. My cheeks burn, but my skin tingles. My head feels heavy and slow, like the sticky shine coating my mouth. I can’t remember what I was worried about. Can’t remember why I ever wanted to be smart.

Laura circles me, phone in hand, narrating like I’m a product. “Look at that arch. Look at the way she wobbles. Isn’t she precious?”

I stumble again. My ankle twists. Laura catches me, but not before I squeal — a high, helpless sound that makes the tips explode.

I feel it — the loss. Like my thoughts are slipping through my fingers, replaced with cotton candy and glitter. Each donation is a click in my head, a switch flipped. I want to be dumber. I want to be theirs.

Laura’s hand slides down my back, possessive. “One more upgrade,” she says. “The donation bar just maxed out.”

My heart hammers. My knees knock. The heels make me sway, off-balance, helpless.

She leans in, lips brushing my ear. “Come here, my dumb little thing. Must thank your fans properly.”

[image: ]

Her voice throbs in my ears, sticky-sweet and inescapable: “A little thank-you for our top tippers. Diva, show them how grateful you are.”

The words sink into my skin like warm honey. I’m slumped against Laura’s thigh, cheek pressed to the slick curve of her latex skirt, breath hitching in my throat. The studio lights have dimmed to a soft amber glow, but the camera’s red eye still blinks — always watching, always hungry. My body aches everywhere the corset has carved me smaller, everywhere the latex has clung and clung until I’m just a shape she’s molded.

Laura’s hand slides into my hair, fingers tightening, guiding me upright. My knees scrape the velvet chaise as I shift, wobbling. The breast forms bounce with the motion, heavy and foreign, dragging at my ribs. I can feel the sweat trapped beneath the silicone, the itch of baby powder and fear. My cock is still trapped in the latex panties, a slick, aching throb that pulses with every heartbeat. I’m exhausted, but I can’t stop wanting her hands on me.

“Up,” she murmurs, and I rise on shaking legs. The corset creaks, the boning digging into my waist. My hips sway without permission, the pads beneath the latex shifting, exaggerating every tiny motion. I feel like a puppet, strings cut and restrung, dancing to her tune.

Laura turns me to face the camera. My reflection in the monitor is a stranger: lips swollen and glossy, eyes glassy, waist impossibly small above hips that flare like they were always meant to. I look used. I look pretty. I look like hers.

“Hands behind your back,” she says, voice low, intimate. I obey, wrists crossing at the small of my spine. The position thrusts my chest forward, the breast forms straining against the satin. Laura’s fingers trace the seam of the corset, slow, deliberate, following the curve down to where the latex meets my thighs. Her touch is fire through the thin barrier, tracing the outline of my trapped cock with a feather-light pressure that makes my breath catch.

“Thank you, chat,” I whisper, the words automatic now, a reflex drilled into me by hours of obedience. My voice is hoarse, breathy, not mine.

Laura’s smile is sharp. “Again.”

She drags a single nail along the latex seam, right over the head of my cock. The pressure is maddening, too light to be relief, too deliberate to be accidental. My hips jerk forward, seeking more, but she pulls away just enough to deny me. The camera catches every twitch, every gasp.

“Thank you, chat,” I say, louder this time. The words taste like surrender.

“Good bimbos beg,” Laura murmurs, her voice a velvet whip. “And dumb bimbos obey.”

My throat works. The mantra is a loop in my head, a prayer and a curse. Good bimbos beg, and dumb bimbos obey. I can feel it settling into my bones, replacing thought with need, replacing shame with hunger.

Laura’s hand cups my chin, tilting my face toward the lens. “Tell them.”

“Good bimbos beg,” I say, the words tumbling out, breathless. “And dumb bimbos obey.”

The chat explodes.

yesssss

she’s learning

more more more

$50 for a please

$100 for a pretty please

Laura’s fingers slide lower, tracing the latex over my balls with the same reverence she uses when adjusting her ring light — precise, worshipful, utterly in control. My knees buckle, but she’s already there, her thigh sliding between mine like she’s done this a thousand times, propping me up with the kind of casual strength that makes my breath hitch.

“Thank you, chat,” I gasp, the words cracking like cheap vinyl. “Please, pretty please.”

She hums, low and satisfied, and the sound vibrates through the latex like a second skin. Her thumb finds the base of my cock through the slick fabric, circling with the same lazy rhythm she uses when scrolling through tips. Each pass drags the latex tighter, wetter, until I can feel every ridge of her fingerprint. Precome pools, warm and shameful, making the fabric cling to me like a secret I can’t keep.

“Again,” she coaxes, voice honey-thick, the way she says smile for me, pet when the chat’s being generous. “Let them hear how grateful their dumb little bimbo is.”

“Thank you, chat,” I whisper, the words fracturing on a moan that sounds nothing like Davie. “Thank you, thank you, thank you—”

Her hand stills, and the sudden absence is worse than any touch. I whimper, hips chasing the ghost of her fingers, but she’s already leaning in, lips brushing the shell of my ear with the same softness she saves for after the stream ends. “Such a good dumb bimbo,” she murmurs, the praise sinking into me like warm wax over raw nerves. “So pretty when you beg. So empty, so perfect.”

The words seal the cracks I didn’t know were there. I am pretty — lip-gloss sticky and lashes clumped, cheeks striped with mascara tears. I am grateful — grateful for the camera, for the chat, for the way she makes me matter. I am hers — every inch of latex and skin and shame shaped by her hands.

She straightens, adjusting the camera angle, zooming in on my face. My reflection fills the screen: lips parted, eyes glazed, cheeks flushed. I look wrecked. I look wanted. I look like I belong.

Laura’s fingers return to the latex, her touch so impossibly gentle that I feel every ridge of her nail, the velvet warmth of her fingertip gliding along the taut, slick surface. She traces the outline of my cock with maddening patience, her motions agonizingly slow, as though savoring the way the latex clings, molding me to her will. With each pass, a charge prickles through my skin — a jolt that ricochets from my core out to my shaking thighs and back again, like my body’s been wired to her hand, every nerve ending calibrated for her pleasure.

My hips twitch helplessly, needy for more, but she keeps the pressure feather-light, teasing at the edge of sensation until it spirals into ache. Sparks skitter along the surface of my skin, sharp and bright, then gather beneath the latex until every inch feels swollen, hypersensitized. My cock strains against its prison, desperate for friction, for permission to let go.

I’m trembling, each breath splintering against the tight laces at my back; the corset creaks with every gasp, the sound sharp and humiliating in the hush of our little studio. The boning bites into my ribs — a sweet, constant ache — pulling me in, making me smaller, softening every hard edge. Every inhale drags the laced panels tighter across my chest, until there’s nowhere for me to go except deeper into myself, into the dizzy vulnerability she’s carved out for me.

I clutch at the tangle of sensation and shame, wanting more and less all at once — wanting to please her, to disappear into this role she’s scripted for me, to be nothing but her beautiful, grateful bimbo. The thought should burn, but it soothes me, making my heart stutter and knees weaken, reminding me how perfectly she’s remade me into her own masterpiece.

“Thank you, chat,” I say, the words a sob. “Thank you, thank you—”

Laura’s hand cups my cheek, thumb brushing away a tear I didn’t realize I’d shed. “Good girl,” she whispers, the praise a hot brand against my skin. “My perfect little bimbo.”

The words are a balm, a reward, a promise. I lean into her touch, desperate for more, for everything. The camera catches every tremor, every gasp, every tear.

Laura’s fingers slide lower, tracing the latex over my cock one last time, a final, possessive stroke. “Tomorrow,” she says, voice soft, intimate, “we teach Diva a new trick. But first, we need to fix this.”

A subtle dip of Laura’s chin guides my gaze to the glossy ridge jutting against the latex; heat floods my cheeks and I whimper, thighs pressing together.

The camera light blinks off. The studio falls silent, save for my ragged breathing. Laura’s lips brush my ear, a whisper meant only for me.

“Sweet dreams, pet.”
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Chapter 5


The dark hums with her voice, softer than silk, deeper than sleep.

“Pretty, empty, obedient — and deeper now, girl, let your thoughts fade…”

It curls inside the headphones like warm breath against the shell of my ear. I’m lying on my back in the guest room bed, eyes half-lidded beneath the slow spin of a single violet LED spiral. The city outside is only a sigh of traffic, muffled by blackout curtains. Everything else has been erased — furniture, walls, even the chill night air — until only three things exist: the spiral, the voice, and the slick, clinging second skin of latex that keeps me held in its gentle grip.

The blanket is thick, weighted, but underneath it every inch of me is still dressed the way she left me: corset loosened just enough to breathe, panties molded to the ache beneath, the faint, persistent scent of citrus and baby oil caught in the seams. My hands rest open on the mattress, palms up, fingers twitching in slow, absent circles. The left drifts higher, brushing the swell of the left breast form. It yields softly, like memory foam, and I feel the nipple pad stiffen beneath the satin. I don’t stop it. I don’t stop anything anymore.

Laura’s recorded voice slides on, gentle and inexorable.

“Diva is a bimbo. Diva loves being dumb. Dumb is good. Obeying is everything.”

Each sentence is a warm drop hitting still water — concentric rings spreading, smoothing, erasing the ripples of whatever used to be Davie. Every time the words loop, the circles overlap, and there is less of him left.

I sink.

Pulse matches the slow revolution of the spiral — one lazy heartbeat every time the violet thread completes its circuit. Between beats, my thoughts drift, thin as vapor. I try to catch one — why am I here, why does this feel like safety wrapped in shame — and it slips away, oily, replaced by a soft moan that isn’t quite mine. The headphones cradle the sound, return it to me transformed: something smaller, prettier, obedient.

The blanket shifts as my hips rock once, a reflex so quiet it might have been imagined. The latex panties move with me, sealed tight, gathering heat, gathering wet. I feel the tug, the reminder, the delicious no. My lips part. A bead of drool escapes, cool on my chin. I don’t lift a hand to wipe it. Good girls don’t move unless told.

“Dumb is easy,” the voice murmurs, as if tasting the words. “Empty is easy.”

Easy. The syllable is a lullaby. My eyelids sink another degree. The spiral blurs into liquid violet; the ceiling disappears. I float on a raft of sensation: the faint squeak of latex when my thighs brush, the sweet pressure of the corset hugging my waist smaller, smaller, the distant throb in my nipples from the earlier clamping that still ghosts beneath the pads. Everything is soft edges and warm weight, and I am dissolving into it like sugar in tea.

My right hand, traitor or loyal servant, has wandered to the right breast now. Thumb and forefinger find the faux nipple and roll, slow, dreamy. Pleasure sparks, low voltage, enough to make my back arch a fraction. The corset creaks in protest; the sound is intimate, domestic, a lullaby hinge. Obeying is everything.

Yes.

I don’t remember when the loop began. The file is two hours long, maybe three; time has stretched into taffy. I only know that each repetition finds me deeper, more pliant, more grateful. Somewhere inside, a last rational flicker wonders if this is what dying feels like — an unmaking so gentle you lean into it, begging for the next soft blow.

The voice answers the thought before I can finish it.

“You’re not dying, pet. You’re becoming.”

My chest hitches on a silent sob that feels like relief. Yes. Becoming. Becoming what she wants, what they want, what the chat paid to see. Becoming less. I feel the corners of my mouth curve, lazy and sweet. Drool trails another inch, cool on hot skin. My tongue finds it, laps it back unhurriedly. The taste is faintly vanilla, like the gloss she layered on hours ago, like the lotion she rubbed into my legs until I shone.

Between my thighs, the heat pulses in rhythm with the spiral. Not urgent. Not frantic. Just there, a warm tide that rises and falls with every breath. I don’t seek friction; I want the ache. I want the reminder that I am held, contained, owned. The ache is her thumbprint on my psyche.

My mind drifts again, or perhaps it’s the same drift, only deeper. I catch fragments: the cold ring light of earlier streams, Laura’s smile sharp as glass, the way my voice cracked when I first said thank you, chat. Each memory surfaces like a bubble, then pops under the next soft mantra.

“Diva is a bimbo. Diva loves being dumb.”

Yes. I love it. The admission is effortless, as natural as breathing. Loving it is the same as surrendering to it; the two feelings braid together until I can’t tell where one ends and the other begins. My hips rock again, seeking nothing, simply moving because the voice tells me to float, and floating is easier when the body is loose, liquid.

The spiral spins slower. Or maybe my perception has stretched to match. Each rotation feels like it takes a lifetime, and I’m content to live inside that lifetime, inside the violet hush. My thumb strokes the breast form again, slow circles, as though I’m petting myself, soothing the last jagged edges of resistance into smoothness. The pad of my finger finds the edge where silicone meets skin; the boundary is seamless now, as if it’s always been mine.

A soft, wet sound escapes my throat — half moan, half giggle. The headphones catch it, wrap it in Laura’s echo:

“Good girl.”

The words settle over me like a blanket even warmer than the one tangled at my waist. They sink through skin and bone and thought, until they rest somewhere behind my sternum, a small, glowing coal that keeps me warm even as everything else burns away.

I’m just her thing — no thoughts, just nice and dumb and pretty.

The realization isn’t sharp; it’s a sigh. My eyelids flutter shut. Behind them, the spiral continues, spinning on the inside of my skull now, painting every shadow violet. My breathing syncs to it: inhale on the bright flare, exhale on the fade. Each exhale carries something small out of me — worry, name, memory — until there is only the next breath, the next word.

“Tomorrow,” the voice whispers, closer than before, as if Laura is in the room, lips against my ear, “you’ll wake up needing to thank your Mistress out loud. Good girl.”

The last syllable lingers like the taste of sugar dissolving on the tongue. My body sinks another impossible inch into the mattress. The latex creaks softly, a lullaby hinge. The spiral blurs, violet bleeding into black. I am warm, I am held, I am gone.

I fall, quietly, into her voice.
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The kitchen is too bright for secrets, but I giggle anyway: “Good morning, Mistress!”

The words pop out of me like champagne corks — bouncy, frothy, impossible to catch. Laura’s back is to me, spatula poised over a sizzling pan, but I see the corner of her mouth lift before she turns.

Sunlight smears gold across the tiles, warm as the silk robe brushing my thighs. The coffee pot gurgles, a low, happy sound that matches the syrupy throb behind my ribs. I hug my arms to my chest, sleeves slipping down. The robe is Laura’s — too big, swallowing my shoulders, the hem kissing mid-thigh. The sash cinches tight, a loose knot that feels oddly like a leash.

Laura raises an eyebrow. “Why’d you call me that, Diva?”

Heat floods my cheeks. Why did I? The title had slid from my mouth like a lollipop left in the sun — sticky, sweet, inevitable. I open my lips, then close them. The words tangle in my throat. Mistress tastes like honey and safety. I can’t remember a time I didn’t say it.

“I — uhm —” My fingers twist the sash. The silk is cool and slippery, a tiny anchor. “I dunno. Just… felt right?”

Laura sets the spatula down. One step brings her close enough that I smell coffee and vanilla, the faint heat of her skin. She reaches up, brushing a strand of bed-stiff hair from my eyes.

“Breakfast for my pretty toy,” she says, voice low and fond. “Messy hair is cuter anyway.”

My stomach flips. Toy. The word lands soft, but it sticks. I duck my head, cheeks burning hotter, and catch sight of my reflection in the toaster: mascara smudged, lips still puffy from last night’s gloss, collar-like scarf knotted at my throat. I look like I’ve been kept. Like I belong on her shelf, between the sugar jar and the spice rack.

She taps the counter. “Coffee first. Two sugars. You remember how I like it.”

I do. I want to. My feet pad across the tile in fuzzy slippers — pink, absurd, adorned with pom-poms that bounce as I move. The coffee pot steams; the mug is waiting, handle turned toward me like an invitation. I fill it, the ceramic warm against my palms. The sugar clinks as it tumbles in. Every motion feels practiced, rehearsed — like I’ve done this a thousand times in my dreams.

Laura’s phone clicks. She’s angled it my way, casual, but I know what she’s doing. I tilt my hip, pout over the rim of the mug. The camera captures my reflection: robe slipping off one shoulder, collar scarf stark against skin. I don’t even flinch. I pose. The flash pops, and I feel the click in my chest like a heartbeat.

“Good girl,” she murmurs, and the words wrap around me like the robe itself — soft, safe, earned. I beam, stupid with pride.

She takes the mug from my hands, sipping. Her lipstick leaves a perfect kiss on the rim. I want to lick it off. Instead, I stand there, shifting from foot to foot, waiting for the next command.

“Say it,” she says, eyes twinkling. “The mantra.”

It rolls out before I think: “Dumb bimbos beg, and good bimbos obey.” My voice is breathy, singsong. It doesn’t feel strange anymore. It feels like home.

Laura’s smile is slow, secret. She turns back to the stove, flipping a pancake. The smell is heaven — butter, vanilla, something like comfort. She plates two, drizzles syrup in slow, lazy circles. The amber liquid pools like warm approval.

“Sit,” she says, and I obey, sliding onto the barstool. The robe rides up; cool air kisses the tops of my thighs. I don’t adjust it. I like the way she looks at me — half-amused, half-possessive, like I’m a puzzle she’s proud to have solved.

She sets a plate in front of me: heart-shaped pancake, smiley face drawn in whipped cream. My chest clenches. It’s childish and perfect and mine. I pick up the fork, but she clicks her tongue.

“Hands behind your back.”

I blink, then tuck them obediently, wrists crossed at the small of my spine. The posture arches my chest, the robe slipping further. Laura cuts a bite, fork glinting. She holds it to my lips. I open automatically. The pancake is sweet, fluffy, melting on my tongue.

“Good pet,” she says, and I glow. The syrup drips down my chin; she catches it with a thumb, then presses it to my mouth. I suck it off, eyes fluttering shut. The taste is her.

“Again,” she prompts, and I recite: “Dumb bimbos beg, and good bimbos obey.” The words are soft around the fork, muffled by pancake and sugar. They feel like a prayer.

We fall into rhythm. She feeds me, I speak. Between bites, she wipes my mouth with a napkin, gentle as a mother, possessive as a queen. My throat tightens. This is what I craved — not the cameras, not the tips, but this: quiet, domestic ownership. The way she looks at me like I’m something precious she’s chosen to carry.

After the last bite, she stands. I start to rise, but her hand lands on my shoulder, feather-light. “Stay.”

I sink back down, robe slipping further. She circles behind me, fingers threading through my hair. The tangles catch; she works them out with patient strokes. Each tug sends sparks down my spine. I lean into her touch like a cat, eyes half-lidded.

“You’re getting good at this,” she says softly. “Listening. Being sweet.”

My chest swells. “I want to be good.” The admission tumbles out, raw and earnest. “For you.”

Her hands still. She leans in, lips brushing the shell of my ear. “Careful,” she whispers, breath warm. “Or I’ll keep you as my pet forever.”

The words settle in my bones like warm syrup — sticky, sweet, impossible to shake off. I don’t want to shake it off. I want to drown in it.

My eyes flutter shut; her lips ghost across my cheek, a soft, possessive press that brands me deeper than any collar.

When she pulls away, the kitchen feels smaller, warmer. The coffee pot gurgles again. My reflection — rumpled, glowing, hers — smiles back from the toaster like it’s in on the secret.

Forever, she says, like it’s a promise, not a threat — and I finally believe her.
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Chapter 6


Every step outside feels like nakedness, too loud, too bright — latex secrets under a borrowed hoodie.

The hoodie is charcoal, three sizes too big, sleeves swallowing my hands. It’s Laura’s, smells faintly of her vanilla perfume and the sharp bite of her setting spray. Beneath it, the latex panties cling to my hips like a second heartbeat, slick and unforgiving. The hip pads are molded so perfectly I can feel them shift with every stride, a soft, padded lie that makes my walk sway no matter how hard I try to keep it small.

My thighs brush together, the latex tacky against itself, making a faint swish that sounds like a scream in the quiet morning. The automatic doors slide open with a mechanical sigh. Fluorescent light slaps me in the face, reflecting off the waxed floor and the glass cooler doors.

I catch my reflection for a split second — hood up, lips glossy and overlined, lashes clumped from sleep. I look like a secret. I look like a slut trying to hide.

My phone buzzes against my palm, a single pulse. I don’t need to look to know what it says, but I do anyway.

Laura (9:12am):

Don’t forget: latex at all times. Send a proof pic, pet.

The word pet lands between my ribs like a thumb pressing bruises. I swallow hard, the gloss tacky on my tongue. My fingers tremble as I type back.

Me (9:12am):

yes Mistress

I hit send and instantly regret the lowercase. I always do. She likes the lowercase. It makes me feel smaller.

The store is empty except for the hum of coolers and the faint tinny pop song overhead. I drift down the snack aisle like a ghost, hyper-aware of every motion. The hoodie rides up just enough to flash a sliver of black latex at my waistband when I reach for a bag of chips. I yank it down, heart jackhammering. Anyone could see. I bet she wants them to.

I pass a mirror endcap and can’t help it — I glance. The hoodie hides the pads, but the sway is there, built into my hips now. The wig is slightly mussed, the bangs clinging to the gloss on my forehead. I look like I’ve been fucked and forgotten. I look like I want to be.

My nipples are hard under the hoodie, rubbing against the soft cotton. The breast forms are warm, molded to my chest, but the latex beneath is cold, clinging. Every step makes them shift, a soft, heavy reminder. I’m not flat anymore. I’m not him anymore. I’m just — Diva. A bimbo in a hoodie, trying to buy snacks like she’s normal.

I turn the corner and nearly collide with the cashier.

She’s leaning against the counter, scrolling her phone, nails neon pink. She looks up when I approach, and her eyes flick down, then up again. Slow. Appraising. I freeze, clutching the bag of chips like a shield.

“Morning, honey,” she says, voice syrupy. “Love that gloss. What shade is that?”

My brain short-circuits. The gloss is called Bimbo Pink. Laura picked it. I don’t know what to say. I giggle, high and ridiculous. “Um — like, bubblegum?”

She grins, leaning closer. “Wish my sister could walk in heels like you. She wobbles like a baby deer.”

I blink. Heels? I’m in sneakers. But the sway is there, the pads doing their job; and I realize she’s seeing me, not the hoodie. Seeing the hips, the lips, the performance. My stomach flips, hot and cold at once.

“Th-thank you,” I whisper, voice climbing. The giggle escapes again, helpless. “I practice a lot.”

She scans the chips, fingers brushing mine. “You’re cute. You should come by more often.”

I beam, stupid and dizzy. She called me cute. She called me honey. The praise is a drop of honey in my gut — sweet, sticky, impossible to ignore. I want to preen. I want to curtsy. Instead, I fumble for my card, swipe it wrong, laugh again. My hands are shaking.

She hands me the receipt. “Have a good day, pretty thing.”

I float out of the store on a cloud of adrenaline and shame, the automatic doors closing behind me with a soft shush. The sunlight hits me like a spotlight. My reflection in the glass doors is unmistakable now — hips swaying, lips parted, eyes wide and glassy. I look like I’ve been caught.

I duck into the alley beside the store, heart racing so hard I swear the brick walls can feel it. The hoodie is damp under my arms, sweat blooming across my back like a secret confession.

I tug it up, just enough to expose the waistband of the latex panties, the curve of the pads beneath. The latex clings to my hips with a wet; second-skin suction that makes me shiver — cool at first, then instantly warm where my skin meets it. My phone trembles in my grip, slick with sweat, as I angle the camera.

The alleyway selfie is awkward — hood up, lips glossy, the shine of latex peeking above the waistband like a forbidden promise. The pads are visible, round and artificial, my aching cock a faint bulge beneath, straining against the slick prison of the panties.

I look obscene.

I look owned.

The word pulses through me like a second heartbeat, thick and urgent.

My thumb hovers over the shutter, and I feel the shame bloom hot in my chest, but it’s tangled with something darker — something that wants to be seen, wants to be displayed. The thought makes my thighs clench, the latex shifting with a wet little sound that echoes in the narrow space. I’m panting now, shallow and quick, the air tasting of damp concrete and my own nervous heat.

I snap the photo before I can think twice. The screen freezes my reflection: lips parted, eyes wide, cheeks flushed. I look like a stranger, like someone who’s already been claimed.

My stomach flips again, a slow, syrupy roll of fear and want. I’m exposed, even with the hoodie still half-on. The pads feel heavier now, like they’re anchoring me to this moment, to this version of myself I can’t undo.

I send it before I can chicken out.

Me (9:19am):

proof, Mistress

The reply is instant.

Laura (9:19am):

You made me proud today, pet. Wait till chat sees how slutty you look in daylight.

The words hit like a slap, like a kiss. My knees buckle. I lean against the brick wall, hoodie riding up, latex cold against the rough surface. I’m panting, not from exertion but from her.

Her pride fills my phone, my lungs, my whole bright, buzzing body.
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There’s nowhere to hide from the mirror — even when it’s just me and her instructions glowing on my phone.

The apartment is quiet, too quiet, the kind of silence that presses against the skin like cling film. I kick the door shut behind me, grocery bags abandoned on the counter, and the only sound is the soft clip-clop of my heels on laminate. Laura’s last DM is still lit on the screen, white text on black:

Strip. Pose for your mistress. Tell the mirror what you are.

My stomach flips, equal parts dread and thrill. The hallway feels longer than usual, the mirror at the end of it huge and merciless — floor-to-ceiling, edge-to-edge, waiting like a stage that never forgets. I stop in front of it, phone clutched in one hand, the other already tugging at the hem of my crop top. The fabric peels away like a sticker, leaving my torso bare except for the tight cinch of the corset Laura laced this morning. My ribs expand against it, a shallow, fluttering breath.

You’ve done harder things, I tell myself. You’ve gone live in less.

But this is different. No chat scroll. No ring light. Just me, the glass, and the echo of her voice in my head.

I drop the top. It lands in a soft heap. My skirt follows — zip, shimmy, step out of the puddle. The panties are all that’s left: bubblegum pink, high-cut, latex gleaming under the overhead spots. They hug me like a second skin, tacky and warm, the front panel already damp where I’ve been half-hard since the grocery store. The heels are six inches of clear plastic, toes crammed forward, arches screaming. I love them. I hate how much I love them.

The mirror shows me everything: the corset nipping my waist to cartoon proportions, the silicone breasts pushed high and round, nipples pebbled under the satin overlay. My face is still mine — bare except for the gloss Laura painted on before I left, now smeared into a blurry pink pout. My eyes look huge, startled, ringed with last night’s mascara. I look like a stranger who’s been caught mid-transformation and can’t decide whether to run or pose.

I square my shoulders.

The phone buzzes again.

Say it out loud. Start with the mirror.

My throat clicks. I lift my chin, strike the pose Laura drilled into me — hips cocked, one heel popped, hands clasped behind my back so my chest thrusts forward. The latex creaks. My reflection does the same, exaggerated and ridiculous, and for a second I see Davie staring back — scared, small, trying to disappear inside the costume.

Then I open my mouth.

“I am a pretty, empty, dumb bimbo slut,” I say, voice wobbling. “Belonging to Laura.”

The words taste like forbidden candy — too sweet, too bright, melting on my tongue. My reflection flushes. I try again, louder.

“I am a pretty, empty, dumb bimbo slut. Belonging to Laura.”

This time the giggle slips out, high and breathy, the one I practiced in the car. It sounds fake for half a second, then real, then better than real. The mirror girl giggles back, eyes sparkling, and something inside me loosens. A warm, syrupy pulse starts low in my belly, spreading outward like spilled champagne.

I step closer. The glass is cold against my knees as I sink into a slow squat, thighs spread, back arched. The panties stretch, the front seam pressing exactly where I need it. A soft whine escapes.

“Again,” I whisper, though Laura isn’t here to hear it. “Again, again.”

“I am a pretty, empty, dumb bimbo slut. Belonging to Laura.”

The third time it’s a song. I sway, hips rolling in tiny figure-eights, heels clicking a lazy rhythm. My hands slide up my sides, cupping the fake breasts, thumbs circling the stiff peaks. The sensation is muted through satin and silicone, but my body doesn’t care — it lights up anyway, nerve endings firing like sparklers.

I watch myself touch, fascinated. The girl in the mirror is shameless, glowing, happy. She isn’t Davie, awkward and apologetic. She’s Diva — capital D, all sparkle and submission — and she wants this. Wants to be seen. Wants to be owned.

My phone buzzes.

A new DM.

Show me. Record it. Make me proud.

My pulse spikes. I fumble for the camera, flip to selfie mode. The screen shows me flushed and glossy, lips parted, eyes wide. I hit record.

“Hi, Mistress,” I coo, voice pitched higher, syrupy. “It’s Diva — your good girl.”

I spin slowly, letting the lens catch every angle: the corset cinched tight, the panties clinging, the heels making my legs look endless. I bend forward, ass to the mirror, and glance back over my shoulder with a practiced pout.

“See? All empty and pretty, just for you.”

The words spill easier now, like I’ve said them a thousand times. I giggle, twirl, strike a pose with one finger pressed to my lips in mock-innocence. My cock strains against the latex, a wet spot blooming where the tip leaks. I don’t touch it. Good girls wait.

I end the clip with a blown kiss, lips sticky with gloss. My finger hovers over send. For a heartbeat, Davie surfaces — what if someone else sees? what if it leaks? — but the thought is swallowed by a wave of heat so fierce it makes my knees buckle.

I hit send.

The silence that follows is electric. I stand there, panting, staring at my reflection. The girl in the mirror is radiant, eyes glassy, mouth curved in a dreamy smile. She looks right. She looks mine.

My phone dings almost instantly.

Perfect. Show those to everyone tomorrow. You’re ready for your real training now.

The words hit like a slap of cold water and a warm blanket at once. My stomach flips, a delicious swoop of fear and anticipation. I press a hand to the mirror, palm flat against the cool glass. The girl on the other side does the same, fingers splayed, matching me breath for breath.

Tomorrow I get to show the world what I’ve become — and I want them to stare.


[image: ]






Chapter 7


The world pours in all soft and glowing, but my mouth opens and “Good morning, Mistress” tumbles out before I even know I’ve spoken. The words are pink and syrupy, curling at the edges like ribbon candy. I blink, lashes sticky with last night’s mascara flakes, and watch Laura’s spoon pause mid-swirl in her coffee. Steam curls up between us, carrying the scent of vanilla and something sharper — her perfume, maybe, or just the way she smells when she’s pleased.

She smiles, slow and catlike. “You woke up giggling. Dream about being my good girl?”

I nod without thinking, the motion loose and floaty. My head feels stuffed with cotton and mantras, the spiral track still echoing behind my eyes: pretty and empty, just here to please, pretty and empty, just here —

The silk cami slips off one shoulder as I reach for the counter, strap catching on the curve of my freshly-shaven skin. The fabric is baby-blue, trimmed in lace that tickles my ribs every time I breathe. I don’t remember putting it on. I don’t remember falling asleep. Just Laura’s voice, low and looping, until the words stitched themselves behind my eyelids.

“Come here, pet.”

I glide across the tile, bare toes cold and then warm where the sun pools in squares across the floor. My hips sway without permission, the way they’ve been trained — slow, exaggerated, like I’m walking through honey. Laura’s phone is already propped against the fruit bowl, camera angled to catch every step.

“Show chat your morning walk,” she says, voice light as whipped cream. “Slow, hips out, real bimbo.”

Heat floods my cheeks, but my body moves before my brain catches up. I pivot, arching my back just so, letting the silk ride high on the swell of my padded ass. The panties — pink, of course, with a little bow that sits right above the cleft — cling damply to my skin. I feel the camera like a hand on my spine, guiding.

Left foot, right foot, roll the hips. My reflection in the patio door is a stranger: soft and curved, lips parted in a dreamy smile. I twirl, arms floating up like I’m underwater, and the cami flutters against my stomach. The movement tugs the silk tight across my chest, nipples pebbling instantly under the friction.

“Up on your toes, princess,” Laura murmurs, the corners of her mouth curling like silk ribbon. “Show them how you’d teeter in those six-inch fuck-me heels.”

A nervous titter slips out of me, airy and bright. “Oh! I — I forgot.” My cheeks burn hotter, a blush that blooms down my throat and across my collarbones.

I feel suddenly small, a doll who misplaced her shoes. Instinctively I tuck a strand of hair behind my ear, then catch myself and let the lock spring free again — Laura likes it messy.

I rise, rolling onto the balls of my feet, thighs trembling with the shift in balance. My calves tighten, arch sharpening until the tendons stand out like drawn bows. Each step is a deliberate bounce: heel lifted, weight forward, toes pointed as if kissing invisible glass.

The floor feels colder now, every square of sun a spotlight I must prance across. My arms drift up, elbows soft, wrists limp — ballerina meets showgirl.

Laura’s soft cheer thrums in my ears. “There she is. Good girl, Diva. Higher, slower — yes, just like that.”

The praise drips over me like warm honey. I giggle again, higher this time, the sound catching on my tongue. My hips sway exaggeratedly, silk swishing against the backs of my thighs, the bow at my panties bouncing with every mincing step.

I imagine the camera drinking in the way my ass flexes, the way my breasts jiggle under the cami. And the thought sends electric shivers racing up my spine. I’m floating, weightless, every tiptoe stride a silent promise: look at me, I’m hers, I’m theirs.

Laura hums, a low sound of approval that makes my knees weak. “Good girl. See how natural that was?”

I giggle — high, breathy, the sound Laura trained into me. It bubbles up unbidden, tickling the back of my throat. My skin prickles everywhere, like champagne fizz under the surface. I want to preen, to spin again, to hear her say it again.

She taps the screen. “Thirty-three viewers already. They love how soft you look first thing.”

My stomach flips. Thirty-three strangers watching me pad around half-naked, brain fuzzy with obedience. The thought should horrify me. Instead, warmth pools low in my belly, thick and sweet. I bite my lip, tasting gloss and submission.

Laura sets her mug down with a soft clink. “You’ve earned a reward, but only if you ask like a dumb, desperate bimbo.”

I taste the words like sugar cubes dissolving on my tongue. I’m on my knees before I realize I’ve moved, tile cold against my skin. My hands flutter up to clasp behind my back, posture perfect, spine curved just enough to present my breasts like an offering.

“Please, Mistress,” I hear myself say, voice syrupy and high. “Pretty and empty, please use me. Diva’s a good girl, just wants to be your favorite toy.”

The mantras spill out, effortless as breathing; each phrase is a sugarcube dissolving on my tongue — sweetness flooding through every vein, coloring everything pink. I don’t remember learning them. They’re just there, like the way my hips sway or the way I giggle when I’m nervous.

Laura’s fingers thread through my hair, nails scraping gently along my scalp. My eyes flutter shut, a helpless purr rumbling in my chest. She tugs, just enough to tilt my face up, and I melt into the pressure.

“Open, pet.”

I part my lips instantly, tongue peeking out. She guides my head forward until my mouth presses to the silk of her thigh, just above the hem of her robe. The fabric is cool and smooth, smelling faintly of coffee and her skin. I lap at it, kitten-soft, desperate for more contact.

“Good girl,” she murmurs, and I moan against her leg, the sound muffled and needy. “That’s it. Show me how grateful you are.”

My hands stay clasped, even as my body aches to touch. I nuzzle higher, mouth tracing the edge of the robe, tasting the faint salt of her skin where the silk has slipped. Every cell in my body wants her praise. Nothing else matters.

She shifts, robe parting just enough for me to see the lace edge of her panties — black, delicate, impossibly out of reach. I whimper, pressing closer, tongue painting wet lines along her thigh.

“Such a sweet little bimbo,” she croons, fingers tightening in my hair. “Look at you, begging with your mouth like it’s the only thing you know how to do.”

I preen under the words, hips rocking involuntarily against air. The silk of my cami slides against my nipples with every breath, friction sparking heat low in my belly. I’m so wet the panties cling to me like a second skin, latex slick with every tiny shift.

Laura’s other hand comes into view, holding something small and black. My breath catches as she unclips it — a thin collar, velvet-soft, with a tiny silver heart dangling from the front.

“For brunch pets only,” she says, fastening it around my throat. The buckle clicks shut with finality, the weight of it settling against my collarbone like a promise. “You’ve been so good, Diva. So soft and eager. We can't let that empty little head forget who you belong to.”

I shudder, a full-body tremor that starts at the collar and spreads outward. The heart charm rests in the hollow of my throat, cool metal warming instantly against my pulse. I feel marked, claimed — and the surrender no longer feels like loss but completion.

Laura’s thumb strokes along my jaw, tipping my face up. Her eyes are bright, almost soft. “Up, pet. Let me see you in daylight.”

I rise unsteadily, legs wobbling in the imaginary heels, but her hands steady me. The collar sits perfectly, not tight but there, a constant reminder. I catch my reflection in the toaster’s chrome surface — blurred but unmistakable: lips swollen, eyes glassy, collar gleaming like a brand.

Laura stands back, admiration in her gaze, her voice bright with delight. “After breakfast, training room. Don’t put on a thing except your pretty collar — and that empty-headed smile I love.”

I nod, fluffy and adoring, a silly little grin spreading over my glossy lips as if the words barely reach whatever remains behind my eyes. If she told me to crawl, I’d do it. Every cell in my body wants her praise. Nothing else matters.

[image: ]

My skin prickles as she pats her thigh — a throne, an altar, a trap I can’t stop crawling toward. Laura’s palm is flat, nails neon and sharp, a tiny, perfect crescent of muscle under her black vinyl skirt. The ring light flares behind her, haloing everything in camera-soft white. The air smells of vanilla, latex, the faint iron hush of sweat and nerves. I’m shivering — collar around my neck, body stripped bare but for the glossy, ruined stretch of my latex panties. The rest is nothing but pulse and blushing skin.

She doesn’t use her sweet voice when she calls me. Just a low command: “You can’t cum until you confess you’re brainless for me. Up you go, pet.”

Everything goes narrow inside me, focused — her lap is a horizon, the only safe place and the most dangerous in the world. My knees hit the velvet pillow. I awkward-crawl, trembling, thighs scraping silk, latex squeaking where my cock strains, leaking against my skin. Going over her knee feels like falling on a knife made for pleasure: each inch puts me deeper under, humiliation hot and cold as I settle. Her thigh is solid beneath me, the push of muscle so certain I could weep.

Laura’s hand, gentle at first, presses between my shoulder blades. “Good girl,” she murmurs. “Let’s see how empty you are.”

I bury my face in the pillow, unable to stop myself from moaning — muffled and high, the sound burrowed straight from my chest. The room is a den built for this: silk ties looped through brass hooks, throw pillows everywhere, the quick shimmer of lube bottles and gloss nearby. The ring light edges the periphery, not even fully on — no audience tonight but her, and that makes it burn hotter. My shame is for her alone.

Her nails drift down my spine, slow, claiming, sparking goosebumps wherever they move. When she cups my ass, the latex pulls tight, seam digging deep between my cheeks. My clit — that’s what she calls it now, in front of chat, in private, always — throbs against the tight panel, trapped and aching, leaking so much I know she can see the stain.

Laura leans in, her voice velvet-dark. “Good bimbos drip,” she tells me, stroking the seam, narrowly avoiding even a hint of rhythm. “Good bimbos drool. Thinking is forbidden. All you have to do is feel for me.”

I writhe, hips pressing down, friction sharp and slick but never enough. Each time I grind, she lifts a finger, denying pressure, letting only the ghost of touch guide me. My whole body wants to squirm, to beg backwards for more, for less, for everything right now. She pets me like a favorite animal — possessive, endlessly patient, never giving what I’d give my mind away to take.

“I — I can’t — please, please, Mistress, I — ” My voice is broken glass, hope and whimper tangled. Latex squeaks, wet and frantic. It’s all sensation: cold tile under my shins, heat radiating from Laura’s thigh, wetness soaking the inside of the plasticky prison, her musky vanilla perfume running riot over all my senses.

She fondles the space between my legs, palm cupped around my swelling need. Every second she doesn’t move is a year in purgatory.

“Not yet, Diva. Use your words.” A short, caressing spank lands on my ass, just enough to sting. My whole lower half jerks. “Tell me why you can’t cum.”

The mantra hovers in my mouth — learned, rehearsed, but now it tastes real, raw, desperate.

“Because — because I’m too dumb, Mistress,” I gasp, cheeks pressed hard into velvet. “Too empty. Please, please — ”

“Not enough.” She slides two fingers under the latex, circling my shaft. Hot, slow circles. I buck, the friction sparking stars behind my eyes.

“Say the whole thing.”

My mind blanks. I can’t remember my own name, just the outline of words she’s hammered into me over endless, wet-edged afternoons. I spit them out, wanting them, hating how much need fills my voice.

“I’m too dumb to cum, Mistress,” I sob. “I’m just your toy. Please…”

She relishes it. I can hear the grin, feel her chest vibrate through my own. “Good toy. Good bimbo. A slut with no thoughts in her pretty head but making me proud.”

My hips start bucking without me, driven by the rhythm she draws with her palm — until, just as I crest the peak, she moves away. A jolt, a vacuum, my body left straining in helpless need, cock pulsing, no release. I whine, helpless and exhausted already.

“Again,” Laura whispers, pressing her hand over the curve of my spine, pinning me. “Tell me again how empty you are.”

“I’m — I’m empty,” I choke out, words melting into the pillow. “So empty inside, Mistress. Just for you. Fill me, use me — don’t make me think, please, please — ”

She rewards me with a slow, deliberate squeeze — her fingers close like a vice made of velvet and steel, latex catching on every swollen ridge of me. The friction is liquid fire, dragging across oversensitive skin with a wet rasp that makes my breath hitch and my thighs tremble.

So close. Just one more glide, one more heartbeat of friction, and I’ll spill everything I am.

Then her hand is gone. Sudden. Brutal. The absence is louder than any sound, a hollow, howling vacuum where her heat used to be. My hips jerk forward on instinct, chasing the ghost of her touch, but there’s only cool, indifferent air sliding like a knife along my shaft.

The sob tears out of me raw, scraped from the bottom of my lungs. It’s a sound I didn’t know I was capable of — high, broken, soaked in desperation. My face burns with it, every capillary flushing scarlet as humiliation floods me like molten wax. I bury my face deeper into the pillow, hips still grinding in tiny, useless circles, trying to find friction against nothing at all.

My mind is a static haze of need and self-loathing. Please, please, just a touch — anything. I don’t care how pathetic I look, how my thighs shake or how the latex sticks to the sweat that riddles down my back. I only know the ache between my legs has become the center of gravity for my entire universe, and she’s holding it just out of reach.

“Shhh.” Her voice floats down, soft and cruel, threading through the haze. “You’re doing so well, darling. Such a pretty little mess.”

I can’t answer. Words are too far away, replaced by the wet hitch of my breathing and the wetter pulse of my cock, still slick and aching inside its tight, gleaming prison. Every nerve ending feels exposed, electrified, waiting for the next command that will either break me or save me.

“Not yet.” There’s gentle amusement in her tone, pride and cruelty woven together. “Bimbos beg prettier than that. Show me.”

My lips can barely form words, but I try, voice high, breathless. “I — I’m nothing without you,” I say, trembling so hard I can barely hold still. Each word tastes like surrender. “Please, please, let me be your bimbo forever. I’ll do anything, I’m your toy, I’m your slut, your empty, empty girl — ”

“That’s it.” Her hand strokes through my hair, now matted to my sweaty cheek. She tugs my head back until I look up into her eyes — ice blue, endless, filled with adoration. “That’s my good empty girl. That’s my perfect pet.”

Her other hand finds my cock through the latex again, this time not teasing but holding, possessive and firm. For one excruciating, blissful second, she pumps slow and sure, every muscle in my body strung tight as wire. Just as I gasp, on the knife edge —

Her grip slackens. All pleasure gone with her will. My body spasms, leaking, empty but for her voice.

“I decide when you get to fall, honey,” Laura purrs. “You stay here, teetering. All thoughts gone. All that heat, just for me.”

My forehead presses to her thigh. I beg without words: a string of moans, gasps, the desperate arch of my back as I grind against the useless slick latex, pleading for relief, for permission, for something. Her laughter vibrates through my skull — her pride a tangible thing, weighty and warm.

My throat burns, eyes blurred with tears. I’d do anything to please her, humiliate myself deeper, just to hear another good girl.

“Again,” she commands softly, almost loving. “Tell me you’re too dumb to cum. Tell me how much you need to belong.”

I can barely speak, tongue thick, lips pulpy with want. But I do.

“I — I’m too dumb to cum, Mistress. I — please, I need to belong to you. I want to be your bimbo forever. Please, let me stay — ”

She hushes me with a kiss dropped to my shoulder, a hot press of lips against sweat and tears. Her fingers slip up, tangled gently in my wig, stroking.

“There you go,” Laura soothes, mouth against my ear. “Melt for me. Show me how good it feels to give everything away.”

And I do. I let my body go slack, sobbing, leaking, held safe by the circle of her arms. She rocks me, strokes my hair, calls me perfect. Good job, my perfect empty girl, she croons, wrapping me in praise that’s better than any release.

Her hand caresses my cheek, gentle now, thumb brushing streaks of wet from my skin. The aftercare is a balm, soft and real. Each kiss is a promise: that every bruise of humiliation, every sharpened edge, will be soothed, cradled, precious.

I pant, shuddering on her lap, utter mindlessness swallowing me soft and sweet. There is no room for thought, only her voice and her praise — a sea to drown in, every wave carrying me further from who I used to be.

Let me stay like this forever forms the only thought left — my head heavy, cheek sunken on her lap, worshipped and adrift.

I melt for her, ruined and grateful, every thought wiped clean but the ache to be hers.
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Chapter 8


Laura’s fingers dig into my arm just above the hoodie cuff: not gentle, not quite a threat.

“Take a look, then tell them what you want. If you really need to be dumber, show us.”

Her voice is a hiss right at my ear, sticky-sweet and sharp under the hum of air conditioning.

I shiver, pressed into the slippery warmth of a vinyl waiting seat that groans as I shift; my skirt — highlighter neon, cartoon-short — bunches up to expose thighs that won’t stop trembling.

The clinic is all white and shadow. Everything here glows too bright, antiseptic and merciless. The walls are bone, the light overhead a buzzing sort-of-daylight that makes even Laura’s lips look raw. The air smells of latex gloves, alcohol wipes, powder, with my perfume trying to muscle through — bubblegum and vanilla, fake sweet, not fooling anyone.

I cross my ankles under me in their platform sneakers and clamp my knees together, as if that’ll shrink me. It doesn’t.

The hoodie I’m wearing is violently pink, cartoon hearts stitched across the pouch. I got the sunglasses — big, round, stupid — from a gas station; they hide half my face, but I can still see myself, tripled in the wall-length clinic mirror.

Laura gives my wrist a meaningful squeeze.

“Mirror, pet.”

She guides me with just that, and the receptionist barely glances up, nodding at our forms.

So I look. I have to.

What stares back is not the ghost of Davie — the boy who never belonged in crowds, not anywhere — but something fluorescent and unreal. Neon skirt. Hoodie too small, too bright. My legs are shaved, sheened in baby oil, knees a notch raw from earlier. The wig is platinum today, the ends curling over those huge glasses and giant hoops that brush my cheeks. Beneath the hoodie, my bra — foamy, overstuffed, nipple barely covered by a pale-pink triangle — heaves with every shallow pant. My lips, glossed and overlined, pout in blinding bubblegum.

I look like a parody: big, empty, almost beautiful if I could just stop blushing.

Laura grins at me in the reflection, eyes glittering spite and ownership, then runs her nail right along my lower lip.

“Go on, bimbo. Show the world what you’re here for. Use your words.”

I swallow, sticky-mouthed. My reflection’s tongue glistens, hesitates at the lip.

The hush under the halogen lights eats every breath. My heart is a cracked egg in my chest — runny, poured out for her. I look at myself, then Laura, then the nurse behind the plexiglass. There’s nowhere to hide.

“I… I want my lips bigger.”

The words come out sticky, thick as gloss, barely a whisper. My cheeks flame. I try again, louder, knuckles white around the hem of my skirt. Another rush of deodorant and clinical tang, the sting of my own arousal under it all.

“Why?” Laura’s phone is out, sudden, lens blinking up at me. Recording. My own red face fills the top corner — a thumbnail of humiliation captured for her, for chat, for anyone she chooses.

“Tell the camera why, dumb doll.”

The words clog in my throat, but I squeeze them out. Each syllable is a lurch, gloss bursting from a pressed tube — impossible to take back.

“Because…” My voice shakes. I force myself to keep looking. “Dumb girls are good girls. Please… make me look as empty as I feel. For Mistress.”

The last phrase trails, sugar dissolving. Laura’s smile is a brand, slicing through the nerves until I shiver with the afterburn.

The nurse — starched, neutral, bored — calls, “Diva?”

I hear it. My name. Not Davie, not even maybe-David. Diva.

It’s on the form; I wrote it there myself — slow, round letters, hands shaking so that ‘v’ comes out like a childish crayon checkmark. I can feel Laura’s pride radiating beside me. She lets go of my arm so I have to walk on my own, hips bouncing with exaggerated, trained steps in the hideous heels she insisted on. Every footfall is a tick-tock, hollow echo in the too-quiet clinic.

“Please fill out the rest and sign at the bottom.” The nurse’s voice is calm, practiced. She hands me the clipboard, a sheet printed with long words — filler, hyaluronic, consent, adverse reaction, expected swelling. My hands are all nerves and pulse, sweat blurring the page.

Signature. Diva.

I hesitate, just for a breath, pen poised over the line. This is the moment: a cliff edge. Nothing about this is a joke. This is real — permanent, transforming. I want it. Laura leans in, camera pressed close, whispering for footage:

“Smile, honey. You’re about to be even dumber.”

I press the pen; the ink is too black, my new name floating. Diva. I curl the ‘a’ with a heart. A tear — nerves, relief — slides down; my thumb smears gloss and salt.

The room is colder, slab light above. Laura climbs beside me, hand on my knee, squeezing until my thigh twitches. The nurse eyes Laura’s phone and shrugs — clients like us probably fill her feed.

The chair reclines; I sink, skirt riding high. Laura brushes hair from my brow, smile sharp. The nurse smears white cream over my mouth, cool, medicinal.

“Ten minutes, no licking,” she warns, turning away. Laura traces slow circles on my bare knee. We wait in humming silence until sneakers squeak back across tile.

“Remember to hold still, baby,” she purrs. “Better not ruin all that training.”

The nurse swabs my lips with alcohol, wiping away the cream. The sensation is empty, but the scent burning — sterile, medical, not at all girlish. It makes my nose wrinkle, but Laura just squeezes my palm, tracing the pulse at my wrist.

“Ready?”

I nod, but can’t find my voice. There’s the snap of latex gloves, a loaded needle rising like a magic wand. I fix on the reflection in the overhead lamp — monster, dolly, pet, prize. I can’t move.

First prick is a burn, then ice. Laura’s thumb works tiny circles into my palm, grounding and cruel.

“You’ll have to show everyone later, you know,” she murmurs as the first filler pushes in. “Can you imagine what your old friends will say? Davie is gone. Only Diva — ” She draws it out, taunting.

Something in me splits. I want to sob. Instead, I smile, but my lips remain still, only a forced and empty look reaching my eyes, for the camera. The ache is a flutter — pain wrapped in pleasure, anticipation spiked with horror.

The nurse is brisk.

“Relax your lips. Good. Almost done.”

Another sting, another wash of heat coursing down, centering under my skirt. Laura catches it — leans over, voice the only thing in my world.

“That’s my girl. Taking it all for me. You’ll thank me when you see how slutty you look.”

I do thank her, in my head, as residue of Davie dissolves. Everything stiff and careful inside me eases; what’s left is soft, pink, slippery as candy.

The last injection blooms pressure across my mouth, swelling each kissable fold. I gasp — can’t help it — as the nurse smooths ice along my lips and offers a mirror. Laura takes it, snapping a photo before I have a chance to even reach.

“Look at you,” she croons, swiping her thumb across the skin, and then turning my flushed, stunned face to the lens.

She kisses me — hungry, full on my stinging lips — before I can manage a real look at myself. Her tongue finds mine, tasting blood and gloss, a possessive tremor snaking all the way down.

“You did so good for me,” she whispers so only I can hear. “My dumb little doll.”

My head spins, body liquid in Laura’s hands, the echo of the needle still tingling. All I wanted was to be seen, consumed, claimed. Now her phone is full of proof, the world will see, and I’m no longer pretending.

“Diva” looked right — on the page, in the mirror, in her arms. I want everyone to stare. I want strangers to ask if they can touch.

We’re out through the lobby in a cloud of bubblegum and shame. Laura’s hand slips down, finds my thigh right above the boot. Her phone vibrates, a new notification, a new comment. The world is watching me vanish, and I’m only glitter and lips now.

As we climb into the waiting Uber, Laura’s breath brushes my ear, her voice sticky-sweet and wicked as ever:

“How about a filthy little treat in the Uber, now that you’re mine?”
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I barely buckle in before she’s on me, biting, whispering — “Show me how greedy you really are, toy.”

The Uber is all shadows and blue-neon streaks across tinted glass; the driver, up front, is nameless, headphones in, with only a half-glance in the mirror. The city races by in smears of gold and brake-light red, but Laura is my whole world — her knee pressed between my trembling thighs, her lips smeared with my new sticky pink, her scent of citrus-vanilla drowning out the leather seats.

She bites again, sharp and low on my bottom lip, until I gasp, almost too loud. My head whips around, fear-wet and giddy, my pulse roaring in my ears. She doesn’t care. Her hand settles, hot and heavy, in my lap, my skirt already hiked to my waist. Latex panties — pink, painted on, and soaked — stick to my bare skin, hiding nothing. I want to pull away, to melt into the seat, to disappear.

But, still, I open for her. Obedience, an instinct like muscle memory, takes over. I spread my legs, knees up, panties stretched tight. City lights flick shadows over my thighs, over the gloss of my tucked, erect cock. It’s not even a bulge — just wet, pathetic, and so, so obvious when her fingers press the outline.

“Spread for me,” Laura hisses, all teeth and fire. “Show off those new lips, greedy little toy.”

Her hand slips under the hem. The car bumps. I nearly squeal — a helpless, choked gasp — and cling to the door handle. I can’t help how my hips jump, how my thighs fall further apart, desperate for her touch.

“Uh-uh,” she warns, her hand covering my mouth in a split second. Her palm tastes of perfume and something darker. “You will be quiet, or I’ll get us kicked out, and you can finish this on the goddamned curb. Is that what you want?”

My eyes widen, frantic under her grip, but I shake my head. I’d die from the shame; or, perhaps, I want it — some tiny, wild part of me tugs at the leash. Let everyone see what she’s made me.

Yet, I stay still as she teases the edge of my latex — damp from hours of wanting, my clitty twitching in the heat. The tight synthetic squeaks when Laura pulls it down, just enough to bare me, my head glistening with slick. I’m so wet that the air hits like a slap, cold and raw, precome pooling right under her thumb.

She smirks, her lips ghosting my ear. The heat of her breath is a brand, wet and deliberate, curling against the shell of cartilage until every tiny hair stands on end. I feel the moisture bead and cool, a shiver that starts at my scalp and races down the ladder of my spine. “Look at this,” she whispers, the words a velvet rasp that scrapes the inside of my skull. “Could wring you out with two fingers — pathetic, messy, perfect.”

I want to protest, to insist I’m still something more than this, but the lie dies before it ever reaches my tongue. Instead, my thighs clench, the latex squeaking against itself, the sound obscene and loud in the hush between her breaths.

She flicks her wrist, her thumb sliding around my slit, smearing the filth everywhere. The pad of her thumb is satin-rough, callused just enough to catch on the slick skin. I feel the drag, the deliberate swirl that paints precome in glossy streaks across my shaved folds. The wetness is obscene — warm, then cooling fast in the air-conditioning, tightening my skin until I’m hypersensitive to every molecule moving past me. “Can’t even pretend to stay dry for five minutes. You’re such a dumb, greedy little thing.”

Dumb. Greedy. The labels sink hooks behind my eyes. I want to argue, but the wanting itself proves her right. My hips jerk upward, chasing friction like a mindless thing, and the motion sends a fresh pulse of slick to coat her fingers. I feel it pool, warm and shame-sweet, right where her palm cups me.

Her hand moves faster now; tight, merciless circles, her palm grinding into the tip just enough to drive me wild. The pressure is a bright, electric bloom that starts behind my clitty and unfurls outward, lighting up every nerve ending I never knew I had. My whole body arches — lap pressed up, hips rocking against the leather. The seat is cool beneath my ass, but where her fist meets me, it’s molten, a furnace that brands the shape of her grip into my flesh. My moan bubbles up, strangled behind her hand, hot and urgent. The sound is muffled, swallowed by the salt-sweet taste of her skin, but I feel it vibrate in my throat like a trapped bird beating frantic wings.

She muffles it, her fingers digging deeper against my jaw. The pressure forces my mouth open; I taste the faint metallic tang of her rings, the ghost of vanilla lotion, and the darker note of her own arousal lingering on her knuckles. My tongue brushes the seam of her palm without permission, a silent plea for more, for everything.

The driver hums along to his music, its bass thrumming through the floorboards — a low, steady heartbeat that syncs with the frantic one in my chest. Somewhere, the city rolls by — oblivious, anonymous. Neon smears across the windows in bleeding reds and blues, and I imagine faces turning, eyes widening, mouths forming perfect O’s of scandal. It should make me shrink, but Laura wants me to sparkle with shame — and I do. I bloom under it, my hips grinding into her fist, every roll a confession.

“Every drip is a brain cell gone,” she taunts, her voice bright and cruel, pitched just loud enough for me to hear over the music and the blood rushing in my ears. “You feel it, don’t you? All that smart-boy dignity leaking out with every twitch. That’s my good bimbo. That’s my dumb, perfect thing.”

I nod, frantic, the motion jerky against her palm. It’s so true it aches, a hollow place behind my sternum that fills with syrupy heat. I can’t find a thought that isn’t about her — her grip, the danger, being owned and disposable in this stranger’s backseat. My brain goes soft and sweet, folding in on itself like warm taffy; every command makes me glitter inside, every humiliation unlocks new hunger. I am nothing but want, nothing but yes, nothing but the wet, willing space between her fingers.

Mantras spill from me in tiny, frantic whispers — barely air, all need and want.

“Good bimbos obey, Mistress, please, more, please, please — can’t, I can’t —”

She jerks me faster, my cock squeezed mean and dripping. “Inside voice, pet. Don’t make our driver suspicious.”

I whimper, biting my lip — her pace relentless, my ass sliding over the pleather, my body twisting for friction. It’s a short, electric fuse; my whole world shrinks to the throb of latex, Laura’s fist, and my own choking, desperate sounds.

“Shhh. Cum for me, little toy. No brain left, just mess. Let everyone in this car smell how much you belong to me.”

I have to bite down on my tongue, my teeth sinking in to keep myself from sobbing, from giving us away, my lips still too numb, too sore, and too swollen. My hips are a livewire, my body convulsing, rocking up against Laura’s hand with a suffocating, frantic ache. I’m on the very blade of release, every cell liquid with need, strung so tight I can’t tell if I’m shivering with desperation or fear. My clit — small, throbbing, painfully taut under her merciless grip — blooms with heat. Pleasure coils deep and bright, promising sweet oblivion —

And then, at the exact second my muscles seize, Laura wrenches her hand away.

The world splinters.

I convulse, my back arching off the seat, my hips punching into empty air. The withdrawal is savage — sharp, cold, a slap of deprivation that implodes the pleasure into raw, ugly hunger. I gasp, a strangled whimper leaking around my fist. The ache is so sharp it borders on pain; my pulse hammers against the cage of my ribs, frantic, helpless, like a trapped thing.

My legs tremble, wide and useless. I’m twitching, my hips jerking for friction that isn’t there, grinding against nothing, bereft. I am left hanging, shattered on the knife-edge of climax, with no mercy. Each pulse from my cock is a pathetic, ruined trickle — just leaking, not shooting, nowhere near fulfillment. Humiliation burns hot and wet across my cheeks, punctuated by the mean, aching spasms wrung from my clitty, just weak aftershocks that hurt more than they soothe. I sag, sweat beading on my brow, tears stinging behind my eyes.

The need coils tighter, unsatisfied, morphing into something wild and keening. I bite down even harder, muffling the broken animal whine that climbs my throat. I’m exposed in every way — twitching, leaking, undone. No one should see me like this, but it only makes it worse, makes me burn, makes me crave her cruelty more.

My mind is nothing but a mess of ruined longing: please — please just touch me — I’ll do anything, I need, it hurts, please, use me, ruin me again. Make me feel. I want to be nothing but this, nothing but yours, nothing but desperate.

I am left empty and spent, and yet, still so hungry; a trembling, pitiful wreck that belongs entirely to her.

No apology — only gratitude, wild and liquid, fills me. I want everyone to know. I want her to ruin me in every car, every room. No one can ever take this away — this filth, this pride, this belonging.

I shudder, soft and empty, as Laura lets her cruel hand land lazily over my cock one last time, milking me for every last useless, ruined drip. The orgasm she stole from me leaks out in a thin, defeated ribbon — no surge, no relief, just the sour ache of something unfinished.

My cock shrinks back into itself, a shriveled, slick-shined nub, jerking helplessly, pathetic as a scolded pup. She cups it with two fingers, lifts it, then lets it drop; the wet slap against my thigh feels like a verdict.

“Poor baby,” she coos, syrupy and vicious, leaning so close her breath fans the sweat cooling on my neck. “Did you really think I’d let you come without Chat here to watch? Silly little bimbo doll — look at you, leaking like a broken faucet.” She pinches the head between her nails, squeezes until I squeak. “Couldn’t even fill a thimble, could you? But that’s perfect. I want you empty, stupid, and grateful for every drop I deny you.”

She tugs my head down, deft and forceful. Two trembling fingers, slick with my mess, press to my lips. I part them, my tongue lapping, eager; the salt-sharp taste of me and her perfume is a bittersweet medal.

“Thank me,” Laura whispers, cruel satisfaction bubbling in her voice. She pulls her hand away just far enough for me to suck at her fingers. “Loud enough for anyone to hear. Go on. Thank me for keeping you denied.”

I whimper — my voice high, ruined, proud.

“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for ruining me. Thank you for making me yours. Please — please — want to be your toy, always, always —”

My breath comes in pants, then sticks in my throat. I hear the driver adjust his mirror. Somewhere in the city, life ticks on — unaware, uncaring. I’m sweating, my skirt rumpled, my thighs glistening with slick and shame. Still, my chest bursts with something wild — contentment, ownership, the joy of being seen and used and adored.

Laura kisses my forehead, all mock-reverent. “You’re mine. All the way through. Not a single part of you isn’t branded filthy for me.”

She pulls my panties back up, sealing in the ruin, her fingers lingering. The car’s suspension dips as we brake for red lights, and the rush of normal life floods in: horns, laughter, frying onions from a passing food cart. My world floats, liquid and trembling, the mess cooling on my skin, her perfume clinging to each breath.

In this rolling little world — this tiny, filthy capsule — I am everything she wants, and more than I ever dared hope I could be.

The Uber glides to the curb, its headlights slicing into the front seat. I scramble to fix my hair, clench my thighs together. Laura beams, shining with her own secret victory. My heart bangs, my sweaty palms fumbling the door handle.

She leans in, her last order a whip-lash against the shame and thrill still sparking under my skin: “When we get home, you’re going to parade for all your fans, show them what their tips bought.”

Still sticky with her approval, I stumble out — already throbbing for the next time she’ll make me beg.
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Chapter 9


My smile flexes for the ring light — plastic, perfect, desperate — and chat already wants more.

The living room isn’t a room anymore. It’s a pulsing, pink womb of plastic and gloss. Barbie-pink balloons bob against the ceiling, squeaking where they brush my bare, spray-tanned shoulders. Every surface gleams: vinyl couches slick with baby oil, posterboard games pinned crookedly to the walls — “BIMBO BOUNCE,” “WHO AM I? (HINT: NOT DAVIE!)” — the lurid ink bleeding where I smeared it with sweaty palms. The air hums with the static buzz of unshielded ring lights, turning sweat into glitter on my cleavage.

My micro-dress — hot pink, backless, stretched tighter than yesterday — digs into my silicone hips, the lace trim sawing at the soft flesh above my latex thigh-highs. My platinum wig feels like a sweaty helmet, glued to my scalp with spirit gum, itching right where I can’t scratch. But the ache? The pinch? The blisters whispering promises inside my platform heels? They’re proof. Proof I’m here. Proof I’m seen.

The neon chat overlay screams in excitement, flooding the screen.

BOUNCE FOR US, DIVA!

NEXT TIP GOAL: LOSE THAT LAST BRAIN CELL!!

SHOW US THAT EMPTY HEAD, BIMBO

“Okayokayokay!” I chirp, swiveling my hips in time with the cartoon boing sound effect Laura added. My laugh bubbles out too loud, too high, but I don’t stop. I can’t. The heels force my spine into a permanent sway, my stuffed bra jiggling against the camera’s greedy lens. “Bouncing-bouncing! Like a happy little bunny! Ohmygawd, is it working?”

I glance at Laura, sitting just off-frame in her razor-straight platinum bob and electric-blue mini-dress, her phone a shield against the chaos. Her eyes lock onto mine — sharp, glittering. Commanding.

“Not dumb enough yet, pet,” she says, her voice bright as shattered glass. For the camera. “Chat’s waiting for their dumb doll. Did you really forget your old name again?”

She holds up a glossy card she made earlier: WHAT’S 2+2, DIVA? Below, in dripping pink marker: BONUS: SPIT-POLISH LAURA’S BOOTS IF WRONG!

My stomach flips. Wrong is the only right answer. But the panic flickers — four, it’s four, Davie knew this — before I squash it. Be empty. Be pretty. Be hers.

I scrunch my nose, lips puckering into an exaggerated pout. “Um… two plus two is… rainbows? Pretty rainbows for Mistress?” I giggle, the sound fluting out, involuntary, perfect.

Wrong. Glorious wrong.

The chat erupts. Confetti emojis rain across the screen. Laura beams, clapping. “Such a stupid little thing! Now, pouty lips… polish.”

YES! DUMB DOLL!

wait wait she actually thinks it’s rainbows?

if she counts the licks out loud i’ll drop another hundo

She slides one impossibly high, patent-red boot onto the coffee table, sole gleaming. “Make it shine for everyone, baby girl. Show Chat how much you love servicing me.”

Heat floods my cheeks — not shame, no, it’s better than shame. It’s belonging. I drop to my knees on the plush pink rug, the latex scraping raw. I stick out my tongue, pink and glossy from the millionth reapplication, and swipe it across the hard, cold leather. The taste is bitter, chemical, hers.

I hear the ping of mass donations — the “LICK FOR ME” counter spins faster. More. Always more. My hips roll slightly with the movement, a tiny, instinctive grind against the ache building low in my belly. Edge, edge, always on the edge. Laura’s fingers brush my hair, possessive.

“Good girl. So dumb. So clean.”

“Thank you, Mistress!” I gasp between licks, my voice tight with effort and the desperate need to please. “I’m… I’m so happy to be your… your silly toy!”

Silly toy, empty head, pretty legs… The phrases loop, a mantra replacing thought. The wig itches fiercely, sweat trickling down my temple. My thighs burn from kneeling, but the praise is sweeter than breath. This is right. This is me.

The room tilts slightly as I stand. Too many hours. Too many bounces. Laura guides me back to the center, the camera recalibrating.

“Chat’s thirsty for juice, Diva! Sip for us!”

My girly juice — pink lemonade with extra glitter — sits in a tumbler beaded with condensation. Laura holds up the next card: HOW MANY TIMES MUST YOU SAY “GOOD BIMBOS ARE EMPTY” TO EARN A SIP? Below: TIP TO VOTE!

Notifications scream. The tally climbs: 5… 10… 15!

“Fifteen!” Laura trills, eyes wide with fake surprise. “My sweet bimbo’s gotta earn her treats!”

Good bimbos are empty. Good bimbos are empty. Good bimbos are empty… I chant it, clapping along because Laura loves the rhythm. The words blur on the fifteenth repeat, my tongue thick. “Gud bims… are empy… purdy an empy…”

I giggle, dizzy. The room spins — pink lights, Laura’s sharp grin, the endless chat scroll:

LOVE THE SLUR!

MORE BRAINCELLS GONE!

DUMBER = PRETTIER!

My head swims, not from fatigue, but from the sheer weight of being watched, adored, used. The emptier I feel, the fuller I am. Every mistake is a trophy. Every flubbed word is a step closer to her.

“Bounce now!” Laura commands, snapping her fingers. “Shake that stupid little ass for your fans!”

I obey. The micro-dress rides up, revealing the lace edge of my latex panties, already damp. My hands fly to my hips, exaggerating the thrust. Boing. Boing. The sound effect plays. I feel the strain in my calves, the sweat slicking the plastic of my heels, the raw spot on my inner thigh where the silicone pad rubs. But underneath the ache… the hum. That low, insistent throb between my legs Chat demands I never fulfill. Not yet.

The donations pour in —

$50: MAKE HER COUNT TO TEN!

— a new goal glowing:

$500: FORGET YOUR OLD NAME KEEP BOUNCING!

"One… two… three…" I count, jiggling, voice sing-song. "Four… five… ssssix…" My tongue trips.

"Trigonomo-thingy?"

What is that? Who cares? It’s not important. Nothing’s important but the camera, the lights, Laura’s approving nod.

“Seven… eight… ohmygawd is eight a color? I just wanna look cuuuute for you, Mistress!”

I collapse into giggles, hand over my mouth, eyes wide with manufactured confusion. The feed erupts like always.

DUMBER = BETTER!

DROP THE IQ FURTHER!

TELL US WHAT COLOR TUESDAY IS, BIMBO

Laura mouths “Perfection” and leans in, her breath hot at my ear under the roar of notifications.

“If you beg pretty,” she whispers, the words a velvet knife — that wicked, knowing smile glossed wet at my cheekbone — “show them how dumb and hungry you are… you get your reward tonight. After everyone sees.”

Her breath, so warm, fogs glass right beside my ear, pouring down the column of my neck, making the tiny hairs stand on end with electric anticipation. Her thumb strokes my knuckle in a slow, deliberate circle, feathery at first, then firmer — a caress that promises comfort but shivers with razor-sharp threat underneath. I can feel the heat of her palm laced into mine, the flutter in her pulse somehow louder than the tips chime. My fingers squeeze back in an involuntary spasm, as if begging all by themselves.

“Be filthier, baby girl. Be emptier. Make them need it.” Her voice drops, thick and intoxicating; it's like liquid honey poured straight over my nerves. Every syllable burrows into my chest, down between my hips, drawing out something desperate, soft, and wild inside me.

Her words unravel me, atom by atom. The ache coils hot in my chest, a hollow begging to be filled with their gaze and Laura’s praise. I pour myself out, empty and perfect, my need on pixel display.

The hunger spikes raw in my throat; latex clings, damp, dragging with every bounce. The dress rides higher, and cool air slices goosebumps across my thighs. The pad stings warm.

I bounce harder — harder. My calves burn, my thighs quiver, and sweat beads and trails down my spine. I’m their puppet, shameless. Each boing hammers my nerves, bites my lip, and clenches my core in spasms of denied, empty pleasure.

I want to fall apart for them. I want to break open with nothing left but dumb, filthy ache, and Laura’s rough, sugar-sweet command echoing in my skull.

Boing-boing-BOING!

My vision swims with pink neon. Did I just say “trigonomo-thingy” out loud? So dumb. So easy. So good. Their voices are a tide, washing out who I was — every bounce is another piece of myself gone, polished, perfect, dumb. I can’t even remember what it was like to not want this. To not need this sticky-sweet oblivion.

Every giggle, every mistake, makes me hotter — makes them love me more. I’m trembling with it now, the denied orgasm a live wire under my skin. I want them to see me shatter. Please, please, let them never stop watching.

The tip counter surges — $485… $490… Laura’s hand finds mine, lacing our fingers tight. Her smile is sharp, inevitable. She winks directly at the lens, her voice honey-dipped steel cutting through the stream’s frenzy.

“Donation goal’s almost there, darlings,” she purrs. “You know what that means, bimbo.” Her thumb strokes my knuckle again, a whisper of comfort and command. “Get the big toy ready.”

All the air leaves my lungs. The room shrinks to this moment — the sticky gloss on my lips, the unbearable throb low in my belly, the thousands of eyes burning through the screen. I know exactly what’s coming. The shiver that races down my spine isn’t fear. It’s the electric crackle of surrender, of being utterly, publicly hers.

All that’s left is bounce, smile, and wait for her to finally break me in front of the world.
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I kneel for them — all pink and pulse and heat — Laura’s toy, chat’s dream, my own name dissolving as the donation bar explodes. The room is a riot of color: neon pinks bleeding into bruised purples, ring lights casting halos on every surface, the bed a plush altar where I’ve been placed exactly how they want me. My microdress has been peeled away, leaving nothing but breast forms glued to my chest, a sparkly collar tight around my throat, and thigh-high stockings that stick to my sweaty skin. Between my legs, the plug shifts with every tremor — a constant reminder of how long I’ve been waiting, how ready I’ve become.

Chat scrolls faster than I can read. TOY. TOY. TOY. MAKE HER SQUEAL, LAURA! The words blur together, becoming a chant that vibrates through my bones. I’m shaking, but not from cold. Everything is too bright, too loud, too much — and still not enough.

Laura’s hands settle on my shoulders from behind, her body cradling mine so we’re both framed perfectly for the camera. Her platform boots dig into the mattress on either side of my hips, and I can feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of her skirt. She leans forward, her voice a velvet blade in my ear, pitched loud enough for the mic to catch every syllable.

“You wanted her dumb. You paid for it. Watch her thank you.”

Then, to me: “Show them what you are, pet.”

My hands move without conscious thought, reaching back to grip my own cheeks, spreading myself open for the camera. The plug shifts deeper, and I whimper — a sound that makes the tip counter jump by another hundred dollars. I’m so wet the latex gleams under the lights, my hole clenching around the base of the plug like it’s afraid to let go.

Laura produces the toy with theatrical flair — glittering purple silicone, thicker than three of my fingers, with ridges that catch the light like gemstones. She waves it in front of the camera, letting chat “bless” it with flying heart emojis and dollar signs. Then she presses it to my lips, and I open automatically, sucking it in until I gag, coating it with spit that drips down my chin.

“Tell them why you need this,” Laura commands. “Beg like the dumb bimbo you are.”

The words come out slurred around the toy, but I force them past my numbed lips: “Please, Mistress — let everyone see how dumb I’m getting. I want to be messy and empty, for you, for all of them.”

Good bimbos get filled. Empty heads, dripping holes. The mantra Laura’s made me repeat for weeks rolls off my tongue like a prayer, each word making the plug feel heavier, my head lighter.

Chat erupts. Bimbo brain meter: 💗💗💗💗💗 The animations flash across the screen — tiny pixel hearts exploding, animated tongues licking screens, the IQ counter dropping by the second. I watch it happen, and something in me unclenches. This is right. This is what I’m for.

Laura tugs the plug free with a wet pop, holding it up to the camera like a trophy. My hole clenches at the sudden emptiness, then gapes, desperate. She doesn’t make me wait. The tip of the toy presses against me, cold silicone warming instantly against my skin.

“Press back,” she instructs, her voice steady even as I tremble. “Show them how hungry you are.”

I do. I push back until the head pops inside, the stretch burning in the most delicious way. Each inch is a revelation — the ridges dragging over sensitive nerves, the fullness building until I feel it in my throat. Laura controls the pace, her hand on my hip guiding me, making sure every second is captured in crystal clarity.

When it’s fully seated, she activates the vibrations. Low at first, just a gentle thrum that makes my thighs shake. Then higher, pulsing in time with my heartbeat, with the stream of tips that keeps climbing. My moans become a constant soundtrack, broken only when Laura tilts my chin up to face the camera.

“Tell them what you are.”

I stare wide-eyed into the lens, vision blurring with hot tears until every starburst of LED light melts into kaleidoscopic color. Drool glosses my parted lips, trickling warm and sticky along the line of my jaw to drip from my trembling chin. I taste salt and musk and something sweet — something artificial — mingling in the hollow of my mouth. Shame and euphoria tangle in my lungs, making it hard to breathe.

My voice is unsteady, shaky as I force out the words Laura wants to hear, the ones she’s teased and trained into me until they are more reflex than thought. “Dumb bimbos bounce for tips,” I whisper, choking on a giggle that bubbles up from somewhere soft and mindless within me. “I’m happy to be your doll, Mistress. Fill me up, make me proud.” My cheeks are flushed, prickling with heat, and every syllable costs me — my throat is raw, as if confession alone is enough to leave it bruised.

The vibrations spike — jumping in sharp, electric pulses with every new donation tally — and my thighs jerk in time, twitching helplessly. A shiver skates along my spine, nerves set alight, each tip an electric tap that echoes through me, sparking fresh waves of pleasure so intense my knees threaten to give. Laura’s hand is suddenly at the back of my head, rough and possessive, burying her fingers in my hair. She yanks my head back, scalp tingling, and bares my sweaty throat for the camera’s greedy gaze. I can’t help the mewl that escapes me — a fractured, needy sound that betrays everything I am in this moment.

My words are dissolving faster now, tumbling out as babble, liquefying into giddy giggles and high-pitched whines. “No thoughts, head empty, just holes for Mistress,” I chant, voice catching, the rhythm breaking up as language slides into a tide of nonsense, the line between word and need growing slippery, indistinct. I can’t remember what I’ve just said — can’t remember anything except how right it feels to be emptied, to be nothing but sensation and spectacle.

Then Laura twists my hair just tight enough to stop my breath and makes me count down my IQ for the audience’s delight. “Ten… nine… eight…” I can barely think, each number burning away more of myself with the next pulse of the toy; searing little flashes that move through me like aftershocks. At “five,” my voice cracks. At “four” there’s static in my ears, and my tongue is too thick for my mouth. By the time I wheeze out a broken “three…” my mind is cotton-candy fluff — there’s nothing left after “two.” Just a blank expanse where I should be, trembling under Laura’s hand, body taut and straining.

The orgasm is a storm, swelling — a black wave, mounting pressure, all of me funneled into that singular tight knot of need. But Laura won’t let me break. Her grip clamps down on my hip, nails biting deep, pinning me in place, refusing the release I’m desperate for. She’s keeping me perched right at the knife-edge, not letting me fall, keeping me exposed for the camera and the ravenous, scrolling chat — humiliated, hollow, raw.

Then I see it: chat explodes with a single word, repeated in manic, blocky text: CUM CUM CUM CUM CUM — digital fists pounding on the glass, baying for my surrender.

Laura answers them. She punches the toy to its highest setting, and it’s blinding — harsher than pain, so powerful it folds me inside-out. My back bows and I arch, impossibly high, the world narrowing to a blinding thread of sensation. I’m screaming, not even words anymore — just a ragged, animal sound, the kind I never thought would belong to me. Every muscle is locked, every nerve on fire, and for a moment I’m nothing, absolutely nothing, except the white-hot shatter of release. Orgasm splits me open; I babble, sob, laugh, collapse in on myself, don’t know if I’m thanking her or begging for more or just spilling all the broken, gleeful pieces of Diva onto the mattress.

Reality floats back, slow as silk on skin, and with it, Laura — her arms a shelter, her body sleek and anchored against mine, her lips tracing my temple, so gentle they’re almost cool against my burning skin. I choke on a shaky little whimper and melt into her, remembering how to breathe.

She keeps murmuring into my hair, warm and proud and possessive. “That’s my good dumb bimbo. Perfect. Thank chat for making you real.” Each word lands soft but heavy in my ears, her praise soaking in, becoming my truth — because I am. I am real now. Because they wanted me, because she made me.

My voice is hoarse but I manage it, looking directly into the camera with eyes that can’t quite focus: “Thank you… thank you for breaking me… for making me yours. I’ll never be anything else.”

Confetti overlays explode across the screen, dollar signs raining down like digital snow. The chat scrolls so fast it’s just a blur of celebration: WHO WAS THAT BOY AGAIN? SHE’S ONLY DIVA NOW.

Laura kisses me, fierce and proud, her hand stroking my hair as the aftershocks roll through me. I’m limp, empty, and more real than I’ve ever been. The lights fade to riotous pink, and in the glow, I mouth the word that’s become my entire existence:

“Forever.”

I kneel for them—all pink and pulse and heat—Laura’s toy, chat’s dream, my own name dissolving as the donation bar explodes.

The ring lights blaze down, hot as suns, turning sweat to glitter on my bare thighs. Laura’s hands grip my hips, steadying me where I sway on my knees. My wig—platinum today, curled just so—is slipping, but I don’t dare fix it. The camera eats me whole: close-up on my parted lips, glossed stupid-wet, my breath hitching in shallow puffs. The bed behind me swims in swirling pinks and purples, a candy-coated abyss. Chat scrolls in neon ticker-fire across the screen.

TOY. TOY. TOY. MAKE HER SQUEAL, LAURA!

$500 FOR A SQUEAL! BIMBO BRAIN METER: <3 <3 <3 <3 <3

FULL DUMB MODE

SHE’S ALREADY FORGOTTEN HER NAME LOL

Laura’s voice purrs into the mic, honeyed and sharp. “You wanted her dumb. You paid for it. Watch her thank you.” Her fingers dig into my waist, nails pressing crescents into the fake tan. “Show them how grateful you are, pet.”

She guides me backward, my ass settling onto her lap, her thighs caging mine. The bed dips. My thighs part on instinct, sticky thigh highs riding high on glistening skin. She rips the microdress over my head in one practiced motion—rip-snort of cheap fabric—leaving me in nothing but breast forms, wig, and the sparkly collar biting into my throat. My bare ass already glows under the lights, cheeks rosy from hours of edging, the pink plug buried deep inside winking with every shaky breath. Laura’s palm slides up my spine, leaving a hot trail. “Perfect,” she breathes against my ear, her lips brushing the clip-on diamond dangling there. “Chat’s going wild for how empty you look already.”

The remote-controlled toy glitters in her other hand—thick, girthy, veined, rainbow-hued under the lights. She holds it high for the cameras. “Bless it, Chat,” she coos, flicking the power button. It hums to life, low and teasing. The donation bar spikes.

$1000 FOR EMOJI STORM ON THIS TOY!

Neon hearts and devil horns rain across my face in the overlay. Laura smirks. “They love you, baby. Now go worship it.”

She shoves the blunt tip toward my mouth. I take it without hesitation, lips parting, tongue sliding out to lap at the slick silicone. My jaw aches as I suck it deep, drool stringing down my chin—glossy, obscene. Chat screams: “SUCK FOR US, DUMBO!” “THANK THE TOP TIPPERS!” Laura pinches my nipple through the breast form. “Tell them ‘thank you,’ you greedy little hole.”

I pull off with a pop, spit dripping. My voice is syrup, shattered. “Th-thank you, sirs… for making me… dumber. For letting Mistress… use me.” The tip glistens, coated in my spit. Laura drags it down my chin, tracing my trembling jawline. “Good. Now tell them why you need this.”

Chat chants: “WHY? WHY? WHY?” The camera zooms in on my face, capturing the sheen of sweat, the flicker of panic. Laura’s grip tightens on my hips. “Beg like a dumb bimbo,” she orders, “and don’t skip the ‘thank you.’”

I moan into the mic, eyes glazed. “Please, Mistress—let everyone see how dumb I’m getting. I want to be messy and empty, for you, for all of them. Please fill my stupid head with nothing but—” A sob hitches in my throat. “—but thank yous. I’m yours.” My thighs clench around the plug still buried inside me, a phantom ache.

Laura kisses my temple, her voice saccharine poison. “Say the new mantra. Slow. For Chat.”

I nod, lips twitching into a dazed smile. “Good bimbos get filled. Empty heads, dripping holes.” Good bimbos get filled. Empty heads, dripping holes. My voice dips into singsong. Goodbimbosgetfilledemptyheadsdrippingholes.

Chat loses it: “IQ DROP! IQ DROP!” A pixelated meter flashes—98… 84… 72…—as Laura reaches between my legs. Her fingers circle the plug’s base, slow, cruel. “Look at how they love watching you break,” she whispers. The camera catches every millimeter as she pulls it free—squelch—revealing my gaping, glistening hole. Pink. Puckered. Theirs. She holds the plug up to my lips. “Lick it clean. For your fans.”

I obey, tongue darting out to lap at the slick silicone. Chat roars: “SHE’S A NATURAL! $2000 FOR HER TO TASTE HERSELF!” Laura smirks, sliding the toy lower. The tip presses against my clenched entrance—cool, insistent. “Push back,” she murmurs, “show everyone how hungry you are.”

I rock my hips. The toy pushes in—pop—just the tip stretching me wide. A whimper escapes me. Laura guides the camera lower. “Watch her take it,” she taunts, “watch her beg for more.” Chat floods: “DEEPER! DEEPER!” “COUNT FOR US, DUMBO!”

Laura’s thumb flicks the remote. Vibration. Low. Throbbing. Like a heartbeat against my insides. “One inch for every ‘thank you,’” she purrs, thumbs stroking my swollen slit. The toy pushes deeper—stretch, burn, fill—as I gasp, “Th-thank you!” Another inch. Thank you! Another. Th-thank you! Chat’s donation meter surges with each cry.

Laura cycles the settings higher—pulse, rumble, jackhammer—every notch synced to Chat’s frenzy. “+$500 FOR HARDER!” “HER IQ JUST DROPPED TO 30!” The toy drills into me, relentless. My thighs tremble, slick with precome and sweat. Gloss smears across my chin as I drool. “P-puppy-pink thank you, sirs!” I blubber, voice climbing, “Th-thank you for making me dumb!”

Laura smears spit down my cheek, her voice a velvet lash. “You’re nothing but a toy now,” she murmurs, biting my earlobe. “Is my bimbo even thinking anymore?”

I giggle—a high, empty sound—shaking my head. “No thoughts, head empty, just holes for Mistress.” No thoughts, head empty, just holes. Chat chants it back: “NO THOUGHTS! HEAD EMPTY!” Laura makes me face the camera, hands on my cheeks, eyes wide and glassy. “Say it like you mean it,” she orders.

I obey, voice syrupy and bright. “Dumb bimbos bounce for tips. I’m happy to be your doll, Mistress. Fill me up, make me proud!” As I speak, the toy pulses deep inside me, threatening to tip me over. Chat explodes: “$5000 TO MAKE HER COUNT HER IQ!”

Laura’s fingers tap the remote. “Count it, baby,” she commands. “How many points left? How many times can you cum before you forget your name?”

I pant, hips bucking against the toy. “F-five… points… left! Two more cums… and I’m… blank!” Chat screams: “CUM! CUM! CUM!” Laura cranks the vibration to max—drill, drill, drill—and the room blurs. My mantra fractures: “Th-thank you f-for—”

Then it hits. Orgasm rips through me—spasm, flood, collapse—my back arching off Laura’s lap, legs clamping shut, toes curling in the thigh highs. Chat’s command floods the screen: “CUM FOR US, DUMBO GIRL!” I choke out, “Th-thank you for making me dumb, Daddy… Thank you for making me your perfect toy. I can't remember anything but being your bimbo girl.”

The toy drags another pulse from me—gush, drip, ruin—as my vision whites out. My body spasms, drool pooling on my chest. I forget how to breathe. I forget the word boy. I forget Davie.

Darkness—then softness. Laura’s arms wrap around me, pulling me back against her chest. The camera zooms in as she kisses my temple, her voice thick with real, raw pride. “That’s my good dumb bimbo,” she whispers, just loud enough for mics to catch. “Perfect. Thank Chat for making you real.”

I cling to her, boneless, drooling. The donation total flashes: $42,891. Confetti cannons erupt off-screen, neon dollar signs raining over the feed. I fumble for the mic, my voice a shattered whisper: “Th-thank you… thank you for breaking me… for making me yours. I’ll never be anything else.”

Chat’s response is a tidal wave: “WELCOME DIVA!” “SHE’S ONLY DIVA NOW!” “WHO WAS THAT BOY AGAIN? LOL”. Laura tilts my chin toward the lens, her smile fierce. On screen, Chat scrolls the dying words of the stream: “WHO WAS THAT BOY AGAIN? SHE’S ONLY DIVA NOW.”

My lips move without sound. Then, clear as crystal, I mouth it to a million eyes: Forever.

The lights cut. Riotous pink swallows everything. I’m gone, and in my place they made me real—hers, theirs, Diva, forever.
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Chapter 10


She strokes my lips, and the world feels smaller, safer — my only job now to be pretty and loved.

The afterglow lingers, sweet and sticky as candy on my tongue. I’m sprawled across a throne of velvet pillows that still smell like latex, perfume, a little like last night’s panicked sweat. Satin slides along my skin, my robe half-open — nothing underneath but the hum of praise, the ache of too much pleasure. The room is a nest of softness and proof: pink tissue streams, bouquets and bimbo bears from fans, the cracked phone that pinged all night with messages I haven’t dared to read yet. Everything glimmers, ordinary life softened behind a haze of morning glow and leftover glitter.

Laura’s beside me on the rug, knees tucked up, holding out a mug. Hot coffee, rich, sweet — she must have used that syrup I beg for. When her hands move toward me, every muscle goes loose. I don’t flinch. I don’t brace. I just nuzzle her palm with my brand new, overlined lips, chasing the warmth, the weight, the rightness of being claimed.

Her voice is warm and thick and close, nothing like the sharp-edged domme from the stream. “Did my bimbo have sweet dreams of her fans? Or just me?”

My eyes flutter closed. “Just you,” I murmur, voice blurry and low, curling into her touch. “All of them cheering… but you’re the only dream I want.” I sound so much like Diva it stings, but there’s no urge to hide, no itch of embarrassment — only relief, only that slow-dawning certainty that this is home.

She smiles, thumb grazing my chin. “Such a pretty answer.” Her praise seeps into my skin, hot as her coffee. “Open,” she commands gently, and presses the mug to my lips. I sip, sweet and sharp, and shudder with pleasure.

The silence is thick but kind. I stretch catlike, feeling the lush pillows form around my limbs, luxuriate in the sheer pinkness of everything. Fan gifts spread at my feet: a plushie with “DIVA” embroidered in rhinestones, a pair of lace panties sealed in candy wrappers, a card scrawled with ‘To the boneless bimbo who made us all scream last night — Queen forever.’ I grin, lazy, half-drunk on all of it.

Laura picks up a stack of printed-out messages, teasing me with a flash of wicked delight. “Should we read some love notes, starlet?” Her nails — neon pink — tap the paper. “Let’s make these your mantras for today.”

I blush, embarrassed, but I want it, crave it. “Yes, Mistress.”

She selects the filthiest one on top, clears her throat in a mock-serious voice. “From ‘DaddySin420’: ‘I’d sell my house just to see that dumb face again. Diva is the sluttiest, emptiest good girl on all of stream.’”

She grins. I nearly choke with giddy laughter, then let the humiliation melt over me, eager for more. “Say it, pet.”

I repeat it, voice softer, afraid and proud: “Diva is the sluttiest, emptiest good girl on all of stream…”

Her hand moves to the back of my neck, not gripping — just caressing, keeping me anchored. “One more,” she insists, a gentle command with no edge.

A second card. “From ‘Star_Donner’: ‘I’d die to see her get filled again. Diva is what a doll should be — forever empty, forever pretty — thank you, Laura, for saving her.’”

My throat tightens. The words stick, both shame and relief. I whisper, “Forever empty, forever pretty…”

She cups my jaw, gently, reverent. “Good girl.”

It’s all I’ve ever needed to hear.

I tip my head into her hand, desperate for more, soaking up every scrap of affirmation she offers. “Do you think…” I hesitate, heart hammering. “Did I really… look… dumb enough?”

Her eyes meet mine — blue, impossibly earnest, stripped of last night’s game-show glitter. “More than enough,” she breathes, voice low and fierce. “You gave them everything. You gave me everything. I’ve never been prouder.”

No script, no audience — just us. I feel myself open, raw and trembling beneath my satin armor. My hand finds hers, our fingers tangling, squeezing, not as permission but as a need.

I let the truth spill out in a rush: “I loved it. Letting go. Giving up every scrap until there’s nothing left but what you make me. I never want to go back. I want…” My voice falters, need thickening every word. “I want more. I want to go further. But only if it’s with you.”

Laura’s breath catches, something sharp and precious on the edge. I see it — her own worry, the way her nails dig into her palm as if she’s afraid I might disappear if she lets go. “You’re too precious. I’d break the world for you if you asked me to.” She laughs, softer than I’ve ever heard. “God, that sounds ridiculous. But it’s true. You say the word, and everything stops.”

I shake my head, wig jostling against my cheek. “Don’t stop. Please. Just… promise you’ll be the one who pushes me. I want to be everything for you, Laura. Anything you want. But I don’t want to do it for anyone else — only you.”

Her guard flickers — shatters. “Enough is enough, sometimes. I worry they’ll want too much — want to crush you for the show.”

“They can want,” I say. “But only you get to take.”

The admission sits in the sunlight, a pledge. Laura presses her lips to my hairline, soft, trembling. “Then let’s set our rules, pretty thing.”

For the first time, her voice is almost shy. “You can beg for anything you want — anything at all. But no more using your old name. And you have to ask the way I like — nice and pretty. That’s my only rule.”

There’s comfort in it, security in boundaries freshly painted around my new self. “Yes, Miss Laura,” I breathe. “No old names. Only Diva. Only yours.”

Her arms wrap around me, and I melt — barely alive but so awake, so aware of every point our skin touches: her knuckles at my ribcage, warm hand at my collar, her heart thudding against my side. The intimacy curls between us, slow and easy. Neither of us moves to perform, no bright lights, no tips to chase — just the quiet delight of belonging, of devotion answered and doubled.

She strokes my wig with practiced fingers, untangling synthetic knots, fluffing my fake hair until I feel perfect, pampered. Her approval glides over me like lotion — soft, healing, seeping in through every pore. For once, we lie in silence, trading smiles, giggles, little private confessions.

I try to say it, to name how settled I am in this strange, dream-bright body. “I never thought surrendering this far could feel like home. But you see me. Not just… what I was, but this.” My hands flutter, uncertain, over my stuffed bra, my glossy lips, the mess of presents. “You want all of me — even the piece I finally love.”

“And I love her,” Laura says simply. It’s not a boast, it’s not for the camera — it’s a trembling, terrified sort of hope. “I need you more than I ever needed a toy or a star.” Her fingertips slide up under my chin, coaxing me to look up, to see her. “So let’s do it. Let’s be partners.”

My pulse flares, dizzy with bright relief. No script. No secrets between us. “Partners.” The word tastes like sugar, sticky on my lips. “Your girl. Your Diva. Yours.”

Her smile is sly, almost wicked. “Not just mine — not just a toy anymore. You’re my co-star. My equal. My… girl.” She fumbles in the silk gift bag beside her — then pulls out a new collar, this one heavier, the hardware silver and engraved. “Ready?”

I kneel up as straight as I can, back arched, chin lifted. “Yes, Mistress. Please.”

She buckles it around my throat, slow and solemn, the tag cool and weighty above my pulse. Her hands linger, tracing the metal, pride and adoration vibrating in her touch.

“You’re not my toy anymore,” she whispers, voice shaking with pride. “You’re my partner. My co-star. My girl.”

“I’ve waited ages for this,” Laura breathes, eyes soft, “but I didn’t know if the boy you were could handle being my girl.” A slow, possessive gleam replaces the tenderness. “Now he’s gone, and you’re mine.”

“Thank you for daring me, Mistress,” I whisper, pressing my collar to her palm. “Thank you for making me brave enough to be yours.”

The collar is heavy with pride, but it fits like freedom — her girl, my forever.
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I press her down gentle, trembling, greedy to show her how good I can be at loving back. My weight barely dents the comforter, and already Laura’s lips part in a startled gasp — she’s not used to being looked at like this, like the world might stop if I don’t memorize every bit of her.

Candles flicker on every dresser, their golden light painting her skin with slow, liquid shadows, softening sharpness, making her glow. For a breath, I hover above her, letting her see me: platinum wig askew, lipstick lush and sticky, cheeks flushed deep from heat and courage both. My thighs tremble as I straddle her lap, silken and strong at once. Inside me, it feels like the end of hiding — a ribbon pulled free after so many knots.

“Let me make you feel as good as you make me feel,” I murmur, voice velvet, words trembling and certain. My hands find her shoulders, small and fierce beneath my palms. I push down, easing her against the pile of every plump pillow she’s ever arranged for my comfort. Laura’s hands flutter — caught between taking charge and surrendering — but I graze her jaw with knuckles soft as silk, tilting her face up, commanding through a smile. Our eyes meet, and for once she doesn’t look through me, or past me, but right into the storm I’ve become.

“Lie back.”

It’s not a question. Her exhale is sharp, surrendering.

Her body’s rigid at first, stiff with habit, her gaze darting between my mouth and my eyes, reading my intent. But I stroke her arm, trailing my nails in electric lines, and the tension drains — tension she’s wrapped around herself for months, years. She lets me ease her down, her platinum hair fanning out over a pillow. The world slows until it’s just breath and heat, the room a cocoon humming with all our hours of rehearsal and release.

My nerves tick with anticipation, but pride burns hotter. I lean down, kissing her — firm this time. I part her lips, tasting cherry lip gloss and the salt-sweet undercurrent of surrender. My tongue learns the shape of her mouth; each nip is deliberate, claiming, a catalog of what she likes turned inside out. Her hands flutter at my hips, uncertain, yielding. I grind down in her lap just enough to remind her who leads. Her legs open, a warm cradle, her sigh low and surprised. Every pulse of my own arousal is a drumbeat: for once, I choose.

I break the kiss, breathless, laughing, the sound giddy and thick. “So pretty.” My hand cups her cheek, thumb brushing the edge of her brows. “Let me please you, Mistress.”

The word lands different now — a title granted, not required. Her eyes pool, lashes wet and soft. I peel her dress slow. My fingers slip up her thighs, past the line of stockings, the sound of nylon snag catching between us — familiar, charged. She raises her hips, awkward for once, giggling through her nerves. I slide the fabric up, baring long stretches of pale skin, the silk of her panties already damp at the center. I blush, but do not stutter. Not now. “So gorgeous for me, for once.”

She tries to tease — “Bet you say that to all your Mistresses” — but her voice catches. I cover her laugh with a kiss, swallowing the sound, making it mine. I guide her back, all fifties movie star and nervous divinity, arranging pillows until her head is cradled just so. She helps, wordless. My hands aren’t steady, but they’re sure, learning the clasp of her bra, slipping it away, lungs filling with the vanilla and citrus that clings to her. I never thought I’d get to undress Laura — never thought I’d be allowed.

Now I let myself linger: admire the fine bones of her collar, the flush running like spilled paint across her chest. My lips drag down — over sternum, nipple, belly. With each inch, she shudders; with each sigh, I grow bolder. Her breath stutters, legs restless beneath me. Her hands tangle in the sheets.

“Diva.” It’s just my name, but there’s worship in the way she says it now. “What do you want?”

To learn everything that makes you feel like this. To rewrite myself around your pleasure.

“Let me be your good girl.” A whisper, hot against the curve of her hip, the words rhythmic, comforting as a vow. “Let me please you, Mistress. Please.”

She arches into my mouth, thighs clamping gently against my shoulders as I taste her — soft, slow, kisses flowering into licks, into gentle worship. Every trick I learned in submission I return now, lapping up her gasps, teasing her with the flat of my tongue, with kisses gentle and then possessive. Her thighs tremble and tighten. I hold her hips, take her weight as she gives in, lets herself go. She tries to stay in charge, but her moans are helpless, drawn out and honest, and she stops hiding them altogether.

I pull back for a breath, face smudged with gloss and pride, hair wild, and meet her eyes. “You’re so beautiful. So mine right now.” She smiles, gone loose and radiant. “My beautiful, filthy, perfect girl,” she breathes — a confession, not a command. “Oh, Diva — you have no idea how much I needed this. Needed you.”

It pushes me higher, floods me with heat. I dive again, tongue insistent, hands kneading her ass, pulling her closer, greedy for every squirm and pulse. The way she unravels for me is different. Raw, stripped of calculation. The sob she makes near the edge shocks us both — her voice cracks in praise, tangled up in a wild litany of my name, “good girl,” “don’t stop,” “Diva, yes —”

And I don’t. I want every part of her, to drink every trembling from her body, to memorize this sweetness and fullness. I want to be perfect at this, perfect for her.

She comes hard, clinging to me, nails biting my shoulders as she bucks and whimpers, the candles trembling in their holders, shadows leaping up the walls. It’s wild, then gentle, then exhausted — I lick her clean, press kisses to her belly, her hips, her trembling thighs. My shoulders ache; my mouth tingles, all nerve endings and devotion. She draws me up, pulling me flush to her chest, breath coming in bursts against my ear. We collapse together, layered atop the mussed sheets, my wig askew, her hair a mess, both of us boneless with aftershocks, skin slick with gratitude.

She strokes my cheek, softer than I’ve ever felt. “You’re more than I dreamed, Diva.” Her voice is all hope and arms, no mask, no audience. I close my eyes, imprinting the moment into memory. I want to learn every inch of her need, everything that stitches us to this bed, this soft light, this safety. I want to do it again. I want to be this, over and over: bold, wanted, worshipping and worshipped.

We’re unstoppable — together, filthy, proud, whole. Distantly, the ping of chat notifications sounds from the other room, reminders that the world is always watching. Laura presses her forehead to mine, lips ghosting a promise against my skin. “Tomorrow, the world gets to meet my proud, perfect bimbo — forever.”

There’s pride in her moan, hope in her arms, and the world can wait while we learn each other all over again.
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Chapter 11


Applause hammers through my heels as I step into the lights — a starlet in my own skin, finally.

The first flash is a lightning strike straight to the heart. Pink and white strobes ricochet off sequin walls, and the synthetic carpet under my platforms feels like walking on sugar. My micro-dress clings, vinyl squeaking against my thighs, hem skimming just below the curve of my padded ass. The gloss on my lips is thick enough to taste — strawberry and glitter, sticky-sweet as the smile I can’t stop wearing.

Laura’s hand settles low on my back, fingers splayed possessively. One touch and the world steadies. The crowd blurs into cotton-candy smears, but her palm is an anchor — warm, real, proud. Every camera flash lands like a kiss, and I lean into the attention, hips swaying in practiced rhythm. The ache in my ankles from six-inch lucite heels is a badge of honor. I’m not walking — I’m floating, buoyed by the hum of a thousand strangers who came to see me.

“Diva! Over here!” A reporter’s voice cuts through the music, sharp and eager. “How does it feel to become the internet’s favorite bimbo?”

The question should sting. It doesn’t.

I throw my head back and laugh, the sound bright and unafraid. “It feels amazing,” I say, voice syrupy with pride. “Like I finally fit inside my own skin.”

Laura squeezes my waist, guiding me forward. Her touch is gentle but firm — protective, not possessive. She’s radiant beside me, platinum hair catching every flash, but tonight the spotlight is mine. She steps back just enough to let me shine, then swoops in when the crowd presses too close. Always there, always proud.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” she announces, voice carrying over the buzz, “this is Diva. My inspiration, my co-star, my girl.”

Her voice fizzed against my ear — a bright, effervescent pop that made my pulse race. My girl. Not toy, not pet — partner. The distinction matters more than the crown I’m about to receive.

A paparazzo lunges forward, camera inches from my face. “Davie! Any comment on the — ”

I cut him off with a finger pressed to my bee-stung lips. “It’s Diva,” I correct, syrupy sweet. “Only Diva. Bimbo and proud.”

The crowd erupts in cheers. Someone wolf-whistles. I blow a kiss, hips tilting in a practiced sway that makes the vinyl shimmer. Every flash is a spark soldering my new name inside me — Diva, Diva, Diva — until it rings back from every wall.

Then I see her.

Sarah from sophomore year, standing near the bar with a drink clutched white-knuckled. Her eyes are wide, mouth parted in shock. She looks exactly like she did in high school — same blunt bob, same judgmental tilt to her chin.

For a heartbeat, old shame flickers. The memory of locker room whispers, of being invisible, of wanting so badly to disappear.

But I don’t disappear. I strut.

Sarah pushes through the crowd, heels clicking urgent against marble. “You don’t have to do this,” she says, voice pitched low. “Remember who you are.”

The words should cut. They glide right off my vinyl skin. I laugh, light and free. “I do,” I say, leaning in close enough to smell her vanilla perfume. “I’m happier and hotter than ever, babe.” I flip my wig over one shoulder, platinum strands catching the light like spun sugar. “And you look stressed. Have a drink — this party’s for celebrating.”

Her mouth opens, closes. She’s still trying to find words when Laura appears at my elbow, hand sliding possessively around my waist. The message is clear — she’s mine, and we’re both untouchable.

Sarah retreats, swallowed by the crowd.

The magazine editor appears onstage, microphone in hand. She’s all sharp angles and glossy lips, power suit tailored to perfection.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” she purrs, “please welcome our icon of surrender — Diva!”

The applause is deafening. I glide up the steps, heels clicking in perfect rhythm. The stage lights are blinding, but I don’t squint. I glow. The editor lifts a custom pink crystal collar — delicate silver chain, heart-shaped lock engraved with my name. When she fastens it around my throat, the metal is cool and weighty against my pulse. A perfect fit.

“Icon of Surrender,” she declares, voice ringing clear. “From bro to blow-up doll — proof that transformation is the ultimate power move.”

I curtsy, deep and theatrical, dress riding up just enough to flash the lace tops of my stockings. The crowd goes wild. Tips flood in — literal cash being waved in the air, stuffed into my garter by eager fans. Laura watches from the wings, eyes shining with something fierce and tender.

I lift the microphone, heart hammering against crystal and collar.

“Thank you,” I say, voice clear and steady. “Thank you for making me this. Thank you, Mistress — ” I turn to Laura, meeting her eyes across the crowd, “ — forever and ever.”

The applause swells, a tidal wave of sound and light. I stand center stage, collar catching every flash, and feel the last thread of old shame snap clean.

I’m not performing anymore. I’m being — gloriously, unapologetically, perfectly.

The world is watching, and I’ve never felt more real.
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The world falls away with the weight of her hands and silk — just Laura, just me, and everything I am shining in her eyes. Backstage is a velvet hush, dim lights and soft jazz wrapping around us after the roar of the crowd, celebration closing like curtains after bright lights. My bones feel light, the air laced with sparkles and sweat and too many perfumes, but the noise fades against Laura’s soft inhale.

“Ready for your last reward, bimbo princess?”

Her voice is quiet and reverent, nothing like the microphone’s crisp commands. It wraps around my shoulders like the silk robe she slips from my shoulders now, pooling it at my feet in a puddle of pink.

She guides me toward the velvet couch, its deep red brocade swallowing all sound and all my tremors. I’m still buzzing with the crowd’s love, the afterglow of their shrieks when the crown went on my head. My smile hasn’t left, my breath ragged with the thrill of their cheers, of knowing they’d hand Laura the world if she asked for me. Tonight was my victory — and hers. Ours.

The watchful tension of thousands still hums beneath my skin, but here it melts into something softer. Laura eases me down beside her, our shoulders touching, eyes meeting in the quiet. She takes my ankle, slips off one platform heel, and catches it in her palm. I sigh, the ache of six-inch spikes draining away as she peels the strap apart — fabric sighing like relief.

She kneels at my feet, slow and unsteady for once, her hands gentle as she unclasps the bindings and slips the shoes free. Her thumb strokes my instep, a tender, grounding pressure. She looks up at me, eyes shining liquid in the dimness. “My perfect girl,” she murmurs, her words thick with adoration.

I tremble, emotion spilling over — not nerves or fear, but gratitude that twists in my chest and floods my throat. “You made me. You saved me,” I breathe. “Every shiver, every gasp… I’d do anything for you. I want to be yours. Always.”

Her fingers brush up my calves as I lean into her touch, my whole body swaying toward her. She smiles, soft. Her other hand lifts a velvet box, tiny and heavy with promise, from the table beside us. Inside winks a collar of pink crystal, smaller and more intricate than the one I wore for the stage.

She fastens it around my neck herself, each click of the clasp a promise, her eyes fierce and proud. The stones gleam against my flushed skin like droplets of frozen candy. “This one’s just for you,” she whispers, trembling too. “My gift. For my bimbo princess.”

The weight settles — cool, precious, a circle of safety. My pulse flutters beneath it, pressing the gems harder into my throat. Every click is a vow. I never want to take it off.

My face tips up to her, lips parted and bee-stung, heartbeat too loud. She cups my cheek, thumb stroking just beneath my bottom lip, her touch familiar as breath and twice as necessary. “You chose this, Diva,” she rasps, voice trembling, raw with feeling. “I only showed you who you could be.”

“You chose me first,” I breathe. “And I’ll never stop thanking you.”

She kisses me — deeply, slowly, claiming me all over again. I melt into her arms, let the kiss wash through me in waves.

When she pulls away, I’m lost. I slide to the floor and lower my head into her lap, a sigh escaping me as I tuck against her thighs, her hands carding through my hair. “Thank you,” I whisper into the velvet heat of her skin. “Thank you for making me real.” My cheek rests on her knee, trembling with aftershocks. “Thank you for loving me, Mistress.”

Her knuckles graze my temple, brushing back damp tendrils of hair. I can feel her smile, wide and warm, against my crown as she smooths my wig. “You were always real,” she murmurs, soft astonishment in her tone. “I just had to love you enough to show the world.”

Her praise drips down my spine, pooling like liquid light in the small of my back. Nothing can touch me now — not doubt, not shadows of shame, not the distant, tinny sounds of the world outside. All of it is swept clean by the pure adoration radiating from her hands, her voice, her lap beneath my head.

“From tonight on, no more games,” she vows, her voice low and certain, lifting my chin with a finger beneath my jaw. “Just us. Just this.” Her gaze holds me, swimming with pride. “My beautiful, perfect bimbo, forever.”

The tears come then, hot and helpless. She brushes them away with her thumbs, painted nails cool against my skin, but nothing dimming the joy in her eyes. I am safe, I am loved — completely and without end.

I curl into her, my head on her thigh, the collar cold against my throat, and let the weight of her love flood me. Quiet falls between us, intimate and full, the only sound our breath and the steady beat of my pulse. Tomorrow’s sun will come up just for us.

When she gathers me up to melt together on the cushions, it’s not surrender but return. Her arms tight around me, her lips in my hair, we press together, undone and complete in our velvet peace. Pink silk and deep velvet cradle us, a quiet nest away from the noise, away from before. Her voice in my ear is the only crown I ever wanted.

“Tomorrow you wake up beside me,” she breathes, her lips moving against my temple, “not as a project or a mask…” She strokes my new collar, the stones winking like secrets. “But as my girl. My Diva.”

I burrow closer, wordless, perfect in pink and peace. The world can wait.
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Chapter 12


Morning in our new world, syrup-sweet and sticky — with fanmail piled at my feet and her voice looping over the coffee.

Sunlight spills across the kitchen counter, catching on the sequins of my favorite silk slip. The air smells like French press and fresh peaches, and for a heartbeat, everything is just this: warm morning light on our tile floor, Laura padding in with coffee for me. She drops a bundle of fan mail on the counter, envelopes spilling out of the basket, and smiles at me — a soft, sleep-rumpled curve of her lips.

“The world can wait, love,” she murmurs, voice still rough with warmth from our duvet. “What does my bimbo want for breakfast?”

I laugh, low and bright, feeling the question ripple all the way down to my painted toes. The fan mail feels like confetti, like sprinkles scattered over everything — the glitter of my new life turned solid, physical, real. Diva’s new reality: lacy and frilly and loved, no edges anymore, no hiding my wig or tripping on the too-tall heels she’d chosen for me. Just skin-warmed acceptance, a giddy ease that wraps me up like sunbeam-silk.

Fan messages blink up at me from my phone screen — pink fizzing pixels and heart emojis.

“Diva’s our dream!”

“Icon energy!”

“Tell your Mistress thank you for you!”

I read them aloud, warm as honey, giggling at the soft weight of Laura’s hand squeezing my hip tighter.

“They want a cooking stream,” I say, scrolling through the hunger, biting my glossed lower lip. “And pictures of your new lingerie.”

She leans her hip against the counter, one hand resting warm and proprietary on the curve of my ass, her smirk turning wicked.

“They want you eating,” she says softly — her special voice, velvet-purr command that melts me from knees to pulse — “and you will. For me. Only me.” She steals a berry from the bowl, pops it between my lips before I can blush. “Promise to always eat breakfast, my good hungry girl?”

I swallow the sweet burst, nodding eagerly.

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathe, heart thumping bird-fast against my ribs. The words come easy now, a soft pink mantra that braids into the sunlight. I’m Diva. I’m pretty, I’m wanted, I belong. Not a stream or an audience announcement anymore — just truth, warm and solid as the counter under my palms.

The ping of my phone cuts through the quiet, a sharp, businesslike counterpoint. Contract emails glint up at me, subject lines bold and proud: “Laura & Diva Channel Proposal.” I skim them fast, pulse fluttering in my throat.

“Exclusive content,” reads the first line, “audience growth projections, joint revenue shares — approval required.”

Not just fan mail anymore. A partnership — our names tangled together, the world seeing what we’ve built. The words glow hot against the screen: fans not watching my humiliation anymore, but my joy.

Laura reads over my shoulder, her chin resting on my hair.

“Looks like we have a show to plan,” she murmurs, her lips brushing my ear, “and an audience that wants to support it.” She traces the contract with one finger, a proprietary circle around our future. “What should we stream first?”

She’s asking me. My choice, my kink, our shared heartbeat. The thought spins dizzily — a scene crafted not from blackmail or fear, but from our desire, our laughter, the hungry warmth that crackles between us every daybreak.

“Cooking,” I blurt, grinning wild and bright. “Latex pancakes.”

Her laugh is a warm rumble, low in her chest.

“Naughty and perfect,” she says, tugging my slip higher on my thigh, exposing the frilly tops of my stockings. “Just like you.” Her thumb brushes the lace edge, a teasing pink promise. “Now, breakfast — before you get too distracted by how much they all love you.”

I reach for a fresh strawberry, but she catches my wrist, pulls it to her mouth instead. Her lips close around the tip of my index finger, warm and sucking-soft — a playful nip of teeth against my skin. Syrup spills from her half-eaten waffle onto my slip, and she leans in to lick it off my breast.

I giggle, squirming under the hot drag of her tongue.

“Mistress! Not at the counter!”

“Quiet, baby,” she hums against my chest, kissing a sticky clean line up to my throat. “Our counter. Our mess.” Her hands smooth the syrup from my silk, leaving my skin warm and trembling. “Let the neighbors guess why you scream.”

The kitchen hums around us, breakfast smells mingling with the faint chemical sweetness of my body spray. Our private stage, but the world can watch. I don’t mind anymore — they see what wants to be seen. I’m pink and proud and utterly, completely claimed, my collar gleaming above my heart.

Laura lifts me up, settling me onto the cool kitchen counter so casually that I lose a little breath. My slip is bunched at my hips, silk creasing beneath me, baring so much trembling skin and the teasing frill of my stockings. The tile is chilly beneath my thighs, but her hands — oh, god, her hands — glide up, spreading warmth wherever they touch, fingers tracing the tender inside of my legs as if to remind me: I am here. Claimed. Wanted.

She shifts between my knees, heat and want pressing against me, and my whole body leans into her, head finding that perfect spot on her shoulder. My eyes flutter closed, lashes brushing the soft fabric of her robe, and all I feel is the anchor of her, hands gentle but unyielding, the faint scent of her shampoo mixing with the kitchen's sugar-sweet haze.

“My good girl,” she whispers, her lips brushing my hair. The words melt through me, sticky as melted syrup, golden-bright and slow. I want to gather them up and pour them into every corner of myself, let them seep into my bones until nothing else remains.

A silly, swooning smile tugs at my lips. I sag into her embrace, content and lit up from the inside, that peculiar, floating happiness spreading in my chest. I am dizzy with the rightness of it, dappled sunlight flickering on my new crystal collar — a sparkling promise I feel every time I breathe. The light refracts in pink and rainbows against my skin, and for a perfect moment, the mundane is the thing. Coffee brewing. Bread crusts. Sticky fingers and a kitchen full of laughter, sighs, the give of silk and the brush of sweat-slick thighs.

This is my kink now: bright morning mess, her gentle giggles braided with mine, our breath tumbling together, the faint zing of body spray and syrup clinging to my slip. I revel in it, open and greedy for every ordinary, delicious second. Every day a blush-pink reset. I belong here, finally.

“Say it again,” Laura coaxes, soft command dressed up in velvet affection. Her cheek nestles against my hair, voice laced with that easy power she wears only for me. My heart stutters at the subtle possession in her tone.

Heat coils through me, anticipation as thrilling as any secret. My throat feels dry with want. I press my mouth to her robe and whisper, smiling into the sunlight.

“I’m your perfect bimbo,” I declare, syrup-sweet and unafraid, all my truth laid bare in three shining words. My voice glimmers, proud and high as the sun rising through the kitchen window, and for an instant I am everything: soft, pink, adored, unashamed. “Forever.”

Her laughter spills warm against my neck — a half-hum, half-sigh that sends sparks down my spine. She cups the back of my head, thumb stroking beneath my new collar, and kisses me at the very crown. The touch radiates through me, sweet ache blooming low and golden. Honeyed love pools in my chest, thick, undeniable, settling over us both while sunlight spills peach and gold across our tangled limbs.

“I know,” she murmurs, lips skating my hair. “But I’ll never stop falling in love with the way you sound when you say it.”

We dissolve into giggles, arms wrapped around each other, legs tangled on the countertop amidst yesterday's unopened mail. The floor is a jumble of envelopes and dropped napkins, but up here it’s only pink sunlight, the perfume of syrup and silk, and the easy, echoing promise of more. I press my face into her shoulder, feeling the world outside tilt and hush for us alone.

And this time — this perfect, perfect moment — it’s like the whole world is watching and cheering, every window glowing pink, every heart beating in time with mine as the future rushes in, bright and glittering as the collar at my throat.
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About the Author

So, what happens when you discover your ex-US Army boyfriend is as obedient in the bedroom as he was in the barracks, with a hidden taste for silk lingerie and feminization fantasies? You start writing.

Dolly Darling is the mischievous secret pen name of a bestselling contemporary romance author. While she's most used to crafting tales of dominant alphas and submissive heroines, her real-life adventures with her bisexual switch boyfriend and their shared motto of, "I wouldn't do anything to you, that I wouldn't let you do to me," led her to discover the tantalizing thrill of watching those same alpha men melt into a pretty little puddle of compliance. Turns out that true power sometimes falls to whoever is holding the lipstick.

When she's not writing delicious domination fantasies, on both sides of the submission fence, she's finding an abundance of ways to test just how far her real-life Army Doll boyfriend's patience will stretch. (Spoiler: it stretches a lot, especially in heels.)

Thank You for Reading!

Diva's transformation was pure ridiculous fun to write! If you enjoyed reading it just as much, please consider taking a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Your feedback is incredibly valuable and helps other readers discover this story.

To be the first to know when a new deliciously degrading story is released, be sure to follow Dolly Darling on Amazon.

Thank you for your support!
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