

Chapter 1: The Canvas

I stood on the subway wedged between bodies during rush hour, clutching my portfolio like a shield, acutely aware of how much space I didn't deserve to take up. At six feet, I usually moved through the world with the unthinking confidence of someone who'd never been told to make himself smaller. But today, squeezed against the vinyl seats and aluminum poles, I felt like a fraud in my own clothes. The slim-fit chinos I'd agonized over last night - desperate to strike the balance between professional respectability and the edgy aesthetic Dominus X demanded - now felt like a costume. My crisp white button-down had wilted in the humidity. My blonde hair, which I'd spent forty-five minutes styling into artful dishevelment, now fell across my forehead in limp, sweaty hanks. I looked less like a fashion intern and more like a lost frat boy who'd wandered onto the wrong train.

Broke. That was the blunt truth of it. Tuition was due, my bank account was a wasteland, and this internship was my only lifeline. Xavier Adom - designer, provocateur, phantom king of the boutique scene - had built his brand on controversy and exclusivity. Getting into his orbit was supposed to be my golden ticket. I just hadn't expected the price of admission.

The signage materialized through the subway grime: DOMINUS X, etched in brutalist lettering into black marble, flanked by windows so darkly tinted they functioned as mirrors. I caught my reflection - pale skin, hazel-blue eyes shifting nervously, lean build straining against fabric that suddenly felt like it belonged to someone else. I looked soft. I looked hungry. I looked exactly like what I was: a desperate kid who needed this job badly enough to tolerate anything.

The heavy glass door yielded with a pneumatic hiss, and the scent hit me immediately - expensive leather, perfume, something faintly metallic underneath. The silence that followed was total, aggressive. The front showroom stretched before me, a cathedral of minimalism with polished concrete floors and ceilings that seemed to disappear into shadow. Mannequins stood sentinel in glass cases, their poses exaggerated, their bodies curved in ways that made my own feel awkwardly linear.

A woman materialized from between the racks, moving with the liquid grace of someone who'd learned to walk without making sound. She was tall and severe, her platinum hair pulled back so tight it lifted her cheekbones. Her dress was a black sheath that hugged curves too perfect to be natural, and her face held the glassy, vacant beauty of a doll - high cheekbones, wide-spaced eyes, lips that seemed permanently parted. She reminded me of the mannequins, as if she'd stepped out of the display case and forgotten how to be human.

"Mr. Adom is expecting you," she said. Her voice was soft, breathy, lacking any sharp edges. She didn't offer a name. She just gestured toward the back of the store with a manicured hand and glided away, her heels making no sound on the concrete.

I followed, my boots echoing harsh and clumsy in the silence. We passed racks of clothing that seemed less like fashion and more like armor - heavy leathers, structured blazers with shoulders that demanded attention, silk pieces that caught the light and held it. Everything bore the distinctive interwoven "BBC" logo, stamped in gold or embossed in black. 

Black Brand Collective. 

I'd researched it thoroughly, memorized the origin story, could recite the brand philosophy verbatim. But seeing the three letters up close, repeated across every surface, I felt their weight differently. They weren't just a logo. They were a declaration.

She pushed through a heavy velvet curtain at the rear of the showroom, and the atmosphere transformed. The cool sterility of the front gave way to something warmer, more intimate. The lighting here was focused, strategic, creating pools of brightness surrounded by shadows that seemed to breathe. This was the studio - the inner sanctum where Xavier Adom turned his visions into reality.

And there he was.

Xavier Adom sat perched on a high stool behind a drafting table littered with sketches and fabric swatches, and even seated, he took up too much space. He was a monolith of a man, his dark brown skin drinking in the warm studio lights rather than reflecting them, radiating a presence that made the air feel heavier. A tailored tank exposed arms thick with muscle, heavy gold ropes resting against his collarbones, clicking softly against his chest as he moved.

"You are joking," he barked into his phone, the words clipped and brutal. His voice was a deep baritone that seemed to vibrate in my chest cavity, sounding less like a conversation and more like a verdict being delivered. "I don't care if her cat died. I don't care if she broke a heel. She has a contract. If she isn't here in twenty minutes, I am suing her for every cent she's ever made, and her agent too." 

He listened for a split second, his jaw muscle twitching, before pulling the phone away from his ear and ending the call with a violent stab of his finger. The device clattered against the metal rulers on the table, and he let out a long, guttural sound of frustration - half-groan, half-growl - that seemed to come from somewhere deep in his chest.

Then his eyes snapped to me. They were dark, piercing, and completely stripped of patience.

The assistant stepped back, fading into the shadows like she was afraid to breathe the same air. Xavier didn't stand immediately. He just stared, raking his gaze over me from my messy blonde hair down to my polished boots, and I felt suddenly, acutely aware of how inadequate I must look. It felt invasive, clinical, like he was inspecting livestock or evaluating a piece of raw material for suitability. I fought the urge to cross my arms over my chest, to make myself smaller under that assessment.

"So," he said, his voice dropping an octave, heavy with a sudden, predatory interest that made my stomach tighten. "You're the new intern. Julian, is it?"

He said my name like he was testing the weight of it, rolling it around in his mouth to see if it tasted like submission.

"You have impeccable timing, kid. Or terrible luck." He pushed off the stool and finally stood to his full height, and my breath caught. He towered over me - a wall of muscle and contained fury that made my knees want to buckle instinctively. "My girl just flaked. Left me with a studio full of lights and a campaign that needs to shoot today."

He began to pace the small space, the heavy gold chains around his neck swaying with each step, catching the light and throwing it back like warning flares. "She cancels an hour before call time. Thinks her career is bigger than my brand." He laughed, but there was no humor in it. "We'll see who's laughing when she's blacklisted from every runway in the city. I can't shoot without a model. The lighting is set, the photographer is booked, the product is ready." He turned to face me, and his eyes were hard, calculating. "This isn't just clothes, Julian. This is a statement. And right now, I have no mouthpiece."

He stopped abruptly and turned that intense focus back on me, his eyes narrowing as they swept down my frame again - slower this time, more deliberate. It wasn't just a look; it was a measurement. A cataloging. He stepped closer, invading my personal space until I could smell the musk of his skin mixed with something sharp and expensive - cologne, maybe, or just him.

"You're tall," he murmured, reaching out. I flinched as his large hand gripped my shoulder, but he didn't shove me. He turned me, positioning me like a mannequin under the overhead lights.

"Broad shoulders, but they taper quick. Narrow waist." His hand moved from my shoulder down my arm, his grip firm as he checked my bone structure.

"You have that swimmer's build, don't you? Long legs." He turned me toward the light, his eyes moving down my torso, my hips. "I need a size zero. What are you? A thirty-inch waist?"

"Uh, thirty-one," I stammered, my voice cracking under the scrutiny. I felt stripped bare, though I was fully dressed. This wasn't how internships were supposed to go - standing there while the boss looked at me like I was a cut of meat.

"Close enough," he grunted, releasing my wrist only to tap a finger against my chest, right over my racing heart. The touch was casual, proprietary, like he was already claiming ownership. "You're slim. Could pass for a girl in the right silhouette."

He turned back to the table, snatching up a tablet and swiping through it with aggressive strokes until he found what he wanted. He held the screen up to my face. It was a photo of a white model - pale, icy blonde, with a fragile, almost ethereal beauty. She was wearing one of his designs, looking at the camera with a mixture of defiance and submission that made the image arresting. The expression on her face was open, hungry, like she was waiting for something she couldn't name.

"This is Tanya. The flake." He zoomed in on the measurements. "Look at her. Look at the proportions."

I stared at the screen, comparing myself to her. We were the same height. Her bone structure looked delicate, almost bird-like, but the proportions were eerily similar to mine. The long legs, the narrow hips, the slight slope of the shoulders. Even the way her collarbones caught the light -

"I... I see the resemblance," I admitted, feeling a strange flutter in my stomach. It was a compliment, wasn't it? To be compared to a high-fashion model? To have the potential to fit his vision?

"Good. Because you're going to fill in for her."

It wasn't a request. It was a command delivered with the casual certainty of a man who owned everything in the room, including me.

"We can't reshoot. The lighting is set for her skin tone, her height. You're the only one here who can physically wear the clothes." He walked over to a rolling rack and pulled out a garment bag, unzipping it to reveal a simple, elegant midi dress in a deep, matte navy. It had a high neckline and modest hem, but the cut looked sophisticated, expensive - the kind of thing that would cling to curves, or suggest them. "Put this on. We'll start with something simple to test the fit."

He held the dress out, the fabric pooling in his large hand. "And Julian?"

He paused, his eyes locking onto mine with a glint that was almost hungry.

"You're going to need to look like *her*. Not just the body. The vibe." He tilted his head, studying my face. "Can you do that for me?"

"I... what?" The words scraped out of my throat like broken glass. I stumbled backward, my heel catching on the polished concrete, putting distance between me and that navy dress like it was a live grenade. 

"Mr. Adom, I... I'm an intern. I'm here to learn about merchandising, about the business side. I'm not a - I can't just - "

My hands gestured wildly at the dress, then at my own body, the motions growing more frantic with each passing second. I could feel the heat crawling up my neck, flooding my face, making my skin prickle with humiliation. 

"I'm a *guy*. I mean, look at me. You can't just put me in that. It's ridiculous. I'll look like a joke. Isn't there someone else? A customer? Or... or we could reschedule? Surely the photographer has openings next week - "

Xavier didn't let me finish. He didn't shout. He didn't move toward me. He simply stopped moving, and the stillness was somehow worse than any aggression. The air in the room thickened, turning dense and suffocating, pressing against my chest until I could barely draw breath. His eyes - dark, impenetrable - fixed on me with an expression of bored, predatory dismissal. It was the look of a lion watching a gazelle that had already accepted its fate.

"Stop talking," he said, his voice dropping to a low, vibrating hum that seemed to bypass my ears entirely and resonate in my bones. He didn't blink. He didn't need to. "I don't care what you think you are. I care about what I see standing in front of me. And right now, I see a mannequin with legs that won't quit and a waist that's wasting space in pants."

He stepped closer - not threatening, just inevitable, like the approach of a storm front. "You want to learn the business? This *is* the business. Adaptation. Survival. Making it work when the world falls apart." His lips curled into something that wasn't quite a smile. "Or do you want to go back to your dorm room and tell them you couldn't handle a little dress-up? Tell them you were too delicate. Too *proud* to do what was necessary."

The threat coiled in the air, unspoken but suffocating. I needed this. I needed the credit, the recommendation, the single line on my resume that would say I'd worked under Xavier Adom. Without it, I was nothing - just another broke college student with a folder full of useless sketches and a bank account hovering near zero. The shame of wearing a dress felt suddenly insignificant compared to the shame of failure, of throwing away this opportunity because I couldn't stomach a few hours of humiliation.

I looked at the garment bag, its contents hidden behind a layer of plastic. Then back at Xavier, at the absolute certainty in his posture. The fight drained out of me, seeping away.

"Fine," I whispered, and I hated how small my voice sounded in my own ears. Hated how the word tasted like glass. "Okay. I'll do it."

The assistant materialized instantly at Xavier's nod - a pale, silent ghost in black, guiding me toward the changing area with a hand that barely touched my elbow. The space she led me to was cramped and velvet-lined, the walls pressing in, feeling more like a confession booth than a dressing room. Mirrors were positioned at angles that forced me to see myself from multiple perspectives, each reflection a judgment.

My hands trembled as I fumbled with the buttons of my shirt, each one a tiny surrender. The fabric fell away, stripping away the layers of my identity until I stood in nothing but my boxers, my pale skin goosebumping in the cool air. The navy dress hung waiting, patient and inevitable.

When I pulled it over my head, the sensation was deeply, fundamentally wrong - the fabric slithering down my torso like something alive, heavy and clingy and utterly foreign. It was a high-necked midi, modest on the hanger but terrifyingly transformative on the body. I shimmied my hips to pull it down, the material gripping my thighs with static. The fit was perfect - hugging my torso, the sleeves ending exactly at my wrists, the hem brushing my knees. It was designed for a woman, yet my shoulders filled it out just enough to make it look architectural. Intentional. Almost... elegant.

I stared at myself in the angled mirrors and felt something crack open in my chest.

When I stepped out, Xavier was waiting. His critical gaze swept over me like a searchlight, cataloguing every flaw, every possibility. I felt laid bare despite being fully covered, my face burning with a heat that had nothing to do with the studio lights. But he didn't laugh. He didn't mock. He circled me slowly, nodding with a clinical approval.

"The posture is wrong," he muttered, and then his hands were on me - large, warm, inescapable. He gripped my shoulders, pushing them back with a firm pressure that forced my chest out. "You're standing like a boy waiting for a bus. You need to stand like a woman who owns the room."

His hand slid down my spine, pressing into the small of my back, and I instinctively arched, my ass pushing out to compensate. The adjustment was immediate, dramatic - my silhouette transforming in the mirrors around us.

"Better," he said, his voice a rough rumble near my ear, close enough that I could feel his breath. "But we need to soften the edges. She has a certain... glow. You look too raw. Too *masculine*."

He reached into his pocket and produced a small tube of lip balm. "Open."

The command was simple, non-negotiable. I parted my lips, and his thumb pressed against them, smoothing the balm across my mouth with a rough, proprietary stroke. The contact was electric - his skin warm and slightly calloused against the sensitive flesh of my lips. A slick, glossy sheen remained, feeling deeply unnatural, a constant reminder of what he'd done.

"Your skin tone is close to hers," he murmured, tilting my chin up toward the harsh studio lights, "but we need to adjust the features. She doesn't have a shadow."

He produced a concealer wand and, without asking, began dabbing it over the faint stubble on my jawline and upper lip. His movements were rough, efficient, his fingers blending the makeup with a pressure that made my eyes water. Next came an eyebrow pencil, darkening and defining the shape of my brows until they looked higher, more arched, more... delicate.

"Natural talent," he said, stepping back to admire his work. A satisfied smirk played on his lips. "You have the bone structure for this, Julian. Most guys would look like a drag queen. You?" He tilted his head, studying me like a sculpture nearing completion. "You look expensive. We're building your feminine silhouette. You're becoming her double."

The words settled into my skin like the makeup, like the dress, like the gloss that made my lips feel foreign. 

You're becoming her double.

I didn't know what terrified me more - that he was saying it, or that some small, traitorous part of me wanted to believe it.

"Come on," Xavier said, turning on his heel and heading toward the center of the room. "Lights are set. We’re burning daylight."

I followed him, the fabric of the dress whispering against my legs with every step, a constant, slithering reminder that I was practically naked underneath. He led me past the safety of the heavy curtain and into the main studio area. My stomach dropped. This wasn't a closed-off, private sanctum like the back room. This space was open to the boutique, separated only by a waist-high frosted glass partition and a deliberate shift in the flooring. Above us, the tracks for the backdrop paper hung exposed, and the strobe lights were already popping softly in a preview rhythm.

Through the frosted glass, the boutique wasn't empty. Two white women were browsing a rack of leather jackets near the front, their outfits leaving little to the imagination - tight miniskirts and plunging tops that proudly displayed the gold "BBC" chains around their necks. They weren't alone; each was draped over a Black man whose possessive hand rested firmly on her waist, a visual claim of ownership that made my stomach churn. The boutique had mirrors everywhere, and I caught a terrifying glimpse of myself in the reflection - a slender, androgynous ghost in a navy dress, standing under harsh studio lights while a giant of a man barked orders.

Xavier ignored my paralysis, stepping behind a massive camera mounted on a tripod and checking the digital display. "Shoulders back, Julian. You're slouching. You're not a kid in the principal's office; you're a woman showcasing couture. Stand up straight." 

I swallowed hard and straightened my spine, feeling the pull of the fabric across my chest. "Chin down. Eyes at the lens. Good. Now, hand on the hip. Give me attitude. You own this dress."

 I obeyed, placing my hand where he directed, the pressure of my fingers sinking into the soft material at my waist. The flash went off with a blinding *pop*, leaving purple spots in my vision. 

"Again. Shift your weight to the left leg. Arch the back slightly. See? You have the lines for this. It's natural."

As we fell into a rhythm, the boutique's ambient noise filtered in - the clink of hangers, low murmurs of conversation, the click of heels on the concrete floor. I tried to block it out, focusing on Xavier's voice, but the knowledge that I was on display, that anyone could look over and see a man in a dress, sent a hot spike of adrenaline through my veins.

"You're too stiff," Xavier critiqued, stepping out from behind the camera. He didn't touch me this time; he just gestured with a sweeping motion of his hand. "Loosen up. The dress is fluid. You need to be fluid. Run your hand through your hair." My hand went up to my blonde strands automatically. "Now, look over your shoulder at the imaginary crowd behind you. Give them a look. A little mystery. A little invitation."

The poses shifted subtly, Xavier guiding me into positions that felt increasingly alien to my male posture. "Turn sideways. Push the hip out. Farther. I want to see the curve." I thrust my hip out, exaggerating the line, and the dress tightened around my ass. "Good. Now, bring the arm up. Frame the face." My skin felt hot and exposed under the lights, a sheen of sweat breaking out along my hairline. "Don't look at the floor. Look at me. Or look at them." He nodded toward the glass partition where the shoppers were. "Let them see how expensive you look. You're not just standing there; you're presenting yourself. Give me the 'come hither' eyes." I felt my face flame with humiliation, but I did it, turning my gaze smolderingly toward the lens, then letting it drift toward the blurry shapes of the customers, embodying the submissive, hungry persona he demanded.

"Alright, that's a wrap on the midi," Xavier announced, lowering the camera with a satisfied nod. "You've got the basics down. But we need to push the silhouette. Tanya has hips, Julian. Real curves. We need to fake what nature didn't give you."

He led me back to the rack, bypassing the simpler garments and pulling out a tailored blazer dress. It was a stunning piece of architecture - structured shoulders that nipped in dramatically at the waist before flaring over the hips. The fabric was a heavy, structured wool blend with the subtle "BBC" logo embossed in a darker shade of black near the cuffs.

"Put this on," he commanded, tossing it to me. "And grab these."

In the cramped dressing room, I stared at the two crescent-shaped foam pads he’d handed me. They were thick, heavy things, designed to mimic the curve of a woman’s pelvis. I slid them into the built-in pockets of the blazer dress’s lining, struggling for a moment to get them symmetrical. When I finally zipped the garment up, the effect was jarring. The padding forced the wool fabric to flare out aggressively, creating an artificial hourglass that looked jarringly wide against my narrow waist. I ran my hands over the foam, feeling the hard resistance beneath the soft wool - fake curves, a stolen shape.

When I stepped out, Xavier didn’t give me a moment to adjust. He walked around me, nodding approvingly as he inspected the new geometry of my body. 

"That's what I'm talking about," he murmured, his fingers tracing the exaggerated line of my hip where the padding sat. "See how the jacket hangs now? It gives you that shelf. That ass." 

He gave the padded hip a firm squeeze that made me jump. "That's the silhouette the brand sells. Power. Dominance. You wear it well."

He led me back onto the white backdrop, the stiff wool subtly swishing against my thighs. "This time, I want you to feel the weight of those hips," Xavier instructed, his voice dropping an octave. "Don't just stand there. Work it. Hands on the waist - your *new* waist." 

I placed my hands on the padding, feeling how my arms were forced to angle inward, emphasizing the cinch. 

"Now, pop that hip. Let the jacket do the work. I want you to look like you're ready to be taken. Give me that 'white girl' gaze - innocent but begging for it." 

I flushed hot, humiliated by the specific, racialized fantasy he was weaving around me, but my body obeyed, tilting into the pose as the camera began to click again.

"Enough of the structure," Xavier decided after another ten minutes of flashing strobes. "Let's see how you handle something that relies on the body, not the tailoring." He disappeared into the racks and returned with a hanger holding a wrap dress made of a slinky, jersey knit fabric. It was a deep emerald green, the kind of material that would cling to every imperfection. "And this," he added, dangling a lacy push-up bra from his finger, the cups thick with padding. "You need something up top to balance out those hips I just gave you."

But before he handed them over, he paused, his eyes dragging down the length of my body to settle on my boxers. He clicked his tongue against his teeth, a sound of sharp disapproval. "No. That won't work. Jersey is unforgiving, Julian. It shows everything. Panty lines, ridges... lumps." He reached back into the drawer and pulled out a scrap of black lace that was barely there - a matching thong with the same intricate pattern as the bra. "You can't wear boxers under a wrap dress. You'll ruin the line. And we certainly can't have you dangling in the wind if the fabric shifts. Put these on. Smooth. Seamless."

Back in the dressing room, I stared at the pile of lace with a sense of defeat. It was one thing to wear a structured blazer that hid my lack of curves, but this... this was explicitly feminine, and invasive. I stripped off the blazer dress and the foam hip pads, my skin feeling clammy in the cool air. I slid my boxers down and stepped into the thong, pulling it up my legs. The material was high-cut, the string at the back disappearing between my cheeks, leaving me feeling bizarrely exposed yet constrained. I tucked myself back as best I could, the tight lace pressing against me, hiding my anatomy in a way that felt both humiliating and necessary.

Next came the bra. Putting it on was a struggle; the band was tight, compressing my ribcage, and when I finally hooked it, the heavy padded cups shoved my pecs upward and together, creating a sudden, jarring cleavage that I didn't recognize. My chest looked soft, mounded, undeniably female in the mirror.

Then came the wrap dress. Unlike the rigid blazer, this was fluid and dangerous. I wrapped the left side over the right and tied the sash at my waist, my heart hammering against the push-up bra. The neckline was a deep V, exposing the fake cleavage created by the lingerie. The skirt fell shorter than the midi, hitting mid-thigh, and the jersey cloth fabric clung to my ass with zero friction. With the boxers gone, the dress lay flat against my hips, the silhouette smooth and unbroken. I felt naked. I felt exposed.

"Get out here," Xavier called, his voice echoing slightly in the cavernous space. "Let's see the new you."

I stepped onto the paper, the jersey dress swishing against my bare thighs. Without the structure of the blazer, I felt vulnerable, the air conditioning in the studio prickling against my skin through the thin fabric. The push-up bra was heavy on my chest, a constant, unfamiliar weight that thrust my pecs upward, creating a cleavage line that drew the eye immediately down the deep V of the wrap dress. The thong rode high between my cheeks, making me acutely aware of the lack of fabric covering my ass.

Xavier circled me, humming in approval. "Now *that* is a silhouette," he said, stopping behind me and placing a heavy hand on my shoulder. His touch burned through the thin material. "That fabric loves you. It shows every inch of that waist, those hips." He gripped my shoulders firmly, turning me to face the camera. "But we need to sell it. This isn't a Sunday church look. This is 'I'm waiting for him to get home' energy. Give me more."

"Chin up. Arch that back." Xavier moved around me like a predator, his presence suffocating. "You’re hiding. I need you to present." 

He grabbed my hips, his fingers digging into the padded foam and the soft jersey beneath, forcing my pelvis forward aggressively. The movement was jarring, a violent exaggeration of posture that made the wrap dress pull tight across my thighs, outlining the muscles beneath. 

"Stick that ass out," he commanded, his voice dropping an octave that vibrated in my chest. "Make them want to grab it. Look at the camera like you're begging for it. Part your lips."

The camera shutter clicked in a rapid staccato, capturing every humiliating angle. I did as I was told, tilting my head, parting the lips he had glossed earlier, feeling the air hit the wetness there. I was hyper-aware of the shoppers moving just beyond the frosted glass, their laughter drifting over to us like smoke. Were they watching? Could they see the white boy in the green dress, arching his back like a whore for a Black man? The shame was a physical weight, pressing down on my shoulders, hot and prickly. I felt like a fraud, a pervert, a living fetish doll being posed for a collection I didn't understand. My face burned, and I couldn't meet Xavier's eyes, focusing instead on the black lens of the camera, feeling exposed, stripped of my masculinity layer by layer.

But underneath the crushing humiliation, something else stirred, treacherous and terrifying. The friction of the dress against my thighs, the tight constriction of the bra crushing my chest, the way Xavier commanded the space - it sent a jolt of electricity down my spine that had nothing to do with fear. My cock twitched against the tight lace of the thong, trapped and straining, reacting to the domination, to the sheer taboo of what I was doing. I felt a sickening slick of heat pooling in my groin, a confused arousal that made my breath hitch in my throat. It was wrong, it was mortifying, but as Xavier pushed me down lower, forcing me into a crouch that exposed the tops of my thighs and the lace beneath, I realized with a jolt of panic that my body was betraying me, enjoying the degradation even as my mind recoiled from it.

"Cut," Xavier said abruptly, stepping back from the camera. "We break for lunch."

My legs were trembling from holding the crouch pose, and I stood up, trying to pull the hem of the wrap dress down to a respectable length. But before I could make a retreat to the safety of the dressing room, Xavier whistled sharply.

"Oh no, you don't," he said, blocking my path. "Lunch is for the staff. You have an appointment."

"We need to get you ready for the afternoon's looks," he continued, waving a hand toward the front of the store. "Skin needs to be flawless. Smooth. Like velvet." He beckoned someone over from the sales floor. "Brie, come here. Take him to the back. Handle the grooming."

Brie materialized from the racks with a smile that was all practiced sweetness and bright teeth. She was a striking girl - pale as milk with platinum hair cascading down her back, wearing a tight pink mini-dress that hugged curves so generous they looked surgically enhanced. "Of course, Mr. Adom," she chirped, her voice high and breathy. She took my arm with a gentle, manicured hand. "Right this way, Julian. We'll get you all silky smooth."

I followed her, confused. "Grooming? I thought we were just doing clothes."

Xavier smirked, leaning against the doorframe of his office. "The afternoon line is... delicate. Lace. Sheer. We can't have any... texture underneath. You need to be like her, Julian. Hairless. From the neck down."

She led me into the small, windowless bathroom adjacent to the dressing rooms, the air inside thick with the scent of chemical hair remover and expensive floral perfume. 

"Everything off," Brie instructed, her tone shifting from sugary sweet to efficiently firm as she locked the door behind us. I hesitated, the weight of Xavier's gaze lingering even in his absence, but the command in her voice left little room for argument. I stripped out of the green wrap dress, the cool air hitting my skin, and shimmied out of the thong and bra. Standing there naked, save for the scraps of foam padding on the floor, I felt a fresh wave of vulnerability. Brie barely batted an eye at my male anatomy; she just pointed to a vinyl chair in the center of the room. "Sit. Legs open. We need to get everything. Arms, chest, legs... and the rest."

She worked quickly, slathering a thick, pink cream over my legs and arms with gloved hands. The chemical 

smell burned my nose, and a stinging heat began to radiate from my skin wherever the paste touched. When she moved to my chest, she was thorough, her fingers circling my nipples and smoothing the cream down my stomach toward my groin. 

"Hold still," she murmured as she applied the corrosive mixture to the sensitive skin between my legs. It was humiliating to sit there, legs splayed, while this beautiful, hyper-feminine girl methodically removed every trace of my body hair. She scraped the cream away with a damp towel, revealing skin that was raw, pink, and shockingly smooth. I looked down at my legs, seeing the muscles I’d built up now stripped of their hair, looking strangely foreign and slender against the sterile white tile. When she finished, she rubbed a cooling, scented oil into my skin, making me feel like a piece of meat being prepped for the oven.

As Brie slathered the lotion onto my hairless calves, a muffled sound drifted through the ventilation grate that connected the bathroom to Xavier's office next door. It was a rhythmic, wet thumping, punctuated by a high-pitched, breathless keen that I realized with a jolt was another woman's voice. Then came Xavier's voice, deep and commanding, cutting through the heavy drywall in fragmented bursts. 

"...good sissy," I heard, the words drifting up like smoke. "...such a pretty... snowbunny." There was a pause, followed by the distinct, guttural praise of "...big... black..." before the rest was swallowed by the creak of leather and the rhythmic slap of skin on skin. 

I froze, my heart hammering against my ribs as the unmistakable sounds of sex filled the small room. I looked up at Brie, mortified, expecting her to look shocked, but she just kept massaging the oil into my thigh, a small, knowing smile playing on her glossy lips. She didn't seem surprised at all. If anything, she looked satisfied, her eyes glazing over as if she were listening to music she loved, while I sat there stripped of my hair and my dignity, realizing exactly what kind of "business" Xavier conducted during his lunch break.

By the time Brie finished, I was a hairless, glistening stranger to myself. The oil she’d rubbed into my skin made me feel sleek and sensitive, every inch of me raw to the air. She handed me the thong and bra back, watching with that same knowing smile as I pulled the lace up my newly smooth legs. The sensation was electric - no friction, just cool fabric sliding over skin that felt too naked, too soft. My cock, trapped inside the lace, felt harder than ever, throbbing against the constraint as if in agreement with my own degradation.

When I finally emerged from the back room, the boutique was quiet, the lunch rush having thinned. The frosted glass partition loomed ahead, separating me from the outside world. Through it, I saw the two white women from earlier, now standing by the register with their Black partners. One of the women adjusted her "BBC" choker, tilting her head back to laugh at something the man said, looking utterly devoted, utterly owned.

I caught my reflection in the full-length mirror near the entrance. The dress hugged my hairless frame, the cleavage fake but convincing. My face was flushed, my lips still glossy from the morning. I didn't look like the intern who walked in this morning anymore. I looked like them.


Chapter 2: Exposure

Xavier emerged from his office a few minutes later, looking flushed and adjusting his cuffs. He didn't acknowledge the sounds I’d heard, and I didn't dare ask. He just looked me up and down, his eyes dragging over my hairless arms and legs, and nodded. 

"Much better," he said, his voice low and satisfied. "Now we can get to work. The real work."

He locked the front door, flipping the sign to "Closed," and the click of the deadbolt felt like the final trap snapping shut. 

"Afternoon light is different," he said, leading me back toward the studio, the shadows in the shop growing long. "It’s harsher. More revealing. You need to look perfect. You need to look like a woman who knows exactly why she’s here."

The main showroom darkened as Xavier killed the overheads, leaving only the aggressive, focused glow of the studio lights bleeding backward. It created a world-within-a-world feeling, isolating us in a cone of artificial brightness while the rest of the boutique dissolved into shadow. 

"Music video vibe," he announced, pulling out a garment that was less clothing and more costume - a corset top made of stiff, black mesh with "BBC" emblazoned across the bust in gold, paired with a pencil skirt that looked dangerously short. He tossed something else onto the pile: a bundle of sheer black nylon with delicate lace tops and a garter belt that looked more like a weapon than underwear. 

"You're filling in for a white queen, Julian. We need to see that white femininity in every pose. Put this on. And keep your back straight; those new tits need to be center stage."

I struggled into the sheer stockings first, the delicate nylon snagging slightly on my fingertips as I rolled them up my newly smooth legs. They felt impossibly fragile, like spiderwebs clinging to my skin, ending in a tight band of lace that bit softly into my mid-thigh. Next came the garter belt, a complex contraption of straps and clasps that I fumbled with, my fingers clumsy as I attached the dangling metal clips to the lace tops. The sensation was bizarre - restrictive yet erotic, framing my bare ass and crotch while highlighting the "forbidden" areas the stockings left exposed. Finally, I stepped into the corset, the boning digging into my ribs, forcing my breath into short, shallow gasps. It was tighter than anything I’d worn before, crushing my waist and shoving the padded bra cups up until they overflowed the top of the mesh. When I stepped out, Xavier didn't start shooting immediately. Instead, he approached with a makeup brush, his face intense. 

"The lighting is different," he explained, dusting a shimmery powder across my collarbones and cleavage. "We need a natural look. Blush. Highlighter. We have to make you glow, make you look... bred." He swept a dark pink blush across my cheeks and down my neck, mimicking a post-coital flush. "She looked like this in the last shoot. Ruined. Radiant. You need to match."

"Turn around," he commanded, picking up a spray bottle. "Your hair is too boyish. Too short." 

He worked quickly, his fingers deftly as he attached long, blonde extensions to my own hair, braiding them in until my hair suddenly cascaded down my back and shoulders in a thick, platinum river.

 "We need to capture her signature flow," he said, shaking out the locks. "Head back. Let me see it." I tipped my head back, the weight of the foreign hair dragging on my scalp, and felt the cool spray hit my face.

 "Good," he murmured, stepping back to survey me. "Now, the shoes." He pointed to a pair of black stilettos with a formidable arch and a "BBC" logo embossed on the side. "Training shoes. Put them on." I slid my feet in, my toes cramping instantly as I was forced onto my tiptoes. 

"She walked in these for the entire shoot," Xavier said, crossing his arms. "You need to master her strut. Walk for me."

I wobbled to my feet, the center of gravity in my body violently shifting upward. The floor felt miles away. I took a tentative step, my ankle rolling dangerously, and had to fling an arm out to catch the edge of a clothing rack to keep from face-planting. The metal rattled, loud and mocking in the quiet studio.

"Stiff," Xavier critiqued, his voice cutting through the air. "You're walking like a boy in heels. You need to walk like the woman in the pictures. Hips forward. Shoulders back. Glide, don't stomp."

I tried again, forcing my knees to bend slightly. The sensation was bizarre - my smooth thighs brushed together, the frictionless skin sliding with an unfamiliar slickness. The *click-clack* of the stilettos on the polished concrete was sharp and rhythmic, a metronome counting out my humiliation. With every step, the tight skirt rode up my thighs, threatening to expose the lace thong beneath. I felt like a colt learning to walk, all clumsy limbs and awkward jerks. My breath hitched in the tight corset, making me feel light-headed.

Xavier moved in close, the heat of his body radiating against my side. He didn't offer an arm to steady me; instead, he placed a hand firmly on my lower back, his fingers splaying out possessively.

"Don't think about the feet," he commanded, his voice a low rumble near my ear. "Think about the ass. Roll your hips. Let the shoes do the work." 

He pressed forward, forcing me to arch my spine to maintain balance, which jutted my chest out and thrust my hips backward. The posture was pornographic, an exaggerated curve that turned my body into an invitation.

"Look," he ordered, turning me toward a trio of mirrors positioned at the end of the runway.

I caught my breath. The reflection staring back was a stranger, yet hauntingly familiar. The extensions fell in a golden wave around a face that was no longer quite mine - the highlighter caught the studio lights, making my cheekbones look sharp and feminine, the blush giving me a permanent, flushed arousal. The corset had carved my waist into something impossibly small, accentuating the flare of my hips (even if they were padded) and the heavy, mounded cleavage spilling over the mesh top.

But it was the legs that truly shocked me. Stripped of their hair and elongated by the severe angle of the heels, they looked slender, graceful, and undeniably female. The muscles I’d built on the swim team were still there, hidden beneath the soft surface, giving the limbs a tone that models starve themselves for. In the harsh glare of the studio lights, I was a carbon copy of the woman in the photos Xavier had shown me - pale, pliant, and dressed in a way that screamed availability. I stared, my mouth slightly open, feeling a dissociation crack open in my mind. The boy in the reflection was gone, buried under layers of lace, foam, and Xavier’s dominating vision.

"See?" Xavier whispered, his breath hot against my neck, his eyes locked on my reflection in the mirror rather than my actual face. "She's right there. You just needed to let her out."

His hand slid down from my lower back to cup my ass through the tight pencil skirt, squeezing the flesh with a rough confidence that made my knees buckle.

"You're staring at yourself like you want to fuck that girl in the mirror. That's good. That means you see what I see."

His words wormed into my brain, planting a seed of narcissism that tangled with the shame. I did see it. I saw a beautiful white object, a vessel for the desire he was describing. And beneath the humiliation, a dark, throbbing heat began to spread through my groin.

"Time to shoot," Xavier announced abruptly, pulling away and leaving me cold and unsteady. He returned to the camera, checking the settings with clinical detachment. "Give me 'Ready to Serve.' Hands on your knees. Ass out. Eyes on the lens."

I shuffled into position, the heels clacking, my heart hammering against my ribs. I felt like a puppet, my body responding to the strings he pulled, eager to please the master holding the camera. As the shutter began to click, capturing me in poses that bent my spine and exposed my vulnerability, I realized with a sinking dread that I wasn't just acting anymore. I was performing. And the terrifying part was, I didn't want him to stop.

"Good, but static," Xavier criticized, circling me like a shark. "The pencil skirt is about the silhouette, but it’s also about what it hides. And what it promises. We need to show that tension." 

He grabbed a high-backed velvet chair from the side of the set and dragged it to the center of the backdrop paper. 

"Bend over it. Hands on the seat. Arch your back. I want to see the line of your legs disappear under that skirt."

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. The corset made bending over difficult, compressing my lungs until I felt like I was breathing through a straw. I moved to the chair, the *click-clack* of my heels echoing in the sudden silence, and positioned myself. I leaned forward, planting my hands on the plush velvet, sticking my ass out behind me. The position was obscene - utterly defenseless. The pencil skirt rode up instantly, pulling tight against my ass cheeks, outlining their shape in explicit detail. I felt the cool air of the studio hitting the backs of my bare thighs, exposed by the forced arch of my posture. I squeezed my eyes shut, unable to bear the sight of myself in the mirror like this.

"Eyes open," Xavier barked. "Look at me. Or look at the floor, but don't you dare hide."

I forced my eyes open, staring down at the blur of the velvet beneath my fingers. I heard the heavy tread of his boots approaching behind me, stopping just short of my vulnerable position. The shutter clicked rapidly, the sound like a ticking clock counting down my dignity.

"Tighten the arch," he commanded, his voice dropping an octave, rougher now, less like a photographer and more like a man inspecting merchandise. "Drop the chest lower. Let gravity do the work."

I complied, gasping as the corset dug into my ribs, my face burning with the knowledge that the skirt was entirely exposing the lace tops of the stockings, leaving nothing to the imagination about what lay above.

Then I felt his hand on me. It wasn't the gentle correction of a stylist; it was hot, heavy, and possessive. His palm settled on the back of my knee, vast and dark against my pale skin. He began to slide it upward, agonizingly slow, his fingers splaying wide to engulf my thigh. The rough calluses of his palm caught on the sensitive, freshly shaven skin, sending electric shivers racing up my spine that had nothing to do with fear and everything to do with an awakening, twisted desire. I froze, my breath hitching in my throat, my entire world shrinking down to the point of contact between his skin and mine.

Higher his hand crept, pushing the hem of the pencil skirt up with it until it bunched around my waist. I trembled, my knees locking to keep from buckling, waiting for him to stop, to pull away, to laugh at the joke. But he didn't stop. His fingers traced the line of my inner thigh, a boundary I had never let anyone cross, until his thumb grazed the edge of the lace thong. He paused there, his hand massive and threatening, the heat of it radiating through the thin fabric. Then, with deliberate, calculated pressure, he pressed his thumb right against the lace guarding my asshole. The sensation was a shock - intimate, invasive, and undeniable. I bit my lip to stifle a whimper, my body jerking at the contact, but I didn't pull away. I couldn't. I was trapped in the pose, trapped in the reflection, and trapped in the terrifying realization that my cock was throbbing hard against the tight lace, reacting to his dominance with a betrayal that felt sickeningly absolute.

"That tight," Xavier murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated against my back, the double entendre hanging heavy in the air. He didn't move his hand, instead applying a slow, grinding pressure that forced the lace of the thong to rub against the sensitive skin of my entrance. It was a clinical yet possessive touch, an inspection of the goods that disregarded my anatomy entirely. 

"Pussy needs to breathe in these shots, Julian. You're clenching up. Relax. Open up for the camera."

The command was absurd, impossible, yet my body betrayed me, obeying the authoritative tone in his voice. I felt my sphincter flutter against the lace, a traitorous spasm of submission that made my cheeks burn with shame even as the heat in my groin intensified. He lingered there for a heartbeat longer, his thumb tracing the circle of fabric that hid my most private place, claiming ownership of a part of me I had never offered to anyone.

He pulled his hand away abruptly, the sudden rush of cool air feeling like a loss, and I nearly collapsed forward before catching myself on the velvet cushion.

"Much better," he said, stepping back to the camera, the professional facade snapping back into place as if he hadn't just been groping me. "That tension, that vulnerability... that's the look. That's the 'BBC' look. Now hold it."

The shutter began to fire in a rapid staccato, the strobe lights blinding me with every flash, capturing me from angles that left no doubt about what was being offered. 

*Click*. My face obscured by hair, mouth open in a silent gasp. 

*Click*. The curve of my spine, the skirt hiked up, the black lace contrasting with my pale skin. 

*Click*. The desperate arch of my back, a universal symbol of submission. 

I stared at the floor, my eyes watering, listening to the mechanical sounds of my own objectification. I wasn't a person anymore; I was a collection of lines and curves, a prop for Xavier's dark fantasies.

"Now, for the finale," Xavier announced after what felt like an eternity, lowering the camera. "This was one of her favorites. The pièce de résistance." 

He walked over to the rack and pulled out a sleek, black jumpsuit that looked like it had been painted on rather than sewn.

"Change. But leave the stockings on. And the thong."

I shakily stood up, my legs trembling from the exertion of maintaining the arch in the heels, and took the garment from him. It was made of a thin, stretchy fabric that clung to every inch of skin as I pulled it up my hairless legs. When I got it to my hips, I realized the design was cruel - a plunging neckline that would expose the false cleavage, but when I pulled it up further, I froze. The back was nonexistent. The fabric dipped low, ending just above the tailbone, leaving the entire ass exposed, held up only by the thong strap. I stared at myself in the mirror, horrified. The front was modest elegance, but the back was pure degradation.

"Mini skirt over it," Xavier commanded, tossing me a scrap of black leather that barely qualified as clothing. "To frame the view. Put it on."

I stepped into the skirt, my hands shaking, pulling it up to cover the front but leaving the back view completely obscene. I looked like a high-class hooker, a toy dressed up for a rich man's amusement.

"Perfect," Xavier breathed, his eyes raking over me. "You're learning, Julian. You're finally learning what you are."

"Front and center," Xavier ordered, pointing to a seamless white backdrop. "Stand tall. Shoulders back, chin up. I want to capture the elegance of the front before I destroy it with the back."

I shuffled into the light, my heart pounding against the tight spandex of the jumpsuit. The front was deceptively classy; the deep plunge of the neckline showed off the convincing cleavage the padding created, and the high waist made my legs look miles long. But I was acutely aware of the back - the cool air hitting my exposed ass cheeks, the thong strap digging into me, the tiny leather skirt offering zero coverage. I felt like a storefront display: mannequin-perfect from the waist up, pornographic reality from the waist down.

Xavier moved in, the camera swinging from his neck. "Your stance is too wide," he criticized, stepping into my personal space. "It reads defensive. We need submission. We need availability." He placed his hands on my hips, his grip firm and commanding. "Close the gap. Ankle to ankle."

I shifted my weight, the stiletto heels wobbling on the paper, and pressed my knees together. The posture forced my ass out further behind me, a physical consequence of the arch in my spine, pushing the leather mini skirt out so it barely grazed the curves beneath.

"Pivot at the waist," he commanded, his voice dropping an octave as he stepped in closer. "But keep the legs straight. I need that long line broken by the curve of your ass."

I obeyed, bending forward until my hands rested on my thighs. The position shifted my weight entirely to the balls of my feet, making me tremble in the heels, and jutted my rear backward blindly. It was a pose of utter servitude, presenting the exposed flesh of my backside to the room like an offering. I could hear the shutter clicking rapidly, but the sound felt distant, muffled by the rush of blood in my ears. Xavier didn't retreat behind the camera; instead, he moved directly into my personal space, his presence overwhelming and suffocating.

"Arch more," he growled, and suddenly his hands were on my waist, pulling me back hard against him. The contact was electric and terrifying. Through the thin fabric of the jumpsuit, I felt the undeniable, rigid heat of him. He wasn't just adjusting my posture; he was grinding his clothed erection against my exposed ass, the rough denim of his jeans scraping against the sensitive, bare skin of my cheeks while his cock - huge, heavy, and insistent - pressed into the crevice between them. The size of him was staggering, a physical weight that forced a gasp from my lips. He held me there, pinned against him, rolling his hips slowly, using my body to relieve the pressure while dictating the angle of my spine with a grip of iron.

"Feel that?" he whispered, his breath hot against my neck, the words vibrating against my skin. "That's what you're modelling for. That's the whole point."

My mind fractured. I knew I should pull away, that this had crossed every professional and personal line I had left, but my body betrayed me completely. My knees went weak, collapsing me further back against him, trapping his hardness against my ass. The friction of the denim, the dominance of his grip, the sheer magnitude of what was pressing into me - it sent a shockwave of perverse heat straight to my groin. I was hard, aching against the tight lace of the thong, my cock leaking with a need that shamed me.

"This is the 'music video vibe,' Julian," Xavier rasped, grinding harder, letting me feel the full length and girth of what he intended for me. "You're not just a model anymore. You're a prop for my desire. And you love it, don't you? You love feeling how much I want to break you in." 

I couldn't speak, couldn't deny it. I only nodded as I pushed back against him, silently begging for the ruin he was promising.

"You're trembling," he observed, his voice dripping with a dark satisfaction that made my stomach clench. He didn't let me go; instead, he kept me pinned there, one hand sliding down to grip my exposed ass cheek, his fingers digging into the flesh with a bruising force while the other held my hip steady against his grinding hips. "That's fear mixed with anticipation. It’s the look we paid for."

He shifted his stance slightly, and I felt the massive ridge of his zipper catch on the sensitive skin of my inner thigh, a metallic bite against the soft, shaved flesh. It was a crude, tactile promise of what was hiding behind that denim - something thick, heavy, and undeniably real. The friction was maddening, stoking a fire in my groin that warred violently with the instinct to flee. I was a deer in headlights, paralyzed by the sheer magnitude of the predator bearing down on me, my body reacting with a treacherous, slick heat that had nothing to do with the studio lights.

Then, as abruptly as it began, he pulled away. The sudden loss of contact left me swaying, my balance ruined by the absence of his support. I stumbled, catching myself on the edge of the equipment stand, gasping for air that felt too thin to sustain me. The space between us felt like a chasm, yet the air still crackled with the electricity of what had just happened. Xavier adjusted himself, his hand openly cupping the bulge in his jeans, taming the beast he had just used to torment me. He looked calm, collected, while I felt like I’d been hit by a truck.

"We got the shot," he said, his voice returning to its professional cadence, though his eyes still burned with that predatory glint. "The raw vulnerability. The mix of fear and need. It’s perfect." He picked up the camera again, the lens seeming to stare at me like a judgmental eye. "But we're done for the day. You're too undone to be useful right now. I need you fresh for tomorrow."

He walked over to a garment bag and unzipped it, pulling out a piece of fabric that shimmered under the lights. "Put this on," he commanded, tossing it to me. I caught it reflexively; it was a satin nightdress, delicate and soft, with a "BBC" logo woven into the lace trim in a subtle, elegant pattern. It was barely long enough to cover my ass, a piece of lingerie meant for the bedroom, not for a ride home on the subway.

"Go. Change out of the work clothes and into the sample. Keep the thong on." His eyes locked onto mine, daring me to refuse. "I want you to sleep in it. Let the satin mold to your body like it would hers. Let the branding sink into your skin. Tomorrow, we finish the transformation. Don't wash it off. I want to smell the fear and the need on you when you walk back through that door."

I clutched the nightshirt to my chest, feeling the cool silk against my flushed skin, knowing there was no way out. I was his project, his canvas, and tomorrow, the paint would be permanent.


Chapter 3: Gold Dust

I slept in fragments. The satin nightdress Xavier had sent me home in became a torturous second skin, the fabric shifting against my bare, hairless flesh with every toss and turn. Without the structure of the corset or the padding, the material clung to my torso, sliding across my chest and stomach with an intimacy that felt almost alive. The lace trim at the hem whispered against my thighs, a constant tickle that kept me teetering on the edge of consciousness. I kept catching glimpses of myself in the darkened reflection of my dorm window - a pale, ethereal shape tangled in sheets, looking soft and yielding. The "BBC" branding scratched gently against my skin when I moved.

I dreamed of the boutique. Of the strobe lights popping like flashbulbs in a prison yard. Of Xavier's hands, vast and dark, adjusting the architecture of my body. I woke up three times in a cold sweat, my heart hammering, convinced I was still bent over that velvet chair, still feeling the phantom pressure of his thumb against the lace guarding my ass. Each time, the silky drag of the nightdress against my erect nipples would remind me of the reality - I was still wearing it. I was still playing his game. And worst of all, my cock would be straining against the lace thong I hadn't been permitted to remove, aching with a need that disgusted me.

Morning brought no relief. I stared at the ceiling of my cramped dorm room, the early light filtering through cheap blinds and illuminating the garment I still wore. The nightdress had ridden up during my fitful sleep, bunched around my waist, exposing the thong and the smooth, hairless thighs beneath. I looked down at my own body and felt a sickening jolt of unfamiliarity. The pecs I'd once been proud of were softened by the remaining concealer I hadn't scrubbed off, the nipples still slightly red from the constant friction of the lace bra I'd only removed minutes before collapsing into bed. My legs, once a source of masculine pride from years of cardio, looked alien - smooth, slender, and undeniably feminine in the dawn light. I ran my hand down my stomach, feeling the bare skin, the absence of the coarse hair that had once been there. It was gone. *He* was gone. All that remained was the soft, pliable canvas Xavier had created.

I dressed in my own clothes - the same chinos and button-down from yesterday - but they felt wrong now. The fabric was rough against my hairless skin, the fit loose and shapeless compared to the structured silhouettes I'd been poured into. I looked in the mirror and saw a fraud: a boy playing dress-up in clothes that no longer fit his soul. The nightdress lay in a heap on my bed, a crumpled promise of what was to come. I shoved it into my bag with a revulsion that felt like swallowing glass.

The commute to Dominus X felt like a death march. Every click of my boots on the pavement reminded me of the stilettos I'd worn yesterday, every brush of air against my neck made me think of the extensions that had been woven into my hair. I arrived at the boutique just as the morning light began to soften the stark lines of the black marble facade. The heavy glass door loomed before me, and I hesitated, my hand hovering over the handle. Through the dark tint, I could see shapes moving - the sharp silhouette of Xavier organizing the studio, and Brie, the snowbunny assistant, flitting between racks with her manic smile. I took a breath that tasted like surrender, pushed open the door, and stepped back into the world that was slowly, methodically unmaking me.

"You're late," Xavier snapped the moment the heavy glass door clicked shut behind me. He was pacing the floor of the showroom, his energy jagged and aggressive, vibrating through the high-ceilinged space. "And what the hell are you wearing?" He gestured with distaste at my chinos and button-down. "I gave you an instruction, Julian. A simple one. You were supposed to arrive *in* the sample. I want the transition to be seamless, not a production number where I watch you undress in the back like it's a YMCA locker room."

I stammered an apology, my face flushing hot, clutching my bag with the nightdress inside like a shield. "I... I didn't think I could walk across campus like that," I managed to whisper, my voice sounding small in the cavernous room. "People would see."

"People?" Xavier laughed, a harsh, barking sound that echoed off the polished concrete. "You think people care? Or is it that *you* were afraid to be seen as what you're becoming?" He stepped closer, looming over me, his shadow swallowing mine. "You need to get over that shame, Julian. That shame is just your ego trying to hold onto a version of you that doesn't exist anymore. The quicker you let it go, the easier this will be. Now, strip. Put the nightie back on. We're starting where we left off."

I fumbled with the zipper of my bag, my fingers clumsy and numb under the weight of his glare. "Right here?" I asked, my voice cracking.

"Right here," Xavier said, crossing his arms and leaning against the glass display case. "I want to see if the satin molded to you overnight. Or if it’s just as loose as your discipline."

I stripped down with agonizing slowness, the cool air of the boutique raising goosebumps on my hairless skin. When I pulled the satin nightshirt back over my head, the sensation was unnerving - the cool fabric gliding down my torso felt familiar, like slipping into a second skin I hadn't wanted to acknowledge. I smoothed the lace trim down over my hips, the BBC logo at the hem catching the light, and waited for his judgment.

Xavier circled me like a shark checking a lure, his eyes narrowing as he inspected the fit of the satin. "It's sitting better," he murmured, reaching out to trace the neckline where it had stretched slightly across my chest. "But the face is all wrong. We erased the work we did yesterday." He snapped his fingers, the sound sharp and cracking against the high ceilings. "Brie! Front and center. We need the 'Gold Dust' palette. And bring the nail kit - the specific set from the 'Vixen' shoot."

Brie appeared instantly, her heels clicking on the concrete as she wheeled a rolling cart over. "You look radiant, Julian," she chirped, her smile tight and professional, though her eyes glinted with a knowing amusement that made my stomach churn. She sat me down in a plush chair facing a mirror, positioning a bright ring light directly in my face. The light was blinding, forcing me to squinch my eyes shut as she began her work. 

"The lighting in the studio today is unforgiving," Brie explained, uncapping a tube of concealer. "We need to recreate the bone structure from the reference shots. High, sharp cheekbones. A delicate jawline. We have to make you look like you belong on the cover of a magazine, not walking out of a frat house."

She worked quickly and with brutal efficiency, sponging foundation over my skin until my natural complexion was completely buried beneath a layer of warm, porcelain perfection. When she moved to my eyes, she didn't hold back. Using stencils and a steady hand, she drew thick, dramatic wings with liquid black liner that pulled my eyes into a permanent, sultry openness.

"The model wore these lashes in the last shoot," she said, opening a case of long, feathery falsies. "They're heavy, but they frame the face perfectly."

She glued them onto my lids, the weight foreign and burdensome, forcing me to hold my eyes wider than usual. A dusting of shimmering gold shadow was swept across my lids, matching the subtle sheen of the satin nightshirt. Finally, she coated my lips in a glossy, deep mauve that made them look swollen and perpetually parted.

"Hands," Brie commanded, tapping the manicure table with a bottle of polish that was the color of dried blood, glossy and opaque. I hesitated, my own natural nails short and bitten, a stark reminder of the nervous habits I couldn't break. "Don't worry," she said, interpreting my silence, "we'll use extensions. We need length."

She glued on acrylic tips, elongating my fingers into elegant, spider-like points that felt alien and useless. Then, with terrifying precision, she painted each nail in the same crimson shade, finishing them with tiny, gold decals - stylized 'B's that matched the branding on the chemise. When she held my hand up to the light to check for imperfections, I stared in horror at the talons now attached to my body, instruments of pure vanity that made simple gestures like scratching an itch impossible.

Xavier stepped out of the shadows, his eyes scanning the results with a critical, predatory gaze. "Better," he grunted, reaching down to grab my chin and tilt my face from side to side. "The eyes have that 'doe' quality now. Helpless. Ready to be led." He ran a thumb over my painted bottom lip, smearing the gloss slightly. "But we can't do a high-fashion shoot in a sleep shirt. We need to see the goods."

He walked over to a rack and pulled out a hanger holding a garment made of a fabric that seemed to be more hole than cloth - a cut-out midi dress in a shimmering, unlined nude mesh.

"This is the 'Narcissus' piece," he said, his voice dropping to a purr. "It was the centerpiece of her last collection. Put it on."

I took the dress with my useless, taloned hands, the mesh feeling impossibly delicate and fragile. The holes were cut strategically - not just for style, but for exposure. There was a large oval at the center of the chest, another that ran down the ribcage, and a slit up the side that would leave my hip bone completely bare. It was a garment designed to display the body underneath, leaving nothing to the imagination. I stared at it, then at Xavier's expectant face, and felt the last of my dignity crumble away. I was no longer a man, no longer an intern - I was a prop being dressed for a show I couldn't stop.

I turned away slightly, trying to preserve some fragment of modesty as I pulled the satin nightshirt over my head. The cool air hit my bare skin, raising fresh goosebumps. I reached for the mesh dress, but Xavier's voice stopped me cold.

"Wrong order," he said, amusement coloring his tone. "You think that dress is going over nothing? We need the full silhouette. Brie - bring me the 'Eclipse' set."

Brie appeared at my elbow, holding out a scrap of black lace and silk that made my stomach drop. It was a panty and bra set - the bra structured and padded with the same aggressive lift as yesterday's, but the panties were new. Low-cut, high on the hips, with a sheer lace front and a silk thong back that would leave nothing to the imagination.

I took the set with hands that trembled, the acrylic nails catching on the delicate fabric. Turning my back to Xavier didn't help - I could feel his eyes on me in the mirror, watching my every movement with that predatory patience. I stepped into the panties first, pulling them up my hairless legs. The lace front was sheer enough to show the outline of my cock, which stirred traitorously at the sensation of the silk lining against my smooth skin. I tucked myself down as best I could, the tight material compressing everything into a smooth, feminine mound. The bra came next, and I fumbled with the clasp, my elongated nails making the simple task excruciating. After three failed attempts, Brie stepped in without a word, her fingers deftly hooking the closure. The padded cups shoved my chest upward, creating the illusion of breasts that pressed against the sheer mesh of the dress when I finally pulled it over my head.

The cut-out midi dress was a cruel masterpiece of design. The strategic holes framed my pushed-up chest and exposed the curve of my waist, while the side slit revealed the curve of my hip bone and the lace waistband of the panties beneath. I caught my reflection in the boutique's mirror and barely recognized the person staring back - the dramatic eye makeup, the crimson nails, the fake cleavage, the smooth expanse of skin visible through the mesh. I looked like a fetish brought to life. I looked like the model in the photographs.

Xavier stepped up behind me, his reflection massive in the mirror, dwarfing my transformed figure. His eyes dropped to the sheer lace front of the panties, where my small, tucked cock was barely visible through the material. A low, mocking laugh rumbled from his chest.

"Look at that," he said, his voice carrying a cruel edge of delight. "It's like it's trying to hide."

He reached down and adjusted himself through his jeans, making no attempt to be subtle about the massive bulge that strained against the denim.

"You see the difference, Julian? That's why you're the model. You were built to be smooth, to be decorative." He leaned closer, his breath hot against my ear. "A real man would tear right through that lace. But you? You fit perfectly inside it. Like you were made for it."

"Chop chop," Xavier clapped, the sharp sound echoing through the silent boutique. "We're burning light."

He didn't give me time to process the humiliation. He marched me to the center of the studio floor, positioning me directly under the harsh white strobes. The cut-out dress felt impossibly revealing, every shift of my body exposing another slice of skin through the mesh. The sheer lace panties did nothing to hide the small, tucked bulge of my cock, and every time I moved, I was hyper-aware of the fabric brushing against my smooth, hairless skin.

"On your knees," Xavier commanded, pointing to the seamless paper backdrop. "But not sitting back. I want you forward, on all fours, arching your back like you're presenting yourself." He circled me as I lowered myself to the floor, my acrylic nails clicking against the paper. "Head down, ass up. That's the position she used in the last shoot. It's about showing the client what they're buying."

I arranged myself as instructed, my face burning with shame. The position was utterly degrading - I was face-down on the floor with my ass in the air and the cut-outs in the dress framing my body like windows. I felt the cool studio air kissing my exposed skin through the mesh, the side slit falling open to reveal the lace waistband of the panties. I stared at the paper beneath my hands, unable to look up, unable to face the camera that was capturing my utter degradation.

Xavier didn't retreat behind the lens immediately. Instead, he dropped to one knee beside me, his massive hand landing heavily on my lower back. 

"The arch is wrong," he said, his voice dropping. "You're too stiff." 

His hand slid down, grabbing my hip and forcing it upward while his other hand pressed between my shoulder blades, pushing my chest down to the floor. The position was pornographic - ass high, back curved, face pressed against the paper. 

"That's it," he murmured, his hand sliding from my hip to the curve of my ass, squeezing through the sheer mesh. "Now hold it. Let me see what we're working with." 

His fingers traced the line of the thong strap, dipping lower, brushing against the sensitive skin of my inner thigh. "Good," he breathed. "You're learning to open up."

The shutter began to fire in rapid succession, the strobe lights blinding me with each burst. I couldn't see Xavier anymore - just the white flare of the flash and the black shape of the camera lens looming over me.

"Chin up," he commanded from behind the lens. "I want to see those pretty eyes looking at me. I want to see the desperation."

I lifted my head, the weight of the false lashes making me blink slowly, and stared directly into the camera with what I knew was a mixture of fear and confused arousal. My lips, still swollen from the gloss, parted instinctively, and I felt a droplet of sweat slide down my temple.

"Perfect," he murmured. "That's the look. That's 'I'll do anything you want, just don't stop looking at me.'"

But the posing was far from over. Xavier set the camera down on a table and approached me again, his heavy boots thudding against the floor.

"The dress is bunching," he said, his voice professionally irritated. "We need to smooth it out. And those panties - I can see the line of the elastic. It's ruining the shot."

He knelt beside me, his hands everywhere at once. He grabbed the mesh at my waist, pulling it taut across my hips, and smoothed the fabric over the curve of my ass with hard, possessive strokes. Then, without warning, his hand slid between my thighs from behind, cupping my tucked cock and balls through the sheer lace.

"This is the problem," he said, his voice dropping to a low, vibrating rumble that I felt in my chest. "It's too loose. I need to adjust you." 

He manipulated my cock through the lace, shifting it, pressing it flatter against my body, his fingers lingering on the small shaft. 

"You're so small," he whispered, his thumb rubbing the head through the fabric. "It fits perfectly in my hand. Like it was made to be hidden away in darkness."

I froze, my breath hitching in my chest, my face pressed against the paper. His hand was hot and huge, engulfing my entire groin. The shame was total - being on my knees, dressed like a whore, being handled by a man who was commenting on my size. But the worst part was my body's reaction. My cock, already compressed by the tight lace, began to stiffen under his touch, straining against the material. I felt it twitch against his palm, and I knew he felt it too. He laughed softly, a cruel, knowing sound.

"See?" he murmured, giving my hardening cock a firm squeeze before pulling his hand away. "Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind is lagging behind. Now, hold that position. I want to capture you exactly like this - desperate, exposed, and finally honest about what you are."

The camera shutter fired in a relentless staccato, each burst of light searing my degradation onto the digital film. I remained frozen in position - face pressed to the paper, back arched, ass raised high like an animal in heat - while Xavier circled me like a predator documenting his kill. Every few seconds, he would pause to adjust me: tilting my chin higher, spreading my knees wider, pulling the mesh dress taut across my hips to emphasize the curve of my ass. His hands moved with clinical efficiency, but there was nothing professional about the way his fingers lingered on my inner thighs or how his palm pressed against the small of my back, forcing my spine into an ever-deeper arch. The sheer lace panties did nothing to hide my shame; I could feel myself straining against the fabric, my small cock throbbing with a need I couldn't explain or control.

"Enough," Xavier announced, though the word sounded more like satisfaction than dismissal. He lowered the camera, checking the digital display with a few swipes of his finger. "The desperation is good. Raw. But now we need to see the rest of the package."

He turned away from me, leaving me on my hands and knees on the cold paper, and walked toward the clothing rack. My knees ached from the hard floor, and my back felt permanently arched from holding the position. I sat back slowly, the mesh dress riding up my thighs, and watched him flip through the hangers with a discerning eye.

"Stand up," he called over his shoulder without turning around. "Slowly. I want to see how you move after that."

I rose on shaking legs, the heels making me wobble as blood rushed back into my limbs. The cut-out dress clung to my sweat-dampened skin, the mesh scratching against my nipples. I caught my reflection in the studio mirror - the swollen lips, the heavy lashes, the crimson nails dangling at my sides - and quickly looked away, unable to reconcile the image with any version of myself I recognized.

Xavier returned with a hanger in each hand. The first item was a cropped top in a fabric that looked like liquid gold - metallic, stretchy, with a neckline that plunged to the center of the chest. The second was a skirt so short it could barely be called clothing; a pleated leather micro mini, the kind of garment designed to expose more than it concealed. The leather was black and stiff, the pleats sharp enough to hold their shape, but the hem would barely graze the bottom curve of my ass.

"This is my favorite look from the summer campaign," he said, holding up the pieces. "She said it made her feel like a queen." He turned to me, his smile sharp. "Or a queen-in-training."

"Change," Xavier commanded, tossing the gold cropped top and leather micro mini onto the velvet chair beside me. "Keep the panties. Lose the bra - the top has built-in support."

I reached for the hem of the cut-out dress with trembling fingers, my acrylic nails catching on the delicate mesh. The garment peeled away like a second skin, leaving me standing in nothing but the sheer lace panties, my bare chest exposed to the cool studio air. My small cock, still half-hard from Xavier's touch, was visible through the gauzy fabric, a tiny outline that seemed to mock my masculinity. I grabbed for the gold top first, desperate to cover myself.

The fabric was unforgiving - a metallic stretch material that clung to every contour. I pulled it over my head, the built-in padding compressing my chest into a soft, feminine mounded shape. The neckline plunged deep between my pecs, the gold catching the studio lights and making my skin glow beneath it. Then came the skirt. I stepped into the leather micro mini, the high waist cinching my midsection while the pleats flared slightly over my hips. The hem barely grazed the bottom curve of my ass cheeks. One wrong move, one bend at the waist, and I'd be completely exposed.

Xavier circled me slowly, his eyes cataloguing every inch. "Better," he murmured, reaching out to adjust the fold of the pleats at my hip.

"The gold against your skin... it makes you look expensive." His hand lingered at my waist, his thumb tracing the line where the leather met bare skin. "But the posture is still wrong. You're standing like someone afraid to take up space."

He moved behind me, and I felt his hands on my shoulders - heavy, inescapable. He pushed down, forcing my shoulders into a slump, then yanked them back, thrusting my chest forward.

"Shoulders back. Chest out. This isn't about hiding, Julian. It's about displaying." His hands slid down my arms, positioning them at my sides, palms forward - a pose of openness, of invitation. "Good. Now walk."

I took a step in the heels, my ankle wobbling slightly. The leather skirt rode up with the movement, the cool air kissing the bottom curve of my ass. I tried to reach back to tug it down, but Xavier caught my wrist.

"Leave it," he said, his voice dropping. "Let it ride. That's the point."

He positioned me in front of the seamless backdrop, the white paper stretching endlessly behind me. The strobe lights popped in a test flash, blinding me for a split second. When my vision cleared, Xavier was behind the camera, his eye pressed to the viewfinder.

"Chin up. Eyes on the lens. Give me 'inviting.'"

I lifted my face, the false lashes heavy on my lids, and stared into the black glass of the camera. My lips, still swollen with gloss, parted slightly. The gold top caught the light, making me shimmer like an object on display.

"Good," Xavier murmured. "Now turn. Slowly. Let me see the back."

I pivoted on the heels, my heart hammering. The micro mini barely covered me from behind - I could feel the air on the lower curve of my cheeks, the lace thong disappearing between them. I knew what he was seeing: the smooth, hairless expanse of my thighs, the arch of my back forced by the heels, the leather skirt hiding nothing.

"Stop." His voice was rough. "Right there. Hands on your hips. Head over your shoulder. Look at me like you know what you're offering."

I turned my head, meeting his gaze over my shoulder. The camera shutter clicked rapidly, capturing every angle of my humiliation. But something else was happening now - Xavier wasn't directing me to move. He was just watching, the camera forgotten in his hands, his eyes fixed on my exposed body with an intensity that made my skin prickle.

"You're trembling," he observed, his voice low. He set the camera down on a table and walked toward me, his heavy boots thudding against the floor. "Is it fear? Or is it something else?"

I couldn't answer. My throat had closed around the words, my breath shallow in my chest. He stopped inches from me, close enough that I could smell the musk of his skin mixed with the sharp tang of his cologne. His hand came up, and I flinched - but he didn't strike me. Instead, his fingers traced the line of my jaw, tilting my face up toward his.

"The photos are good," he said, his thumb brushing my bottom lip, smearing the gloss. "But I need to see the full transformation. I need to know if you're just playing a part, or if you've really become her."

His other hand moved to the hem of the leather skirt, his fingers sliding beneath the stiff pleats. I felt him trace the line of the lace thong, his touch feather-light against my bare ass cheek. My cock, already stirring, hardened completely against the tight fabric. I couldn't control it - my body was responding to his dominance, to the closeness of him, to the way his eyes were devouring every inch of me.

"There it is," he murmured, feeling my erection straining against the lace. "Your little cock knows what it wants, even if your mind is fighting it." He pressed his palm against my groin, the pressure firm and possessive. "So small. So smooth. It's like you were made to be kept in lace."

I should have pulled away. I should have said something, done something, anything other than stand there and let him touch me. But my legs wouldn't move. My voice wouldn't work. I was frozen in place, my body betraying me completely.

"On your knees," Xavier commanded, his voice dropping an octave. "Right here. Right now."

I stared up at him, my eyes wide behind the false lashes, my lips parted in shock. He wasn't asking. He was telling. And somewhere deep inside me, in a place I didn't want to acknowledge, a voice was whispering that I wanted to obey.

I sank to my knees, the leather skirt riding up my thighs, the cold floor biting through my stockings. The position put my face directly at the level of his crotch. Through the denim of his jeans, I could see the massive outline of his cock, thick and hard, straining against the fabric.

"You know what to do," he said, his hand moving to the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair. "You've been building to this since we started shooting. Every pose. Every adjustment. Every time I touched you, you were moving toward this moment."

He unbuttoned his jeans with his free hand, the sound of the zipper loud in the silent studio. His cock sprang free, thick and dark, the head glistening with arousal.

I couldn't tear my eyes away. It was massive - easily the biggest I'd ever seen in person, maybe the biggest I'd ever seen period. The shaft was a deep, rich brown, velvet-smooth despite the thick veins that roped along its length, pulsing visibly with his heartbeat. The head was broader than the shaft, a darker plum color that gleamed with precum, the slit slightly parted. It jutted outward with an impossible heaviness, thick as my wrist, the kind of cock that didn't just hang - it announced itself.

It had a slight upward curve that made it look like a weapon, a dark scepter demanding worship. The skin was smooth and taut, stretched tight over the hard flesh beneath, and at the base, a neatly trimmed patch of coarse hair framed it. His balls hung heavy beneath it, large and tight, the skin darker still, pulling close to his body with arousal.

The size of it made my breath catch in my throat. My mind couldn't reconcile what I was seeing - how could something that thick even fit? The thought sent a confusing jolt through me, part terror, part something darker I didn't want to name. Against my own small, lace-trapped cock, Xavier's looked like a monument to masculinity. It made me feel small. It made me feel seen.

"Open," he commanded.

I hesitated, my mind screaming at me to stop, to stand up, to run. But my lips parted of their own accord, my body obeying a command my brain hadn't agreed to. He guided himself to my mouth, the head pressing against my glossed lips, smearing the mauve across his skin.

"Good girl," he murmured, the words sending a jolt through me. "Take it slow. Let me see how much you can handle."

He pushed forward, the head sliding past my lips, filling my mouth. The taste of him was overwhelming - salt and musk and something uniquely him. My jaw stretched wide to accommodate his girth, my tongue pressing against the underside of his shaft. He was too big to take all at once, but he didn't seem to care. He pushed deeper, inch by inch, his hand tight in my hair, controlling the pace.

"Look at me," he said, his voice rough. "Keep your eyes on me."

I stared up at him, my eyes watering from the strain, my lips stretched around his cock. The gold cropped top shimmered in the studio lights, catching his attention. His hand moved from my hair to my shoulder, tracing the neckline, feeling the built-in padding that compressed my chest into feminine curves.

"You're becoming her perfectly," he breathed, his hips rocking slowly, fucking my mouth with a deliberate, controlled rhythm. "The face. The body. The submission. You were always meant to be this."

He pulled back, letting me gasp for air, a string of saliva connecting my lips to his cock. My mascara was running slightly, my gloss smeared across my chin. I knew I looked ruined - but he stared down at me like I was beautiful.

"Again," he commanded, guiding himself back to my lips. "Deeper this time."

I opened my mouth, taking him in, feeling him hit the back of my throat. I gagged, my eyes watering, but he didn't stop. He held my head in place, his hips moving faster now, using my mouth for his pleasure. The wet, obscene sounds of it filled the studio - my muffled whimpers, the slap of his thighs against my face, the slick slide of his cock.

"That's it," he groaned, his head falling back. "Just like that. You were made for this, Julie. Made to be on your knees. Made to serve."

The name hit me like a slap - *Julie* - soft and feminine, stripping away the last vestige of my identity w

ith a single syllable. I wanted to recoil, to correct him, to insist on the name I'd carried for twenty years. But my mouth was full, my jaw stretched wide around his girth, and the sound that escaped my throat was a muffled, pathetic whimper that sounded nothing like protest. The gold crop top glinted in my peripheral vision, a constant reminder of what I had become - or what I was becoming. My knees ached against the cold floor, the leather skirt digging into my thighs, and still I didn't pull away. I couldn't. My small cock throbbed uselessly against the lace panties, betraying me completely, leaking into the fabric as Xavier's rhythm quickened.

His hand tightened in my hair, guiding my head with a possessive control that made my scalp burn.

"That's it," he breathed, his voice ragged now, losing some of its calculated composure. "Take it. Show me what that pretty mouth is for."

He pushed deeper, hitting the back of my throat, and I gagged hard - tears springing to my eyes, streaming down my cheeks in black rivulets of mascara. But he didn't stop. He held me there, my nose pressed against the coarse hair at his base, my throat convulsing around him.

"Breathe through it," he commanded, and I forced myself to inhale through my nostrils, my lungs burning, my vision blurring at the edges. The studio lights seemed to pulse in time with my racing heart, the white backdrop paper swimming in my tear-filled vision.

When he finally pulled back, I gasped - desperate, shuddering breaths that made my chest heave against the tight gold fabric. A string of saliva connected my swollen lips to his cock, the mauve gloss now a smeared mess across my chin and his shaft. I knelt there before him, my face ruined, my body trembling, looking up at this man who had somehow stripped away everything I thought I was in less than two days. He towered over me, his massive cock still hard and glistening with my spit, his eyes dark with a hunger that made my stomach clench. I should have felt disgusted. I should have felt rage. Instead, a confused ache spread through my chest, and I remained on my knees, waiting - hoping - for whatever he would give me next.

Xavier looked down at me, his chest heaving with slow, deliberate breaths. He didn't move to pull me up or hand me a towel. He just watched - watched the mascara rivers cutting tracks down my cheeks, watched the way my chest hitched beneath the gold crop top, watched my swollen, gloss-smeared lips trembling as I knelt at his feet.

"Look at you," he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the studio. "Yesterday you were trying to convince me you were a man. Now look at that pretty face."

He reached down, his thumb swiping across my bottom lip, collecting the smeared gloss and saliva. He brought it to his own lips and tasted it, his eyes never leaving mine.

"You've got cum on your breath and cock on your chin, and you're still kneeling there like you're waiting for permission to stand." He laughed, a dark sound. "That's not a man, Julie. That's a girl who knows her place."

My jaw ached from being stretched so wide. My knees throbbed against the cold floor. But I didn't move. I couldn't. The words should have stung, should have made me angry, should have sparked something - anything - in me to fight back. Instead, they slid into me like a knife into warm butter, finding a place inside me I hadn't known existed.

"Open your mouth," he commanded.

I obeyed. I didn't think about it. I just did it.

He gripped his cock at the base, holding it like a weapon, and slapped it against my cheek. The weight of it was shocking - heavy, thick, the head leaving a wet smear across my ruined makeup. He slapped it against my other cheek, then dragged it across my lips, painting them with the precum that leaked from the tip.

"You feel that?" he asked, his voice rough. "That's what a real cock feels like. That's what a man feels like." He tapped it against my forehead, almost playfully. "This? This little thing between your legs?" He reached down with his free hand, his palm pressing against the lace panties, finding my small, hard cock straining against the fabric. "This isn't a cock, Julie. This is a clit. A cute little thing that gets hard when you're on your knees, but it doesn't do anything, does it? It doesn't fuck. It just sits there, leaking, waiting for someone else to take charge."

I whimpered against his shaft, the sound pathetic and needy, but I couldn't stop it. His hand on my groin was firm and possessive, his palm grinding against my cock through the lace. The friction was maddening - too much and not enough at the same time.

"Say it," he commanded, pulling back slightly so the head of his cock rested against my lips. "Tell me what you are."

My lips were swollen, my throat raw. I tried to speak, but the words came out as a croak.

"Louder."

"I'm... I'm not - " I started, but he cut me off by pushing forward, filling my mouth again.

"Wrong answer," he said, his voice deceptively soft. He fucked my mouth with slow, shallow thrusts, just the head and an inch or two of the shaft, teasing me with the fullness. "Try again. What are you?"

I couldn't answer with my mouth full. He pulled back, just enough for me to speak, the head resting against my lower lip.

"A... a girl," I whispered, the word barely audible.

"Whose girl?"

"Yours. Your girl."

"That's right." He rewarded me by pushing back in, deeper this time, his cock sliding along my tongue until it hit the back of my throat. I gagged, but he held me there, his hand gripping my hair tight. "My girl. My pretty white girl with the tight little mouth and the useless little clit."

He began to fuck my face in earnest now, his hips rolling in a steady rhythm. His cock was so thick that my jaw couldn't fully close around it; drool leaked from the corners of my mouth, running down my chin, dripping onto the gold fabric of my crop top. The sound was obscene - wet, slick noises that echoed through the silent studio, punctuated by my muffled whimpers and his low groans of pleasure.

"You know what I see when I look at you?" he asked, his voice strained now, his breathing heavier. "I see a hole. A pretty, wet hole that was made to take cock. That's what you are, Julie. You're not a person anymore. You're a mouth. A cunt. A set of holes for me to use."

His words should have made me angry. They should have made me fight. Instead, my cock throbbed harder against the lace, leaking a wet spot into the fabric. My body was responding to his degradation like it was praise - like being reduced to nothing more than a set of holes was exactly what I wanted to hear.

He pulled back again, letting me gasp for air. My throat burned, my eyes were streaming, and I could feel my makeup - what was left of it - running down my face in black streaks. He tilted my chin up with his free hand, forcing me to look at him.

"You're doing so well," he said, and the words sent a confusing rush of warmth through my chest. "Such a good girl. Learning so fast. You were born for this, weren't you? Born to be on your knees, born to serve Black cock."

I nodded, not because I agreed - but because I couldn't not agree. Because my body was no longer mine to control.

"Open wide," he commanded, pulling his cock from my mouth entirely. "Tongue out. Hands behind your back."

I clasped my hands behind my back, the leather of the skirt creaking as I shifted. I stuck out my tongue, the pink muscle trembling in the air. He stood over me, stroking his cock with his free hand, the shaft slick with my saliva. His strokes were fast now, urgent, his breathing ragged.

"Keep your eyes on me," he growled. "Don't you dare look away."

I stared up at him, my eyes wide and wet, my tongue extended, my mouth open like an offering. His hand moved faster, his cock throbbing in his grip. I could see the muscles in his thighs tensing, his abs contracting, his jaw clenching.

"You're going to take it," he said, his voice tight. "You're going to take every drop, and you're going to thank me for it. Do you understand?"

I nodded again, my tongue still out, my heart hammering in my chest.

"Good girl," he groaned, and then his cock erupted.

The first rope hit my tongue, hot and thick, coating my taste buds with a salty bitterness that made me gag. But he wasn't done. The second spurt landed across my cheek, a thick white stripe that stretched from the corner of my mouth to my ear. The third hit my upper lip, dripping down onto my tongue. The fourth and fifth painted my chin and jaw, thick ropes of cum that seemed endless, marking me like he was claiming territory.

I stayed perfectly still, my tongue out, my eyes open, my hands clasped behind my back. I could feel the heat of it on my skin - the weight of it, the way it began to cool and slide down my face. It was in my hair, on my lashes, pooling in the hollow of my throat above the gold crop top. I was covered in it, marked by it, owned by it.

"Good," Xavier breathed, his hand slowing. He squeezed the last drops from his cock, letting them fall onto my waiting tongue. "Such a good girl."

He stepped back, admiring his work. I must have looked ruined - mascara running down my cheeks in black rivers, cum striping my face, my lips swollen and glossy with spit and seed. But he looked at me like I was beautiful. Like I was exactly what he'd wanted me to become.

"Swallow," he commanded.

I closed my mouth, the cum pooling on my tongue sliding down my throat. It was thick and warm, coating my throat as I swallowed. The taste lingered - salty, bitter, undeniably him.

"Now clean me off," he said, stepping forward again. "Every drop."

I leaned forward, my tongue extending, and began to lick his cock clean. I lapped at the shaft, tasting myself - my saliva, my gloss - mixed with the last traces of his cum. When I finished, he pulled back, tucking himself into his jeans with a casual efficiency that made the act seem mundane.

"Stand up," he said, his voice returning to its normal cadence, as if nothing had happened.

I rose on shaky legs, my knees aching, my face a mess of cum and ruined makeup. The leather skirt had ridden up so high that the lace of my thong was visible, my small cock still hard against the fabric. I stood before him, marked and used, waiting for his next command.

Xavier circled me slowly, his eyes cataloguing every inch. He reached out and smeared a thick rope of cum from my cheek, pushing it between my lips. I sucked his finger clean without being told, the act automatic now.

"Perfect," he murmured, stepping back. "That's the look. That's the 'Gold Dust' girl." He picked up his camera from the table, checking the settings. "Don't move. I want to capture this."

The shutter clicked, the strobe light flashing, capturing me in all my degradation - cum-covered face, swollen lips, mascara-streaked cheeks, the gold crop top shimmering beneath the studio lights. I stood there, frozen, letting him document my ruin.

"By the time I'm done with you, Julie,"  Xavier said, lowering the camera, "you won't even remember what it was like to be a man."

He turned and walked toward his office, leaving me standing in the middle of the studio, his cum cooling on my face, my small cock throbbing uselessly in my lace panties, my reflection in the mirror showing someone I no longer recognized.

Someone I was terrified I was becoming.


Chapter 4: Bound

The studio was silent except for the hum of the cooling lights.

I stood there, unmoving, Xavier's cum cooling on my face like a mask I couldn't remove. The air conditioning clicked on somewhere in the ceiling, sending a chill across my exposed skin, but I didn't move to cover myself. I couldn't. My reflection in the floor-length mirror stared back at me - mascara rivers cutting through the gold shadow, swollen lips still parted, the crop top clinging to my chest with each shallow breath.

I should have been horrified. I should have been running for the door, grabbing my clothes, fleeing into the afternoon sun and never looking back. But my small cock was still hard against the lace, aching with a need that made my stomach turn. My knees ached from the cold floor, my jaw throbbed from being stretched so wide, and I could still taste him - salty, bitter, coating my throat like he'd claimed that too.

I didn't move.

I didn't wipe my face.

I just waited for him to come back.

And that terrified me more than anything else.

The mirror showed me someone I didn't recognize. The gold crop top shimmered under the strobe lights, the built-in padding creating curves that caught the shadows. The leather skirt had ridden up so high that the lace of my thong was visible, my smooth, hairless body on display. But it was the face that broke something inside me - the swollen lips, the smeared gloss, the cum striping my cheek and chin. I looked used. I looked claimed.

My hand moved toward my face without conscious thought, my acrylic nails catching a thick drop of cum that had slid to my jaw. I stared at it on my fingertip - white against the crimson polish, stark and obscene. I should have wiped it on the skirt, on the paper backdrop, on anything. Instead, I brought it to my lips.

I don't know why I did it. I don't know if it was the conditioning, the commands, or something broken inside me that had finally cracked open. But I tasted him again - salty, warm, undeniably male - and my cock twitched against the lace like it was thanking me.

"Stop," I whispered to myself, the word barely audible in the empty studio. "What are you doing? What the fuck are you doing?"

But I didn't have an answer. I just stood there, cum drying on my face, waiting for a man who had just used me like a toy to return and tell me what to do next.

The sound of boots on concrete made my breath catch.

I turned toward the noise, my heart hammering, my hands instinctively moving to smooth down the leather skirt. Xavier emerged from the back hallway, his stride unhurried, his posture relaxed. He'd buttoned his jeans, adjusted his shirt, combed his fingers through his hair. He looked like a man who'd just taken a break, not a man who'd just shot ropes on his intern's face.

He carried a garment bag over one shoulder and a small case in his other hand. His eyes swept over me where I stood, taking in the ruined makeup, the cum still glistening on my skin, the way my body was angled toward the door like a flower toward the sun.

"Good," he said, his voice carrying that familiar note of approval. "You didn't clean up. I told you to stay marked."

He walked past me toward the clothing rack, his presence filling the room like a storm front. I could smell him - that mix of musk and cologne and something uniquely male that now made my stomach clench with recognition. He hung the garment bag on a metal bar and unzipped it with a slow, deliberate motion.

"We're not done," he said without turning around. "The boutique is closed for the rest of the day. We have a private shoot to finish."

My stomach dropped. "Private... shoot?"

He turned then, his eyes fixing on me with an intensity that made my knees weak. "The campaign requires variety, Julian. We've done the glamour shots. The fashion shots. The 'come hither' shots." He pulled something from the garment bag - two small triangles of gold metallic fabric connected by thin strings. "Now we need to see what's underneath."

I stared at the bikini, my mind struggling to process. It was barely fabric - two scrap pieces that would cover nothing, with a "BBC" logo woven into the waistband in black thread. The bottoms were tiny, the kind that would barely contain my anatomy, and the top was structured with padding that would push my chest together into something that looked almost like breasts.

"This is the 24 Karat bikini," Xavier said, holding it up to the light. "Limited edition. Very exclusive. And it's going to look perfect on you."

He set the bikini on the velvet chair and reached for the small case he'd brought. When he opened it, I saw rows of temporary tattoos - intricate designs in black and gold, some with the BBC logo, others with patterns that looked tribal, feminine, designed to accentuate curves.

"The model had these," he explained, pulling out a sheet. "They're part of the brand identity. Marks of ownership, you could say." He looked at me, his smile sharp. "They go on the hips. The lower stomach. Places that draw the eye to what matters."

He set the tattoos aside and turned back to me, his gaze sweeping over my body with clinical assessment.

"Strip," he commanded. "Everything except the panties. We need to prep the skin."

My hands moved before my brain could catch up. I reached for the hem of the gold crop top, my fingers trembling as I pulled it over my head. The cool air hit my bare chest, raising goosebumps across my skin. The leather skirt came next, the stiff material sliding down my legs with a whisper. I stood before him in nothing but the lace thong, my small cock still visible through the sheer fabric, my body marked by the cum that had dripped onto my chest and stomach.

Xavier circled me slowly, his eyes cataloguing every inch. He stopped behind me, and I felt his hand - warm, large - settle on my lower back.

"You're still hard," he observed, his voice low. "After everything. Your little clit is still throbbing in those panties."

I didn't respond. I couldn't. The shame was a physical weight, pressing down on my shoulders, making it hard to breathe.

"That's good," he continued, his hand sliding lower, cupping my ass through the lace. "That means your body knows what it wants. Even if your mind is still catching up."

He gave my ass a firm squeeze, then stepped back, his hand falling away.

"On the chair," he commanded, pointing to the velvet seat. "Sit. Legs spread."

I moved to the chair on trembling legs, lowering myself onto the plush fabric. The velvet was soft against my bare thighs, a stark contrast to the cold floor I'd knelt on. I spread my legs as instructed, feeling the lace thong pull tight against my groin.

Xavier approached with the sheet of temporary tattoos and a damp cloth. He knelt before me, his face at the level of my stomach, and I felt his breath - warm and steady - against my skin.

"Hold still," he murmured. "This needs to be perfect."

He pressed the damp cloth to my lower stomach, wetting the skin. Then he positioned the first tattoo - a delicate design that spiraled from my hip bone down toward my pelvic bone, the black ink stark against my pale skin. He pressed it into place, holding it there for thirty seconds before peeling away the backing.

"Beautiful," he breathed, his fingers tracing the design. "You wear my brand well."

He repeated the process on my other hip, then added a smaller design just above the waistband of the thong - a small "BBC" logo in elegant script that sat just above where my cock strained against the lace. Each tattoo felt like a claim, a mark of ownership that I couldn't wash away.

When he finished, he sat back on his heels, admiring his work.

"Stand up," he said. "Let me see you."

I rose, the tattoos shifting with my skin, the designs drawing the eye to places I'd never wanted anyone to look. I felt exposed - more exposed than I'd been in the cut-out dress, more exposed than I'd been on my knees. This was different. This was permanent. At least for now.

"Turn around," he commanded.

I turned, feeling his eyes on my back, on the curve of my ass in the lace thong.

"Bend over," he said, his voice dropping. "Hands on the chair."

I gripped the back of the velvet chair, bending at the waist, my ass in the air. I heard him move behind me, felt his hands on my hips, positioning me.

"The tattoos frame you perfectly," he murmured, his thumb tracing the design on my hip. "They draw the eye right to your pussy."

The word sent a jolt through me. Pussy. He'd said it before, but this time it felt different. More real. More final.

"Stay there," he commanded, and I heard him walk away.

I stayed bent over, my hands gripping the chair, my ass in the air, waiting. The studio was silent except for the hum of the lights and the sound of my own breathing. I could feel the cum on my face, drying and tightening on my skin. I could feel the tattoos on my hips, the lace of the thong, the ache in my knees.

I could feel my cock, still hard, still throbbing, still betraying me.

Xavier returned with the bikini bottoms in his hand. He knelt behind me, and I felt his fingers hook into the sides of my thong.

"Lift," he said.

I stepped out of the thong, my cock springing free, small and hard against my stomach. He made a sound of amusement at the sight of it.

"Such a cute little thing," he said, his finger tracing the length of me. "It really is more of a clit, isn't it?"

I didn't respond. I couldn't. The shame was too thick, too heavy.

He helped me into the bikini bottoms, the tiny scrap of gold fabric barely covering my cock. He tucked me in, adjusting the material until I was smooth and flat in the front, the BBC logo sitting just above the waistband. The back was a thin strip that disappeared between my ass cheeks, leaving almost nothing to the imagination.

"Turn around," he said.

I turned to face him, my hands instinctively moving to cover myself.

"Arms at your sides," he commanded. "Let me see you."

I lowered my arms, my face burning. He stood and circled me, his eyes on the bikini, on the tattoos, on the way my body looked in the tiny garment.

"The top now," he said, reaching for the bikini top.

He fastened it around my chest, the padding pushing my pecs together into the illusion of small breasts. The triangles of gold fabric barely covered my nipples, the strings tying behind my neck and back. When he stepped away, I caught my reflection in the mirror and felt my breath catch.

I looked like a girl.

The gold fabric caught the light, making my skin glow. The tattoos drew the eye to my hips, to the tiny bikini bottoms, to the smooth, hairless body beneath. The crop top had created curves, but this - the bikini, the tattoos, the cum still on my face - I looked like a woman who'd been used and was ready to be used again.

"Perfect," Xavier breathed, stepping back to admire his work. "You're almost ready."

Xavier circled me one final time, his eyes sweeping over the gold bikini, the temporary tattoos, the cum still drying on my face. He made a sound low in his throat - approval, satisfaction, something darker I couldn't name.

"Almost," he murmured, his voice dropping an octave. "But not quite."

He turned and walked toward a black lacquered cabinet against the far wall, one I hadn't noticed before. The piece was sleek and modern, its surface unmarked except for a small silver keyhole. He produced a key from somewhere - his pocket, I didn't see - and the lock clicked open with a sound that echoed through the silent studio.

The cabinet doors swung wide, revealing an interior lined with black velvet. Inside, arranged with meticulous care, was a collection of items that made my stomach clench: coils of rope in various thicknesses, leather straps with silver buckles, blindfolds in silk and leather, and an array of metal hardware that glinted under the studio lights. It was a dedicated space for things I didn't want to name.

Xavier reached in and selected two items: a pair of wrist cuffs made of supple black leather, and a blindfold of heavy silk. The cuffs featured subtle silver hardware, including a small ring at the center that I recognized instantly as an attachment point. The blindfold was wide and padded, designed to block out all light.

"Every queen needs to learn surrender," he said, turning back to me. "Complete surrender. The kind where you give up everything - your sight, your movement, your control - and trust that I'll take you where you need to go."

He approached me slowly, the cuffs dangling from his fingers. I should have stepped back. I should have said something, done something, anything other than stand there in the tiny gold bikini, my cock straining against the fabric, my heart racing in my chest.

"Turn around," he commanded.

I turned, my back to him, my heart pounding in my chest. I heard him move behind me, felt his presence - warm and overwhelming.

"Wrists together behind your back," he said.

I obeyed, pressing my wrists together at the small of my back. He took my left wrist first, wrapping the leather around it with practiced efficiency. The interior was lined with something soft - velvet, maybe - and it didn't bite into my skin like I expected. Instead, it felt almost comfortable, a firm pressure that grounded me in the moment. He buckled it snugly, then repeated the process with my right wrist.

I felt the cool metal of a carabiner, then heard the click as he clipped the rings on the cuffs together. The sound was metallic and final - a click that sealed something inside me. I tried to move my arms and found I couldn't. They were secured behind me, immobilized, forcing my chest to jut forward, the gold bikini top straining against my exposed skin.

"Good girl," he murmured, the words sending a confusing warmth through my chest.

"Head down," he commanded.

I lowered my head, my chin touching my chest. The blindfold slid over my eyes a moment later, the silk pressing against my face, blocking out everything. The studio lights disappeared, replaced by absolute darkness. I was suddenly, acutely aware of every other sense - the cool air on my bare skin, the whisper of the bikini fabric, the sound of Xavier's breathing somewhere behind me.

"Can you see anything?" he asked.

I shook my head.

"Good."

"The cuffs are custom," he said, his voice coming from somewhere to my left now. "BBC brand. Designed for comfort during extended wear. The leather won't chafe. The buckles won't dig in. You could wear them for hours and barely notice them."

I heard his footsteps circling me, the sound of his boots on the concrete floor. Without my sight, every noise was amplified - the rustle of fabric, the hum of the lights, my own rapid breathing.

"Step forward," he commanded.

I took a tentative step, my heels wobbling on the floor. The blindfold made everything disorienting. I couldn't see where I was going, couldn't anticipate where he was.

"Another step."

I moved again, my bound arms forcing my chest out, the gold bikini suddenly feeling even more revealing. I felt the air shift in front of me - Xavier's presence, his body heat - and then his hand was on my shoulder, steadying me.

"You're doing well," he said, his voice low and close. "The blindfold heightens everything, doesn't it? Every touch. Every sound. Every sensation."

His fingers traced down my arm, over the leather cuff, along the sensitive skin of my inner wrist. I shivered, the sensation almost unbearable in the darkness.

"You can't see what I'm going to do," he continued, his hand moving to my waist, resting on the bare skin above the bikini bottoms. "You can't anticipate. You can't prepare. All you can do is feel."

His other hand found my chin, tilting my face up toward where I assumed his was. I couldn't see anything - the blindfold was absolute - but I could feel his breath on my cheek, smell the musk of his skin mixed with something darker, something that made my stomach tighten.

"The cuffs keep you from moving," he murmured, his lips close to my ear. "The blindfold keeps you from seeing. All you have is me. My voice. My hands. My cock."

The word sent a jolt through me. My cock, still trapped in the tiny bikini bottoms, throbbed against the gold fabric.

"You're going to learn to take what you're given," he said, his hand sliding from my waist to my hip, his fingers tracing the temporary tattoo that spiraled toward my pelvic bone. "Without question. Without hesitation. You're going to learn that your body isn't yours anymore. It belongs to me."

His hand moved lower, cupping my ass through the bikini bottoms. The fabric was so thin that I could feel the heat of his palm, the pressure of his fingers. He squeezed, hard, and I gasped into the darkness.

"Such a pretty pussy," he murmured, his other hand sliding between my legs from behind, pressing against the smooth fabric. "So smooth. So tight. It's waiting for me, isn't it?"

I couldn't speak. My throat had closed around the words, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps. His hand pressed harder, the fabric of the bikini bottoms pressing against my hole, and I felt my body respond - a flutter, a loosening, a traitorous opening that made me want to scream.

"That's it," he breathed, his finger circling the thin strip of fabric. "Your body knows what it wants. It knows what it was made for."

He pulled away suddenly, and I felt the loss like a cold wind. I stood there in the darkness, my arms bound behind my back, my sight stolen, my body exposed in the tiny gold bikini, waiting for whatever he would do next.

"Walk," he commanded from somewhere in front of me. "Toward my voice."

I took a step, then another, my heels unsteady on the concrete. I felt like I was walking blindfolded across a tightrope, every movement uncertain, every step a potential disaster. But his voice guided me, low and steady, calling me forward.

"Stop."

I froze, my heart pounding.

"You're in the center of the studio now," he said. "On the backdrop paper. Exactly where I want you."

I heard him move behind me, felt his presence at my back. His hands found my shoulders, then slid down my arms, following the line of my body to my bound wrists.

"Kneel," he commanded.

I hesitated, my balance uncertain in the heels, my arms secured behind my back. His hand caught my elbow, steadying me, guiding me down. I lowered myself to my knees, the paper cool beneath me, my bound hands pressing into the small of my back.

"Head down," he said. "Ass up."

I bent forward, pressing my forehead to the paper, arching my back the way he'd taught me. The position was humiliating - face down, ass up, my body presented like an offering. But in the darkness, without my sight, it felt different. More vulnerable. More complete.

"Stay there," he commanded.

I heard him walk away, his boots echoing on the concrete. I stayed frozen in position, my face pressed to the paper, my ass in the air, my body trembling with anticipation and fear. The blindfold made everything worse - or better, I couldn't tell anymore. Every sound was amplified. Every sensation was heightened. I was acutely aware of the bikini bottoms riding up, of the tattoos on my hips, of the cum still drying on my face.

The sound of something being moved - a chair, maybe - made me tense. Then came the click of wheels on concrete. A styling bench, I realized. The kind with wheels for moving between stations.

"Sit up," Xavier's voice came from directly behind me.

I rose to my knees, my bound hands forcing my chest out. I couldn't see anything, but I could hear him settling onto something - the bench, maybe - directly behind me.

"Turn around," he said. "Slowly."

I shuffled on my knees, pivoting until I was facing where I thought he was. The darkness was absolute, disorienting. I felt like I was floating in nothingness, anchored only by his voice.

"You're going to learn something now," he said, his voice low and close. "Something every queen needs to know."

I heard the rustle of fabric - the sound of a zipper, maybe - and then nothing. Silence. My heart pounded in my ears, my breath coming in short gasps.

"You're going to learn that your pleasure doesn't matter," he continued. "Your comfort doesn't matter. The only thing that matters is what I want. What I take. What I give."

His hand found my chin, tilting my face up. I couldn't see him, but I could feel his presence - close, overwhelming, male.

"Open your mouth."

I obeyed, my lips parting in the darkness. I felt something press against them - hard, thick, the head of his cock. He slid it across my lower lip, painting it with precum, the scent of him filling my nose.

"You're going to take this," he said, pushing forward slightly, the head sliding past my lips. "You're going to take all of it. And you're not going to see anything. You're just going to feel."

He pushed deeper, filling my mouth, stretching my jaw wide. The blindfold made everything more intense - I couldn't anticipate his movements, couldn't see how much was left, couldn't prepare for the thickness that stretched my lips around him. I could only feel, could only submit to the rhythm he set.

His hand found the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair, holding me in place. He fucked my mouth slowly at first, letting me adjust to the size, the angle, the darkness. Then he began to move faster, deeper, hitting the back of my throat with each thrust.

"Good girl," he groaned, the words vibrating through me. "Such a good girl."

I knelt in the darkness, my jaw stretched wide, my mouth full of him. The blindfold made everything sharper - the taste of his cock, salty and musky, filling my senses; the sound of his breathing, ragged and deep; the feeling of his hand in my hair, controlling me completely. I couldn't see anything. I couldn't anticipate. I could only feel.

He pushed deeper, the head hitting the back of my throat, and I gagged hard - my body convulsing, my bound hands jerking behind my back. But I couldn't pull away. His grip was iron, his fingers tangled in my hair, holding me exactly where he wanted me.

"Relax," he commanded, his voice strained. "Breathe through your nose. You can take more than you think."

I forced myself to inhale, my lungs burning, my throat convulsing around him. He held me there - impaled, helpless, drowning in the darkness - and then pulled back just enough for me to gasp a breath before pushing in again.

He set a rhythm, using my mouth with a deliberate, punishing pace. Each thrust filled my throat, stretching me wider than before, his cock sliding past my lips in a wet, obscene slide that echoed through the silent studio. My mouth produced saliva faster than I could swallow, and it spilled from the corners of my lips, running down my chin, dripping onto my chest. I felt it pool in the hollow of my throat, warm and slick, mixing with the cum that still dried on my skin.

"Such a pretty mouth," he groaned, his hips rolling. "Made for this. Made to be used."

The words should have stung. They should have made me fight. But my small cock throbbed against the gold bikini bottoms, aching with a need that made my stomach turn. I was hard - painfully, shamefully hard - and every thrust of his cock down my throat sent a pulse of confused arousal through me.

I couldn't touch myself. My hands were bound behind my back, my fingers useless. All I could do was kneel there, blind and bound, and take what he gave me.

He fucked my throat for what felt like hours. Time had no meaning in the darkness - I only knew the slide of him, the taste of him, the sound of his breathing growing heavier. My jaw ached. My knees burned against the paper. My throat was raw, stretched beyond anything I'd experienced.

Then, without warning, he pulled out.

The absence was shocking - sudden cool air hitting my wet, swollen lips, my throat empty and aching. I gasped, sucking in breath after breath, my chest heaving. The blindfold was still absolute, the darkness complete. I couldn't see where he'd gone, couldn't anticipate what was coming.

I heard him move - his boots on the concrete, circling me. I turned my head, trying to follow the sound, but the blindfold made it impossible to track him.

"Stay still," he said, his voice coming from somewhere behind me.

I froze, my breath still ragged, my saliva cooling on my chin. The silence stretched, broken only by the hum of the lights and my own heartbeat in my ears.

Then I felt his presence behind me.

His hands found my hips, large and warm, pulling me backward. I stumbled on my knees, my bound hands forcing my chest forward, my ass pressing back against him. Through the thin gold fabric of the bikini bottoms, I could feel the heat of him - the hard length of his cock, still slick with my saliva, pressing against the curve of my ass.

"You did so well," he murmured, his breath hot against my ear. "But that was just the warm-up."

His fingers found the string of the bikini bottoms, the thin strip of fabric that ran between my cheeks. He pulled it aside with a deliberate slowness, the gold fabric sliding over my bare skin, exposing me completely.

"I've been watching you close," he continued, his voice low. "Watching you walk in those heels. Watching you bend over. Watching you present yourself like a good little queen." His hand slid over my bare ass, squeezing the flesh. "Every time you arched your back, every time you pushed that pretty pussy out, I thought about this. About taking what you've been offering."

His thumb found my hole, pressing against the tight ring of muscle. I tensed, my body instinctively clenching, and he laughed - a low, dark sound.

"Relax," he commanded. "It's going to happen whether you fight it or not. Fighting just makes it harder."

I felt something cold and slick - lube, maybe - being rubbed against my entrance. The chill was shocking against my heated skin, a wet intrusion that made me clench instinctively. His finger circled the tight ring of muscle, spreading the slickness, coating me in something that felt impossibly intimate.

"Relax," he murmured, his breath warm against the small of my back. "Fighting only makes it harder. Breathe."

I tried. I honestly tried. But my body had never been touched there - not by anyone, not by anything - and every nerve ending was screaming resistance even as my cock throbbed against the gold fabric.

His finger pressed forward, insistently, and I felt the muscle give - just slightly, just enough for the tip to breach me. The sensation was unlike anything I'd experienced: a strange, foreign fullness that made my breath catch in my throat. He held there, just the tip inside, letting me feel the intrusion.

"That's it," he said, his voice low and approving. "Just the tip. You're already opening for me."

He pushed deeper, and I gasped - a sharp, desperate sound that echoed through the studio. His finger was thick, calloused, and I could feel every ridge of it as it slid into me. The lube helped, but it didn't stop the burn, the stretch, the overwhelming awareness that something was inside me.

"Good girl," he breathed, his finger sliding in to the knuckle. "So tight. So warm."

He began to move - slowly at first, pulling out and pushing back in, fucking me with just that single finger. The sensation was foreign, invasive, and my body resisted even as my cock leaked against the bikini fabric. I felt my hole clenching around him, trying to expel the intrusion, but he held firm.

"Another," he said, and I felt a second finger join the first.

The stretch intensified - a burning, aching pressure that made my eyes water behind the blindfold. I cried out, the sound muffled by the paper beneath my face, but he didn't stop. He worked both fingers in and out, stretching me, preparing me, each thrust going deeper than the last.

"You're doing so well," he murmured, his voice thick with approval. "Such a pretty pussy, learning to take what it's given."

His fingers curled inside me, pressing against something - a spot that made my entire body jerk. A spark of sensation shot through me, confusing and intense, and I felt my cock twitch in response.

"There it is," he said, his voice dark with satisfaction. "Your prostate. That's what makes it good for girls like you."

He pressed against that spot again, harder this time, and I whimpered - a pathetic, needy sound that I couldn't control. My hips moved of their own accord, pushing back against his fingers, seeking more of that strange, devastating pressure.

"Look at you," he breathed, his fingers still working inside me. "Your body knows what it wants. Your tight little pussy is pulling me in, begging for more."

I couldn't deny it. I could feel my hole relaxing, opening, accepting the intrusion. The burn was still there, but underneath it was something else - a building pressure, a need that I didn't understand and couldn't name.

"So tight," he observed, pushing a third finger against my entrance. "Like you've never been used before."

I hadn't. Not like this. Not ever.




The admission, even unspoken, seemed to satisfy him. He worked his fingers in and out, stretching me, the lube making obscene wet sounds that echoed in the darkness. I knelt there, face down, ass up, my hands bound behind my back, unable to see, unable to move, unable to do anything but feel.

"Such a pretty white girl," he murmured, his fingers withdrawing. "So ready to be bred."

I felt the head of his cock press against my entrance - thick, insistent, impossible. He didn't push in immediately. He held me there, poised on the edge of something I couldn't take back, letting me feel the size of him, the inevitability of what was about to happen.

"This is what you were made for," he said, his voice dropping to a growl. "This is what all that posing was about. All those pretty pictures. You were showing me where you belong."

He pushed forward.

The pressure was immediate, overwhelming. My body resisted, my hole clenching against the intrusion, but he didn't stop. He pushed harder, steadily, the head of his cock stretching me wider than I thought possible. I cried out - a muffled sound into the paper - but the blindfold swallowed everything, made everything feel closer, sharper, more intense.

"Relax," he commanded again. "Breathe. Let me in."

I forced myself to exhale, my body shaking, and he pushed past the ring of muscle. The head popped inside, and I gasped at the intrusion - a burning stretch that made my eyes water behind the blindfold.

"Good girl," he groaned, holding himself there, just the head inside me. "That's it. That's my good girl."

He didn't move for a moment, letting me adjust to the size of him. My hole fluttered around his cock, my body trying to expel him even as my own cock throbbed with confused need. The pain was sharp, immediate, but underneath it was something else - a pressure, a fullness, a sensation I'd never felt before.

Then he pushed deeper.

I cried out again as he slid inside, inch by inch, his cock filling me completely. He was so big - bigger than anything I'd ever seen, bigger than I thought possible. The stretch was unbearable, the burn intense, and yet my body seemed to open for him, to accept him, like it had been waiting for this all along.

"That's it," he breathed, his hips pressing flush against my ass. "You took it all. Every inch."

He held me there, impaled on his cock, my body stretched around him. I could feel him pulsing inside me, feel the heat of him, the thickness. My small cock leaked uselessly against the bikini bottoms, my prostate pressed against his shaft, sending sparks of sensation through me that I didn't understand.

Then he began to move.

He pulled back slowly, the drag of his cock against my inner walls sending shivers through me. Then he pushed forward again, harder this time, setting a rhythm that made my body rock with each thrust. My bound hands pressed into my lower back, forcing my chest down, my ass up, presenting myself to him like an offering.

"Such a good pussy," he groaned, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. "So tight. So wet. Made for big Black cock."

The words hit me like a slap, but I couldn't process them. I was lost in the sensation - the fullness, the stretch, the overwhelming presence of him inside me. He fucked me with a deliberate, claiming rhythm, each thrust pushing me forward on the paper, each pull dragging me back onto him.

The blindfold made everything worse - or better, I couldn't tell anymore. I couldn't see his face, couldn't anticipate his movements. I could only feel - his hands on my hips, his cock inside me, his breath coming in ragged bursts.

"You're mine now," he said, his voice strained with pleasure. "Every inch of you. Every hole. You belong to me."

I couldn't speak. I couldn't think. The pressure inside me was building to something I didn't recognize, something that made my stomach clench and my breath come in short, desperate gasps. His cock pressed against that spot with every thrust, sending sparks of sensation through me that had nothing to do with my own touch.

"Please," I heard myself whimper, the word escaping before I could stop it. I didn't know what I was begging for. Release. Mercy. More.

He laughed, a dark, satisfied sound. "That's it, Julie. Beg for it. Show me what a good girl sounds like."

His rhythm changed - slower, deeper, each thrust grinding against that spot inside me with devastating precision. My small cock throbbed against the gold bikini, trapped and aching, but he wasn't touching it. He hadn't touched it since he'd put me on my knees. Everything I was feeling was coming from inside, from the place he was claiming with every stroke.

The pressure built like a wave, cresting somewhere deep in my core. It was different from anything I'd felt before - not the familiar tension of stroking myself, but something fuller, more overwhelming. My bound hands clenched behind my back, my fingers curling into fists. My thighs shook against the paper.

"You're close," he observed, his voice thick with satisfaction. "I can feel it. Your pussy is gripping me so tight. You're going to come for me, aren't you? You're going to come on my cock like a good girl."

I shook my head, a desperate denial, but my body betrayed me completely. My hips moved of their own accord, pushing back against him, seeking more, seeking deeper. I was losing control - losing every part of myself I'd ever known.

"Say it," he commanded, his hand sliding around to grip my throat from behind. Not squeezing, just holding - possessive, controlling. "Tell me what you are."

"I'm... I'm your..." The words fractured in my throat, broken by a moan I couldn't suppress.

"What are you?"

"Your girl," I gasped, the admission tearing something open inside me. "Your... your pussy. Your hole. I'm - "

The orgasm hit me like a freight train.

I cried out - a sharp, desperate sound that echoed through the studio - as the wave crashed over me. My entire body convulsed, my back arching impossibly, my hole clenching around his cock in rapid, uncontrollable pulses. My small cock twitched against the gold fabric, spurting untouched, painting the inside of the bikini with cum as my prostate spasmed again and again.

"Oh fuck," Xavier groaned, his rhythm faltering. "That's it. Milk it. Milk my cock with that tight pussy."

I couldn't stop it. The contractions went on and on, wave after wave, my body shaking with a pleasure I'd never known was possible. Tears soaked into the blindfold, streaming down my cheeks, my breath coming in broken sobs. The sensation was overwhelming - not localized to my cock, but radiating from somewhere deeper, somewhere he'd claimed with every thrust.

"That's my good girl," he breathed, his hips snapping forward with renewed urgency. "You came for me. You came on my cock like a perfect little queen. Now you're going to take mine."

He fucked me harder, chasing his own release, and I could do nothing but kneel there and take it. My body was spent, trembling, my hole oversensitive and still clenching in the aftershocks. Each thrust sent sparks through me - too much, too intense - but I couldn't move, couldn't resist, couldn't do anything but accept what he gave me.

"Take it," he growled, his grip tightening on my hips. "Take every drop."

He buried himself deep, holding himself there, and I felt it - the pulsing, the heat, the flood of him inside me. He came with a groan that vibrated through his chest, his cock throbbing against my walls, filling me with something I couldn't give back.

For a moment, everything was still.

The only sounds were our ragged breathing and the hum of the studio lights. I knelt there, face down on the paper, my ass in the air, my body marked and used and claimed. The cum in my bikini was cooling against my skin, a sticky mess that I couldn't clean, couldn't hide. His seed was inside me, warm and thick, a claim I couldn't wash away.

Xavier stayed inside me for a long moment, his breathing slowly returning to normal. Then he pulled out, the sudden emptiness making me gasp. I felt his cum leak from my hole, sliding down my inner thigh, mixing with the sweat and lube.

"Stay there," he commanded, his voice satisfied. "Don't move."

I heard him move away, his boots on the concrete, the sound of a zipper. I stayed frozen in position - face down, ass up, bound and blindfolded, his cum dripping from my body. The paper beneath my face was damp with my tears, my breath still coming in broken gasps.

He returned a moment later, and I felt his hand on my ass, spreading me open.

"Beautiful," he murmured, his thumb tracing my stretched, used hole. "Look at that pretty pussy, dripping with my cum. You're going to keep that inside you, understand? You're going to hold it like a good girl."

I nodded against the paper, beyond words.

He helped me to my feet, steadying me when my legs shook. The blindfold was still in place - I couldn't see anything, couldn't anticipate what was coming. He guided me across the studio, my bound hands forcing my chest forward, my body still trembling from the orgasm that had shattered something inside me.

"Kneel," he said, pressing down on my shoulders.

I sank to my knees again, the concrete cold beneath me. I heard him moving, the sound of fabric rustling, and then his cock pressed against my lips again.

"Clean it," he commanded. "Every drop."

I opened my mouth without hesitation, tasting myself - salty, bitter, musky - mixed with the evidence of what he'd done to me. I licked him clean, my tongue working over his shaft, my mind blank except for the command to obey.

When I finished, he pulled away, and I heard him tucking himself back into his jeans.

"Stay there," he said. "Don't take off the blindfold. Don't move."

I knelt in the darkness, listening to his footsteps retreat across the studio. The cum was still leaking from my hole, sliding down my inner thigh, cooling on my skin. The gold bikini was ruined - stained with my own release, stretched from the fucking. My jaw ached. My knees burned. My ass throbbed with a deep, overwhelming ache.

But the worst part - the part that made my stomach turn and my cock twitch at the same time - was that I didn't want to leave.

I knelt there, in the darkness, waiting for him to come back and tell me what to do next.


Chapter 5: Collared

The darkness became a world unto itself.

I knelt on the concrete floor, my arms still bound behind my back, my face pressed against the paper backdrop. The blindfold pressed against my eyes like a second skin, blocking out everything - light, shape, hope. I couldn't see. I couldn't move. I could only kneel there, feeling Xavier's cum leak from my hole, sliding down my inner thighs in thick, cooling rivulets.

Time lost meaning in the blackness. I didn't know if minutes passed or hours. My knees ached against the hard floor, my jaw throbbed from being stretched so wide, my ass pulsed with a deep, overwhelming soreness. But the physical discomfort faded into the background, replaced by the deafening silence of my own thoughts.

What have I become?

The question echoed in my mind, but I couldn't answer it. I didn't know. The boy who had walked into this boutique two days ago - that boy seemed like a stranger now. A distant memory. Someone I'd heard about but never really known.

*Julie.*

The name slithered through my mind, unbidden. Julie. Not Julian. Julian was a college student. An intern. A man. Julie was... what? A model? A prop? A set of holes?

I shifted on my knees, feeling the dried cum crack on my face, the ruined bikini clinging to my skin. My small cock - my clit, Xavier had called it - still throbbed with the phantom sensation of an orgasm I hadn't given myself. My body had betrayed me completely. It had responded to his touch, his cock, his commands, with an eagerness that made my stomach turn.

The sound of footsteps made me freeze.

They were distant at first - boots on concrete, moving somewhere beyond my limited perception. Then came a voice, low and clipped, the tone of a man conducting business.

"Six," Xavier was saying, his voice carrying through the boutique. "No, seven. Marcus is bringing his associate. Tell them nine o'clock sharp."

I heard him pacing - back and forth, back and forth - the rhythm of a man preparing for something important. My heart hammered in my chest. Six. Seven. What was he planning? Who was coming?

"The main room," he continued, his voice growing clearer as he moved closer. "Set up the seating in a semicircle. I want them facing the platform. And make sure the lighting is right - I want her on display, but I want shadows too. Mystery."

Her. Her. Her.

The pronoun sent a jolt through me. He wasn't talking about me as a person anymore. He was talking about her - the creation, the product, the thing he had made from my body.

"The collar," Xavier said, his voice moving away again. "Yes, the BBC one. And the harness. She'll wear those all night. The clients want to see ownership."

Clients.

The word settled in my stomach like ice. This wasn't just about Xavier anymore. This wasn't just about his desires, his cock, his claims. He was planning to share me. To show me. To -

I couldn't finish the thought. My mind shied away from it, retreating into the safety of the darkness.

"She's ready," I heard him say, his voice distant now, maybe on a phone. "Trust me. You've never seen anything like her. White. Smooth. Completely transformed. She's going to be the highlight of the collection."

The collection.

Not a person. Not even a model. A highlight.

I heard him move away entirely, his footsteps fading into some other part of the boutique. The silence returned, pressing against my ears, suffocating me with its weight. I was alone again - bound, blindfolded, dripping with cum, waiting for something I didn't fully understand.

I don't know how long I knelt there. Long enough for my knees to go numb. Long enough for the cum on my face to dry completely, tightening my skin into a mask I couldn't remove. Long enough for the ache in my jaw to fade into a dull, persistent throb.

Then I heard new footsteps. Lighter this time. The click of heels on concrete.

"Oh, sweetie," a voice said - soft, feminine, sympathetic. "You're a mess."

I recognized the voice before I recognized the presence. Brie. The assistant. The girl with the platinum hair and the knowing smile.

She circled me - I could hear her footsteps, feel her presence - and then her hands were on my blindfold, untying it with gentle fingers.

"Let's get this off," she murmured. "You need to see yourself."

The silk fell away, and light flooded my eyes. I blinked, disoriented, my vision blurry after so long in darkness. The studio came into focus gradually - the white backdrop paper, the strobe lights, the racks of clothing. And Brie, kneeling before me, her face close to mine, her expression one of practiced sympathy.

She was beautiful in a way that seemed almost artificial - platinum hair cascading over her shoulders, lips too full to be natural, breasts too perfect to be real. She wore a tight pink dress that hugged every curve, her BBC necklace glinting at her throat. Her makeup was flawless, her nails long and manicured, her entire presence a testament to feminine perfection.

But something in her eyes was different now. Something knowing.

"Look at you," she said, her voice soft. "You're a wreck."

She produced a compact mirror from somewhere and held it up to my face. I stared at my reflection - mascara rivers cutting through gold shadow, cum streaking my chin and cheeks, my lips swollen and red. The temporary tattoos on my hips had smeared slightly where Xavier's hands had gripped me. My hair was a disaster, the extensions tangled and matted.

"You need serious work," Brie said, but there was no judgment in her voice. Only understanding. "Come on. Let's get you to the chair."

She helped me to my feet - my legs shaking, my balance uncertain - and guided me toward the styling area. I caught a glimpse of myself in the full-length mirror as we passed: the gold bikini ruined, stained with cum, hanging off my body. The tattoos. The marks. The collar bruises forming on my neck from where Xavier had gripped me.

I looked like I'd been through a war.

Brie sat me down in the styling chair, positioning me so I faced the mirror. She didn't untie my hands - she couldn't, I realized, the cuffs required a key - so she worked around my bound state, tilting my chin up, turning my face this way and that.

"Xavier wants you perfect for tonight," she said, opening a case of makeup products. "VIP clients. Very important. You're going to be the centerpiece."

"C-centerpiece?" I managed, my voice cracked and raw.

She smiled, a knowing expression that made my stomach tighten. "The main attraction. The thing everyone's here to see."

She began to work, her fingers deft and professional. A warm, wet cloth cleaned my face, wiping away the dried cum, the ruined makeup, the evidence of my degradation. I closed my eyes as she worked, trying not to think about what was coming, trying not to feel the ache in my jaw and the soreness between my legs.

"You know," she said, her voice casual, "you're handling this better than I did."

I opened my eyes. "What?"

She was applying foundation now, blending it over my skin with a sponge. "Your first time. The transformation." She met my eyes in the mirror, and something flickered there - recognition, maybe. Or memory. "It's overwhelming. Confusing. You feel like you're losing yourself."

I stared at her, my heart pounding. "How... how do you know what I'm feeling?"

Brie's smile changed. It became softer, more genuine. She set down the foundation sponge and met my eyes directly.

"Because I was you," she said simply.

The words hung in the air, suspended between us. I blinked, sure I'd misheard.

"What?"

"I was you," she repeated, turning back to her makeup case. "A few years ago. A scared boy in the wrong place, thinking he was just here for an internship." She laughed, a soft sound. "Xavier has a type, you know. Slender builds. Delicate features. A certain... pliability."

I couldn't process what she was saying. Brie - this hyper-feminine, perfectly crafted woman - had been a boy?

"But... you're..."

"I know." She gestured at her body, at her curves, at her flawless presentation. "It's amazing what hormones and surgery can do. And money. Xavier has connections. He helped me become who I was always meant to be."

She began to apply eyeshadow now, a shimmering gold that matched the bikini I still wore. Her touch was gentle, almost maternal.

"I fought it at first," she continued, her voice distant, remembering. "I thought I was being degraded. Humiliated. I thought I was losing myself." She paused, blending the shadow with a brush. "But then I realized something. I wasn't losing myself. I was finding myself."

I stared at her reflection in the mirror, my mind reeling. "You... you wanted this?"

"I didn't know what I wanted," she said, her eyes meeting mine. "Not until Xavier showed me. Not until I understood that the person I was pretending to be - the boy I thought I had to be - was the real prison. This?" She gestured at herself again. "This is freedom. This is who I was always meant to be."

She picked up a tube of mascara, beginning to coat my lashes.

"I'm not saying it's the same for everyone," she continued. "Some girls are just models. Some are just... temporary. But some of us?" She smiled, a secret expression. "Some of us are chosen. And we get to stay."

The implication of her words settled over me like a weight. Stay. Chosen. She was talking about permanence. About transformation. About becoming what she was - smooth, feminine, owned.

"Xavier likes you," Brie said, applying a deep mauve gloss to my lips. "I can tell. He's been... more invested than usual. More careful." She stepped back, admiring her work. "You might be one of the lucky ones."

"Lucky?" The word came out cracked, hollow.

She met my eyes, her expression unreadable. "You get to stop pretending."

"The VIP event starts in an hour," she said, her voice shifting to professional mode. "You need to be perfect. Hair. Makeup. The whole package." She glanced at the ruined bikini. "And we need to get you into something more... appropriate."

"Appropriate for what?"

Brie's smile returned, but this time there was something darker in it. Something knowing.

"For being seen," she said. "For being wanted. For being owned."

In the mirror, I saw a stranger - smooth skin, dramatic gold eyes, swollen lips painted a deep mauve. The mascara was fresh, the shadow shimmering, the foundation flawless. I looked like a different person.

I looked like her. Like Julie.

"Almost done," Brie said, reaching for a hairbrush. "Just need to fix this mess."

She worked through my hair with practiced efficiency, detangling the matted extensions with a brush that caught on every knot. Each pull made me wince, but I didn't complain. I couldn't. My mind was still reeling from her revelation, from the casual way she'd described her own transformation as if it were a gift rather than a violation.

"Hold still," she murmured, pulling a section of hair taut. "These extensions took forever. We can't redo them now."

I watched her in the mirror, my eyes tracing the lines of her face - the high cheekbones, the full lips, the flawless skin. She'd said hormones and surgery. She'd said Xavier helped her. The implications spiraled through my mind, each one more unsettling than the last. How long had she been here? How many others had there been? Was this the boutique's true purpose - not fashion, but transformation?

"There," Brie said, stepping back. She'd smoothed the extensions into a sleek, glossy curtain that fell past my shoulders, the blonde strands catching the studio lights. "Much better."

She reached for a can of hairspray, coating the style until it was frozen in place. Then she added something new - a thin gold headband that sat across my forehead, delicate and feminine, with a tiny "BBC" charm dangling at my temple.

"Xavier's touch," she explained, catching my eye in the mirror. "He likes his girls branded."

The word girls hung in the air. Not models. Not interns. Girls.

She moved to a drawer and pulled out a small case, opening it to reveal rows of jewelry. "Ears first," she said, selecting a pair of gold hoops with the same BBC charm as the headband. "These are clip-ons. We haven't pierced you yet."

Yet.

The word settled into my chest like a stone. She said it so casually, as if piercing my ears was simply another item on a checklist, another step in a process that had already been decided.

She clipped the hoops to my earlobes, the cold metal a strange weight against my skin. Then she reached for something else - a thin gold chain with a small pendant. She fastened it around my neck, the pendant settling in the hollow of my throat. I looked down and saw that it was a tiny letter J, delicate and feminine.

"For Julie," she said, her smile soft. "So you don't forget who you are now."

I stared at the pendant in the mirror. The J glinted against my skin, a small but undeniable declaration. My throat tightened around it, the chain a subtle pressure that I couldn't ignore.

"One more thing," Brie said, reaching for a black velvet box on the counter. She opened it to reveal a collar - black leather with silver hardware, elegant but unmistakably a collar, with a small ring at the front for attaching a leash. The BBC logo was engraved on the leather in silver script.

"Xavier wants you to wear this for the clients," she said, lifting it from the box. "It marks you as his property."

She fastened it around my neck, the leather snug but not tight, the silver hardware cold against my throat. The ring at the front sat just above my collarbone, a small but constant presence. When I looked in the mirror, I saw the collar framing my face, drawing attention to the dramatic makeup, the swollen lips, the fear in my eyes.

"Perfect," Brie breathed, stepping back. "You're almost ready."

She helped me stand, guiding me on shaky legs away from the styling chair. My bound hands made movement awkward, my balance uncertain in the heels I still wore. She led me toward a full-length mirror, positioning me so I could see the full effect.

The woman in the mirror was unrecognizable. The gold bikini still clung to my body, stained and ruined, but my face had been transformed. The dramatic gold eyeshadow made my eyes look larger, more feminine. The mascara made my lashes frame my face. The deep mauve gloss made my lips look swollen, perpetually parted. The extensions cascaded over my shoulders, the gold headband with its BBC charm catching the light. The earrings, the necklace with its J pendant, the collar with its ring - all of it combined to create an image of feminine submission.

"Look at you," Brie said, her voice warm. "You're beautiful."

I couldn't respond. I stared at the reflection, watching my own lips - swollen and glossy - part slightly, watching the rise and fall of my chest in the gold bikini top, watching the collar move with each breath. My small cock was still visible through the ruined fabric, a small bulge that seemed to mock the femininity of the rest of the image.

The sound of boots on concrete made me tense.

Xavier appeared in the doorway, his presence filling the space like a storm front. He was dressed differently now - black slacks and a fitted black shirt, the top buttons undone to reveal the heavy gold chains at his neck. He looked like a man preparing for an important event, powerful and composed.

His eyes swept over me, cataloguing every detail - the hair, the makeup, the jewelry, the collar. A slow smile spread across his face.

"Beautiful," he said, his voice low and satisfied. "Absolutely beautiful."

He walked toward me, his gaze never leaving mine. When he reached me, he reached out and tilted my chin up, examining the makeup, the collar, the way the light caught the J pendant at my throat.

"Brie did good work," he murmured, his thumb tracing my jaw. "You look like a queen."

He released my chin and turned to Brie, his expression shifting to business.

"Get her dressed," he commanded. "The clients will be here in forty-five minutes. I want her perfect."

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small silver key. He tossed it to Brie, who caught it with practiced ease.

"Unlock her when you're ready to dress her," he said. "But only for the clothes. The collar stays on."

He turned to leave, then paused at the door, looking back over his shoulder.

"And Brie? Make sure she understands what's about to happen. I don't want any... confusion... when the clients arrive."

He left without another word, his boots echoing on the concrete until the sound faded entirely.

Brie turned to me, the key glinting in her hand. "You heard him," she said, her voice soft but firm. "Let's get you dressed."

She moved behind me, and I felt her fingers at my bound wrists. The key slid into the lock with a soft click, and the carabiner came undone. Then she was unbuckling each cuff, the leather falling away from my skin. My arms fell to my sides, stiff and sore from being bound for so long. I rolled my shoulders, wincing at the ache.

"Arms up," Brie said, already moving toward a garment bag on a nearby rack. "We don't have much time."

She unzipped the bag and pulled out the first piece - a sheer black bodysuit that looked like it was made of nothing but lace and strategic cutouts. The fabric was delicate, almost transparent, with the BBC logo woven into the pattern in a subtle, repeating design.

"Step in," she instructed, holding the bodysuit open.

I lifted one foot, then the other, stepping into the bodysuit. Brie pulled it up my legs, over my hips, adjusting the fabric until it sat properly. The front was sheer lace, my small cock visible through the pattern, but there was a built-in pouch that held everything flat against my body. The back was even more revealing - a thong cut that left my ass completely exposed, the thin strip of lace disappearing between my cheeks.

"Hold still," she said, adjusting the straps over my shoulders.

The bodysuit was tight, compressing my torso, the lace scratching against my skin. The cutouts were strategic - ovals at the sides that showed the curve of my waist, a deep V at the front that exposed my sternum. The BBC logo appeared at regular intervals, a constant reminder of who owned me.

Brie stepped back, examining her work. "Good. Now the harness."

She returned to the garment bag and pulled out a series of black leather straps connected by silver rings. It was a body harness, designed to wrap around the torso and emphasize every curve. She helped me into it, threading the straps over my shoulders, under my arms, around my waist. The leather was soft but snug, the silver rings sitting at strategic points - the center of my chest, the small of my back, the front of each hip.

When she finished, I looked in the mirror and saw what the harness did. It framed my body, drawing attention to the curves the bodysuit created, emphasizing the narrowness of my waist and the flare of my hips. The silver rings glinted in the light, attachment points for things I didn't want to imagine.

"Almost done," Brie said, reaching for the final item in the bag.

It was a pair of thigh-high stockings, sheer black with a lace band at the top. She helped me sit on the styling chair, lifting one leg at a time to roll the stockings up. The fabric was smooth against my hairless skin, the lace band biting slightly into my thighs. She attached them to the garter straps built into the bodysuit, adjusting the length until everything was perfectly aligned.

"Shoes," she said, reaching under the chair.

She pulled out a box and opened it to reveal a pair of black heels - six inches, with a platform toe and a thin stiletto heel. The BBC logo was embossed on the inner ankle, a small but visible mark. I recognized them from the photos I'd seen of the model - the same shoes, the same impossible height.

"Feet," she commanded.

I slid my feet into the heels, the platform forcing my weight forward, the heel pushing my ass out. I stood, wobbling slightly, my center of gravity completely shifted. The stockings made the shoes slide slightly against my skin, and Brie produced a small bottle of adhesive, applying it to the inside of the heel to keep my foot in place.

"Walk," she said.

I took a tentative step, my legs shaking. The heels were higher than anything I'd worn before, the platform making each step feel like a precarious balance. Brie's hand caught my elbow, steadying me.

"Smaller steps," she instructed. "Let the hips move naturally. The heels will do the work."

I tried again, forcing myself to take smaller steps, to let my body adjust to the new height. Each step made the harness shift against my skin, the straps pulling slightly, the rings glinting as they caught the light. I felt exposed - the bodysuit hiding nothing, the harness framing everything, the stockings drawing attention to the length of my legs.

"Good," Brie said, releasing my elbow. "You'll be fine. Just remember to keep your back straight and your head up. You're on display tonight. Own it."

The click of boots on concrete sent a jolt through me.

I froze mid-step, my hand still resting on the arm of the styling chair where Brie had been guiding my walk. The sound came from the hallway - measured, deliberate, each footfall echoing against the polished floor like a countdown.

Xavier appeared in the doorway, and his presence sucked the air from the room. He'd changed again - the black shirt now replaced by a fitted blazer over a crisp white Henley, the gold chains still visible at his neck. He looked like a man preparing for something significant. A performance. A showing.

His eyes found me immediately, sweeping over my body with the clinical assessment of an artist examining a canvas. I felt every inch of the examination - the sheer lace bodysuit that hid nothing, the leather harness that framed my torso, the stockings that made my legs look impossibly long, the collar that sat snug against my throat. The J pendant glinted at my collarbone, catching the light with each shallow breath I took.

"Turn," he commanded.

I pivoted on the six-inch heels, my body moving before my mind could catch up. The harness shifted against my skin, the straps pulling slightly as I turned. I felt the thong back of the bodysuit riding up, the lace disappearing between my cheeks, leaving my ass completely exposed. I knew what he was seeing - the smooth, hairless expanse of my backside, the red marks from where his hands had gripped me earlier, the faint outline of the temporary tattoos on my hips.

"Stop."

I froze, my back to him, my heart pounding in my chest. The silence stretched, broken only by the hum of the lights and my own ragged breathing.

"The harness sits well," he said, his voice coming closer. "The stockings make your legs look longer. The collar - " I heard him stop directly behind me, felt his presence like heat against my exposed back. "The collar is perfect. It frames your face. Draws attention to your mouth."

His hand came up, his fingers tracing the edge of the collar where it met my neck. The touch was light, almost gentle, but it made my skin prickle with awareness.

"But there's something missing."

I felt him move, heard the sound of a drawer sliding open. When he returned to me, he was holding something in his hand - something that glinted in the studio lights.

"Brie," he said, his voice calm. "The bench."

Brie moved immediately, pulling a low velvet bench from the corner of the room and positioning it in the center of the floor. It was padded, covered in black velvet, with a slight incline at one end.

"Bend over," Xavier said, his hand pressing against my lower back. "Elbows on the bench. Face forward."

I hesitated, just for a moment, and his grip tightened.

"Now."

I moved, lowering myself onto the bench, my elbows sinking into the velvet. The position forced my ass into the air, my back arched, the thong bodysuit offering zero coverage. I felt exposed - more exposed than I'd been all day, if that was even possible.

"Stay still," he said, and I heard him kneel behind me.

The sound of a cap opening reached my ears, followed by the wet sound of something being squeezed. Then I felt his fingers - warm, slick - against my entrance.

"You're still loose from earlier," he observed, his finger circling the ring of muscle. "Good. That makes this easier."

I tensed as I felt something cold and hard press against my hole. It wasn't his finger - it was larger, unyielding, made of something smooth and heavy.

"Relax," he commanded, his hand pressing against my lower back. "This is the Jewel. Every queen needs one. It's a symbol. A reminder."

He pushed forward, and I felt my body open around the object. It was thick - thicker than his fingers had been - and the stretch burned, even after everything I'd already endured. I gasped into the velvet, my fingers clutching at the fabric, but I didn't pull away. I couldn't. My body had learned to accept what he gave me.

"Good girl," he murmured, his voice thick with approval. "Take it. Let it slide in."

He pushed steadily, the object sliding deeper, the stretch intensifying. Just when I thought I couldn't take any more, I felt my body close around a narrower section - the base, I realized. The widest part was inside me now, my hole gripping the stem that connected it to whatever was outside.

"Beautiful," Xavier breathed, and I felt him lean back, admiring his work.

I couldn't see what was there, but I could feel it - a heavy, solid weight inside me, filling me in a way that was impossible to ignore. The base pressed against my cheeks, cool against my heated skin.

"The jewel," Xavier said, his hand tracing the outline of the base. "A pink sapphire. It matches your color palette for tonight." He laughed, a low sound. "And it's BBC-branded, of course. The logo is etched into the gem. Every time someone sees it, they'll know who you belong to."

He helped me stand, his hands steady on my hips. The movement shifted the plug inside me, the weight pressing against my prostate in a way that made my breath catch. I could feel it with every step - every shift of my body reminded me it was there, a constant presence that I couldn't escape.

"Walk for me," he commanded. "To the mirror and back."

I took a tentative step, the heels wobbling beneath me. The plug shifted with the movement, pressing against something deep inside me, and I gasped - my hand flying out to steady myself against the nearest surface.

"You'll get used to it," Xavier said, his voice calm. "By the end of the night, you'll be begging for it back inside you. You'll just feel... empty without it."

I forced myself to walk, each step a negotiation between the heels, the plug, and my own trembling legs. The harness shifted with each movement, the straps pulling against my skin, the rings glinting. I felt the weight inside me, the fullness, the constant reminder of what Xavier had put there.

When I reached the mirror, I caught my reflection and stopped.

The woman staring back at me was unrecognizable. The dramatic gold eyeshadow made my eyes look exotic, feminine. The mascara framed my face, drawing attention to the fear and confusion that swam in my irises. The deep mauve gloss made my lips look swollen, perpetually parted, ready for use. The extensions cascaded over my shoulders, the gold headband catching the light. The collar sat snug against my throat, the J pendant glinting at my collarbone, the silver ring at the front dangling slightly with each breath.

But it was the plug that drew my attention - or rather, what I could see of it. I turned slightly, catching my profile in the mirror. The base of the plug was visible between my cheeks - a pink gem that caught the light, sparkling against my pale skin. The BBC logo was etched into its surface, a subtle but undeniable mark of ownership.

"See it?" Xavier asked, appearing behind me in the mirror. His hands settled on my hips, his presence overwhelming. "That's what they'll see when you walk past them. When you bend over. When you present yourself. They'll know exactly what you are."

He turned me around, his hands on my shoulders, forcing me to face him.

"The clients are waiting," he said, his voice shifting to business. "Seven men. Powerful men. They've paid a lot of money to see what I've created." His eyes bore into mine, dark and commanding. "You will walk out there. You will stand on the platform. You will let them look. And you will not speak unless spoken to. Do you understand?"

I nodded, my throat too tight for words.

"Good." He reached out, his thumb tracing my lower lip, smearing the gloss slightly. "You're going to be the highlight of my collection, Julie. The crown jewel. Literally."

He laughed at his own joke, then turned toward the door.

"Follow me."

I walked behind him, my heels clicking on the concrete, the plug shifting with each step. We passed through the studio, through the heavy velvet curtain, and into the main showroom. The space had been transformed. The racks of clothing had been pushed to the walls, creating an open area in the center. A raised platform - about six inches high, covered in black velvet - stood in the middle of the room. And arranged in a semicircle around it were six chairs, each occupied by a Black man in expensive clothing.

They were all dressed well - suits, blazers, fitted shirts - but their styles varied. Some wore gold chains like Xavier. Others wore simpler jewelry. All of them exuded power, the kind that came from money and influence and the certainty of being obeyed.

And all of them were looking at me.

"Gentlemen," Xavier said, his voice carrying through the silent room. "Thank you for coming. I present to you the newest addition to my collection."

He guided me forward, his hand on my lower back, propelling me toward the platform. I stepped up, the heels wobbling on the velvet surface, and turned to face the semicircle of men.

"Her name is Julie," Xavier continued, circling the platform like a ringmaster introducing an act. "As you can see, she's been fully transformed. Hairless. Smooth. Feminine in all the right places." He stopped at the edge of the platform, his hand resting on my hip. "The body is natural - no hormones, no surgery so far. Just training. Just... refinement."

One of the men leaned forward, his eyes sweeping over my body. He was older, distinguished, with silver threading through his beard. "She's beautiful," he said, his voice a deep rumble. "But I'd like to see more."

Xavier smiled. "Of course."

He turned to me, his hand pressing on my shoulder.

"Turn," he commanded. "Slowly."

I pivoted on the platform, my body moving in a slow circle. The plug shifted inside me with each step, the weight pressing against my prostate, sending sparks of sensation through my core. The harness creaked softly, the leather straps pulling against my skin. I felt their eyes on me - seven pairs of eyes, tracking my every movement, cataloguing every inch of my body.

When my back was to them, I heard a low whistle from one of the men.

"The jewel," another said, his voice appreciative. "Nice touch."

"Thank you," Xavier replied, his hand settling on my ass, his thumb tracing the edge of the gem. "Pink sapphire. BBC-branded. I had it custom-made for her."

"Can we... examine her?" a third man asked, his voice eager.

Xavier's hand tightened on my hip. "Gently. She's still new to this."

The first man - the older one with the silver beard - stood and approached the platform. He was tall, broad-shouldered, his suit tailored to fit his powerful frame. He stopped in front of me, his eyes on mine, and I felt a jolt of fear run through me.

"Hello, Julie," he said, his voice gentle but commanding. "I'm Marcus. I've been looking forward to meeting you."

He reached out, his hand cupping my jaw, tilting my face up toward his. His thumb traced my lower lip, smearing the gloss, just as Xavier had done.

"Such a pretty face," he murmured. "Such a pretty mouth."

His other hand came up, his fingers tracing the collar at my throat, feeling the leather, the silver hardware.

Marcus's thumb pressed against my lower lip, the pressure firm but not painful. I stood frozen on the platform, the six-inch heels making my calves ache, the plug shifting inside me with every micro-movement. His eyes traced over my face with the clinical appreciation of a collector examining a rare artifact.

"Open," he said softly.

I parted my lips, and he slid his thumb inside, pressing down on my tongue. I tasted salt and skin, his digit thick and warm against my mouth.

"Good reflexes," he observed, his thumb moving slightly, testing the depth. "No gagging. She's been trained."

"Extensively," Xavier confirmed from somewhere behind me. "Her throat is one of her best features."

Marcus withdrew his thumb, wiping the saliva across my cheek with a deliberate slowness. He stepped back, his eyes still on me, and gestured to the man beside him.

"Victor, come see for yourself."

The second man rose - he was younger than Marcus, maybe mid-thirties, with a shaved head and a gold watch that caught the light. He moved with the confidence of someone accustomed to taking what he wanted. He circled the platform slowly, his eyes tracking up my legs, over the harness, across the exposed skin at my waist.

"Turn around," he commanded. "Bend over. Hands on your knees."

I hesitated for a fraction of a second, and Xavier's hand was immediately on my lower back, pressing me forward. I bent at the waist, my hands finding my knees, the position thrusting my ass toward the men. The plug was fully visible now - the pink sapphire catching the light, the BBC logo etched into its surface.

Victor made an appreciative sound. He stepped closer, and I felt his hand on my ass, his palm warm against my exposed skin. He squeezed one cheek, then the other, his touch professional but thorough.

"Smooth," he noted. "No stubble. Just like a real girl." Victor's thumb traced the edge of the plug, pressing slightly, testing its fit. "And this?"

"Custom piece. Pink sapphire. The stone is synthetic, but the setting is platinum."

Victor pressed harder on the plug, and I gasped - the pressure sending a jolt through my prostate, my small cock twitching against the lace of the bodysuit. He laughed softly.

"Responsive," he said. "I like that."

He released the plug and stepped back, returning to his seat. A third man rose - this one tall and lean, with a beard trimmed close to his jaw and eyes that seemed to see everything. He didn't circle me like the others. He walked directly in front of me, close enough that I could smell his cologne - something expensive, with notes of sandalwood and leather.

"Look at me," he said.

I raised my eyes to meet his. His gaze was intense, searching, and I felt like he was reading every thought in my head.

"What's your real name?" he asked.

I blinked, caught off guard. Xavier had called me Julie all day. The name had become a second skin, slipping over me until I'd almost forgotten there was anything underneath.

"I..." My voice came out cracked, unused. "Julian."

"Julian," he repeated, tasting the word. "And yet you answer to Julie."

It wasn't a question. It was an observation. I didn't respond.

"Interesting." He reached out, his hand sliding over my hip, tracing the harness strap that ran across my waist. His fingers found the small silver ring at my hip - the attachment point - and tugged slightly. "Do you enjoy this? Being displayed? Being used?"

My throat tightened. I didn't know how to answer. Did I enjoy it? The question seemed absurd. And yet my cock was hard against the lace, my body responding to the attention, to the degradation, with a heat I couldn't explain.

"She's still learning what she enjoys," Xavier interjected, his voice smooth. "But her body knows. Watch."

Xavier stepped forward, his hand replacing the man's on my hip. He pressed against the plug - not gently, but firmly, pushing it deeper. I cried out, my back arching, my cock straining against the lace.

"See?" Xavier said, his voice thick with satisfaction. "Her body responds. Her mind may resist, but her body knows what it was made for."

The man with the beard studied me for a long moment, his eyes on my flushed face, my parted lips. Then he nodded slowly and returned to his seat.

The remaining three men didn't approach. They watched from their chairs, their eyes tracking every movement, every breath. I could feel their gazes like hands on my skin - assessing, calculating, deciding.

Xavier stepped up onto the platform beside me, his hand settling on my lower back. The touch was possessive, controlling, a reminder of who owned me.

"Gentlemen," he said, his voice carrying through the silent room. "You've seen the merchandise. You've examined the quality. Now, as promised, we proceed to the main event."

He guided me to the center of the platform, positioning me so I faced the semicircle of men. The lights seemed to intensify, the shadows deepening around the edges of the room.

"As you know," Xavier continued, "this is a private showing. The model is not for sale - not permanently. But her use? That's negotiable."

My heart stuttered in my chest. Use. Negotiable. The words swirled through my mind, their implications settling like stones in my stomach.

"Tonight," Xavier said, his hand sliding up my spine to grip the back of my neck, "you have the opportunity to bid on her holes. Individually or try to win them all for yourself. The highest bidder - or bidders - will have exclusive use of her for the remainder of the evening."

He released my neck and stepped back, circling me like a predator displaying his catch.

"Let me be clear about what you're getting," he said, his voice clinical now, businesslike. "She's been fully prepped. Hairless, smooth, inside and out. She's been trained to take cock in her throat - she can deep throat with minimal gagging. Her ass is tight, but she's been stretched throughout the day, so she can accommodate size. The plug you see is keeping her open."

He stopped behind me, his hand pressing against the plug, pushing it deeper. I gasped, my knees wobbling in the heels.

"Her prostate is responsive," he continued. "She came earlier from penetration alone. Her cock - " he reached around, his hand pressing against the lace, finding my small, hard length " - is decorative. Three inches, maybe less. Useless for fucking. But she responds well to touch, and she's been trained to associate penetration with pleasure."

He released me and walked to the front of the platform, his eyes sweeping over the men.

"For those who prefer a more... passive experience, she's been conditioned to submit. She won't fight. She won't resist. She'll take whatever you give her, and she'll thank you for it."

The men shifted in their seats. I could see the calculation in their eyes - the weighing of value, the assessment of worth.

"Now," Xavier said, clasping his hands in front of him. "Let's start the bidding. We'll begin with her mouth."

The room fell silent. Then Marcus, the older man with the silver beard, leaned forward.

"Five thousand for her mouth."

"Five thousand from Mr. Vance," Xavier announced, his voice carrying the practiced cadence of an auctioneer. "Do I hear six?"

"Six," said Victor, the man with the shaved head and gold watch.

"Seven," came a voice from the back - a heavyset figure in a tailored suit.

"Eight thousand," Marcus countered, his eyes never leaving my face.

"Nine," Victor said, his voice sharp with competition.

"Ten thousand," Marcus said, and there was finality in his tone.

The room went quiet. Xavier waited, his eyes moving between the men.

"Ten thousand for her mouth. Going once... going twice... sold to Mr. Vance for her mouth."

Marcus smiled, a slow, satisfied expression that made my stomach turn.

"Excellent," Xavier said, his voice smooth with satisfaction. "Now let's move to the main attraction. Her ass - tight, trained, and currently occupied."

He stepped behind me again, his fingers wrapping around the base of the plug. With a slow, deliberate twist, he pulled it free. I gasped at the sudden emptiness, my hole clenching around nothing, the cool air hitting my exposed entrance.

"Open up," Xavier commanded, his hand pressing against my lower back. "Show them what they're bidding on."

I bent forward, my hands finding my knees again, my ass thrust toward the semicircle of men. I could feel my hole - stretched, slick with lube, gaping slightly from the plug's removal. The exposure was absolute. There was nothing left to hide.

"Twelve thousand," Victor said immediately, his voice tight with want.

"Fifteen," came a voice from the end of the row - a man I hadn't seen approach. He was younger than the others, maybe late twenties, with a athletic build and a diamond stud in one ear.

"Eighteen," Victor countered, leaning forward in his chair.

`1"Twenty," the younger man said, his eyes fixed on my exposed ass.

Victor's jaw tightened. "Twenty-five."

There was a pause. The younger man looked me over, his gaze traveling from my spread cheeks down to my stockinged thighs, then back up again. He shook his head slowly, settling back in his chair.

"Twenty-five thousand for her ass," Xavier announced. "Going once... going twice... sold to Mr. Okonkwo."

Victor smiled, a predatory expression that made my stomach clench. He stood from his chair, adjusting his trousers, but Xavier raised a hand.

"Not yet, my friend. We have more to sell."

Xavier slid the jewel plug back inside by ass with a satisfying stretch and guided me upright, turning me to face the men. My legs trembled in the heels, the renewed fullness in my ass a constant, aching reminder of what was coming.

"Her hands," Xavier said, lifting my right arm by the wrist, displaying my slender fingers, the crimson nails with their gold BBC decals. "Soft. Skilled. She's been trained to stroke, to grip, to please. Perfect for those who prefer manual attention while waiting their turn."

"I'll take her left," said the heavyset man from the back - his voice deep, resonant, with a Southern lilt. He rose from his chair, his bulk imposing even from across the room. "Three thousand."

"Four thousand," said the final man - the one who hadn't spoken yet. He was slim, elegant, with graying temples and wire-rimmed glasses that gave him an intellectual air.

"Five thousand," the heavyset man countered.

"Six," the elegant man replied without hesitation.

"Seven."

"Eight."

The heavyset man grunted, his eyes lingering on my hands. "Nine thousand for the left."

"Ten thousand for the right," the elegant man said, his voice calm, almost bored.

"Sold," Xavier announced before the heavyset man could respond. "Mr. Castellan gets her left hand for nine thousand. Mr. Reid gets her right for ten thousand."

The men settled back in their chairs. Xavier stepped to the center of the platform, his hand resting on my shoulder.

"Gentlemen, that concludes the auction. Total purchase price: fifty-four thousand dollars for one evening with my newest queen. I trust you'll find her worth every cent."

He squeezed my shoulder, his grip firm.

"Now," he said, his voice dropping an octave, "let the entertainment begin."

Marcus rose from his chair first, his movements unhurried, deliberate. He crossed to the platform, his silver beard catching the light, his eyes never leaving my face.

"On your knees," he said, his voice calm but commanding. "Mouth open. Hands behind your back."

I sank to my knees on the velvet platform, the surface soft beneath my stockinged legs. I clasped my hands behind my back, my elbows pressing into my sides, my chest thrust forward. I parted my lips, my tongue resting against my lower teeth, and waited.

Marcus stopped inches from my face. He didn't undress immediately. Instead, he reached out and traced my jawline with one finger, his touch almost gentle.

"Such a pretty face," he murmured. "Xavier has outdone himself."

His hand moved to the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my extensions, gripping the hair at my scalp. He pulled, forcing my head back, my neck arching, my mouth opening wider.

"You're going to take all of me," he said, his voice dropping. "Every inch. And you're going to thank me when I'm done."

He released my hair and unfastened his trousers with practiced efficiency. His cock was thick - not as long as Xavier's, but heavy, with a wide head that gleamed in the studio lights. He was already hard, the shaft dark against his tailored slacks.

"Open wider," he commanded.

I obeyed, my jaw stretching, my lips pulling back. He stepped forward and slid himself into my mouth.

The taste of him flooded my senses - skin, musk, something slightly salty at the tip. He moved slowly at first, letting me adjust to his girth, his hand resting on the back of my head but not forcing. I could feel him thickening on my tongue, the head pressing against the roof of my mouth.

"Good," he breathed, his hips beginning to move. "Very good."

Behind me, I heard movement - the other men approaching the platform. Victor circled to my rear, his footsteps heavy on the velvet. The other two men took positions on either side, their presence a weight in my peripheral vision.

But Marcus held my attention. His rhythm was steady, controlled - nothing like Xavier's brutal efficiency. He fucked my mouth like a man savoring a fine wine, each thrust deliberate, each withdrawal leaving me wanting more.

"Look at me," he said, his voice low.

I raised my eyes to meet his. His gaze was intense, searching, and I felt like he was reading every thought in my head.

"You were made for this," he murmured, his thumb tracing my cheekbone. "Look at those pretty eyes, watering for me. That pretty mouth, stretched around my cock. You're a natural, Julie."

The name hit me like a physical blow, but I couldn't flinch. My mouth was full, my jaw stretched wide, my body held in position by the hands of men who had paid for the privilege of using me.

And the worst part - the part that made my stomach turn and my cock throb in equal measure - was that some small, broken part of me believed him.

Victor's hands landed on my hips, his grip bruising. He didn't waste time with preliminaries. His fingers found the base of the jeweled plug first, wrapping around the pink sapphire and twisting it with a deliberate, torturous slowness.

"Let's see what we're working with," he murmured, his breath hot against my exposed ass.

He pulled - not gently, not quickly, but with a steady, inexorable pressure that made my breath catch around Marcus's cock. I felt my hole stretching around the widest part of the plug, the burn sharp and immediate, my body fighting to keep it inside even as he extracted it. The sensation was devastating - the fullness reversing, the weight dragging out, leaving me clenching around nothing.

The plug popped free with a wet sound that echoed through the studio. I gasped, the sudden emptiness unbearable, my hole gaping open, cool air rushing in where the thick silicone had been. I felt exposed in a way that went beyond nudity - my most private place stretched and displayed, the pink sapphire plug now dangling from Victor's fingers, the BBC logo etched into its surface catching the light.

"Beautiful," Victor said, his voice rough with appreciation. He set the plug on the velvet beside my knee and I felt his thumb replace it, pressing against my stretched, slick entrance. "Look at that pretty pussy, still open for me."

He pushed his thumb inside, the intrusion easy after the plug, and curled it upward, pressing against the spot that made my vision white out at the edges. My small cock twitched uselessly in the lace bodysuit, leaking a dark spot through the fabric.

"Still loose," he observed, withdrawing his thumb with a wet pop. "Good. I like a little resistance, but not too much."

I felt the head of his cock - larger than Marcus, larger even than Xavier - pressing against my exposed entrance.

He pushed forward, and I felt my body open around him. The stretch was immediate, intense - thicker than anything I'd taken before. I whimpered around Marcus's cock, the sound muffled by the flesh in my mouth.

"Relax," Victor commanded, his hand coming down hard on my ass. The slap echoed through the studio, the sting sharp and immediate. "Take it."

I forced myself to breathe through my nose, to relax the muscles in my ass, to accept the intrusion. Victor pushed deeper, inch by agonizing inch, until I felt his hips press against my cheeks.

"All the way in," he groaned, his hands gripping my waist. "Fuck, she's tight."

He began to move, his rhythm contrasting with Marcus's. While the older man maintained his slow, deliberate pace, Victor fucked me hard and fast, each thrust driving me forward onto Marcus's cock.

The dual sensation was overwhelming. My body was being used from both ends, filled completely, stretched beyond anything I'd experienced. My small cock bounced uselessly between my legs, trapped in the lace of the bodysuit, leaking onto the velvet.

"Her hands," Marcus said, his voice strained. "Let them use her hands."

I felt fingers at my arms, pulling them from behind my back. Mr. Castellan guided my left hand to his cock - heavy, thick, uncircumcised. Mr. Reid placed my right hand on himself - longer, slender, with a slight curve. My painted nails looked obscene against their dark skin.

"Stroke," Mr. Reid commanded. "Slowly. Make it last."

I obeyed, my hands moving in tandem, my fingers gripping, my nails dragging lightly along their shafts. The motion was awkward - I couldn't see what I was doing, couldn't coordinate with the cocks in my mouth and ass - but I tried. I tried to please them all.

The room dissolved into a symphony of flesh and sound. Marcus's groans as he fucked my throat. Victor's sharp intake of breath as he drove into my ass. The wet, obscene sounds of my hands working the other two men. The creak of the platform beneath us. The hum of the lights.

And through it all, I knelt there - Julie - the thing they had paid to use.

Marcus came first. He didn't warn me, didn't pull out. He simply gripped the back of my head and thrust deep, his cock pulsing against my tongue as he spilled down my throat. I swallowed reflexively, the taste of him coating my mouth, thick and bitter.

"Good girl," he breathed, withdrawing slowly. He tucked himself back into his trousers and stepped off the platform, adjusting his cuffs as if he'd just finished a business meeting.

Victor lasted longer. He fucked me through Marcus's withdrawal, his rhythm growing erratic, his breathing ragged. His hand came around to grip my throat - not squeezing, just holding, feeling me struggle as he pressed me forward from the inside.

"I'm going to breed you," he growled, his hips snapping forward. "I'm going to fill that pretty pussy with my cum."

He buried himself deep and held, his cock throbbing inside me. I felt the heat of him, the flood, the impossible fullness as he came in my ass. He stayed inside me for a long moment, his breathing heavy, before pulling out with a wet, obscene sound.

I felt his cum leak from my hole, sliding down my inner thigh, mixing with the sweat and lube.

"Perfect," he said, his voice satisfied. "Absolutely perfect."

Mr. Castellan and Mr. Reid were close behind. They guided my hands faster, their breathing quickening, their grips tightening on my shoulders.

"On your face," Mr. Castellan commanded, pulling free of my grip. He stroked himself twice, then came across my cheek, a thick stripe that joined the dried evidence of Xavier's earlier claim.

Mr. Reid followed moments later, his cum landing on my other cheek, painting my jaw, dripping down onto my neck.

I knelt there, my hands empty, my mouth and ass dripping, my face covered in the seed of multiple men. The studio lights seemed to pulse around me, the shadows deepening at the edges of my vision.

Xavier appeared at the edge of the platform, his phone raised, the camera lens glinting.

"Beautiful," he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. "The perfect picture of a queen."

He crouched to my level, his free hand tilting my chin up. My makeup was ruined - mascera running, gloss smeared, cum striping my cheeks and chin. My hair was tangled, the extensions matted with sweat. The harness had shifted on my body, the straps leaving red marks on my skin.

"Stand," Xavier commanded.

I rose on shaking legs, cum sliding down my inner thighs, my face a mask of degradation. The six men watched from their seats, satisfied, spent.

Xavier stepped onto the platform, the black velvet collar in his hands. The leather was soft, the silver buckle catching the light.

"Kneel."

I sank to my knees. The collar fastened around my throat, snug above the J pendant, the silver ring at the front glinting.

"Gentlemen," Xavier announced, "the final addition to my Black Brand Collective."

He tilted my chin up. Tears cut through the cum on my cheeks. My reflection caught in the studio mirror - harness and stockings, ruined makeup, the collar locked at my throat.

"Say it," he said softly. "Tell me who you are."

My voice cracked. Barely a whisper.

"Yours."

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc1DS.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Chapter 1: The Canvas


    		Chapter 2: Exposure


    		Chapter 3: Gold Dust


    		Chapter 4: Bound


    		Chapter 5: Collared


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125






OEBPS/image_rsrc1DT.jpg





