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Chapter 1
The Trunk


Ididn’t go looking for it. It was one of those gray, drifting afternoons when the city feels too loud and the silence inside your own apartment feels even louder. I’d been walking with no destination—past shuttered galleries and overgrown courtyards—when I saw the shop.

No sign on the door. Just a curved window filled with old glass perfume bottles and cracked gilded frames. Something about it felt paused in time. Like the kind of place that shouldn’t exist anymore.

And still, I went in.

A bell chimed softly as I stepped through the door. The inside had warm lighting, rich shadows, the subtle perfume of incense and aged silk. Everything was beautiful in that cluttered, curated way—velvet armchairs, carved mirrors, vintage coats, porcelain gloves posed like hands waiting to be kissed.

Then there was her. She stood behind the counter, perfectly still, one hand resting on a teacup, the other stroking a long raven colored braid. She appeared to be in her late thirties, maybe early forties. Her posture was unhurried. Her smile—not exactly warm. More like she already knew me.

“Looking for anything in particular?” she asked, voice like smoked honey.

I gave a noncommittal shrug. “Just browsing.”

Her eyes swept over me—not in the way women usually look at men. She didn’t seem disinterested or impressed. Just… curious.

“You’ve got good timing,” she said, stepping from behind the counter. “A few new pieces came in from an estate on the edge of town. Word is that they had very... selective tastes.”

She led me toward the back. Her heels clicked softly on the wood floor. That’s when I saw it: nestled between a mannequin draped in pearls and a screen painted with cranes, there it was.

A steamer trunk. It was deep mahogany with large brass handles dulled by age. I stopped when I saw it, but I didn’t know why.

“Drawn to it?” she asked, looking back at me.

I nodded slowly. “It’s... something.”

“Mm.” Her smile tilted slightly. “It’s been waiting for someone.”

She said it like a joke, but it settled strangely in my stomach.

I couldn’t get it off my mind. No matter where I walked in the store I always seemed to end up back at the trunk. I bought it for fifty dollars and a lingering glance.

It barely fit in the back of my car. I drove home with the windows down and the city humming around me, but something inside me was somewhere else. My mind was focused and buzzing.

The trunk sat in my living room like it owned the space. I didn’t open it right away, I waited until the evening. The sky went dark and I lit a few candles, which felt stupid until I noticed how right it made the room feel as it lit up my recent purchase.

The lid groaned when I lifted it. Inside was empty, but I studied it anyways, feeling drawn to something within. Then, something caught my eye. At the bottom was a hidden clasp. A false bottom that clicked open with a whisper.

Underneath was a lavender teddy with black lace trim, cupped bra, thong cut, and satin garter straps. Next to it was a pair of nude stockings that shimmered faintly in the candlelight, like they had been spun from dew and secrets. I reached for the teddy with trembling fingers, half expecting it to crumble after so many years.

But it didn’t. The fabric was flawless. The lace so fine it almost vanished when I touched it. I ran my fingertips along the cups—soft satin lined with sheer mesh, meant to frame something round and full. My chest ached looking at them.

Beneath the teddy was a slip of folded paper that read:

If this piece has found its way to you that means it was meant for you. Try it on. Let it show you why.

I let out a nervous laugh. Something between a scoff and a breathless exhale. My skin felt warm.

Try it on.

I should have walked away. I should have folded it back into the trunk, slammed the lid, and chalked the whole thing up to a weird day. But instead… I undressed.

The air felt different the second I was naked. Not cold, but charged. Like the room was holding its breath. I stepped into the teddy slowly, feeding one leg through, then the other. The thong snapped gently against the base of my spine as I pulled it up. The fabric hugged my thighs like water, cool and smooth. The lace cupped my hips with a kind of... deliberate intimacy, like it already knew where to settle.

My chest was still bare—flat, pale, boring. I pulled the cups into place, heart hammering, breath shallow. Then I reached behind me and snapped the clasp shut.

The effect was instant. Not a jolt, not a surge—something deeper. A slow warmth spilled across my chest and down through my core—thick, honeyed heat that moved like breath through my bloodstream. My skin tingled and my nipples puckered and throbbed, suddenly so sensitive exposed to the air even under the satin.

Then there was movement. A weight I’d never felt before. I looked down just in time to watch the cups begin to swell outward. No, not the cups—the flesh inside them.

I gasped and grabbed for the edge of the trunk as my balance shifted. My nipples strained against the satin, now fully cushioned by soft, growing breasts: round, real, and mine.

“What is happening?” The words came out thin and disbelieving.

I touched them—tentatively, then with both hands. They were warm and soft. Alive. I squeezed gently and nearly cried out from how tender they were.

It didn’t stop there. My waist now pulled inward—gently, like a corset tightening from the inside. My ribs narrowed. My stomach flattened. My hips rolled forward, reshaping as the lace adjusted to fit the new contours. I could feel my entire frame redesigning itself to suit the garment.

Then came the pull between my legs. I reached down instinctively, and my hand met satin.

My cock was still there—but not as I knew it. It had softened and shrunk, no longer standing proud but tamed, curved beneath the strap of the teddy. Tucked in tight. It didn’t hurt—but the sensation of being cradled like that, so exposed and small and held—it made my thighs shake.

It felt... obscene yet wildly, achingly arousing. I whimpered without meaning to as my eyes drifted to the pile of clothes next to me. Still shaking, I picked up a pair of thigh-highs. The moment the mesh touched my skin, the hair disappeared in a smooth glide. My legs reshaped under the fabric—slimmer calves, curvier thighs, a tilt to my hips that shifted my posture naturally.

By the time I clipped the garters into place, I felt like I was wearing someone else’s body. The straps bit gently into my thighs. My ass had plumped into round softness—full enough to bounce subtly when I turned. I ran both hands down my sides, horrified by how perfectly feminine I felt.

I stumbled toward the mirror, hands still trembling, and that’s when I saw her. She had breasts and curves, smooth, soft skin, and a body I’d only ever fantasized about in the vaguest, most shameful corners of my mind.

She stared back at me with wide, frightened eyes. She looked flushed and beautiful. Her thighs were pressed together, her lips parted, her chest rising in short, shallow gasps. I could see the shape of her cock beneath the lace—a bulge so small it barely disrupted the line of her thong.

I moved and watched the reflection mirror everything. There was no denying that I was looking at myself. My transformed self.

I reached for the clasp behind me with shaking hands, suddenly feeling the need to change back. I pulled, but nothing happened. I tried again, harder, but the strap didn’t move.

Panic bloomed in my chest. I clawed at the shoulders, the thong, the sides. Nothing gave. The teddy was sealed to me like it had melted into my skin.

“No, no, no, no—” I muttered, fingers scrabbling uselessly over satin and lace. My heart thundered. I could feel sweat prickling under my arms, slicking between my breasts.

I ran into the bathroom, yanking at the straps, trying to wedge a finger beneath the clasp—but there was no gap. Just flesh. Just the soft pull of lace holding me in place.

The teddy wasn’t just something I wore. It was something I’d become.

I staggered backward, staring at my reflection again. So delicate. So changed. So trapped.

I tore through the bedroom, grabbed the long coat off the hook, barely managing to shove my arms through the sleeves as I stumbled toward the door. I didn’t think. I didn’t plan. I just grabbed my keys and ran—back to the only person who might have answers.

The woman who sold me the trunk.

Vivian.


Chapter 2
Vivian


The bell above the door chimed softly, far too gently for the panic boiling under my skin. I tightened the coat around myself as I stepped inside, but it might as well have been sheer. I could feel everything. Every inch of lace clinging to my body. The unbearable tension of the thong pulled tight between my cheeks. The warmth in my chest where my breasts now pressed against the satin cups. The dull, humiliating ache where my cock—small now, shrunken and cradled beneath the teddy’s strap—twitched uselessly every time the fabric shifted.

I didn’t know what I was expecting when I returned to the shop. Maybe disbelief. Maybe outrage. Maybe help.

What I didn’t expect… was for her to already be waiting.

Vivian stood behind the counter exactly as I’d left her—unhurried and composed. Her eyes lifted to meet mine the moment the bell chimed, and she smiled like she’d been expecting me all along.

“Well,” she said, setting her teacup down with a soft clink. “That was fast.”

My throat clenched. “What the fuck did you sell me?”

She tilted her head slightly. “You opened the trunk?”

“You knew,” I said, voice sharp. “You knew what was inside. You knew what it would do to me.”

Vivian’s smile didn’t waver. “I’d heard rumors about it,” she said calmly. “But they all say that the trunk decides who it allows to open it.”

“What the hell does that mean?”

She stepped out from behind the counter, heels tapping lightly against the floor. Her movements were slow, measured. The scent of something warm and floral followed her—jasmine or rose. Her eyes didn’t leave mine.

“It chose you,” she said softly. “But even then, you chose to take it home.”

“I didn’t choose this!” I barked, my voice cracking. “I didn’t ask for these—these—” My hands trembled, gesturing vaguely at the shape of my body beneath the coat, too afraid to say the words aloud.

Vivian paused, studying me with that maddening calm. “You opened the chest,” she said. “And the chest only accepts those it deems fit.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but the words stalled. “You could’ve warned me.”

Vivian stepped closer. “Would you have listened?”

I flushed. “I—I would’ve… I don’t know!”

Her gaze swept down my body, her lips curving slightly. “You look different… beautiful,” she said.

I flinched. “No. Don’t do that. Don’t look at me like that.”

“Like what?”

“Like this is normal.” I backed a step away, pulse spiking. “I don’t even know what I am right now.”

“Confused,” she said. “Overwhelmed. But not as lost as you think.”

I felt like I was going to shatter.

She stopped in front of me, close enough for me to see the flecks of silver in her eyeshadow, the soft crinkle at the corners of her gaze. She reached up, slowly, and touched the edge of my coat.

I tensed. But I didn’t stop her. Her fingers moved with practiced ease, unfastening the top button. Then the next. And the next. My breath caught. By the time she slipped the coat open, I was trembling.

She didn’t gasp. She didn’t leer. She simply stepped back, eyes sweeping over my body. Her expression was unreadable.

“I’ve seen this piece before,” she murmured, more to herself than to me. “But not like this. It’s adapting to you.”

“It’s stuck,” I said. “I tried everything. I can’t get it off. I tried peeling it down, unhooking it—nothing moves. It’s like it’s fused to me.”

She nodded. “May I?”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah.”

She circled behind me, brushing my hair gently to the side. Her fingers touched the back clasp. I felt a flicker of pressure, a small tug—but nothing. Her hands dropped.

“No good,” she said. “It’s sealed.”

My stomach twisted. “So what now? I’m supposed to live in this?”

She was quiet for a moment as she considered. “There’s another part to the old rumor.”

I turned to face her.

Vivian’s expression had changed. It was softer, but sharper, too. “The pieces won’t release until you accept what they’ve done to you.”

I stared at her. “What?”

“They’re not cursed,” she said. “They’re... persuasive. The magic responds to the one wearing it. It doesn’t trap. It tests. The clothes reshape you—but they also wait. Wait for something deeper.”

My heart thudded in my ears.

“Wait for what?”

Vivian stepped closer, brushing a strand of hair from my cheek. “For you to give in,” she whispered.

The words hit like ice and fire at once.

“Give in to what?”

She smiled—slow and secretive. “To the possibility that you were always meant to look like this.”

My lips parted, but nothing came out. I felt like I was falling.

“Of course,” she added, turning casually and walking back toward the counter, “that’s just one theory.”

I stood frozen in the center of her shop. Lace clinging to every curve. My chest rising and falling in quick, uneven breaths. “Can you help me?” I asked finally, voice small.

“Possibly,” she replied.

I watched as she opened a tall cabinet, revealing rows of carefully hung garments. Silks, satins, lingerie, dresses.

She looked over her shoulder and smiled. “If you want my help, you’ll need to follow me to the back. It’s time you learned how to embrace your feminine side.”


Chapter 3
The Fitting


The door creaked open, and I followed her inside. I’d expected some grim back storage room—a dusty corner with dust covered nicknacks. But the back of the shop felt like another world. Candlelight flickered off velvet drapes. Gilt-framed mirrors lined the walls, angled deliberately to reflect and multiply. A chaise lounge sat in the corner, draped with lace and fur. Somewhere, faint music played—a slow, haunting piano.

Vivian didn’t speak. She gestured to a round pedestal at the center of the room. “Stand here.”

I hesitated. “Why?”

She turned her head slightly, like she was amused I’d even asked. “You want my help, don’t you?”

I stepped forward, my thigh-highs swishing playfully against each other as the garter belt pulled tighter with every step. When I stepped onto the platform, the teddy rode up slightly, tugging the thong deeper between my cheeks. I sucked in a breath, suddenly hyper-aware of the cut of the lace across my hips, the weight of my breasts in the cups, and the humiliating hardness still trapped beneath the satin.

Vivian picked up a cloth tape from her dressing table. “Let’s get your measurements.”

She stepped behind me, smoothing the tape over my shoulders. Her fingers were gentle, unhurried, like she’d done this a hundred times. But every graze of her hand sent a fresh wave of heat down my spine.

“You're very quiet,” she said.

I swallowed. “I'm just... not used to being touched like this.”

She made a small, noncommittal sound. Then, as she measured across my back, her breath warm against my neck, she murmured, “For someone so adamant he didn’t choose this, you’re wearing an awful lot of lingerie.”

I tensed. “I didn’t⁠—”

She looped the tape around my chest, pulling it snug—right under the swell of my new breasts. I gasped. She didn’t let go.

“Didn’t what?” she asked, her voice low and patient.

“I didn’t ask for this,” I managed.

“No?” She leaned in closer, her voice like silk in my ear. “And yet here you are. Teddy, stockings, and garters. Moaning when I so much as brush your breasts.”

My face burned with embarrassment.

She adjusted the tape, slow and clinical, but her thumbs pressed lightly into the base of my breasts, just enough to lift them before she let them settle again into the cups.

“And you fill this teddy so well,” she added. “Why would you want to take it off... when you look so good in it?”

Before I could answer, she circled behind me—and gave my ass a sharp, playful spank.

I jolted and my knees nearly buckled. The garter straps snapped slightly against my thighs, and the teddy shifted tighter over my cock. The feeling made me whimper.

Vivian made a small, pleased sound. “See?” she said, scribbling a note in her little book. “You’re so sensitive. I wonder how long you’ve been waiting to feel like this.”

She moved lower—tape running down my waist, hips, then back up to measure the swell of my thighs. Every time she crouched or leaned in close, I could feel her breath, the press of her blouse brushing against my skin. When she reached my inner thighs, I flinched.

“I need accuracy,” she said. “Stop moving.”

“I—I can’t help it,” I whispered.

The tape slid up beneath the teddy. She measured the length of my crotch—not my cock, exactly, because it was tucked so much it was hardly noticeable.

She pressed lightly against it with the back of her hand and smiled. “It’s cute,” she said.

I nearly died with shame.

Vivian straightened and circled me again, one finger tapping the end of her pen against her lips as she looked me up and down. “You’re shaping beautifully,” she said.

“I still feel like me.”

She raised a brow. “And what does that mean?”

“I still feel... male.”

“Hmm.” She nodded. “Of course. You’ve spent your whole life being told that’s all you are.” Her gaze softened slightly. “But your body clear disagrees and the lingerie never lies.” She stepped back and studied me in full. “Let’s see how you feel once I’m done dressing you.”

I blinked. “Dressing me?”

“You’ve already started,” she said. “Now let’s see how far you’re willing to go.”

Vivian returned to the wardrobe, her fingers gliding past hangers like she was choosing from a lineup of spells. She pulled out a blush-colored blouse. It was so soft it seemed to float in the air, semi-sheer silk with tiny pearl buttons and cuffed sleeves. Next came the skirt; dark gray, high-waisted, and pencil-thin. The slit up the side wasn’t high—but high enough.

“You’ll look exquisite in this,” she murmured. Not as flattery, as certainty.

I stared at the outfit, and something in my chest fluttered. Fear, maybe, but not just fear.

“Take a breath,” Vivian said, stepping in front of me. “Let me help.”

I nodded, barely able to speak.

She unbuttoned the blouse one pearl at a time. Each click of thread releasing felt like a clock ticking down. She slid it over my shoulders slowly, guiding each arm through with careful hands. The fabric whispered across my skin—cool, slippery, impossibly light. It hugged the curve of my new breasts like it had been cut just for them, draping so gently that I could feel my nipples press faintly against the silk with every breath.

“Oh,” I whispered.

“You feel it?” she asked.

I nodded, breath shallow.

“It’s made to be worn like this. It lives when it’s on you.”

She smoothed the front down, running her palms over my stomach—straightening the line, guiding it into place like a sculptor. The warmth of her hands through the silk was unbearable. My knees wobbled.

She stepped behind me and began sliding up the skirt, tucking the blouse inside as she worked it up my body. Her fingers pressed down against my hips, firm and insistent, fitting me into the shape the outfit demanded. When she cinched the high waistband of the skirt over my hips and zipped it up, I gasped.

The pressure was... perfect. Tight in the right places and supportive. I felt wrapped, sculpted, and perfectly defined.

She adjusted the slit to fall over the side of my thigh, just brushing the lace tops of my stockings. My garters strained slightly under the skirt’s hold, and it made my ass feel even rounder, the thong digging deeper between my cheeks.

“You see?” she said softly, fingers gliding down my side. “It’s not the skirt. It’s your shape under it.”

Her touch fell away, and I almost mourned the loss as she left to select a pair of heels. She returned with a pair that were tall, shiny, and sinister.

“I can’t—” I started.

“You can,” she said.

With one hand on my arm and the other guiding my ankle, she slipped the first shoe on. It clicked into place like it belonged. Then the second.

I stood, shakily, taller now, legs forced into a curve I’d never known. My calves flexed, my hips tipped, and the shift in posture made my chest arch forward and my ass push back.

I caught my breath.

Vivian didn’t say anything. She just watched. She let me feel it.

I took one step. The skirt pulled tight across my ass. Another. The stockings slid together. Every tiny motion sent lace and satin moving against me. Teasing me. Pressing against my still-caged cock, which throbbed in helpless, silent protest.

It was too much yet not enough.

Vivian smiled then stepped away briefly, rummaging through a small velvet case on her vanity. When she returned, she had a compact in one hand and a slender tube of lipstick in the other.

“Close your eyes,” she murmured.

I obeyed.

I felt the soft sweep of a brush against my cheeks—powder, faintly floral, delicate as air. Then a cool fingertip beneath each brow, a smudge of something subtle and shimmering. When the lipstick touched my mouth, I whimpered—a low, involuntary sound. It was smooth, creamy, rich with scent. She traced the shape of my lips like she was drawing something out of me I hadn’t known was hidden.

“There. Now you’re complete,” Vivian said, slowly turning me toward the mirror. “Look at your true self.”

I gasped at the sight. Soft blouse. Curved waist. Perfect breasts visible through the silk like a secret. Long legs, drawn up into glossy black heels. Flushed cheeks. Full lips. Hair just messy enough to look like it had been tugged.

“I…” I couldn’t speak.

Vivian stepped behind me. Her fingers grazed my waist. Her hands framed my hips. “This is what was always underneath,” she whispered.

My eyes stung. “No one ever… I never…”

She leaned close, lips brushing my ear. “Tell me your name.”

“Dylan,” I forced out.

She shook her head. “No. Her name.”

I gritted my teeth. “I don’t know her.”

“But you want to.”

I did. To my surprise I truly did. More than anything.

I stared at the reflection, and my chest ached with longing. With something worse. The heat between my legs pulsed like a heartbeat. My cock had never felt smaller—so hidden, so irrelevant. I didn’t miss it. Not really. Not when I looked like this.

“Delilah,” I whispered.

“Very good,” Vivian grinned as she pressed her hands firmer against my hips. “Now it’s time to let Delilah come out.”


Chapter 4
Sent Home in Lace


Istood in front of the mirror, barely breathing. The woman staring back at me didn’t blink. She just waited—poised, uncertain, perfect. Her blouse clung to the swell of her breasts. Her skirt hugged her hips with deliberate, silky restraint. The stockings smoothed every inch of her legs, and the heels… God, the heels. They forced her whole body into a curve, hips out, chest forward, like she was always offering something.

She was me. And she wasn’t. My lips parted. “Delilah,” I whispered again.

The name slid out of me like a moan.

Somewhere behind me, I heard the soft click of something closing. Vivian. Cleaning up the tools she’d used to create me.

I turned, slowly, as if I might break the illusion if I moved too fast. Vivian was back at her vanity, wiping down a powder brush with the sort of quiet, practiced grace that made it look like a sacred ritual.

She didn’t look at me. Not at first. “You’ll smudge your lipstick if you keep biting your lip like that,” she said.

I startled, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. “I… I’m sorry.”

“You’re not,” she replied without turning. “And that’s what makes it so endearing.”

I stood there, still trembling. Still aching between my legs. Still unsure if I wanted to run out the door or sink to my knees and beg her to dress me again.

After a long silence, she finally turned and met my eyes. “I suppose you think this means something now,” she said gently. “The blouse. The skirt. The way you said your name.”

I swallowed. “It feels like it does.”

Vivian crossed the room, her heels whispering across the wood. She stopped a breath away from me. “It doesn’t,” she said softly. “Not yet.”

I flinched.

“But it can,” she added. “If you want it to.”

I stared at her, lips parted, fingers clenched around the hem of my skirt.

“What do I do now?”

Vivian looked me over slowly, like she was inspecting something she’d just purchased and hadn’t yet decided whether to keep.

“You go home,” she said. “This is still new. Your legs are shaking. You can barely think, especially with the throbbing between your legs.”

My face burned. “I’m not⁠—”

“You’re aroused,” she said. “Of course you are. The lingerie knows what it’s doing. It teases, it heightens, it tempts. That’s what it was made for.”

She circled behind me, one hand trailing lightly down my spine. My breath hitched.

“You need time to understand what you’re becoming. To feel it without my eyes on you.”

My heart sank. “So that’s it?”

Vivian stopped behind me. Her hand curled lightly around my hip.

“I have work to do,” she said simply. “The shop doesn’t run itself. And I can’t have you drooling over your own reflection in the back room while I’m trying to prepare a new display.”

I turned slightly, chest tightening. “Right. Of course.”

She came back into view, her expression unreadable. For a moment, I thought she might let it end there. But then her gaze softened, and she tilted her head thoughtfully.

“You know,” she said slowly, “if you’re too nervous to go home like this… you could stay.”

My stomach flipped. “Stay?”

“Work here.” She gave a small shrug. “We both know you don’t want to go back to your old life. Not really.”

“I don’t know if I’m ready.”

“You’re standing in a teddy, silk blouse, and five-inch heels.” Her smile sharpened. “I’d say you’re past ready.”

“I don’t know how to do anything,” I said quickly. “I’ve never worked retail. I wouldn’t know what to say, how to act, I⁠—”

“You’re wearing it well already,” she said. “That’s what matters. And everything else can be taught.”

Vivian walked to the wardrobe and opened a lower drawer, pulling out a soft pink bundle of folded clothes. She placed it in my arms—warm, freshly steamed, smelling faintly of roses and talc.

“There,” she said. “A few more things for tomorrow. You can work off the expenses of your new wardrobe.”

I stared at the bundle—skirt, blouse, delicate underthings, another pair of stockings. My arms trembled as I held them.

“I start tomorrow?”

Vivian looked pleased. “I think that would be best.”

“But—”

She leaned in close. “No excuses,” she whispered. “Go home. Practice walking. Practice being still. Practice talking to your reflection like she’s real. Because tomorrow morning, she will be.”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again.

Vivian stepped behind me one last time, pulling the coat I’d left draped over a chair and holding it open.

“You’re still wearing the teddy underneath,” she said. “You’ll feel it every step of the way. Let that guide you.”

I shrugged the coat on slowly, hiding the transformation I wasn’t ready for the world to see—but not quite ready to take off either.

I turned back toward her. “Thank you.”

Vivian smiled softly. “You’ll thank me when you understand what I’ve given you.” And then she walked back to her dressing table, dismissed me with the subtle grace of someone who already knew I’d be back.

I stepped through the velvet curtain, out into the empty front of the shop, into the evening, into a world that no longer felt like mine—and yet fit perfectly around the curves I now carried under the coat.

Just as she said, the fabric of the teddy shifted with every step. I looked back at the shop window and saw her watching me, a knowing grin on her face. I let out an exhale as I made my way to my car, feeling lucky to have her help, but a darkness still loomed over her, worrying me that she still knew more than she was letting on.


Chapter 5
Exploring


The apartment felt wrong the second I stepped inside. Not dangerous or unfamiliar, just… wrong. Too square. Too still. Like I was walking through someone else’s life in someone else’s clothes.

I closed the door slowly and stood there for a long moment, coat still clinging to my shoulders. I hadn’t even turned on the light yet.

The air smelled like yesterday’s laundry and my old shampoo. Masculine things. Leftovers from the version of me that had existed not long ago.

But that version wasn’t real anymore.

She was still under the coat. The teddy whispered against my skin with every breath. The skirt Vivian had dressed me in was still hugging my hips. The garters were still pulling gently at my thighs. My breasts still strained against the cups. My cock—what was left of it—was still pinned, warm and aching beneath the satin strap.

I flicked on the hallway light and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror by the door. Even with the coat on, even with makeup smudged from the drive, even with lipstick worn down from my teeth nervously biting it—I looked like a woman trying to hide that she was beautiful.

I swallowed and turned away. My legs were shaking. Not just from the heels, which I still hadn’t removed, but from the ache that had settled into the pit of my stomach. An ache that had only grown louder since the moment I left Vivian’s shop.

I walked to the bedroom in small, cautious steps. Each one made the teddy rub between my thighs. I could feel my cock twitching helplessly, trapped in its cage of satin. The heat hadn’t gone away. If anything, it had intensified—built on itself with every second I was alone.

I closed the bedroom door behind me and stood in front of the full-length mirror. The room was dim, lit only by the light slipping in from the hallway. Shadows curved around my figure. The outline of my breasts, my hips, the arch of my back.

I slipped off the coat and it fell to the floor in a soft heap. I unbuttoned the blouse, one trembling pearl at a time. My hands were shaking. I wasn’t sure if it was fear or anticipation. I just knew I couldn’t not do this. I had to see her again—the woman I had become.

The fabric peeled open, revealing the teddy beneath—pale lavender with black lace trim, cupped perfectly around the soft swell of my breasts. The garter straps shimmered slightly, catching the faint light, pulling tight against the tops of my stockings. The thong had practically disappeared between my cheeks.

I let the blouse fall, then the skirt, and stood there in nothing but lingerie and heels.

She stared back at me from the mirror. Delilah.

And I couldn’t stop looking.

I touched my breasts first. Cautiously. Just a light stroke over the lace, like I was afraid they might vanish.

They didn’t.

They shifted slightly under my palms. Warm, heavy, and so, so sensitive. I cupped them fully, testing their weight, squeezing gently. My nipples stiffened in the cups, and I moaned—quiet, high, involuntary.

My knees wobbled. I sank onto the edge of the bed. My hands kept moving. Down my sides. Over the curve of my waist, the flare of my hips. I didn’t have abs anymore. I had softness. Skin that dimpled slightly under my fingers, rounded in places I didn’t know could feel good to touch.

I trailed my fingers down between my thighs. The teddy’s thong strap had grown slick. The fabric pressed tight against the faint bulge of my cock. Just a warm, sensitive spot pulsing under layers of lace.

I rubbed it. Slowly. Just a small circle of pressure through the fabric.

My whole body arched. “Oh fuck…” I hadn’t meant to say it aloud.

My hand moved again—this time more deliberately. Rubbing, pressing, grinding against the tightness. My cock throbbed, useless and overwhelmed, aching under the strap.

All I could think was:

I’m doing this in lingerie.

I’m touching myself in a teddy and heels.

I’m not a man. Not really. Not anymore.

I whimpered, grinding into my palm, rubbing faster. My thighs tensed. My nipples throbbed.

“I have a new name. Delilah.”

My hips bucked forward.

“I have a job. I work at a store. I wear heels.”

I moaned again.

“I came home in a skirt. I looked in the mirror and saw myself dressed up. And I liked it. I fucking liked it.”

I squeezed my breasts harder, twisting my nipples.

“I don’t want to take this off.”

I grunted as my cock spasmed beneath the strap, not allowed to cum, not allowed to be free—just helplessly pulsing beneath the satin as I convulsed, high and breathless and shaking.

The orgasm that hit me wasn’t sharp or explosive. It was long and rolling, making my entire body ache. The kind that left my thighs wobbly and my mind ruined. It didn’t even feel like cumming. It felt like breaking open.

Like accepting myself as I now was.

“I’m her,” I whispered. “I’m Delilah.”

I collapsed backward on the bed, panting, trembling, still trapped in lace, still shaking in heels that made my calves ache.

And I couldn’t stop smiling.


Chapter 6
Becoming Her


Ididn’t sleep much. Not because I couldn’t. Because I didn’t want to. Because I didn’t want to break the spell.

I stayed curled beneath the sheets, still weak from the orgasm that had pulsed through me like a secret, still shivering inside the teddy that refused to loosen its hold. The room smelled faintly of perfume and sweat—feminine now, no longer mine.

At some point, in the hazy hours before dawn, I pulled the pink outfit Vivian had given me into bed. The blouse was delicate and sheer, the skirt soft and high-waisted with a little satin bow stitched at the waistband. I held it against my chest like a comfort object, burying my face in it, inhaling the scent of clean cotton and something faintly floral—like roses. I clutched it as I drifted off, pressed between the old life that lingered in my apartment and the new one that had started beneath my skin.

I didn’t realize I’d fallen asleep until sunlight slid across my legs. The first thing I felt was the garter straps, still biting softly into my thighs, stretched taut where my legs had shifted in the night. They’d left delicate red lines in my skin.

The second thing I felt was the ache between them. That familiar, low, needy pressure. I reached down without thinking, and my fingers met satin—tight, damp, unyielding. My cock was still tucked under the teddy’s strap. Still soft, but sensitive. Still mine, but not.

I moaned softly, hips twitching upward in protest. “Delilah,” I whispered aloud into the quiet.

The name didn’t feel like a mask anymore. It felt like a memory I’d finally remembered, and a life I would start today.

I laid there a moment longer, breathing through the throb in my thighs and the echo of the night before. When I finally sat up, the teddy clung to my skin like a second layer. I peeled on the blouse and skirt Vivian had chosen and padded barefoot into the bathroom.

She’d given me a pink velvet pouch of makeup. Lip gloss, blush, mascara, eyeliner. I’d never even touched this stuff before. Now it would be a ritual.

I stared into the mirror as I applied the gloss. My lips looked fuller. Softer. Like they were meant to be bitten. I brushed out my hair, fluffed it. Smiled just to see what it looked like. I didn’t recognize the girl in the mirror.

And yet—I didn’t flinch.

When I stood at the front door, keys in hand, my legs wobbled. Not just from the heels, from apprehension. I wasn’t ready, but I didn’t have a choice. I had a new life to begin. So I left.

The shop felt different the moment I walked inside. Not because anything had changed. The floor still creaked softly in the same places. The lamps still glowed warm amber against the rows of corsets and garter belts. The glass counters still shimmered under the morning light. But it all felt… brighter. Like I’d stepped into a space I’d always belonged in, even if I hadn’t known it.

Vivian looked up from the register. Her eyes swept down from my hair to my heels—slowly, deliberately—then returned to mine.

“You came,” she said, voice low and pleased.

“I said I would,” I replied, and I hated how soft my voice had gone. How delicate it sounded.

“You look lovely,” she added. It wasn’t praise. It wasn’t a compliment. It was an assessment. An approval.

My cheeks warmed.

She didn’t touch me. Didn’t guide me. She simply gestured to the back of the counter like she had always expected this.

“You’re mine now,” she said. “Let’s see how you handle yourself.”
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The days blurred after that. I showed up every morning. Sometimes in a skirt, sometimes in tights, once in a lavender wrap dress that I was sure was too tight across my ass—until I saw the way Vivian’s eyes followed me.

She never dressed me again, not like the first time, but I still wore everything she gave me. Every day a new outfit, a new experience, a new taste of femininity.

In the mornings, I processed the new inventory, primarily the clothes. I steamed slips and silks, careful not to wrinkle the lace. Vivian taught me how to fold panties the right way—"crease forward, gusset down"—and how to roll thigh-highs without snagging the mesh. I learned how to polish glass without streaking it. I memorized the difference between French and Italian embroidery. I knew how to tell real silk by sound.

Sometimes customers came in. Sometimes they didn’t. The first time a woman asked for help, Vivian nudged me forward. “You’ll do fine,” she said. “Smile. Don’t stutter.”

I did. The woman called me dear and thanked me. She left with an antique vase and a compliment, “You were very helpful.”

I couldn’t believe she didn’t bat an eye at me, at what I was. She had no idea who I had been just a week ago. My confidence in my new body began to swell.

Vivian watched everything, her gaze dragging across my back as I bent over, lingering on the way the skirts lifted. She watched me polish the front window, and I saw her tilt her head slightly when my chest jiggled inside the blouse with each motion. She stepped behind me sometimes without warning—fixing a strap, brushing hair from my shoulder, adjusting a seam with fingers that pressed just a little too long.

Every night I came home and undressed slowly. Skirt first. Blouse second. The lace beneath was damp with sweat or arousal or both. The garters left soft impressions in my thighs. My nipples rubbed raw against the sheer cups. My cock throbbed beneath the strap, straining against it and begging for touch.

I touched myself again. And again. I couldn’t stop touching my new, soft body. I moaned when no one was listening.

But the lingerie never loosened.

By the end of the week, I hardly remembered my old self. I had grown used to my hips swaying, my nipples tingling, and my heels clicking against the floor. I moved through the shop like I belonged there—dusting shelves, organizing displays, letting Vivian’s gaze skim over me without protest. But I could feel something changing in her. She watched me differently. She smiled less. Touched more.

And when Friday came, I sensed it before she even spoke.

It was late when we finished. The last customer had left over an hour ago, and the shop had fallen into its usual hush—that soft, velvety silence that only comes when everything has been properly folded, fluffed, and steamed into stillness. I’d just finished sweeping, tucking away the lavender sachets that lived between the lingerie piles, and arranging the final corset display near the window.

Vivian was wiping down the glass counter with the kind of slow, deliberate grace she used for everything. Her heels clicked softly behind me, never rushed, never uncertain.

I bent to hang the feather duster back on its hook, still glowing from how easily the day had flowed—how natural I’d felt moving through the space, soft-spoken and smiling, the teddy tightening and loosening subtly beneath the blouse with every motion. I’d worn a pale pink skirt that hugged my hips. Vivian had said nothing about it when I arrived, but I’d seen the flicker of satisfaction in her eyes.

I reached for my coat, draped neatly beside the dressing room curtain, but before I could touch it, I heard the sound.

Click.

The soft metallic turn of the deadbolt at the front door.

I froze, then turned slowly, already knowing what I would see.

Vivian was standing near the entrance, her hand still resting lightly on the lock, her eyes already on me. She didn’t say anything at first, she just looked, but already I could tell that something in her had shifted.

The kindness in her face hadn’t vanished—it was still there, nestled beneath the surface—but it had been eclipsed by something sharper. Her lips were darker than usual, painted deep plum. Her blouse, black silk, was tucked into a high-waisted skirt I hadn’t seen her wear before. Her hair was twisted into a tighter knot at the base of her neck. She looked... controlled, intentional. Like someone who had made a decision, and was only now letting me catch up to it.

She took one step forward, and then another—heels clicking across the polished floor with deliberate weight. “It’s been nearly a week,” she said softly.

I nodded, unsure of what else to do. “Yes.”

She passed her fingers along the edge of a display table, trailing them across a row of folded lace thongs, then pausing beside a mannequin clad in embroidered mesh.

“And yet…” she continued, glancing at me from beneath her lashes, “nothing has changed.”

I felt heat rise in my chest. “I—I’ve been trying. Every day.”

Vivian tilted her head. “Yet still the teddy doesn’t come off.”

“No,” I whispered, ashamed to admit it.

She took another step closer. “You still wake up in it.”

“Yes.”

“You still touch yourself in it.”

I hesitated. Then nodded.

She made a small sound in her throat—something like amusement. Or satisfaction. “That can only mean one thing,” she said.

My breath caught. “What?”

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she crossed the space between us slowly, her fingers brushing the edge of the counter as she passed. Her eyes never left mine.

When she stopped in front of me, I could smell her perfume—warm, spicy, expensive. Something darker than what she usually wore. She reached up and gently tucked a strand of hair behind my ear.

“You haven’t tried hard enough.”

My throat tightened. My pulse thundered.

Vivian’s lips curved—not quite a smile. Something hungrier. “But don’t worry,” she said, her voice just above a whisper. “I’m going to help you with that.”


Chapter 7
Tied In Lace


Ididn’t speak. I just stood there. My breath caught somewhere between my chest and my throat, as if I hadn’t realized until now how tightly I’d been holding it.

She didn’t look at me when she turned. She just walked, her heels clicking softly on the polished floor as she disappeared behind the velvet curtain that led to the dressing area. No command. No backward glance. Just expectation.

I followed. Of course I followed.

The room was different than it had been. Candles had been lit—fat ones in glass bowls and thin ones tapering in antique holders. Their flames cast golden shapes along the walls, flickering against the lacquered dressing screen. The scent in the room was richer now, heavier.

She was waiting by the chaise. There was no teasing smile on her lips this time. No knowing amusement. She was calm, composed. Like she was preparing to do something sacred. Or dangerous.

“Come here,” she said quietly.

I obeyed.

She still didn’t touch me, but her eyes trailed over my body with the weight of a hand—starting at the heels, pausing at my thighs where the garters pulled snug, lingering at the hips, the breasts, the throat. I could feel myself flush with each pass.

Then she stepped closer. “Do you want my help?” she asked.

I swallowed hard. “Yes.”

“Then you’ll need to submit to me.”

There was no threat in her voice. No force. But the words landed deep.

I hesitated only a second. Then I nodded. Slowly. Quietly. Unmistakably.

“Good,” she said, and for the first time all day, she smiled.

The first thing she did was undress me Not completely. Just enough. She unzipped the skirt and let it fall. Her hands were slow, precise. Her fingers trailed up my sides as she lifted the blouse over my head. The lace of the teddy was left untouched—still clinging, still taut, still mine.

Then she turned to a chest near the chaise and retrieved a length of deep wine-colored silk.

It wasn’t rope. It wasn’t leather. It was silk lace and it was beautiful.

She took my hands and drew them behind my back. I let her. I didn’t even flinch. Her fingers moved quickly, expertly, looping the silk twice around my wrists and knotting it firmly. Not tight enough to hurt—but snug, controlling, and final.

My arms pulled back. My chest lifted. My breasts pushed forward under the sheer cups of the teddy. My thighs tensed beneath the pressure of the garters.

I gasped.

Vivian stepped back and looked me over. “Perfect,” she said softly.

I felt dizzy. Hollowed out and full all at once.

And then she began to undress. Vivian slid off her blouse with the same grace she used to unwrap silk from a display—fluid, practiced, sensual. Her bra was black lace, delicate and low-cut, and she reached behind her back to unfasten it with ease.

Her breasts were full and soft, the nipples already taut. She let the bra fall to the floor like it didn’t matter, like it never had. Then came the skirt. Slim and fitted, sliding down over her hips with the quiet sigh of expensive fabric. She stepped out of it with the elegance of someone who had seduced entire lives with nothing but posture.

But she could—and she did. She crossed the room to an antique dresser tucked into the corner and opened a drawer with unhurried grace. From within, she drew out a length of sleek black leather—something long, coiled, precise. The harness. She wrapped it around her hips and buckled it with the same practiced ease she used for corset ribbons and garter clasps.

Then she reached into the drawer again and turned to face me. The dildo in her hand was curved and confident, ridged along the underside, not oversized but deliberate—built to fill, not to destroy.

I whimpered as I watched her slide it into place, securing it to the harness with quiet efficiency. It jutted forward now, bold and ready, an extension of her will. Beneath the strap of my teddy, my cock pulsed helplessly in response.

Vivian stepped toward me, her hands on her hips, the toy jutting from her body like it had grown there. “On your knees,” she said.

I lowered myself slowly, heart pounding. The silk binding my wrists kept me off balance. My legs were shaky, the garter straps pulling tight as I bent, forcing my thighs to part just slightly. My heels sank into the rug, but they did nothing to steady me.

I knelt, trembling, and my breath caught as she stepped forward.

The dildo bobbed gently in front of my face—slick, warm from her skin, shaped to invade. My eyes lifted to her, desperate for some sign, some last-second reprieve, but Vivian gave me nothing but silence and expectation.

“Open,” she said, her voice low and final.

I did. My lips parted without thinking.

The head of the dildo pressed against my tongue, and I moaned softly at the weight of it. Not because it tasted good. It tasted like silicone and heat and inevitability. I moaned because I needed it.

Vivian placed one hand at the back of my head, fingers threading into my hair, nails scratching lightly against my scalp. “Don’t rush,” she murmured. “Let it fill your mouth.”

I pushed forward slowly, lips stretching wide, cheeks hollowing. Inch by inch, the shaft slid in. My jaw ached. My eyes watered. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t stop. My tongue lapped at the underside. My lips sealed around the base.

Vivian groaned—more breath than voice. “That’s it,” she whispered. “Good girl. Take it.”

The praise made my thighs quiver.

She began to move. Gently, at first—rocking her hips with practiced ease, guiding me into rhythm. I let her. I let her fuck my mouth like it was a thing she owned. Like it had never belonged to anyone else.

Her grip tightened in my hair. “You’re a natural,” she said. “Did you know that?”

I whimpered around the toy.

“You suck cock like you’ve always had a pair of tits swinging above it.”

My eyes fluttered.

“You were meant to kneel.”

She pulled back slightly, just enough to let the tip pop from my lips. Saliva dripped from my mouth, glistening along the shaft. Vivian looked down at me like she was studying something she’d helped create.

“Look at you,” she said. “Already ruined and we haven’t even started.”

She dragged the tip across my lips, smearing them in spit and shame. Her other hand cupped my cheek. I leaned into it. I didn’t even think.

“You’re so pretty like this,” she whispered. “So empty. So hungry.”

My cock twitched painfully under the teddy, but Vivian gave me no time to beg.

She slid back in—deeper, harder. Her hips pressed forward. I gagged softly as the shaft hit the back of my throat. She held me there. Let me choke on her.

“That’s what I want,” she murmured. “I want you sloppy. Teary-eyed. Mouth full of cock, just like the good girl you are.”

Her hips rolled. Again. Again. I tried to keep up, tried to impress her. My tongue fluttered. My lips tightened. I moaned like a bitch in heat.

And she laughed. Not cruelly, not mockingly, but with delight. “You’re better at this than most women I’ve trained,” she said.

Her words seared into me.

“You were wasted trying to be a man. All that time you could’ve been doing this. Pleasing someone. Being actually useful.”

My cheeks flushed.

She pulled out again, and I gasped—desperate, empty, ruined.

“You like being used, don’t you?” she asked, bending slightly to meet my eyes.

“I…” I couldn’t speak.

“You like being on your knees. You like being bound. You like knowing your mouth is just practice for what’s next.”

I nodded, mouth still hanging open, my jaw aching, my throat sore.

“My good girl,” she said. “And now you’re truly ready to experience femininity.”


Chapter 8
Fucked In Lace


Vivian didn’t speak again after calling me her good girl. There was no need. Her approval hummed through my blood like wine, curling beneath my skin, thickening the ache in my thighs, the heat pulsing between my legs.

My lips were still slick with spit, jaw sore from effort, breath coming shallow. I had never felt so thoroughly used—so tender and hollowed out, like my body had been shaped around the rhythm of her hips and the weight of her praise. And I never wanted it to stop.

Then her fingers trailed under my chin, tilting my face up. Her touch was gentle—so gentle it hurt. Her thumb brushed my bottom lip, smearing the drool I hadn’t wiped away.

I blinked up at her, dizzy, dazed, humiliated in the way that made my cock throb under the teddy’s strap, even more desperate now for friction, for permission, for something I hadn’t yet earned.

She smiled, but there was no softness in it anymore. There was satisfaction, ownership and a quiet, simmering hunger that said she was only just beginning.

“Stand,” she commanded.

I wobbled as I obeyed, rising slowly, my legs weak and tingling, my bound arms pulling my shoulders back until my chest arched forward. My breasts rose with every breath, nipples straining against the lace. I could feel the curve of my ass exposed beneath the tight wedge of the thong, could feel the fabric stretch between my cheeks as I straightened. The teddy clung to me like a lover—damp, constricting, deliciously cruel.

Vivian circled behind me, and when she spoke again, her voice was close to my ear, low and reverent.

“You’ve already given me your mouth,” she said. “Now you’re going to give me everything else.”

I didn’t reply. I couldn’t. My throat was thick with want, with nerves, with surrender. She guided me to the chaise, her hands firm on my hips, her grip like iron wrapped in silk. When I reached the edge, she bent me forward, slowly, until my cheek pressed into the cool velvet, until my back arched and my ass lifted, my legs spread wide. The position made everything feel more intense—more obscene. My arms were still bound, helpless behind me, my balance dependent on her mercy.

I heard the subtle creak of leather behind me, the soft buckling sound of the strap-on being adjusted. Then her hands returned, gliding over my ass, thumbs hooking under the strap of the thong and pulling it taut until the lace bit into my folds—until I moaned, high and desperate, from a place I’d never moaned before.

“You’ve been dreaming about this,” she whispered, dragging her fingers slowly down my crack, spreading me open with deliberate, practiced ease. “Haven’t you?”

I shivered violently, not from cold, but from the unbearable intimacy of it. Her voice. Her hands. Her certainty. I felt her breath against the back of my thighs, warm and humid. Then came the press of the toy—cool at first, firm and unrelenting—nestled against my entrance like it had been designed to fit me. I flinched. My hips jerked. She didn’t push, not yet. She just held it there, letting me feel the promise of what was coming. My chest heaved. My nipples grazed the chaise with every breath. The strap over my cock was visibly darkened, clinging to the pathetic, leaking bulge beneath it. I was on the edge of something I couldn’t name, and I wanted to fall.

“I have a theory,” she purred, her fingernail tracing the edge where the teddy clung tight to my skin. “That if you want it enough—truly want it, and admit it—the lingerie will allow it.”

I shuddered. At her words. At what she meant to do to me. At what I’d have to say out loud.

“First,” she whispered, one hand braced on my hip, the other holding the tip of the toy flush against my hole, “admit it. Admit what you are.”

“I—I don’t—” My voice broke. My lips trembled. My pride curled in on itself.

She leaned back. The dildo withdrew just slightly, leaving me aching and empty. “Say it.”

I gasped. “I’m a woman.”

Her breath hitched—not in shock, but in pleasure. “Louder.”

“I’m a woman,” I said again, louder now, voice cracked and raw.

“Good,” she growled. “Now tell me what you want.”

I gritted my teeth. My body quivered beneath her touch. My mind tried to hold the line, but the words surged up anyway—ugly, desperate, true.

“I want you to fuck me!”

Her touch returned instantly—hot, deliberate. I felt the strap of the teddy shift, sliding slightly from my hip like it had been waiting. She grasped me firmly, repositioned, and in one smooth, powerful motion—she entered me.

The toy slid inside slowly, stretching me open with delicious, devastating fullness. My legs gave a weak jerk beneath me, and I moaned—long, low, desperate. Vivian didn’t stop. She pushed deeper, inch by inch, until I felt completely invaded, reshaped, claimed. I’d never been touched like this. Not inside. Not here. Not as a woman. And now I couldn’t imagine anything else.

She began to move. Each thrust was deliberate, an extension of her will. The toy slid in and out of me with a friction that made my breath stutter, the perfect combination of fullness and stretch. My body, once awkward and untrained, now seemed built for this. It opened for her. It wanted her. And every time she pushed deeper, my legs spread further of their own accord, thighs trembling, ass lifting to meet her halfway.

Her hands never stopped moving. One stayed firm on my hip, anchoring me in place, fingers gripping hard enough to bruise. The other wandered—up my side, across my lower back, between my shoulder blades—stroking, pressing, owning. She touched me like I was hers. Like I should be.

“You’re taking it so well,” she whispered behind me, her breath warm against my neck. “So tight. So perfect. I knew you would be.”

I gasped as her hips slammed forward again, harder this time. The cock hit something deep inside me, something that made stars explode behind my eyelids. I whimpered, pressing my face deeper into the velvet cushion, moaning like a girl in heat.

“You feel that?” she breathed. “That little spot I keep hitting? That’s where you’re meant to be filled. That’s your center.”

She picked up the pace, driving deeper, faster. My body rocked with each impact. The teddy was soaked through, sticking to my skin, the strap digging in against my cock—still caged, still dripping, twitching helplessly every time she thrust forward.

Vivian reached around and grabbed my breasts, squeezing them roughly, pulling me back against her. “You were wasted as a man,” she growled into my ear. “You’re nothing like that anymore. This is what you’re good at—being soft, being open, being fucked.”

Her hands pinched my nipples through the lace, hard enough to make me cry out.

“You moan like a girl. You squirm like a girl. And the way your cock’s drooling in that little teddy?” She laughed softly. “You cum like a girl.”

My body shook violently, the words driving deeper than any thrust. I wanted to deny it. To resist.

But I couldn’t.

Because she was right.

I was wet. I was shaking. I was fucked so deep I couldn’t think. My thighs had gone weak. My wrists still bound behind my back, tits bouncing with every stroke of her hips, moaning into velvet like I’d never known pleasure before.

Vivian let go of my breasts and brought her hand down on my ass—hard. The sound echoed through the room, a sharp smack followed by a wave of heat.

“That’s it,” she said. “That’s my girl. Take it. Take me like a good little slut.”

I sobbed. “I love it,” I choked out. “Fuck—I love it. Please, don’t stop.”

Vivian grabbed my hip again and pounded harder. I could feel the pressure building inside me, like something was about to burst. The toy kept hitting that perfect, devastating place—again and again—until I was hovering on the edge, every nerve stretched tight.

“Say it again,” she demanded. “Say what you are.”

“I’m a woman,” I cried. “I’m your woman.”

“And what do you love?”

“I love being fucked.”

She slammed into me again. My whole body arched.

“Say it all.”

“I love being a woman,” I screamed, voice hoarse and raw. “I love being fucked like one. I love it—I love it so fucking much. Please—please don’t stop—I’m⁠—”

And then it hit me.

I came harder than I ever had. My cock twitched uselessly against the strap, untouched, still trapped, spilling into the soaked satin. My whole body seized—trembling, helpless, owned. My toes curled in my heels, my back arched, my breath caught in a sharp, ragged sob.

And then—I felt it. Not imagined. Not hoped for.

The teddy… loosened.

The lace straps that had clung so tightly to my shoulders for days slipped down my arms, soft and slow like falling petals. One, then the other. The tension that had sealed the garment to my body broke. Not violently. Not all at once. But gently, like it knew.

I hurried to lift them back up, to make it look like nothing had happened, but it was too late. Vivian stopped moving. She held herself inside me, still and deep, one hand sliding up to brush a strap back down my arm.

“Well,” she said softly, a grin audible in her voice. “It finally listened.”


Chapter 9
Me


Vivian untied me slowly. Not because she was trying to be gentle, but because she wanted me to feel it—every second, every inch of the silk loosening around my wrists, every breath I took with my body still bent over the chaise, still shaking, still filled. Her fingers were calm, competent. Her touch lingered just enough to remind me: I’d given her everything, and she’d taken it beautifully.

When the knot came free, my arms fell to my sides, limp and useless. I collapsed onto the velvet like a doll left behind after play. I was boneless, soaked, ruined. The teddy hung off my shoulders like it had lost interest in holding me together.

I clutched at it reflexively, dragging the straps back up. I didn’t care how filthy it was, or how much it reeked of sex and sweat and arousal—I wasn’t ready to take it off. I wasn’t ready to be without it.

Vivian moved around the room behind me, wordless, steady. She wiped down the toy with a warm cloth. Adjusted the candles. Tidied the space like she wasn’t even looking at me. Like she hadn’t just fucked me into a different life.

When she finally returned, I was sitting upright, hugging myself, the lace bunched awkwardly over my breasts, the strap still tight between my legs.

“I don’t want to lose this,” I whispered.

She tilted her head, amused. “Lose what?”

“This.” I gestured to myself. “All of it. The body. The feeling. The name.”

“You mean the lingerie’s spell.”

I nodded.

Her gaze softened—barely.

“The spell’s done, Delilah,” she said. “It did what it was supposed to. It didn’t change you. It revealed you. That’s why it came off.”

“No,” I said too quickly. “No, it can’t be done. I’m not ready.”

Vivian walked to the vanity and retrieved something small. A wooden box. She held it in her hands like it mattered.

“You are ready,” she said. “You said it. You screamed it. I heard you. So did the lingerie.”

I looked down at myself, at the soft curves that still felt too good to be mine, the thighs that trembled with memory, the breasts still sore from her grip. My cock was limp beneath the lace, dripping and useless, shrunken from shame and pleasure and everything in between. And still, I didn’t want to move. I didn’t want to change. I wanted her to lock me back in.

I looked at her. Pleading.

“Please. Don’t let this end.”

Vivian raised a brow. “Is that what you want?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation. “I don’t want to go back. I don’t want to be anything else.”

Vivian stepped close and slipped her fingers beneath the straps of the teddy.

I didn’t stop her. I stood still—trembling, silent—as she eased the straps down my shoulders, slowly, reverently. The lace loosened across my chest. The satin slid down my hips. When it finally fell to the floor, I shut my eyes, afraid. Afraid that removing it would undo everything. That my body would vanish—my breasts, my curves, all of it—like the end of a dream.

“The spell has stuck,” she said softly.

I didn’t breathe.

But then came her touch—light, delicate, her palms cupping my breasts like they were something precious. They were still there. Still full. Still sensitive. Still mine.

My eyes fluttered open. I looked down and nearly cried with relief. Everything was still there. My hips. My soft belly. My flushed, aching chest. I was still Delilah. Not because the lingerie bound me—but because I didn’t need it to anymore.

Vivian smiled at my expression, then turned and crossed the room. She opened a long velvet-lined box on her vanity and angled it toward me. Inside was a new teddy—black and sleek, more structured than the lavender one, with gold embroidery stitched like vines up the sides and a front clasp shaped like a tiny heart.

“Now,” she said, lifting the teddy with both hands, “you’re ready for something fresh.” She held it out and smiled. “New clothes and a new beginning.”

I stared at the teddy in her hands then reached out slowly, brushing the embroidery with trembling fingers. The fabric was cool at first, but warmed beneath my touch—like it recognized me. Like it had been waiting.

I took it from her hands and pressed it to my chest. The lace kissed my skin. I closed my eyes and breathed in—soft rose and talc and something else, something that smelled like memory and want. I didn’t need a mirror to see myself. I felt her. Not just the shape of my body, but the weight of it. The rightness of it. The way the fabric settled into the hollow of my waist, the bend of my hip, the line of my breasts.

Delilah wasn’t a name I had to whisper anymore.

She was me.

When I opened my eyes, Vivian had stepped back—just a few feet. Not in rejection. But as if to give me space. To let me choose.

I looked at her, my voice low but steady. “I think I’m ready.”

Her smile was soft. Not smug. Not triumphant. Just... certain. “I know you are,” she said. “Now let’s get you some more clothes.”

Once again I followed her. But this time, I followed her not because I had to… but because she’d shown me who I truly was.
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A weekend escape. A mysterious spa. A pill that transforms everything.

When Alex books a solo getaway to an exclusive coastal retreat, all he wants is silence. Solitude. Maybe a little peace. What he gets instead is a mistake: the spa thought Alex was a woman.

To stay, he must give up his old clothes, take their special “vitamin,” and blend in. But once he swallows the pill and slips into lace and silk, something strange happens.

His body changes. His desires deepen. And when he starts being touched—softly, reverently, and oh-so-right—Alex begins to wonder if this was the real him all along.

A sensual transgender feminization fantasy of identity, pleasure, and becoming the woman inside.
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It started with a drunken joke… and a shooting star.

Luke never imagined that one night of teasing his girlfriend would end with him waking up in her clothes—and in a woman’s body. But when Claire’s playful wish turns real, Luke finds himself living as Lily: curvy, beautiful, and undeniably feminine.

At first, it’s awkward, but under Claire’s guiding touch, Lily begins to discover the thrill of heels, the softness of lace, and the secret pleasure of being seen as a woman. As the weekend unfolds, their connection deepens—until desire becomes devotion, and transformation becomes truth.

Now Lily isn’t sure she wants to go back. And Claire? She might not let her.
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