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The Favor She Wants



I stood outside Harper’s condo door longer than I should have, trying to steady my breathing. The air felt too warm and suffocating. But something was pushing me toward the door even as the rest of me wanted to run back down the stairs. I kept adjusting my backpack strap, wiping my palms on my jeans, telling myself this wasn’t a big deal. She was just my aunt’s best friend. Someone I’d known my whole life. Someone safe.

Except I didn’t feel safe. I felt nineteen. Stupid. Broke. And desperate enough to ask for money from a woman who’d always intimidated me a little.

I finally knocked, praying she wasn’t home. Even though I really needed the money.

A moment later the lock clicked, and the door swung open. Harper filled the doorway like she’d been expecting me. Same dark hair that fell past her shoulders, same sharp cheekbones, same way of looking at people that made them straighten up without realizing why. She wore a fitted gray sweater and black pants that made her look put together in that rich-person way. Not a hair out of place. Flawless make-up. I don’t know why I was even noticing those things.

“Liam?” she said, eyebrows lifting. “Well this is a surprise. Look at you. I haven’t seen you since you were… what, sixteen?”

“Yeah,” I said, hoping my voice didn’t sound as tight as it felt.

“Mmm. You’ve grown.” Her eyes traveled over me in a way that wasn’t exactly inappropriate, but it wasn’t casual either. “Come in.”

Her condo smelled like sandalwood and something warmer beneath it, a scent I recognized from years of holiday visits. It hit me in the chest all at once and made the place feel smaller, more intimate. She shut the door behind us, and I heard the soft click of the deadbolt.

“So,” she said, leaning against the kitchen counter with her arms loosely crossed, “what brings you to my doorstep after all this time? Don’t tell me you were just in the neighborhood.”

I swallowed. “I, um… need help.”

“That much I guessed.” Her voice softened, just a little. “What kind of help?”

I tried to keep eye contact but failed. “I got fired from my job last week. It wasn’t even a real job, just work-study stuff. But now I can’t make rent, and I don’t want my parents to know I screwed up. Or my aunt.”

“And you came to me.” She tilted her head, studying me like I was a puzzle she’d been waiting to solve. “Why me, instead of anyone else?”

Because she had money to spare, obviously. Because I didn’t want the people who raised me to see me fall apart. Because something about her confidence made me think she’d know exactly what to do.

I couldn’t say any of that. “I didn’t know who else to ask.”

She let the silence stretch between us, just long enough for the truth to settle. Then she pushed off the counter and walked toward me with confidence and power.

“I can help you,” she said. “But I don’t do charity. If I give you something, I expect something in return.”

My stomach twisted. “Like what?”

“Nothing terrible,” she said with a small smile. “Just obedience.”

I stared. “Obedience?”

“That’s right. You do exactly what I ask, and I’ll cover your rent. But only if you agree before you know what I want. If you’re going to hesitate, it won’t work.”

I had no idea what that meant, but the word “rent” had already hooked its claws in me. “Okay,” I said. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

Her smile widened with something like satisfaction. She turned and walked into the living room, then opened a drawer in a low cabinet. When she came back, she was holding something in two fingers.

A pair of pale pink panties.

My mind blanked. My body didn’t.

Heat rushed up my neck, flooding my face. “Harper—”

“Liam,” she said calmly, “I want you to step into these.”

I shook my head automatically. “I can’t.”

“You can,” she said, lowering them until they hovered just above the floor. “And you will.”

My breath stumbled. Every muscle in me tensed, telling me to back away, to leave, to make an excuse. But beneath all of that was a pulse of something darker—some mix of fear and desperation. It was just a pair of panties. How bad could it be? And to have my rent paid? Surely, it was worth it.

She watched me react, her expression unreadable but somehow patient. When I didn’t move, she sighed softly and stepped closer.

“All right,” she murmured. “If you won’t undress yourself, I’ll help.”

Before I could speak, she reached for my waistband. Her fingers brushed my stomach, firm and sure, then she unfastened the button of my jeans. I froze. No woman had ever been this close to my body. I was a virgin, unfortunately. She tugged the zipper down, and the sound felt impossibly loud in the quiet condo.

“Harper…” I tried again.

She didn’t answer. She pushed my jeans down my hips, and when they caught on my boxers, she slid those down too. Cool air hit my skin at the same moment she knelt in front of me.

That alone almost made my knees give out.

I tried to cover myself, but she caught my wrist effortlessly. Her gaze dropped to my cock, already hardening despite everything I thought I believed about myself. She smiled in a way that wasn’t mocking at all—just knowing.

“You have a pretty penis,” she said. “Kind of girly.”

The words shocked me. I didn’t know whether to feel insulted or flattered. Obviously, the word ‘girly’ was a slight, but pretty? Was that a good thing? My entire face burned, and the heat spread down my neck, across my chest, all the way to the place she was looking.

Her fingers traced lightly up my thigh, nails barely grazing. I shivered.

“See?” she whispered, her voice low and warm. “You like this. You like doing what I tell you.”

I hated how true it felt. I hated how obvious my response was. But when she held the panties open again, waiting, something inside me loosened. Against every ounce of common sense I had, I lifted one foot, then the other.

She slid the panties up my legs, letting her nails skim along my skin as if she were savoring it. When they reached my hips, she adjusted them so they hugged me snugly, almost gently. The fabric was soft, unfamiliar, and embarrassingly revealing.

She looked up at me, still kneeling. I had no idea what expression I was wearing, but it made her stand slowly, smoothing her palms up my sides.

“Good,” she said quietly. “That’s enough for today.”

She pulled my jeans back up over the panties, fastening them as if she were finishing a fitting. I felt the new fabric underneath—thin, delicate, impossible to ignore.

“When you come back,” she added, her voice warm but firm, “you’ll wear those again. I have more plans for you.”

My heart pounded so hard it almost hurt. But I nodded, then left.
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I barely remembered the walk back to campus. By the time I reached my dorm room, the sun had dipped low enough to turn the hallway windows orange, but none of it felt real. I let myself inside and stood there for a moment with the door shut behind me, gripping the handle like it was the only thing keeping me upright. My heartbeat was still fast, too fast, like it hadn’t caught up with the fact that I was alone again.

I dropped my backpack onto the floor and started pacing without even realizing I was doing it. My body moved on instinct while my mind stayed trapped in Harper’s condo, replaying every detail. The sandalwood scent in the air. The look she gave me right before she knelt to the floor and pulled the panties up my thighs.

I stopped in the middle of the room and pressed a hand to the front of my jeans. The panties were still there, snug against my skin, a soft reminder I couldn’t ignore even if I wanted to. I felt the outline of them through the denim, and the contact sent a small, embarrassing shiver up my stomach. I should have taken them off the second I left her place. Any normal person would have. Instead, I kept touching them like I needed proof that any of it had actually happened.

Shame rolled through me in waves, tightening my chest. I wasn’t supposed to react like this. No guy would. No normal guy, at least. And yet—beneath the shame was something warmer. A slow, stubborn throb of arousal that refused to fade, no matter how many times I told myself to get a grip.

“It was just a one-time thing,” I muttered, though the words didn’t feel honest. “She was messing with you. That’s all.”

But then I remembered the tone of her voice when she said, You like doing what I tell you. The way her nails dragged lightly up my legs. The soft pressure of the panties as she pulled them into place. Every thought made my body respond all over again, my jeans tightening just enough to make me swallow hard.

I sat on the edge of my bed and tried to distract myself. My roommate was gone—his bed empty, his hoodie thrown across the desk chair—so I pulled out my phone and opened a game, then closed it. Opened social media, scrolled for thirty seconds, and closed it too. Nothing stuck. My brain kept drifting back to Harper, to the steadiness in her eyes, to her hands on my skin.

I lay back on the mattress and stared at the ceiling, dragging a hand over my face. The panties shifted slightly with the movement, brushing against me in a way that made me inhale too sharply. I turned onto my side, curling my knees in like I was trying to hide from myself, but it didn’t help. The sensation was too new, too intimate, and my body couldn’t seem to forget it.

Part of me wanted to text her. Just to see if she’d respond. Just to know what she was thinking after everything she did. But that was insane. She probably wasn’t thinking about me at all. Women like her didn’t dwell on nineteen-year-old guys who couldn’t keep their composure while being undressed.

Still, I kept hearing her voice like she was standing right next to my bed, whispering against my ear.

Good. That’s enough for today. I have more plans for you.

A promise, not a dismissal.

I rolled onto my back again, staring at the sliver of sunset fading outside the window, and let a truth settle over me that I wasn’t ready to say out loud.

I wanted to see her again.
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Harper texted me the next morning while I was walking back from class. I didn’t even hear the buzz at first, not until I checked my phone out of habit and saw her name light up the screen.

Come over after class. Don’t forget what you’re supposed to be wearing.

That was it. No greeting, no question mark, just a statement like she already knew I’d obey. And the thing was—she wasn’t wrong.

By the time I reached her condo later that afternoon, my hands were sweating inside the sleeves of my jacket. The butterflies in my stomach had evolved into something worse: a low, constant thrum that made it hard to think straight. I kept adjusting my jeans, wondering if it was obvious what I had on underneath. The panties hugged me tight, the lace brushing against me every time I moved.

Her place was tucked behind a row of neatly trimmed hedges on a quiet residential street, the kind of building with polished stone accents and a private entry gate that only people with good credit lived in. Even the front door looked expensive—dark wood, black hardware, not a scratch on it.

I knocked once, then again when I didn’t hear anything. My throat was dry.

Harper opened the door like she’d been standing right behind it the whole time.

She was barefoot this time, wearing high-waisted black slacks and a white blouse with a deep neckline, her hair pinned loosely at the back of her neck. Her makeup looked fresh, obvious but not heavy. Like always, she looked like she belonged to a different world than I did—calm, collected, and rich.

Her eyes flicked down to my jeans, then back up to my face.

“Did you follow instructions?”

I swallowed. “Yeah. I mean—yes.”

She arched one perfectly shaped brow. “Yes what?”

“Yes, I wore the panties,” I said, voice rough.

She stepped aside, letting me in without another word. The air inside smelled like roasted garlic and herbs today, something warm drifting in from the kitchen. Everything in her condo was perfectly curated, from the marble counters to the oversized art leaning against the walls. It didn’t feel like a home—it felt like a space meant to impress. Except I wasn’t sure who she needed to impress. She already had me on my knees, metaphorically.

“Good boy,” she said behind me, the words low and smooth.

I froze.

She walked past me, then turned around and held out a sheer, lacy robe the color of blush champagne. It was delicate and feminine, the kind of thing you only saw on boutique mannequins in windows I never had the nerve to look into. She offered it like it was nothing.

“Take everything off but the panties.”

I didn’t move right away.

Her expression didn’t shift. She just raised that same eyebrow again. “Are you already forgetting the deal?”

“No,” I muttered. “I just—”

“Then undress.”

I turned away from her slowly, feeling my ears burn. My hands fumbled with my zipper. I tried not to think about the sound of my jeans hitting the floor, or how exposed I suddenly felt. My shirt came off next, then my socks, leaving me in nothing but the pale pink panties she’d made me step into yesterday. The elastic hugged my hips in a way that felt too vulnerable to be allowed.

When I turned back around, she was watching me the way you’d study a new painting—curious, quiet, appraising. I tried to cover myself, but she shook her head.

“No hiding,” she said. “Let me see.”

I dropped my hands, cheeks burning.

She walked up to me and slipped the robe around my shoulders. Her fingers were warm, steady as she adjusted the fit, tugging it gently across my chest before tying the sash around my waist. Her knuckles brushed the edge of my stomach. Every touch was controlled. Intimate without being affectionate. Like she wasn’t just dressing me—she was claiming me.

“There,” she said, smoothing the fabric down. “Come on. I made us some dinner.”

I followed her, dazed.

We sat at her dining table, just the two of us. She had roasted chicken and vegetables, a glass of red wine. I had water. She didn’t offer me any alcohol, and I didn’t ask.

The robe kept slipping open at the thighs when I moved. I kept having to shift in my seat to stay decent. Harper didn’t seem to mind. In fact, she kept glancing at me like she was evaluating her work. Like I was a project she’d started and was already proud of.

Every bite I took felt like part of some strange, silent performance.

Afterward, she stood and walked behind me, resting a hand lightly on my shoulder.

“Stand up.”

I did.

She stepped back, arms crossed. “Walk across the room. Don’t rush.”

I did what she asked, unsure of what was happening until I turned back and saw the way she was looking at me.

Not like a boy. Not even like a man she wanted. But like something else entirely. Something malleable. Hers.

She crooned my name once—softly—and I came to her without thinking.

“Kneel.”

My knees hit the plush rug, and before I could process anything else, she bent down, her face direction in front of mine. She slid her hand across the front of the robe and found my bulge easily. I gasped.

“You’ve been hard this whole time, haven’t you?”

“I—yeah.”

She began stroking me slowly through the robe and panties, her palm firm, her rhythm torturously light. The fabric clung to me, soft and thin, making every motion sharper. I clenched my fists by my sides, biting down a moan.

Harper knelt beside me, her breath warm against my cheek as she whispered, “You’re doing so well, my little princess.”

The words hit harder than anything else she’d done. They slid down my spine like hot water, leaving goosebumps in their wake. My body jerked, and I came before I could stop it, shuddering under her hand, humiliated by how quickly it happened and how much I needed it.

She didn’t flinch. She just smiled, warm and quiet, and pressed a kiss to my temple.

“You’ll get used to this,” she murmured. “Eventually.”

I didn’t know if she meant the robe, or kneeling for her, or the way I couldn’t stop shaking even after it was over.

But I believed her.
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I didn’t go to class the next day.

I told myself I needed a break, that I was just tired, but that wasn’t the truth. I couldn’t face people. I didn’t want to talk, didn’t want to fake normal when my body still ached with the memory of Harper’s hand on me. I felt exposed just walking through the dorm hallway, even though no one knew what had happened. No one could possibly know. But it still felt like it showed somehow—on my face, in the way I moved, in the way my jeans dragged against skin that had been dressed in lace just hours earlier.

I kept to myself. Ignored texts from friends. Closed out every group chat that lit up my phone. I didn’t want anyone asking what was going on, because I didn’t have the words. Not for what this was. Not for what I was becoming.

I lay on my bed for most of the afternoon with my laptop open but untouched. I kept thinking about the robe, about how she’d stroked me through the robe. I remembered her voice—Good boy. My little princess. The words echoed in my head with an intimacy that scared me more than I wanted to admit.

It would have been smarter to distract myself. Study. Go for a run. Do literally anything else.

Instead, I opened an incognito browser window and searched for lace lingerie.

It started with curiosity. Just a vague need to see the kind of things Harper might have picked for me. But I kept scrolling. Bra and panty sets. Garter belts. Sheer fabric stretched over soft bodies. Every image made something twist deeper in my gut. It should’ve felt foreign, laughable even—but it didn’t. Some of it looked delicate. Beautiful. Alluring.

I closed the browser quickly when I heard footsteps outside the door. My face burned even though no one was in the room with me.

That night, I slept in boxers, but I couldn’t get comfortable. I turned over again and again, tangled in the sheets. At some point I drifted off, but the dreams came fast. Half-formed memories and feelings—her voice in my ear, the weight of the robe, the slip of panties as she pulled them into place. I woke up hard, flushed, and empty.

I rolled over to grab my phone, more out of habit than anything else.

There was a new message. Just one word.

Tomorrow.
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Harper opened the door with a smile that was warm, but not soft.

The look in her eyes told me she hadn’t forgotten a single detail from the last time we’d been alone. If anything, she looked more certain now. Like she didn’t need to test my limits anymore—she knew I would follow.

“You’re right on time,” she said, stepping back so I could enter her condo. The space looked just as pristine as before, like no one actually lived there. Everything was chosen carefully, just like the clothes she chose for me.

She closed the door behind me and nodded toward the hallway. “Come on. I want to show you something.”

I followed her through the open-concept living room into a bedroom I hadn’t seen before. The space was softly lit, the curtains drawn halfway to let in natural light, with warm gold accents and a huge bed made up in layered cream and gray linens. The walls were a muted rose color—more elegant than feminine—but something about it made me pause in the doorway. Why was she bringing me to her bedroom?

“This is where I get ready,” she said, motioning to a wide vanity table along one wall. “Today, you’ll get ready here too.”

She walked over to a folded bundle sitting on the edge of the bed and held it out to me. Panties and a bralette—both in soft lavender, trimmed with delicate lace. The kind of pretty I’d never even imagined on my own body.

“These are yours now,” she said. “Put them on.”

I hesitated, fingers twitching as I took the fabric from her. It felt lighter than I expected. Too delicate to be real. My throat tightened as I looked for a place to change, but she didn’t move. She just sat at the end of the bed and waited.

“You’ve already undressed for me once,” she said. “You can do it again.”

I nodded and started pulling off my clothes, trying to keep my back to her even though I knew she could still see plenty. Shirt first, then socks. My fingers fumbled with my jeans, and I flinched a little when they hit the floor.

The air felt colder than it should have against my skin. My boxers were the only thing left. I stepped out of them, red-faced, and reached for the panties. My hands shook a little as I slid them up my legs. The lace clung to me gently, wrapping around my hips with a kind of softness that felt wrong but addictive.

Then the bralette. I slipped my arms through the straps and pulled it over my head. It clung to my chest like a second skin. I wasn’t sure what to do with the cups, how to position them.

She stood and walked over. “Let me help.”

Her hands were sure as she adjusted the straps, tugging them into place with gentle confidence. She stepped close, smoothed her palms down my sides, and then cupped the empty fabric over my chest like I had anything to fill it with. I didn’t, but I felt girly anyway.

“You look beautiful,” she said.

The words hit harder than I expected. Why did it feel good to hear those words?

My face was burning again, but I didn’t move. I let her look at me. Let her hold me like that for just a second longer.

Then she turned to the vanity and picked up a slim tube of lip gloss. She twisted it open and held it like she was about to feed me something.

“Pucker.”

I blinked. “What?”

“Your lips, sweetheart. Pucker them.”

I obeyed, clumsily, and she swept the wand across my mouth with a featherlight touch. It smelled like vanilla and something floral. The gloss felt slick, almost wet, cooling quickly as it settled.

I smacked my lips together and instantly regretted it—it felt weird. Slippery. Sweet. My instinct was to wipe it off with the back of my hand, but I didn’t. I just stood there, slightly parted lips gleaming under the soft light, while she admired her work.

“That’s better,” she said, then turned to retrieve something from a nearby shelf.

When she came back, she held something behind her back like a surprise.

“I wasn’t sure which color would suit you best,” she said. “But this one... this one felt right.”

She revealed the wig with a slow, almost ceremonial movement. Light blond, waist-length, the fibers smooth and silky with a soft shine. It looked real. Too real.

My heart thudded in my chest as she walked behind me and gently lowered it over my head.

“Hold still,” she whispered.

Her fingers moved with the ease of someone who had done this before. She adjusted the hairline, tucked stray strands behind my ears, and brushed the length down over my shoulders. I could feel the weight of it now, how it tickled my neck and collarbone.

Then she stepped back and turned me toward the mirror.

I stared.

A stranger looked back at me.

The bralette curved across my chest, the panties hugging my hips in soft lavender lace. The lip gloss shimmered faintly, catching the light every time I breathed. And the wig made it real. My jaw looked softer somehow. My eyes bigger. I didn’t look like a guy in drag. I looked like a girl. A woman.

Harper leaned in close behind me, her chin almost touching my shoulder.

“Now look at you,” she murmured. “Such a pretty little thing.”

The words settled deep in my chest and bloomed there, like something I hadn’t known I’d been waiting to hear. My throat felt tight again, but I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t.

She kissed my cheek. Soft. Barely there. I didn’t pull away.

Then she reached for her phone and held it up.

“Just one pic,” she said. “For me.”

The flash was low, just enough to make my lip gloss shine. She smiled after she took it and tucked the phone away like it was nothing. Like the moment didn’t shake me to my core.

“You can take the wig off now,” she said, stepping back. “But the panties and bralette stay on. Under your clothes.”

I turned to her slowly, heart still pounding.

“Come back tomorrow,” she added, voice light but firm. “We’re not finished.”

I nodded and headed out, wearing the panties and bra under my jeans and shirt. I didn’t know what more she had in store for me, but I was strangely ready for it.

[image: ]


Harper didn’t waste time once I arrived.

The door had barely clicked shut behind me when she said, “Take off your shoes and come with me. I have something special planned.”

She was barefoot again, this time in a slate blue slip dress that hugged her hips as she turned down the hall. I followed her without asking questions, heart already starting to thump in that familiar, low way it always did around her—like I was walking toward something inevitable.

Her bedroom was warm with soft light spilling across the floor from the window. The bed was neatly made, just like before, but today there was something waiting on top of the duvet: a full outfit laid out with care. I saw a new set of panties and a matching bralette in a pale peach color, delicate and satiny. Next to them sat a short black pleated skirt, sheer black stockings still rolled, and a pale ivory blouse with tiny pearl buttons.

The sight of it made my stomach tighten.

She turned to look at me. “Well?” she said. “You know what to do.”

I nodded and reached for the hem of my hoodie. I was getting used to this part—or at least, I was getting faster. My hands still trembled, but I didn’t hesitate. I peeled off the hoodie and dropped it to the chair in the corner. My T-shirt came next, then jeans, then socks. By the time I was left in the lavender panties and bralette from the day before, I could feel her watching me—but it didn’t feel mocking. It felt expectant. Like she was waiting for something to bloom.

She didn’t have to tell me to take them off. I did it myself, folding them neatly and setting them aside.

When I slid the new panties up my legs, the fabric felt smoother, clingier than yesterday’s. They hugged tighter at the hips and made my cock press forward more obviously. I didn’t try to hide it. Not anymore.

The bralette came next. The color looked softer against my skin, and I adjusted the straps myself this time, only glancing at her once to see if I’d done it right. Her nod was small, but approving.

She stepped closer with the skirt in her hands. “Arms up.”

I raised them, and she slipped the waistband around me, tugging it over my hips and smoothing it flat with both palms. The way she touched me wasn’t overly sexual—but it wasn’t impersonal either. She handled me like something she’d chosen, something she was shaping. The fabric fell to mid-thigh, the pleats flaring lightly. When she smoothed it once more, she let her hand linger on my side.

Then the blouse. I held my arms out as she draped it over my shoulders. It was soft and cool, slightly sheer in the light, and she buttoned it for me one pearl at a time. When she reached my throat, she gave the collar a gentle tug and ran her fingers down my chest before stepping back.

“Sit on the edge of the bed.”

I obeyed, and she knelt in front of me with the stockings.

“Let me,” she said softly.

She rolled one up slowly and lifted my leg, guiding it on inch by inch. Her nails grazed the back of my calf, then higher. I shivered. When the stocking reached my thigh, she smoothed it out, eyes focused on her task. Then the other leg—same care, same slow glide. I couldn’t look away.

She stood again and took my hand, guiding me to the vanity mirror.

“Time to finish getting ready.”

My breath caught as she picked up the eyeliner. She tilted my chin and said, “Close your eyes.”

Her touch was practiced. She lined my eyes with a slow, steady hand, then swept mascara through my lashes. I could feel each stroke—it all felt so foreign. Then she reached for the lipstick.

“This one’s bolder,” she said. “Hold still.”

She painted my lips with deep rose-red. Thicker than gloss. Velvet, smooth. When she told me to look, I hesitated.

But then I opened my eyes.

She was behind me, brushing the blond wig gently before lifting it into place. She adjusted the part with her fingers, shaped the fringe, and smoothed the ends so the hair fell in soft waves to my waist.

When she finished, she placed her hands lightly on my shoulders and leaned in.

“Heels,” she said. “Put them on.”

The pair was already waiting on the floor. Black with a subtle shine, maybe two and a half inches tall. I hesitated just a second before slipping my feet in. They fit snugly. My legs looked longer instantly.

Then I looked up.

I didn’t see myself.

I saw someone else. Someone with soft blond hair and long lashes. A hint of color in the cheeks. Full lips. The stockings hugged my thighs and made the short skirt flare more. The blouse framed the whole thing like it was meant to be worn this way. For the first time, I didn’t look like a guy wearing girl clothes. I looked like—

“Say your name,” Harper whispered.

I stared at my reflection for another beat, then said it.

“Lia.”

It came out smaller than I expected. But it was mine.

“Good girl,” she said.

Something in me cracked open.

I didn’t know what I was becoming. But I wanted more.

Harper stepped behind me again, brushed a few blond strands behind my ear, then ran her palm down my back possessively. Her touch lingered at my waist, then lower, tracing the waistband of the skirt.

“Still comfortable?” she asked.

I nodded, but my voice caught. “Yeah.”

“Good,” she said. “Because we’re not done yet.”

I turned to her, confused. “What do you mean?”

Her smile was slow, more of a smirk.

“You’re going to stay a little longer.” She reached out and unbuttoned the top of the blouse. “We’ve come this far, haven’t we?”

I swallowed and nodded again.

Outside, the sky was starting to darken, casting gold and gray streaks across the bedroom wall.

Harper stepped back, letting her gaze sweep over me from head to toe. Her expression had shifted—less warm now, more focused. Like she was deciding what to do with me.

“You’re getting better at this,” she said. “I like seeing how far you’ve come.”

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I just nodded.

She stepped toward the wardrobe in the corner of the bedroom and opened it slowly. Inside were hangers, silk robes, and something else—a few boxes stacked neatly on the shelf, one of which she pulled down with care.

“Take a seat,” she said, motioning toward the padded bench at the end of the bed.

I sat, feeling the skirt settle over my thighs, the stockings brushing lightly against the backs of my knees. My heart beat a little faster as she set the box on the bed and opened it.

Inside wasn’t lingerie. It was something else entirely.

There were toys. Not the kind you’d find in a college dorm drawer—these were sleek, polished, some soft silicone, some harder, glinting in the bedroom light. A harness sat folded in one corner. I froze, unsure if I was even supposed to look.

Harper caught my hesitation and smiled. “Curious?”

I nodded before I could stop myself.

She picked up a plug, small and tapered, and rolled it between her fingers like it was nothing. Then she set it down again and pulled something else from the box—a long, flesh-colored dildo, curved just slightly, with a base that looked like it belonged to the harness.

My throat tightened.

“You’ll learn about all of these,” she said calmly. “But not yet. First I’m going to change into something more comfortable. You’re free to watch me if you want.”

She closed the box and set it aside. Then, without a word, she stepped toward her closet and pulled out a silky black robe. She didn’t put it on right away. Instead, she faced me as her hands moved to the strap of her dress.

“I want you to watch,” she said. “Don’t look away.”

My mouth went dry. I nodded before I even understood what was happening.

Her fingers slid over the thin strap on her shoulder, pushing it aside. The fabric slipped a little, revealing the curve of her collarbone, then more—smooth skin, warm in the soft bedroom light. She lowered the other strap, and the dress gave way, gliding down her waist and hips like it had been waiting to fall to the floor. She stepped out of it slowly, letting me see her fully.

My breath caught.

Harper’s body wasn’t like the girls I saw on campus—she wasn’t twenty or even close. She was mature in a way that made my chest tighten, all soft curves and confident posture, her breasts fuller, her hips shaped like they’d known real intimacy. She stood in a matching bra and panties, the same kind of expensive fabric that clung to her in delicate lines. My eyes traced the subtle dip of her waist, the generous swell of her hips, the toned definition of her thighs.

I felt my cock twitch through the panties I wore, the reaction instant and humiliating.

She noticed.

Her smile deepened, slow and knowing, as if she had expected nothing less.

Then she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. She let it fall from her hands and didn’t bother to catch it. Her breasts settled naturally, heavy and soft, her nipples tightening slightly in the cooler air. I swallowed so hard it almost hurt.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties next. There was no teasing pause, no hiding. She just slid them down her legs with a single fluid motion, stepping out of the fabric and standing completely bare before me, her confidence effortless, almost disarming.

“This,” she said quietly, “is what you’re becoming useful for. Watching. Obeying. Wanting.”

I couldn’t look away even if I tried. Heat built in my body, thick and undeniable. My legs felt weak in the heels. The skirt clung awkwardly to my thighs; the stockings felt suddenly too tight.

Harper finally lifted the black robe and slipped it over her shoulders.

When she tied the robe loosely at her waist, the fabric still parted enough to tease glimpses of skin, curves, shadows—each one making my cock throb harder inside the soft lace.

She looked at me, head tilted slightly. “What do you think?”

My mouth was dry. “You’re… beautiful.”

“So are you,” she said, smiling faintly.

She walked toward me with the slow confidence of someone who already knew how I’d react. Her bare feet made no sound against the floor, but her presence was loud in every way. When she reached me, she didn’t touch me right away. She just looked at me for a long time.

“You’re becoming so ladylike,” she said. “Even your posture has changed.”

I stood up, showcasing my straighter posture without thinking.

She circled me once, then came to a stop in front of me and placed both hands on my waist. Her thumbs brushed the edge of the skirt, then traced upward, slowly grazing the front of my bralette.

“You’re shaking,” she whispered.

“I’m not,” I said quickly—too quickly.

Her eyes narrowed with amusement. “Oh no? Then why can’t you stand still?”

She stepped forward, backing me toward the wall. I let her. My back met the cool surface a second later, and she didn’t stop. She leaned in until her robe brushed my blouse. Her thigh slid between my legs, parting them slightly. My breath stuttered.

Then she pressed forward.

Not hard—but firmly enough that I felt the pressure through the layers. Her thigh pressed right against me, and I gasped, hips reacting before my brain could catch up. She didn’t say anything. Just kept grinding, slowly, rhythmically. Not enough friction to give relief—just enough to drive me crazy.

My hands fluttered at my sides. I didn’t know where to put them. My legs trembled slightly in the heels. She reached up and cupped my face, holding me in place while she ground against me again.

I moaned—quiet, broken—and hated how quickly I was unraveling.

“Is this what you want?” she asked softly. “To be teased? To be kept on edge like this?”

I couldn’t answer. I couldn’t even think.

Her mouth brushed my cheek—not quite a kiss—then moved to my ear.

“Beg,” she said.

I swallowed hard. “Please…”

Her thigh pressed again, harder.

“Please what?”

I was shaking now, my voice barely a whisper. “Please. Use me.”

She went still.

I thought for a second I’d said too much, that maybe I’d broken whatever unspoken rule had kept this thing between us so tightly controlled.

But then I looked at her, and she was smiling.

Not softly. Not kindly. Predatory. Like a cat that had finally caught the mouse after toying with it all afternoon.

“There you are,” she murmured. “I was wondering when you’d finally say it.”

She stepped back, letting the pressure vanish all at once. I nearly stumbled forward with the loss of contact.

Her fingers trailed down the center of my blouse. “I think you’ve earned a reward.”

I nodded, dizzy.

She leaned in close again. “Say it one more time.”

“Use me. Please.”

She kissed my cheek, lips lingering. “Good girl.”

I didn’t fully understand what had changed in the seconds after I begged her to use me, but something had settled between us—something heavy and electric that made my skin feel too tight. Harper studied me with a calm expression, her robe half open, her body warm and bare beneath it. She touched the front of my blouse, not to undo it yet, just to feel the fabric, her fingers dragging slowly over the pearl buttons.

“Take a breath,” she murmured.

I did. Or I tried to. Everything inside me felt poised on a single point, trembling.

Then she whispered, “Let’s take this off,” and her hand slid up to the first button.

She unfastened them one at a time, each one sending a wave of anticipation through me. My chest rose and fell too quickly, and when she reached the last button, she brushed her fingertips across the bralette beneath as if she were confirming something she already knew.

“Arms up,” she said.

I lifted them and she peeled the blouse from me, folding it neatly and placing it aside. Next came the skirt. She stepped close, her fingers grazing my thighs as she reached for the waistband, and I felt my knees wobble in the heels.

“Hold still,” she said gently.

I did my best, but the moment she tugged the skirt down, her knuckles brushed the front of the panties and a soft gasp escaped me before I could smother it. She didn’t tease me for it. Not with words, anyway. Her small smile said enough.

When she straightened, I stood in front of her wearing nothing but the peach panties, the bralette, the blond wig, and the stockings and heels she’d chosen. I felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with nudity. My whole body felt open—like hers to direct.

“Good,” she said quietly. “Now come here.”

She crossed to the bed and spread a towel across the center. Her robe shifted as she moved, revealing glimpses of her hips, the curve of her stomach, the line of her thigh. Everything about her was composed, certain, powerful.

She looked over her shoulder. “On your hands and knees, Lia.”

My breath faltered.

But I obeyed.

The mattress dipped beneath my palms as I climbed up and positioned myself in the center of the towel. The wig brushed my shoulders when I lowered my head. My heartbeat echoed in my ears. I felt ridiculous and alive at the same time—terrified, aroused, unsure how I had gotten here, but unable to imagine stepping away.

Harper came up behind me. I heard the soft rustle of fabric, then felt her hand glide across my lower back, warm and sure.

“Relax,” she said. “You’re doing beautifully.”

Her fingers hooked into the waistband of the panties. She tugged them down slowly—inch by inch—until they rested just beneath my ass, leaving me exposed to the cool air of her bedroom. I inhaled sharply, arching a little without meaning to.

“That’s it,” she said. “Good girl.”

The praise made my stomach clench. I didn’t know why I responded to those words the way I did, but hearing them made something melt inside me. Something I didn’t want to understand yet.

Then she knelt behind me, and I heard the quiet click of a bottle opening.

“Stay still,” she murmured.

Her fingers, slick with lube, touched me lightly at first—testing, circling, coaxing me to relax. The sensation was strange, almost overwhelming, but her voice grounded me. She didn’t rush. She traced small, gentle paths until my shoulders loosened and my hips settled.

“That’s better,” she whispered. “You’re opening for me.”

I moaned softly, unable to hold it in. Her fingertip pressed a little deeper, and I pushed back instinctively. She rewarded me with a kiss placed on the back of my thigh, warm and slow, her lips lingering just long enough to make my skin prickle.

“You’re doing so well,” she said. “Such a good girl for me.”

My face burned. My body felt like it was humming.

She continued warming me up, slipping one finger inside me, then another, moving in gentle circles that made my breath shudder. I gripped the sheets, my arms trembling. She touched a place inside me I’d never explored, and a slow heat spread through my stomach and down my legs.

When she withdrew, I almost whined from the loss.

But then I heard the soft jingle of metal—the harness.

I squeezed my eyes shut as she strapped it on. The quiet buckles closing. The slight adjustment of her hips as she positioned the dildo. The click of a lube bottle. I didn’t dare look back. I didn’t want to break the moment.

She ran her hand over my back, smoothing the wig out of the way.

“Lia,” she said softly.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“I’m going to take you now.”

I nodded, unable to speak.

She guided the tip between my cheeks, resting it against me. Not pushing yet—just letting me feel the presence of it. The moment stretched, thick with anticipation.

“Breathe,” she said.

I exhaled slowly.

Then she pressed forward.

The first push was gentle, careful. My breath caught and I tensed for a moment, but her hand was already on my lower back, stroking, calming.

“That’s it. You’re okay. Let me in.”

I forced myself to relax, inch by inch, and the dildo slid deeper, filling me in a way that felt surreal and intimate and terrifying and good. Too good.

“Good girl,” she whispered again, her voice low and pleased.

She moved slowly at first, letting me adjust, letting me feel every new centimeter. My fingers dug into the sheets. My knees trembled. The heels shifted slightly, changing the angle of my hips, and the sudden sensation made me moan.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “You take me so well.”

When she began to thrust—deep, smooth strokes that made my vision blur—I couldn’t stop the sounds spilling from my mouth. Soft, broken noises I didn’t recognize as my own. Her hands gripped my hips, steady and firm, guiding my body into a rhythm I couldn’t resist.

She angled her hips and found a spot inside me that made my whole body jolt.

“Oh—God—” I gasped.

She laughed quietly, breath warm on my neck as she leaned over me.

“There it is,” she said. “That’s what I wanted.”

Her thrusts grew stronger, each one sending heat shooting through my stomach. I pushed back against her without meaning to, trying to take her deeper.

“You like this,” she whispered. “You love being filled. Don’t you?”

I couldn’t lie. “Yes.”

“Good girl.”

Her hand slid around me then, stroking my cock with a steady rhythm that matched the thrust of her hips. The sensation was too much—her inside me, her hand around me, her voice in my ear. My body tightened, everything coiling at once, building fast and hot.

“I—I can’t—” I choked out.

“Yes, you can,” she said gently. “Come for me, Lia.”

Her thrusts quickened just slightly, her hand curled firmer around me, and that did it. I came hard, shaking, gasping, my whole body trembling beneath her. I felt helpless, undone, overwhelmed—like I had been taken apart and remade in her hands.

Harper slowed gradually, letting me ride out the waves, her palm sliding up my back as I sagged onto my elbows.

“Beautiful,” she whispered. “Just beautiful.”

I closed my eyes, still shaking, still trying to breathe, realizing with a dizzy clarity how completely I had given myself to her—and how much I wanted more.

My body was still trembling when Harper slid her hands down my back and pressed a soft kiss to my shoulder. I hadn’t moved, still on my knees, my arms trembling where I clutched the sheets. I felt empty and full at the same time, dizzy with release.

But she wasn’t finished.

“Now,” she said, her voice rich and calm, “it’s time for your reward.”

I barely had time to react before she tapped my thigh. “Roll over.”

I obeyed, legs shaking slightly as I shifted to my back. My heels stayed on, awkward but strangely right. The bralette stretched across my chest, still in place, and my cock—soft now, slick from her touch—rested against my belly.

Her robe was gone. My eyes widened. She must’ve removed it before she put the harness on. But the harness was gone now.

She was completely bare now—unashamed and confident. I wanted to taste her. I wanted to make her feel as good as she’d made me feel.

Harper reached between my legs and slid the panties back up, gently, slowly. She tucked me away with gentle fingers, smoothing the fabric back into place like she was dressing something delicate. My breath hitched at the intimacy of it, the way she covered me so tenderly after using me so thoroughly.

She was radiant in the low bedroom light. Her skin glowed with warmth, her thighs soft and strong, her breasts swaying slightly as she crawled across the bed toward me.

She straddled my chest first, then moved higher, her knees settling on either side of my head.

I knew what she wanted.

She reached down and threaded her fingers gently into the blond wig, holding me in place as she lowered herself over my face. Her folds were already slick, swollen with need. The scent of her filled my head—earthy and clean and utterly feminine.

I parted my lips and began to lick.

Her breath caught, soft and sudden.

I dragged my tongue through her folds, slow at first, learning her shape, her taste. I circled her clit gently, teasing her the way she had teased me—light pressure, never too much at once. She moaned and rocked forward, adjusting the angle. I opened my mouth wider, flattened my tongue, let her grind against me.

She took what she wanted.

Her hips moved in slow, steady waves, guiding me. I felt her thighs tighten, her hands fisting lightly in my hair—well, in the wig—but she didn’t pull. She held me in place, riding me with increasing rhythm, breath growing louder above me.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “Right there. Just like that.”

I sucked gently, licked deeper, matched the pace she set. My face was soaked with her, and still she kept moving, chasing her release with the same kind of focus she always had. She moaned again—louder this time—and then her body shuddered over mine, her thighs trembling against my cheeks.

She climaxed with a gasp, hips pressing down, and I licked her through it, let her ride every last wave until she finally stilled.

When she pulled back, she looked down at me, flushed and glowing.

“There,” she said softly. “Now we’re both taken care of.”

She leaned forward and kissed my forehead, then pressed her palm against my chest, right over the bralette.

Afterward, she cleaned me up. She was so gentle in her task it made me feel loved. I’d asked to be used, but she was showing me so much more tenderness than that.

I stayed where I was, limp and dazed, still trembling slightly from everything that had just happened. My body felt heavy, like it had melted into the bed. The towel beneath me was damp, and the air was cooler now, raising a light chill along my arms and thighs. I didn’t even realize I’d closed my eyes until I felt the warm press of a washcloth between my legs.

Harper handled me with the same care she’d shown while dressing me—like I was hers. Not a hookup, not a fling, but something she took responsibility for. Her hands moved slowly, wiping lube and sweat and everything else with quiet attention.

She adjusted the same panties and bralette she’d left on during the act, smoothing the waistband back into place like she was tucking me in. The wig had shifted slightly, and she adjusted it with one hand as she reached for the sheets with the other. Like I was her living doll.

Then she crawled in beside me and pulled the covers over both of us. The room had gone dim—just the soft orange glow of a lamp in the corner. The rest of the condo was quiet, like the world had been shut out completely.

I turned toward her slowly, my body still sore and floaty.

“Thank you,” I started to say, my voice raspier than I expected.

But she cut me off before the second word was out.

“I already took care of your rent,” she said, her tone low and even. She was staring at the ceiling like it was nothing. “Before today. Before the skirt. Before the makeup.”

I blinked. “What?”

She turned her head toward me, her expression unreadable. “I paid it the first day. Right after you left with the panties on. All I needed was that first favor.”

My chest tightened. “So… I didn’t have to…”

“No,” she said, and her gaze softened. “But you wanted to.”

The air between us changed. A long pause stretched out like a thread between my chest and hers. I didn’t know what to do with the weight of her words, how to hold the truth of them in my hands without dropping everything I thought I was.

I looked away.

My eyes fixed on the edge of the blanket, then the wig in my peripheral vision. I reached up and touched the strands. They felt soft. Familiar now.

“I like who I am,” I said quietly. “When I’m with you. When I’m her.”

Harper smiled at that—not with smugness, but with something warmer. Pleased. Sure.

She shifted closer and lifted a hand to my cheek, then gently brushed the hair from the wig behind my ear. Her fingers lingered at my temple, then down the side of my face.

“Good,” she said. “Because I never planned to let you go.”

The words settled into me like heat. Not a threat. A promise.

I turned back toward her, and for the first time, I didn’t feel like I had to brace myself. I didn’t feel like I was pretending. The discomfort, the confusion, the fear—they hadn’t vanished. But something else had taken root beside them. Something steady. Something real.

I wasn’t just letting her change me. I wanted to be changed.

When she reached for me again, I didn’t flinch. I leaned into her hand and let her pull me close.

And for the first time, I didn’t wonder what came next.

I just knew I’d be ready for it.
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