
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: Spoiled Brat in a Blush Cage

The car stopped at the gates like it was dropping off royalty. Black, bulletproof, and silent. Chase Walker pushed the door open with all the grace of a frat boy hungover on privilege. His hoodie was wrinkled, his sneakers unlaced, and his mouth curled in a smirk that dared the world to challenge him.

“Here?” he asked, squinting at the wrought-iron sign.





Miss Colette’s Femininity School
 

A pale pink plaque, script lettering. The kind of sign you’d expect outside a lingerie boutique, not an educational institution.

“Family’s orders,” the driver said. “You’ve got two bags and one chance. Don’t make it harder than it has to be.”

Chase slung his duffel over one shoulder and sauntered through the gates. The gravel crunched under his feet like it was offended. The school itself looked like a perfume commercial. Iivy-draped stone, rose bushes trimmed to precision, and a wide front door the color of nail polish.

Inside, it smelled like powder and polish. Everything was immaculate. The walls were the softest ivory. The floor glowed. A chandelier twinkled above him like it was laughing in crystals.

A woman appeared from around the corner, her heels whispering across the marble. She was tall, flawless, wrapped in pale satin and pearls. Her hair was pinned into a smooth chignon. Her gloves were the same soft pink as the front door.

“Chase Walker,” she said without looking down at a clipboard. “Or will you be choosing a new name?”

He blinked. “I’m just here until this blows over. Then I’m out.”

She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “Yes. We hear that often.”

Her voice was gentle but cut like glass.

“I’m Miss Colette,” she said. “Founder, headmistress, and final word on who you become.”

He laughed. “Okay. Sure. Let’s skip the culty stuff and get this over with.”

Miss Colette turned. “Follow me.”

She led him through a corridor lined with portraits. Women. Girls. All stunning, all dressed in silk and discipline. Some were posed like debutantes. Others knelt like offerings. Each face shimmered with submission.

Chase tried not to stare.

Miss Colette opened a lacquered door and gestured for him to step inside. The room was minimalist: a vanity, a chair, a wardrobe with a pink ribbon tied to the handle.

“You will begin on the Bloom Track,” she said. “Designed for new pupils in need of full correction.”

He raised an eyebrow. “You mean like charm school?”

“No. I mean femininity.”

Chase opened the wardrobe. Inside: panties. Panties in cotton candy pink, lace-trimmed camisoles, a corset with satin laces, and heels so glossy they looked edible.

“Absolutely not.”

Miss Colette didn’t flinch. “You are here because your behavior degraded your reputation, your body offended a board of trustees, and your parents are no longer willing to cover for your outbursts. You are here to become someone different. Someone acceptable.”

He threw the corset onto the bed. “So you’re gonna make me into some kind of doll?”

Miss Colette stepped closer. The scent of her perfume was subtle, devastating. “Not a doll. A young lady. The kind who earns attention by deserving it.”

Chase laughed again, but it sounded thinner this time. “Look. I don’t belong here.”

Miss Colette looked at him like he was a smear on her gloves.

“You belong to the choices you’ve made,” she said. “And you’ll stay here until you can prove you’re ready for something better.”

He folded his arms. “And what if I don’t?”

She smiled. “Then you’ll simply stay.”

Before he could argue, she moved to the vanity and opened a drawer. Inside was a velvet-covered booklet and a pale pink card.

“Here is your training schedule. Your uniform is in the wardrobe. Your color classification is Pink. Your new name will be chosen later, once your resistance softens. And it will soften.”

He reached for the card. She didn’t let go.

“One more thing,” she said. “You are not to wear black during your training. Not even socks. Black is earned.”

He rolled his eyes. “What happens if I do?”

Miss Colette leaned in, her voice a hush.

“You’ll be corrected.”

She let the card go and stepped back. “Now. Undress.”

He froze.

“I don’t undress for strangers.”

Miss Colette met his eyes. “You do now.”

And with that, she left the room. The door clicked softly behind her.

Alone, Chase stared at the corset on the bed. The panties hanging like a question mark. The mirror beside the wardrobe waited, hungry.

He whispered a curse and kicked off his sneakers.


Chapter Two: Corsets and Consequences

Chase didn’t sleep much that first night.

The sheets were too soft, the silence too deep. He tossed and turned in a bed that smelled like vanilla and lavender, wrapped in the humiliating whisper of a blush-pink camisole he hadn’t been allowed to remove.

And worse, he was starting to like how it felt.

He got up at dawn and paced the room. A note had been slid under the door during the night. In curved, deliberate handwriting, it read:

Your training begins at 7 sharp. No panties, no entry.
— Delphine and Margot

He crumpled the note and threw it across the room. But when the time came, he was dressed. Camisole tucked. Panties smooth beneath the pastel uniform. He even tied the sash.

The hallway was silent. Every surface gleamed. He followed the sound of heels clicking down the marble corridor until he reached a salon lit like a cathedral. At the center stood two women poised like living mannequins.

Delphine and Margot.

Blonde and brunette. Identical in attitude. Polished to perfection. Their uniforms were pristine, their gloves pressed, their smiles terrifying.

“You’re late,” Delphine said sweetly.

“I’m on time,” Chase said.

Margot shook her head. “A girl is never just on time. She arrives.”

Chase opened his mouth to answer, but Delphine held up a finger.

“No speaking until spoken to. That’s Rule Three. Do you need a reminder of Rule One?”

Chase raised his eyebrows. “There are rules?”

They exchanged a look.

Delphine stepped closer. “Rule One,” she said, looping her finger around the bow of his sash, “is this: pink is a discipline. It is not optional.”

Margot leaned in from the other side. “Rule Two: posture is personality. We’ll be correcting both.”

Chase scoffed. “This is ridiculous.”

Delphine tilted her head. “Tell us, Lacey – ”

“Don’t call me that.”

“Tell us, Chase,” she corrected with a smile. “Do you remember what you did to get enrolled here?”

He froze. The grin on his face flickered. “That video was taken out of context.”

“Ah, yes,” Margot said with faux sympathy. “The university trustee’s charity gala. Open bar. Live DJ. Black-tie only. You arrived drunk, in glitter heels, a bodycon dress you stole from your date’s closet, and declared yourself ‘Sissy Supreme’ before grinding on the Chancellor’s wife.”

“I was dared,” Chase muttered.

“And filmed,” Delphine said.

Margot gave a dreamy sigh. “You really were rather pretty in that dress.”

Chase turned red. “It was a joke.”

Delphine’s voice went cold. “You’re not here because of a joke. You’re here because the board threatened to expel you, and your family begged Miss Colette to make a man of you.”

Margot touched his chin. “So she’s going to make you into a woman instead.”

Chase tried to back away, but Margot took his arm. “No running. You haven’t even been fitted.”

“Fitted for what?”

The door opened. A seamstress entered. Older, silent, wrapped in gray silk. She wheeled in a form draped in ribbons, measuring tapes, and corsets.

Chase took a step back. “No. No chance.”

Margot looked at Delphine. “It’s always the loud ones.”

Delphine smiled. “Lacey, take off your uniform.”

“I’m not doing this.”

“You already are.”

The seamstress began unbuttoning the back of his blouse. Her fingers were deft, impersonal. The blouse slid off. Then the sash. Then the camisole. Chase stood in the middle of the salon in only his panties, shaking with shame and something worse.

The corset was pale pink with cream piping, delicate embroidery along the seams. It was beautiful. He hated how badly he wanted to feel it against his skin.

“You’ll wear this daily,” Margot said. “It teaches breath control, posture, and humility.”

Delphine added, “And it makes your waist look delicious.”

The seamstress wrapped it around his bare torso and began to tighten the laces. Slowly. Deliberately. Chase’s breath hitched as the tension closed in.

“You’ll curtsy for Miss Colette by the end of the week,” Delphine said, circling him like a panther. “You’ll learn to sit with your ankles crossed and your wrists soft. You’ll speak when spoken to, and you’ll say thank you when corrected.”

The corset closed completely. He gasped.

“You’ll cry when we take it off,” Margot whispered. “They always do.”

Chase staggered to the mirror. His silhouette had changed. Narrower waist. Softer frame. The outline of something… beautiful. He hated it.

“I’m not staying here.”

“You’ve already started,” Delphine said.

The seamstress handed him a new card. Embossed. Blush ink.

Student: Lacey
Status: Pink Initiate
Privilege Level: Minimal. Lipstick restricted.

Chase stared at it. “You don’t get to decide who I am.”

Margot brushed imaginary dust off his corset. “No, darling. You do. But you already did when you begged to be noticed.”

Delphine tucked a curl behind his ear. “Now we’ll teach you how to be seen.”


Chapter Three: The Powder Room

Lacey wasn’t crying, not exactly. But her eyes were glassy, and her lips kept quivering at the edges. She sat alone on a velvet bench in the hallway outside the Powder Room, legs crossed like she’d been told, corset pressing into her ribs with every breath.

She hated how easily the name was starting to stick.
She hated that she hadn’t tried harder to stop it.

Above her, a chandelier shimmered like an expensive threat. Every hallway in Miss Colette’s Femininity School glowed with the kind of soft luxury that made resistance feel vulgar. There was nowhere to shout. No space for protest. Just satin, silence, and soft correction.

The door creaked open.

Margot emerged, clipboard in hand and one eyebrow arched.

“Lacey Walker,” she called.

Lacey stood up. The heels, her first pair, wobbled beneath her. Pale blush patent leather, with a dainty strap across the ankle and a delicate curve that made walking feel obscene.

Margot looked her up and down. “Lip gloss?”

“Yes,” Lacey said quietly.

“Show me.”

Lacey opened her mouth. Margot leaned in and examined her pout like a jeweler studying a flawed gem.

“Smudged. Again.” Margot sighed, then smiled. “Come.”

Inside the Powder Room, everything was pink. Not bright, not childish. This was discipline pink, the kind that lingered behind the eyes and under the skin. There were three vanity tables, a fainting couch, and one large mirror framed in roses and pearls.

At the center of the room stood Delphine. She wore powder-blue gloves and an expression of maternal menace.

“Sit,” she said, gesturing to the center vanity.

Lacey sat.

“Hands on the table.”

Lacey obeyed.

“Back straight.”

She adjusted.

“Now tell me. What was Rule Three?”

Lacey hesitated. “No speaking unless spoken to.”

“And did you follow that rule at breakfast this morning?”

Lacey flushed. “No, Miss Delphine.”

Delphine nodded. “And what did you say?”

Lacey swallowed. “I said the juice was too pink.”

Margot tsked behind her. “What an ungrateful little thing.”

Delphine opened a drawer in the vanity and pulled out a small, rose-tinted tube. “This is called Obéissante. It’s not lipstick. It’s a reminder.”

She uncapped it and leaned in.

“Pout.”

Lacey did. The cold gloss touched her lips. It tasted like strawberries and surrender. Delphine applied it slowly, dragging the wand across her mouth with practiced control. When she was finished, she held up the mirror.

Lacey stared at her reflection. Her eyes were wide, her cheeks flushed, her mouth glistening. She looked… pretty.

She hated how badly she liked it.

“Now,” Delphine said, stepping back. “Repeat after me.”

Lacey blinked.

Margot stepped beside her and whispered, “We’re waiting.”

Delphine’s voice was calm.

“I am pink.”

Lacey hesitated. Then whispered, “I am pink.”

“I am polite.”

“I am polite.”

“I am pliant.”

“I am pliant.”

“I am here to be changed.”

Lacey’s voice trembled. “I am here to be changed.”

Delphine smiled. “Better.”

Margot walked around and began brushing Lacey’s hair, slow and ceremonial. Each stroke pulled a little more resistance away.

“This is your daily penance,” Delphine said. “Every morning, every night. You will sit. You will be painted. You will repeat your truth.”

“I don’t have a truth,” Lacey muttered.

Delphine leaned in, nose to nose. “Then we’ll give you one.”

Margot tied a silk ribbon around her ponytail, pale pink with embroidered letters: Property of Refinement.

Lacey didn’t fight it. Not this time.

Delphine handed her a compact mirror. “Look at yourself. Then curtsy.”

Lacey stood. Her legs shook. The corset made bending hard. She lowered herself into the smallest curtsy she could manage, trembling and clumsy.

Margot clapped. “She’s learning.”

Delphine offered a slow nod. “Tomorrow, we’ll try heels on the stairs.”

Lacey looked back at the mirror, at the reflection with wet lips and long lashes, at the girl she was pretending not to be.

She didn’t know if it was shame or joy, but something inside her whispered, Yes.


Chapter Four: Gag Reflex and Giggles

Lacey’s new schedule was printed on pale pink vellum and tied with a satin ribbon.

She found it on her breakfast tray, tucked beside a glass of strawberry water and three raspberries arranged like a performance. The card smelled faintly of rose talc and vanilla. She didn’t have to open it to know what it meant. She was being advanced.

Welcome to Gloss Track.
A perfect pout begins with perfect obedience.
Mistakes will be worn on the lips.

Below the note was a tube of lipstick. Shimmering coral. The name engraved in gold: Promise.

Delphine sat beside her, already glowing. Her lips were flawless, her posture regal. She watched Lacey pick up the tube with a mix of reverence and dread.

“Today you’ll begin speaking like a girl,” Delphine said gently. “But more importantly, thinking like one.”

Margot, across the table, added sugar to her tea and smiled. “She’s already halfway there. She asked me yesterday if her corset made her hips look wider.”

Delphine raised an eyebrow. “And did it?”

Lacey blushed and looked down.

Margot sipped her tea. “Of course it did.”



The Gloss Track classroom was unlike any Lacey had seen.

It looked like the inside of a vanity case: long mirrors, soft lighting, and chairs upholstered in velvet the color of bubblegum. A faint scent of warm lip gloss filled the air – cherries, vanilla, something faintly intoxicating.

At the front of the room stood a tall, dark-haired instructor in a pencil skirt and heels sharp enough to wound.

“This is Miss Sabine,” Delphine whispered as they entered. “She’ll teach you how to carry your mouth.”

Lacey frowned. “My what?”

Miss Sabine tapped her pointer against the mirror.

“The mouth is the gateway to femininity,” she said. “Yours is still undisciplined.”

Lacey sat down carefully, trying not to wrinkle her skirt.

“Lesson one,” Miss Sabine said. “Oral posture. Tongue behind the teeth. Jaw soft. No tight lips, no drooling, no tension. Your mouth must always look ready to speak,” she paused, “or be filled.”

The other students didn’t react. Lacey swallowed.

“Mirror. Apply,” Miss Sabine ordered.

The lipstick tube in front of her was the same one from breakfast. Promise.

Lacey uncapped it with shaking fingers and leaned toward the mirror. Her reflection blinked back, eyes wide, lips bare.

She rolled the color across her mouth, upper lip first, then bottom. It shimmered like sin. When she looked up, Margot was watching from the side of the room with a proud little smile.

“Good,” Miss Sabine said. “Now pout.”

Lacey did.

“Hold it.”

She held.

“Now giggle.”

Lacey blinked. “What?”

Miss Sabine narrowed her eyes. “Lesson two: giggling under pressure.”

She circled the room slowly, heels tapping like a metronome.

“A proper giggle is not a laugh. It’s not a shriek. It’s a signal. It tells the world you are nonthreatening, responsive, and delightful.”

She stopped behind Lacey. “Giggle.”

Lacey tried. It came out dry.

“Again.”

She tried again. A little lighter.

“Again.”

This time it sounded real.

Miss Sabine nodded. “Much better. Keep practicing. You’ll be tested during tea.”

She walked to the board and wrote in looping script:
Assignment: Perfect the Strawberry Spoon

Lacey raised a tentative hand.

Miss Sabine didn’t look back. “A lady does not raise her hand. She whispers her curiosity.”

Lacey whispered. “What’s the Strawberry Spoon?”

Delphine appeared beside her with a silver tray. On it, a single strawberry, red and ripe, nestled in a spoon made of crystal.

“You will learn to eat this,” Delphine said, “without opening your mouth wide, without looking vulgar, and without smearing your lipstick.”

Miss Sabine added, “While maintaining eye contact.”

Lacey stared at the fruit.

Margot giggled from the back. “Better get started, princess.”



By the end of the session, her lips ached. Her thighs trembled. She had repeated the giggle fifty-three times and practiced licking imaginary frosting off a spoon while saying, “I’m just here to be sweet.”

Her lipstick had been reapplied three times. The final warning: One more smudge, and we switch to permanent.

When she returned to her room that evening, she was breathless and flushed, her corset tight against her waist, her mouth still tingling.

On her pillow was a note in Miss Colette’s handwriting.

Tomorrow, you will be renamed.
Prepare your curtsy. And choose carefully.
The name you speak will be the one you serve.

Lacey read the note three times.

She folded it, pressed it to her chest, and whispered the name forming like a secret on her tongue.


Chapter Five: Lacey Emerges

Lacey stood in front of the mirror, corseted and trembling.

She had chosen the softest pink slip the wardrobe offered, with a delicate bow at the bust and lace that kissed the tops of her thighs. Her legs were bare, her toenails freshly painted. Her lips gleamed in Promise, the gloss that still haunted her dreams. And behind her, sitting in quiet approval, waited Miss Colette.

They had not spoken yet.

Miss Colette had entered the room like a secret. She carried no clipboard, wore no smile. Just a pair of ivory gloves and a gaze that stripped the layers from a soul.

Lacey held the note in her hands. The one that said today was the day.

Today, she would name herself.

Miss Colette rose slowly. Her heels made no sound on the plush pink carpet.

“Turn.”

Lacey obeyed.

“Show me how you curtsy.”

Lacey’s legs wobbled. She bowed, deeply this time, her hands brushing the edges of her slip. She kept her eyes low and her lips soft.

Miss Colette circled her, slow and clinical. “Posture improved. Jaw relaxed. Lipstick intact.”

She paused. “Are you ready?”

Lacey nodded.

“No. Say it.”

“I’m ready, Miss Colette.”

“To name yourself?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“To be seen?”

Lacey hesitated, then whispered, “Yes.”

Miss Colette sat. She gestured toward the velvet stool at the foot of the mirror. “Come.”

Lacey crossed the room. Her heels clicked. Her breath was short. When she sat, Miss Colette leaned forward and lifted a small satin box from her lap.

“This is your scent,” she said, opening it.

Inside was a glass bottle shaped like a teardrop, filled with rose-gold liquid. A label in swirling script read:

Lacey
A fragrance for those who blush on purpose

Lacey blinked.

Miss Colette held the bottle up. “Fragrance is not decoration. It is declaration. It announces who you’ve chosen to become.”

Lacey swallowed. “That’s the name I chose.”

Miss Colette smiled, soft and knowing. “Of course it is.”

She sprayed the perfume once, high in the air, and it fell like a curtain of silk over Lacey’s shoulders. She closed her eyes.

It smelled like sugar and clean sheets. It smelled like lipstick on a collar. It smelled like someone who never wanted to be mistaken for anything but feminine again.

“Repeat after me,” Miss Colette said. “My name is Lacey.”

“My name is Lacey.”

“I am delicate. I am designed. I am desired.”

“I am delicate. I am designed. I am desired.”

“I belong to softness.”

“I belong to softness.”

Miss Colette placed the bottle in her hands. “You may keep this. But only wear it when you are certain you’ve earned it.”

Lacey clutched it like a relic.

Miss Colette stood. “From this moment on, you are no longer in correction. You are in refinement. Mistakes will still be punished, but your shame is now something to savor.”

Lacey nodded, breathless.

Miss Colette leaned down, brushing Lacey’s cheek with her gloved hand.

“You chose the right name,” she whispered.

And then she was gone.



That night, Lacey sat at the vanity in silence. Her cheeks were still flushed. Her corset was still snug. The perfume bottle rested beside her, unopened.

In the mirror, her reflection waited. Glossy. Soft. Framed in blush and gold.

She picked up the bottle, kissed the glass, and whispered:

“Lacey.”

The name curled on her tongue like spun sugar. It didn’t feel like a disguise. It felt like a reveal.

She closed her eyes and sprayed once behind each ear. Then she climbed into bed, pulled the silk sheets to her chin, and smiled into the dark.

For the first time, she wasn’t pretending.


Chapter Six: The Breast Room

The doors to the Breast Room were white satin, embroidered with pink thread in a pattern of roses and soft curves. They opened without a sound.

Lacey hesitated at the threshold.

Inside, the lights were low. Everything shimmered in pale hues of powder and pearl. The room was warm, like breath. A soft harp melody floated beneath the stillness, and the air smelled faintly of jasmine, almond, and silk.

At the center of the room stood Miss Colette.

She wore pale rose silk today, with a fitted bodice and long gloves that shimmered like porcelain. Her hair was swept into a smooth twist, not a strand out of place. She looked both indulgent and severe.

“Come in,” she said. “And close the door.”

Lacey entered.

Her corset was tighter than usual. Her heels were higher. Her lips wore Obéissante, a gloss reserved for advanced students. She felt polished. She felt prepared. But the moment she stepped into the room, something inside her quieted.

It wasn’t a classroom. It was a temple.

Miss Colette gestured to a fainting couch draped in blush velvet.

“Sit,” she said softly. “And remove your camisole.”

Lacey blinked. “Miss?”

Miss Colette didn’t repeat herself.

With trembling hands, Lacey peeled off the camisole. Her skin flushed in the cool air. She crossed her arms over her chest, but Miss Colette gave her a single look that made her drop them.

“You are here for Sensory Identity Immersion,” she said. “Do you know what that means?”

Lacey shook her head.

Miss Colette stepped closer. “It means we are going to teach your body to believe what your heart already knows.”

She lifted a tray from the nearby vanity. On it were two glass jars, a silver brush, and a pair of soft pink gloves lined with silk on the inside.

“Your breasts are not formed yet,” she continued, “but your femininity is already there. Hidden. Waiting to be touched.”

Lacey’s breath caught.

“This process is not surgical,” Miss Colette said. “It is devotional.”

She dipped her fingers into one of the jars and lifted a pale pink cream.

“This is called Becoming. It’s applied twice daily, in circles, over the chest and under the arms. Slowly. With reverence.”

Lacey watched as Miss Colette pulled on the gloves.

“You may not speak during this lesson,” she said. “But you may feel. And you may cry.”

Lacey nodded.

Miss Colette approached.

She began with the left side. Her fingers, gloved and warm, moved in slow circles over Lacey’s bare skin. The cream melted on contact, releasing the scent of orchids and something deeper, something like longing.

The touch was clinical at first. But as the circles deepened, Lacey’s breathing changed. Her eyes closed. Her lips parted.

“You are not a boy pretending to be a girl,” Miss Colette whispered. “You are a girl unlearning the lie.”

She moved to the right side, repeating the motion. This time, Lacey whimpered. Not in pain, but in relief.

Miss Colette leaned down, her voice silk and steel.

“You will perform this ritual every night, before bed. You will thank your chest for blossoming. You will speak kindly to the skin you used to ignore. And one day, when you look in the mirror, you will touch yourself and see nothing but softness.”

She stepped back, pulled off her gloves, and handed them to Lacey.

“These are yours. Wear them when you apply your cream. No bare hands. Only worship.”

Lacey clutched them like scripture.

Miss Colette smiled.

“Tomorrow, you begin Doll Class. But tonight, you sleep in your slip and your gloves. You have permission to blush.”

She turned to leave, then paused at the door.

“Be proud of your ache,” she said. “It means the girl inside you is waking up.”

And then she was gone.

That night, Lacey lay in bed with the scent of orchids lingering on her skin and silk gloves tucked under her pillow. She didn’t touch herself. She didn’t need to.

The ache was enough.


Chapter Seven: Doll Class

The Doll Class studio had no desks. No blackboard. No clock.

Just mirrors.

Mirrors on every wall, tilted slightly inward. So when Lacey stepped inside for the first time, she saw not one version of herself, but dozens. A bloom of reflection. All of them soft. All of them waiting.

The air was cool, scented faintly with talcum and peony.

At the center of the room stood Mademoiselle Lys.

She was tall, ageless, and polished into near stillness. Her uniform was a sleek lilac sheath, gloves dyed to match. Her waist-length braid glistened like spun silver. Her eyes, when they locked onto Lacey, made her knees weaken instantly.

No welcome. No smile.

Just one word.

“Pose.”

Lacey froze. “I —”

Lys raised a single finger. “A doll does not speak. She poses. Show me what you think beauty looks like.”

Lacey blinked, heart hammering. She shifted one leg forward, tilted her head slightly, raised her arms into something like elegance.

Lys circled her, silently.

“You’re apologizing with your ankles,” she said at last. “And your elbows are full of shame.”

Lacey flushed.

Lys stepped behind her, pulled her shoulders back with a single, firm adjustment, and lifted her chin with two fingers.

“There,” she whispered. “That is not you. That is what you are becoming.”



The first hour was spent in silence.

No speaking. No fidgeting. Dolls, after all, are made to be admired, not heard.

Lacey stood in a three-point pose: weight on one hip, heel tilted, one hand gently brushing her collarbone. Her corset helped. Her heels hurt. Her breath came in slow, controlled waves.

“Lesson one,” Lys said at last. “Stillness is seduction.”

She walked the room like a sculpture brought to life.

“The world will stare. That is its nature. A doll invites it. She does not flinch. She does not fuss. She rewards attention with beauty, not behavior.”

Lacey trembled.

“You are not here to act feminine,” Lys continued. “You are here to embody femininity. Your mouth will say less. Your hips will say more. Your silence will speak volumes.”



At midday, the dolls were seated on padded stools before mirrored vanities. On each vanity sat a single item: a pink satin book titled Admiration is Earned.

Inside: posture drills, posing diagrams, illustrations of iconic silhouettes.

And a single page marked Required Daily Practice:

●     Pose 1: The Blush
 

●     Pose 2: The Pause
 

●     Pose 3: The Invitation
 

Lacey flipped through them slowly, cheeks pinkening with each new figure. The drawings were impossibly feminine. Spines arched. Hands feather-light. Toes pointed. Smiles meant for the eyes, not the lips.

“You will master these before you graduate,” Lys said from behind. “And when you do, you will not recognize the person you were.”

Lacey turned the page.

Pose 4 was blank.

Only a single sentence:

Invent your own. Miss Colette will name it.



At the end of class, the dolls were released one by one. Each had to pause in the doorway, curtsy toward the wall of mirrors, and whisper a single affirmation.

Lacey’s turn came last.

She stood in the doorway, heartbeat rapid, throat dry.

The other girls watched.

She bowed.

“I am worthy of being looked at,” she whispered.

The mirrors whispered back.

She didn’t know if they repeated it… or just reflected what she already knew.


Chapter Eight: The Lipstick Ceremony

Lacey’s invitation arrived on a pillow.

Not a letter. Not a summons.

A pink velvet cushion, carried by Delphine herself, with a wax-sealed envelope resting at its center.

“For you,” Delphine whispered, eyes gleaming. “Try not to cry.”

Inside was a folded card, scented with vanilla and violets. Gold ink shimmered in an elegant hand:

To Lacey
You are cordially summoned to the Lipstick Ceremony.
Attire: Latex and pearls.
Posture: Perfect.
Voice: Unused.
Lip color: To be chosen. To be earned.

Lacey’s breath caught.

She’d heard whispers about the Lipstick Ceremony. Hushed stories of girls who went in clumsy and came out glistening. Of girls who left behind hesitation and received, in return, the first real symbol of surrender.

A permanent shade.



Her latex was waiting on the bed.

It shimmered in blush pink, so pale it was almost white. The bodice cinched at the waist. The skirt flared delicately at the hip, ending in a soft ruffle just above the knee. Pearls adorned the neckline. Matching gloves, elbow-length, folded beside it.

It took her nearly an hour to dress. The latex clung like heat. The pearls shimmered with every breath. Her corset pressed her spine straight, her heels forced her into delicacy. When she looked in the mirror, she didn’t see a student.

She saw something that could be unwrapped.



The ceremony took place in the Salon de Rosé, the oldest wing of the school. Crystal chandeliers flickered above soft pink walls. The room was silent except for the rustle of fabric and the click of heels.

Girls stood in a wide circle. Some she recognized from class. Others were more advanced, too perfect to approach. Their lips gleamed with every shade of blush, coral, and crimson.

Lacey swallowed hard.

Miss Colette entered last.

She wore ivory this evening. Her lips were bare. Her gloves were a shade darker than usual: mauve, like old rose petals. In her hands, she carried a velvet tray lined with gloss tubes, each capped in gold.

She stepped into the center of the circle.

“Tonight,” she said, “we honor the mouth.”

Lacey’s heart fluttered.

“The mouth that resisted. The mouth that lied. The mouth that asked to be changed.”

Whispers rippled through the room.

Miss Colette turned slowly, eyes scanning the circle.

“The mouth that giggled. The mouth that repeated. The mouth that begged.”

She faced Lacey.

“The mouth that obeyed.”

Time stopped.

“Lacey,” she said, her voice like ribbon.

Lacey stepped forward.

“Down.”

Lacey sank to her knees, hands in her lap, posture still perfect.

Miss Colette selected a single tube from the tray. Its cap was crystal, its base gold. She held it out.

“This color is called Obey Me. It cannot be removed. It does not fade. It will not lie.”

She uncapped the tube. The scent hit Lacey instantly — cherries, cream, and something decadent underneath.

Miss Colette leaned down.

“Part your lips.”

Lacey obeyed.

The first stroke was cold, wet, and electric. It tingled on contact. Miss Colette applied the gloss with exquisite precision, tracing every curve, sculpting silence into seduction.

When it was done, she pressed a single kiss to Lacey’s forehead.

“You belong to yourself now,” she whispered. “And that self is mine to shape.”

Lacey’s whole body shuddered.

Miss Colette stepped back.

“Rise.”

Lacey stood. Her lips glistened under the lights. The room erupted in a soft, feminine murmur of approval.

The ceremony was over.

But Lacey’s mouth would never be the same.



That night, alone in her room, she didn’t speak.

She didn’t need to.

Her lips said everything.


Chapter Nine: Obedience Is Beauty

Lacey stood in the glass rotunda, heart pounding like a secret she couldn’t keep.

She was dressed in silks the color of sighs: ivory and blush, layered like frosting. Her hair had been blown into soft, perfect waves. Her lips gleamed in Obey Me, the shade she now wore like a vow. Every movement had been practiced. Every giggle timed. Every breath corseted.

She was ready.

Miss Colette sat nearby, one leg crossed, a crystal teacup cradled in gloved hands. She had not spoken yet.

The silence felt ceremonial.

Finally, she said, “You’ve come a long way, Lacey.”

Lacey lowered her gaze. “Thank you, Miss.”

Miss Colette rose. “Your final assignment begins now.”

A pause. Heavy. Electric.

“You will go into the village,” she said. “Alone.”

Lacey blinked. “Miss?”

“You will enter the tearoom on Rue Lisette. Order something sweet. Take a seat by the window. Say nothing unless spoken to. Be admired. Be remembered. Then return.”

Lacey swallowed. “And if someone speaks to me?”

“You smile,” Miss Colette said. “You blink. You giggle. You let them think whatever they wish. You are no longer responsible for explanation. Only impression.”

She stepped closer. “You must learn the pleasure of being watched.”

Lacey nodded.

“You must learn to love being looked at.”

She nodded again, slower this time.

Miss Colette handed her a small quilted purse. Inside: a compact mirror, a powder puff, a single tissue, and her student identification card—now embossed in gold foil:

Lacey
Status: Candidate for Completion
Privilege Level: Visible



The village was postcard-perfect.

Shuttered windows. Cobblestone walks. Flower boxes spilling over with blooms. Lacey walked slowly, heels clicking in rhythm, posture impossibly poised.

Every turn of her head was deliberate.

Every blink, intentional.

She passed a florist. A pair of older women paused and smiled at her. One whispered something to the other. Lacey didn’t flinch. She just giggled. Light, practiced, devastating.

She reached the tearoom and entered without hesitation.

Inside, it was all soft chatter and porcelain. She chose a seat by the window, crossed her legs at the ankle, and placed her purse gently on the table. A waitress appeared.

“Bonjour, mademoiselle,” the woman said. “What may I bring you?”

Lacey looked up through her lashes and whispered, “Tarte aux fraises, s’il vous plaît.”

The waitress smiled. “Coming right up.”

She sat back, smoothed her skirt, and waited.

People passed outside. A few paused to glance through the glass. One young man lingered, eyes caught by the shimmer of her lips or the bow of her posture. She didn’t react.

She was the reaction.

When the tart arrived, she ate it delicately, using her spoon just as Miss Sabine had taught her. Small bites, perfect angles, eyes always slightly dreamy.

Her lipstick did not smear.



Back at the school, Delphine and Margot were waiting at the rotunda doors.

“Well?” Delphine asked.

Lacey handed over the purse. “No words. Only eyes.”

Margot clapped. “Perfect.”

They led her inside. Miss Colette stood at the top of the stairs, silent.

Lacey curtsied, deeper than ever before.

Miss Colette descended slowly and brushed a gloved hand over Lacey’s cheek.

“Tomorrow,” she said, “you graduate.”

Lacey’s breath caught.

“You’ve proven you can be seen,” Miss Colette said. “Now we decide what version of you stays visible forever.”


Chapter Ten: Tuition Paid

The Tribunal Room was draped in rose velvet and gold.

A long table stood at the front, where Miss Colette sat flanked by Delphine and Margot, both dressed in pale gray, faces unreadable. Candles flickered behind them. The room was silent but for the sound of Lacey’s heels as she walked the long aisle alone.

She wore her final uniform: corseted silk in the school’s signature blush, pearls at her throat, gloves that stopped at the wrist. Her lips, as always, were painted in Obey Me. Her eyes shimmered.

She curtsied low.

Miss Colette gave a slow, approving nod.

“Lacey Walker,” she said. “You have completed all ten stages of Initiate Training, including Bloom Track, Gloss Track, Doll Class, and Public Visibility.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“You have shown restraint in speech, elegance in movement, and surrender in spirit.”

“Thank you, Miss.”

Miss Colette tapped the table gently.

“And now we come to your choice.”

A page stepped forward with a silver tray.

On it sat two objects.

One: a plain envelope, cream and clean. Inside it, Lacey already knew, was a plane ticket, a release letter, a withdrawal from the program. Her passport. Her legal name. The restoration of Chase.

The other object was smaller.

A collar. Pale pink velvet. Satin lining. A single gold tag at the center, engraved with her chosen name: Lacey.

Miss Colette’s voice softened.

“You may choose to return to the life you once had. To undo what we’ve done. To speak in your old voice. Walk in your old shoes. Carry the burden of that body again.”

A long pause.

“Or you may choose this collar.”

Lacey didn’t speak.

“You may choose the name you whispered into your pillow,” Miss Colette said. “The scent you cried into. The silence you filled with submission.”

Delphine watched her closely. Margot tilted her head, curious.

Miss Colette stood.

“This school is not a punishment,” she said. “It is a permission. You may go. Or you may stay.”

Lacey stepped forward.

She didn’t reach for the envelope.

She reached for the collar.

Her fingers trembled as she lifted it from the tray. The velvet felt impossibly soft. The tag shimmered in the candlelight. Her name. Not assigned. Not imposed.

Chosen.

She knelt.

“Please, Miss,” she whispered. “Let me stay.”

Miss Colette descended the stairs without a sound.

She took the collar from Lacey’s hands, circled behind her, and fastened it around her neck with precision.

Then she whispered into her ear:

“Tuition paid.”

Delphine clapped once. Margot smiled.

Miss Colette kissed the top of Lacey’s head.

“Welcome to the life you were too proud to ask for,” she said. “We’ve been waiting.”



Later, Lacey would return to her room, where her old student ID had been replaced.

Name: Lacey
Status: Refined
Privilege Level: Collared

Her mirror would no longer reflect a project. It would reflect a woman who had given herself over. Entirely. Elegantly. Without regret.

She would spray her signature scent at her throat.

She would touch the collar around her neck.

And she would sleep, at last, like a girl who knew who she was.
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