
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: Fashion Intern Fired

Blake Rivera didn’t believe in softness.

He believed in angles. In sharp tailoring, acidic wit, and the perfect flick of an eyebrow. He interned at one of the most exclusive couture houses in New York and made sure everyone around him knew it.

Until the gala.

Until the moment, on a hot mic, that he laughed and called the fall collection “femininity cosplay for rich women” while sipping champagne and adjusting a blazer that cost more than rent.

The internet heard him.

So did the designer.

By the next morning, he was out. Fired. Humiliated. And very, very available.

His mother, always poised for scandal management, offered him two choices: grovel to every editor who’d ever taken his call, or disappear for six months and return “refined.”

He chose disappearance.



The car that picked him up had no emblem. Just black glass and a driver who didn’t speak.

They drove for hours.

Eventually, the city slipped away, replaced by winding roads and the faint scent of lilac.

Blake checked his reflection in his phone. Sunglasses, black silk shirt, cuffed slacks, perfect bone structure. If he was going to be “retrained,” he was going to do it in style.

The gates appeared suddenly. Pale pink. Wrought iron. Embossed with a single name:

Miss Colette’s Femininity School

Blake smirked.

“Oh, for real?”

The driver said nothing.

The gate opened.



The campus was breathtaking.

Manicured hedges. White columns. Windows trimmed in rose gold. The car stopped in front of a grand entrance, where a woman waited with her hands folded in pink gloves.

She was tall. Sleek. Dressed in ivory with a pale sash and a clipboard held like a blade.

“Blake Rivera,” she said. “You’ve arrived.”

“Apparently.”

“I’m Miss Colette.”

Of course she was.

She didn’t shake his hand. She didn’t smile.

“Before we proceed,” she said, “what is your understanding of femininity?”

Blake smirked. “Lipstick. Lying. Emotional multitasking. Weaponized softness. And bags that cost more than cars.”

Miss Colette didn’t blink.

“Incorrect,” she said. “But fixable.”

She turned and walked inside.

Blake followed, heels clicking on marble.

They passed a long corridor of photographs. Women in uniforms, soft smiles, high heels, satin ribbons. Each portrait was framed in blush and gold. Each name was a whisper of something lost and claimed again.

Miss Colette stopped at a tall, pale door.

“This is your room,” she said. “You will find a slip, a robe, and a bracelet. Shower. Change. Sit on the bed. Hands in your lap. Eyes forward.”

Blake raised an eyebrow. “And if I don’t?”

Miss Colette met his gaze for the first time.

“You came here to be refined. Not to negotiate.”

She handed him a folded card.

Track: Velvet Blossom

Tier: Initiation
Assigned Name: Pending

“Tomorrow,” she said, “we begin.”

He opened the door and stepped inside.

The room was soft. Pink walls. White vanity. A closet door slightly ajar, showing glimpses of ruffles and hangers and hangers of blush.

On the bed sat a velvet box.

Inside: a perfume bracelet. Satin band, gold fastener, a tiny rose charm that read:

To Be Bloomed

Blake exhaled slowly.

This wasn’t rehab.

It was a garden.

And he was the seed.


Chapter Two: Assigned to Blossom

The knock came at dawn.

Not loud. Just firm. Measured.

Blake sat up, the silk robe twisted around his waist. The scent from the bracelet still clung to the air: faint rose, honey, and something powdery beneath it. It made him feel like a stranger in his own skin.

He opened the door.

Margot and Delphine stood there. One blonde, one brunette, both in matching pearl-buttoned uniforms the color of early blush.

“Welcome to your blooming,” Margot said sweetly.

Blake blinked. “My what?”

Delphine ignored him. “You’ll follow us. Quietly. You’re not yet allowed to speak before breakfast.”

Blake opened his mouth to object, but Margot just smiled and raised a single gloved finger.

“Not. Yet.”

They led him down a hall lined with velvet-curtained mirrors. Not just ordinary mirrors. Soft pink filters made every reflection a little warmer, a little more delicate. His bare ankles looked slimmer. His cheekbones a touch softer.

He hated how it made him pause.

They stopped outside a wide, rose-trimmed door marked:

Velvet Blossom Division — Initiates Only

Delphine opened it.

The fitting room was absurd.

Ribbons. Powder puffs. Polished brass hooks lined with slips, bows, and boxes labeled GIGGLE WEAR and EMERGENCY BLUSH.

In the center: a dress form already styled with what he assumed — hoped — was someone else’s uniform.

Margot gestured.

“Strip.”

“I— what?”

“Strip,” she repeated. “You don’t wear your past here.”

Delphine handed him a hanger. “Your robe goes in the archive. That attitude, too.”

Blake hesitated. Then, slowly, handed it over. He was left in the faint scent of his own surrender.

Margot approached the dress form. “This is your entry look. Velvet Blossom Tier One.”

She removed the slip: blush pink satin with a high empire waist, adjustable straps, and a ruffle that threatened to giggle on its own.

Next came the apron: white, trimmed in organza, with a tiny velvet bow at the center of the waistband.

“Hold still,” Delphine said, stepping behind him with the slip.

It slid down his body like heat.

Then the apron, tied at the waist. Then soft, sheer stockings. Then the final touch: a small, sheer ribbon tied into a bow at the crown of his head.

Margot stepped back.

“Presentable.”

Blake stared at himself in the mirror.

He looked like a doll.

“I’m not wearing this outside this room,” he muttered.

Margot raised a brow. “You already are.”

Delphine reached for a final item: a bracelet with a charm shaped like a closed flower bud.

“This will track your blossoming progress,” she said, fastening it around his wrist.

“Every act of obedience earns a petal.”

“How many petals are there?” Blake asked.

“Six.”

“And when it’s full?”

“You’ll be renamed.”

Blake frowned.

Margot smiled. “You’ll be grateful.”



Back in his room, a new card waited on the vanity.

Track Initiated: Velvet Blossom
Assigned Role: Decorative Servant in Training
Daily Focus: Smile, Sway, Sparkle
Warning: No lip products may be applied without supervision. First gloss issued tomorrow.

Blake sat down on the bed.

The ribbon in his hair felt ridiculous. His chest was bare, but the slip clung like it belonged there.

He wanted to laugh. Or scream.

Instead, he just stared at his reflection in the vanity mirror.

And blinked at the thought:

What if I look… pretty?


Chapter Three: The Giggle Mirror

Blake was led to the Giggle Room in silence.

The hallway smelled of lip gloss and linen spray. Every mirror they passed showed a version of him he didn’t quite recognize. The slip fluttering around his thighs, the apron bowed too sweetly, the ribbon in his hair bouncing with each step. He didn’t like the reflection.

But he couldn’t stop looking at it.

Margot opened the door.

Inside, the room was warm and faintly pink. One entire wall was a mirror. Tall, wide, and softly lit from within. The rest of the space was empty except for a single vanity stool in the center, upholstered in blush velvet.

Above it, in fine gold lettering:

The Giggle Mirror

Blake snorted. “You’re joking.”

Margot didn’t smile. “You won’t be.”

Delphine entered behind him, carrying a small lacquered box.

She opened it to reveal six lip gloss tubes, each with a tiny silk tassel.

“They’re named,” she said, “after tones.”

She held them up one by one.

“Flutter: for gentle appreciation.
Wink: for knowing sweetness.
Peach: for polite praise.
Syrup: for flirty warmth.
Oops: for bashful apology.
Pop: for pure delight.”

Blake blinked. “You’re not serious.”

Delphine handed him Syrup.

“You’ll apply this and sit.”

Margot guided him to the stool.

Delphine uncapped the gloss and leaned in. “Pout.”

Blake rolled his eyes. Then, reluctantly, parted his lips.

The gloss glided on warm and thick. Sticky. Sweet.

It tasted like cotton candy.

Margot tapped the mirror.

“Giggle.”

Blake stared at himself.

“What, just—laugh?”

“No,” she said. “Giggle.”

He huffed.

“Wrong,” Margot said. “That was a scoff.”

Delphine nodded. “Try again.”

Blake forced a noise. A clipped, high-pitched exhale.

Margot tilted her head. “Closer. But joyless.”

“Again,” Delphine said.

He tried.

Each time, they corrected him.

Too loud. Too fake. Too breathy. Too dead behind the eyes.

“Giggle like someone just told you you’re pretty,” Margot said.

Blake narrowed his eyes.

“Giggle like you’re grateful to be noticed,” Delphine added.

He inhaled. Tried again.

This time, it came out lighter. Not quite real, but not defiant either. A sound that curved upward, like a ribbon in the air.

Margot smiled. “Better.”

The mirror flickered.

A faint petal-shaped light appeared above the frame.

Blake blinked. “What was that?”

Delphine nodded at the mirror. “You earned your first petal.”

Blake looked at the charm on his bracelet. The rosebud sparkled faintly.

“One down,” Margot said. “Five to go.”

He looked at himself again.

Glossed. Pouting. Ribboned and frilled.

And glowing.

He hated how warm that petal made him feel.



Back in his room, a new instruction card sat on the vanity.

Daily Assignment: Practice Giggle #2 – "Flutter."
Repeat until it feels real.
And when it does — hold it.

He picked up the compact mirror beside it.

Smiled.

And let out a tiny, awful, perfect little giggle.


Chapter Four: Lipstick Discipline

The Lipstick Room was colder than the others.

Not unfriendly, just serious. The walls were soft blush, but the mirrors were stark. Clinical. Every smudge showed. Every shadow mattered.

Blake stood in front of the central vanity, hands clasped in front of his apron. His lip gloss had worn off from giggle drills, and without it, he felt oddly naked.

Delphine stood behind him, holding a velvet tray like it contained state secrets.

“Today,” she said, “we begin Lipstick Discipline.”

Blake sighed. “Another ceremony?”

Delphine raised a brow. “Not a ceremony. A system.”

She placed the tray on the vanity.

Six tubes. All identical in size, each with a rose-gold cap and a single engraved word:

Promise.
Yes.
Shh.
Flutter.
Sweet.
Still.

Delphine gestured to them. “These are not colors. They’re commands.”

He frowned. “Commands?”

“You are not permitted to speak without gloss. You are not permitted to choose your gloss. You are permitted only to wear what you’ve earned.”

She picked up Promise, uncapped it, and held it like a wand.

“This is for trust,” she said. “For moments when you are learning to mean what you say.”

Blake opened his mouth to argue.

She cut him off. “You’ll begin with Promise. You’re not ready for Yes. And if you ask for Still, you’ll be given silence.”

She leaned in. “Pout.”

He obeyed.

The lipstick slid on smoothly. More solid than gloss, more structured. The weight of it felt like a muzzle.

“Now,” Delphine said, turning him toward the mirror, “repeat your lines.”

A card appeared on the vanity. Gold script on pink vellum.

●     “My lips do not speak without permission.”
 

●     “My color reflects my conduct.”
 

●     “I will never use my mouth carelessly again.”
 

●     “I am proud to wear what I’ve earned.”
 

He stared.

“Say them,” she said.

“My lips do not speak without permission.”

“Louder.”

He repeated them all. By the end, the lipstick had dried into a satin sheen. Soft. But final.

Delphine handed him a small silk pouch. His first lipstick clutch.

“You will carry this with you. Always. It contains the tube you’ve earned. If it is not with you, you will not speak.”

“What happens if I forget?”

Margot’s voice echoed from the doorway.

“You won’t. Not after the first time.”



That afternoon, he forgot.

Just once.

He reached for a cup of tea during posture drills and asked, “May I take —”

Margot turned. “No gloss?”

Blake froze.

“No lipstick. No permission. No speaking.”

He was dismissed. Silently. Sent back to his room to sit in front of the vanity for thirty minutes with his mouth closed and his clutch in his lap.

When Delphine arrived, she handed him the tube of Shh. It smelled like rosewater.

“You’ll wear this for the next hour,” she said. “You’re not in trouble. You’re in training.”

She smiled faintly. “Isn’t it nice to be polished into place?”



By evening, his lips felt different. Not just covered. Cared for.

He reapplied Promise without being told.

Looked at his reflection.

And whispered, carefully and reverently:

“My lips belong to the system now.”


Chapter Five: Flower Posture Drills

The Blossoming Room didn’t have desks.

It didn’t need them.

It was an open space with ivory floorboards, arched mirrors, and a row of velvet stools shaped like tulip petals. Each one faced a gold-framed mirror. Each was slightly too low for comfort, forcing whoever sat there to keep their chin up and shoulders back.

Blake was the only student inside.

Delphine stood beside him with a clipboard. Margot hovered near the front, arms crossed, a single rose in her hand.

“Today,” Delphine said, “you begin physical etiquette training.”

Margot walked forward. “Your posture is defensive. Stiff. Masculine. That ends now.”

She handed him the rose.

“Hold this in your mouth.”

He stared. “Excuse me?”

“The stem between your teeth. Thorns removed. The blossom forward. Do not bite. Do not drop it.”

Blake took it. Placed it gently between his teeth.

Delphine handed him a book. “On your head.”

He balanced it carefully.

Then she gestured to a long path between the mirrors.

“You will walk the corridor twice. Slow, with hips first. Your body is not a machine. It is a suggestion. You will suggest grace.”

Blake sighed through his nose.

“Begin,” Margot said.

He took his first step.

The heels were low, only an inch, but the slip brushed his thighs, the book swayed with every breath, and the rose threatened to tumble at the slightest misstep.

He reached the end.

Delphine was already jotting notes.

“Your shoulders collapsed halfway. Your stride is clumsy. And your blush is too low on your cheekbones. We’ll fix all three.”

He turned back.

The second walk was slower.

More deliberate.

Margot raised a finger. “Wrist.”

He adjusted.

“Better.”

He made it to the end.

Delphine nodded once.

“Now sit.”

He approached one of the petal stools and lowered himself carefully, rose still between his teeth. The seat forced his knees together. Forced his spine straight. Forced his chin up.

“Hands in lap,” Margot said.

He placed them there.

Delphine retrieved a small brush from her kit.

“Blush protocol,” she said.

She began to apply a shimmery powder across the apples of his cheeks — one stroke per word:

“I
bloom
to
be
seen.”

Other cheek.

“I
bloom
to
be
chosen.”

Center of his nose.

“I
bloom
to
be
good.”

She stepped back.

The lighting shifted, and in the mirror, he saw himself.

Blushing.

Glossed.

Framed in soft light.

Still holding the rose between his lips.

Margot smiled.

“Good girls don’t grow. They bloom.”



That night, he removed the ribbon from his hair and placed it on his vanity like a crown.

He spritzed his slip with Flutter, one of the assigned Blossom scents, and folded it with reverence.

And when he turned out the light, he whispered into the dark, barely a breath:

“I bloom to be good.”


Chapter Six: The Blooming Ritual

The summons came sealed in vellum and rose wax.

Blake found it resting on his vanity after posture drills, tied with a pink ribbon and scented faintly with Flutter. He opened it carefully.

Your posture has opened. Your lips have learned. Your bloom is ready.
You are to present yourself for naming.
Salon de Thé. Noon sharp.
Attire: Blossom Regulation Uniform. Apron pressed. Gloss: Promise.
Mindset: Pretty.

He read it again.

Then again.

Something fluttered in his chest.



The Salon de Thé was glowing.

Soft sunlight poured through lace-curtained windows. Tables had been arranged in a wide circle, each set with teacups, petit fours, and delicate fans. At the center, a single velvet ottoman waited.

Margot met him at the doorway, clipboard in hand.

“You’re on time,” she said. “That’s new.”

He curtsied.

The move was automatic now.

Delphine appeared beside her and adjusted the bow on his apron.

“Your mouth?”

He touched his clutch. “Promise, freshly applied.”

“Good. You won’t need to speak. Not until instructed.”

Blake — if he was still Blake — stepped into the room.

The girls of the Blossom Track lined the tables, watching him with soft, unreadable eyes. They all wore the same pinks, the same powdery scents, the same serenity.

Miss Colette stood at the far end.

She didn’t speak. She just gestured to the ottoman.

He walked toward it slowly, heels whispering across the floor.

When he sat, she approached.

“Your transformation,” she said, “is no longer theoretical.”

He swallowed.

“You’ve learned poise. Repetition. Scent. Giggle. Stillness. Blush. Gloss. Grace.”

Her voice lowered.

“What you haven’t yet learned is how it feels to be called.”

She reached into her pocket.

Pulled out a single velvet flower brooch.

Soft rose color. Gold pin. A tag hanging from it, engraved with one word:

Blossom

She pinned it to his chest.

“From this moment forward,” she said, “when asked for your name, you will say: I’m Blossom. I’m here to help you smile.”

A faint laugh rippled through the room. Not mocking. Welcoming.

Blake — no, Blossom — felt the name land like a kiss behind his ear.

Margot handed her a teacup.

Delphine held out a folded napkin.

Miss Colette didn’t give them to her. She waited.

Blossom curtsied, took them gently, and turned to the room.

“I’m Blossom,” she said softly. “I’m here to help you smile.”

It wasn’t perfect.

But it was enough.

The mirror on the wall flickered faintly and her charm bracelet lit up with a final glow.

The rosebud was open.

Fully bloomed.



That night, she sprayed her slip with Syrup instead of Flutter, just because she wanted to.

She folded it in thirds, not halves. Tucked it into a drawer like a secret.

And when she touched the brooch on her chest, she didn’t blush.

She smiled.

Because she was no longer becoming.

She was Blossom.


Chapter Seven: Emotional Mirror Training

The Emotional Mirror Room had no sharp edges.

Everything inside was round, soft, and pale: from the circular blush rugs to the arched mirrors rimmed in pearls. A cushioned chaise sat at the center like a stage. The air smelled like talc and carnations.

Blossom entered on silent heels, curtsied without needing to be told, and waited.

Margot was already there.

She sat at the far end of the room, arms draped over the back of a settee, a rose-pink fan flicking lazily in her hand.

“You’re late,” she said, even though Blossom wasn’t.

Blossom blinked. “Miss?”

Margot tilted her head. “That was the first test.”

She stood.

“Today we refine your emotional profile. You don’t get to feel however you want anymore. You get to feel how you're needed to feel.”

Blossom nodded.

“No,” Margot said, stepping forward. “Too bland.”

She leaned in. “Smile. Tilt your head. Blink. Giggle.”

Blossom obeyed.

“Better,” Margot said. “Now sit.”

She guided Blossom to a round stool in front of the pearl mirror.

“Here’s how it works. I’ll give you a tone. You mirror it. You don’t question. You don’t hesitate. You don’t translate it through your old self. You react like a girl who bloomed to be seen.”

She tapped the mirror. “Ready?”

Blossom nodded. This time, with sparkle.

Margot’s face went suddenly serious.

“Tone one: disappointment.”

Blossom’s smile faltered. She dropped her chin, widened her eyes slightly, and pouted — softly, like her lips were sorry for existing.

“Good,” Margot said. “Now giggle. You’ve been forgiven.”

She giggled. Light. Tinkling.

“Now flirt. Eyes only.”

Blossom blinked slowly, tilting her head to one side and letting her lips part just barely.

Margot clapped once. “You’re learning.”

They continued.

She was made to mirror joy. Then coyness. Then embarrassment. Then delight.

Then silence.

Margot sat down again.

“Now, nothing,” she said. “Let your eyes speak. Let your cheeks glow. Let your lips do the work without a single sound.”

Blossom sat still.

The mirror watched.

Margot stood and approached her. “You’re beautiful now. But you’re still thinking.”

She tapped the side of Blossom’s head with her fan.

“Beautiful girls don’t think first. They feel. Then they react. And they make sure everyone around them feels better for having looked.”

She leaned in.

“Do you want to be smart?” she asked.

Blossom hesitated.

Margot’s voice dropped. “Or do you want to be adored?”

That answer was easy.

“I want to be adored, Miss.”

“Good girl.”

She handed her a small tube of gloss labeled Feel Me.

“You’ll wear this during mirror practice. It will remind you.”

Blossom held it like a charm.



Back in her room, she stood before her vanity for an extra five minutes.

Practicing.

Joy. Flirtation. Surprise.

A soft pout when no one was looking.

And finally, a giggle, just for herself.


Chapter Eight: Accessory Approval Ceremony

The Accessory Cabinet stood behind glass.

Blossom had passed it a dozen times, always pausing, pretending not to long for what sparkled inside. Ribbons. Gloves. Hair bows. Chokers. But none were given freely.

They were assigned.

Earned.

Bestowed.

This morning, there was a note on her vanity:

You’ve learned how to speak. Now learn how to decorate what listens.
Report to the Accessory Room.
Choker fitting.

Blossom touched her throat instinctively.

Her neck felt bare. Unworthy.

But not for long.



The Accessory Room was pale and quiet, trimmed in gold.

At its center stood Miss Colette, dressed in charcoal and ivory. Delphine stood beside her with a tray draped in pink satin. Margot waited near the wall with a clipboard.

Blossom curtsied low.

Miss Colette didn’t speak at first.

She simply looked at her, long enough for Blossom to feel every part of herself being evaluated. Apron. Posture. Lipstick. Energy.

Finally, Miss Colette nodded.

“She’s ready.”

Delphine lifted the fabric.

Resting on the tray was a velvet choker the color of rosewater.

At its center: a charm shaped like a flower in bloom.

Miss Colette stepped forward.

“This is not a necklace,” she said. “It is a message.”

Blossom swallowed.

Miss Colette fastened the choker around her neck with slow, gloved fingers.

“This tells the world you have nothing to say that isn’t soft. That your beauty is intentional. That your refinement is earned.”

Blossom stood very still.

“You may not remove it,” Miss Colette continued. “You may not wear another. You may not forget what it means.”

She turned her face gently toward the mirror.

“Repeat your new rules.”

Blossom whispered:

“Accessories are rewards.
I am an accessory.
I bloom for the gaze.”

Delphine added softly, “And you sparkle for the silence.”

Margot clapped once.

The sound echoed like applause.



Back in her room, Blossom stared at her reflection for a long time.

The choker hugged her neck perfectly.

It didn’t feel tight.

It felt claimed.

She touched the charm gently.

And whispered,

“Thank you.”


Chapter Nine: Public Blossom Test

The card was delivered by hand, sealed in gloss-pink wax.

You will no longer be evaluated in mirrors.
You will be evaluated in the world.
Assignment: Public Blossom Test.
Setting: Afternoon Tea Service.
Duty: Sit. Smile. Sparkle.
You may not initiate. You may not serve. You may only be seen.
Approved Gloss: Flutter.

Blossom folded the card and exhaled slowly.

She’d expected a trial.

She hadn’t expected to be forbidden from doing anything.



The tea salon was already set when she arrived.

The guests, visiting benefactors, former graduates, and a few select instructors, were seated at white-linen tables adorned with roses and crystal. Everything gleamed. The air smelled like clotted cream and orange blossom.

Blossom entered on cue.

She wore her regulation Blossom uniform, now tailored to perfection. Apron crisp. Hair curled at the ends. Choker centered. Lips glossed in Flutter, the shade Delphine called “approval on contact.”

Margot met her at the threshold.

“Do you remember your instructions?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Then go.”

She crossed the room silently.

At the center of the salon, beside the largest bouquet of the day, stood a delicate settee upholstered in pale velvet.

Blossom sat.

She crossed her ankles. Folded her hands. Lowered her gaze, then raised it. Not too high, not too low. Just enough to sparkle.

And then… nothing.

She sat.

And sparkled.

A guest passed. Paused. Whispered something.

Blossom tilted her head. Blinked slowly. Smiled. A little one, like a ribbon curling at the edge of a page.

Another guest passed. A woman this time, elegant and tall.

“Pretty little thing,” she murmured.

Blossom giggled.

Just once. Just right.

No one asked her to pour. No one asked her to fetch.

She wasn’t there to work.

She was there to glow.



After the tea service, she was escorted back to the Blossoming Room.

Miss Colette waited.

“So?” she asked.

Blossom curtsied. “I was seen, Miss.”

“Were you?”

“I was noticed. Admired. Smiled at. Whispered about.”

Miss Colette nodded.

“And how did it feel?”

“Like my silence mattered.”

Miss Colette stepped closer.

“You’re no longer trying to bloom,” she said.

She touched the charm on Blossom’s choker.

“You’re simply blooming.”


Chapter Ten: Velvet-Certified

The Assembly Hall glowed like the inside of a powder box.

Candles flickered in crystal sconces. The runway, usually reserved for seasonal presentations, had been covered in soft blush carpet and lined with chairs. Each seat bore a single velvet flower, hand-cut and pinned to a folded napkin.

Blossom waited behind the curtain, dressed in her new uniform.

No longer standard issue.

Custom.

The Blossom Tier certification gown: blush pink corset-belted bodice, petal-ruffle sleeves, flared skirt that floated when she walked. Gloss: Yes. Choker: velvet, freshly brushed. Charm: flower, gleaming beneath the lights.

Delphine stood beside her with final adjustments.

Margot waited by the edge of the curtain.

“She’s ready,” Delphine said.

Margot tapped her clipboard once.

“You know the order,” she said. “Curtsy at the top of the steps. Walk slow. Smile when the headmistress nods. You may speak once. You may not deviate.”

Blossom nodded.

Miss Colette stepped forward. She didn’t touch her. Didn’t smile.

But she did whisper, softly: “Don’t perform. Just be.”

The curtain parted.

The lights lifted.

Blossom stepped forward.

A hush fell over the room.

She glided down the blush carpet, every step quiet, every movement anchored in softness. Her hands were at her sides. Her head tilted just enough. Her smile was not large — but it landed.

At the center of the runway, she curtsied.

Low. Controlled.

She stood again.

Miss Colette nodded from the first row.

Blossom took her cue.

“I’m Blossom,” she said, voice clear but breathy. “I’m here to help you smile.”

There was no applause.

Just stillness.

The kind that meant: yes.



Back in her room, her vanity had been transformed.

No more daily assignments. No more gloss cards or tracked petals.

In their place: a velvet compact, engraved with a single word.

Blossom

She picked it up.

Opened it.

Inside was a mirror and a student ID, trimmed in gold foil.

Blossom
Status: Velvet-Certified
Duty: Beauty

She smiled.

Not for anyone else.

Just for herself.



That night, before slipping into her ruffled nightgown, she stood at the mirror one last time.

She didn’t see Blake.

Not even faintly.

She saw the girl who had learned to sit still.

To glow.

To be adored.

She touched her charm. Touched her gloss.

And whispered:

“I bloomed for them.”

Then paused.

Smiled.

“And now I bloom for me.”
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