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Chapter 1
The Rules of Living Together


It wasn’t supposed to come to this.

I stood in front of the apartment door with two duffel bags, a bruised ego, and the kind of reluctant humility that only shows up when every other option’s dried up.

I hadn’t knocked yet. Just stood there, listening to the faint hum of music inside—something slow and moody—and the sound of laughter. Two voices. One familiar, one not.

Finally, I exhaled and knocked.

The door opened faster than I expected. Riley stood there barefoot, holding a steaming mug of tea, and for a second I forgot how to speak. She wore rose-colored satin pajamas—thin-strapped camisole and matching shorts. The soft sheen of the fabric caught the hallway light, clinging to the gentle slope of her chest, skimming over her hips. Her legs were long, smooth, bare. Her toenails were painted a glossy plum, and her dark brown hair was pulled into a loose ponytail, like she hadn’t even tried and still looked effortlessly hot.

She used to dress like that for me. Now it felt like I was walking into a dream someone else was living.

“You made it,” she said.

“Yeah,” I muttered, adjusting the bags on my shoulder. “Thanks for this. Really.”

Her lips quirked. “Don’t thank me yet.”

She stepped aside to let me in, and I walked into what used to be our apartment—but it didn’t feel like mine anymore. The lights were dim and warm. The scent of lavender and something herbal floated in the air. There were throw pillows and plants I didn’t recognize, candles glowing on the windowsill, and soft music playing low from a speaker in the corner. She hadn’t just moved on. She’d remade the space completely.

A voice called from the kitchen. “So that’s him?”

Riley’s smile grew slightly. “Yup.”

A second woman appeared in the doorway, holding a wooden spoon in one hand and a glass of red wine in the other.

Lexi.

She was taller than Riley, lean and sharp-featured, with long blonde hair twisted into a messy bun. Her satin pajamas were black—a lacy camisole with thin straps and loose shorts that left little to the imagination. Her legs were bare and toned, and she didn’t seem remotely self-conscious about showing them off.

Her eyes swept over me with cool curiosity. “You’re Jake?”

I nodded. “Yeah.”

“You’re taller than I pictured.” She said it flatly, as if height were the only thing worth noting. Then she turned and walked back into the kitchen, her hips swaying slightly, the satin clinging and slipping with every step.

I swallowed and glanced at Riley, who had already curled up on the couch, one leg tucked beneath her, tea balanced on the armrest. She looked entirely at ease. This was clearly their space now.

“We should probably talk about boundaries,” she said.

Here it comes.

“I’m not trying to make this complicated,” I said, setting my bags down by the couch. “I’ll keep my head down, stay out of the way, and get back on my feet as fast as I can.”

“Good start,” she said. “But this isn’t just about staying out of the way. This is about not falling back into the shit that got us here in the first place.”

I kept my eyes on the floor.

“No sulking when things don’t go your way,” she continued. “No acting like you own the place just because you used to live here. No barking at people when you feel insecure.”

“I said I got it.”

“Did you?” she asked, and for a second her voice had that old edge. The one I used to ignore until it was too late.

I took a breath. “Yes. I got it.”

She nodded, and the tension in the room dropped half a degree.

“The couch is yours,” she said. “You can keep your stuff in that corner. Bathroom’s shared, so don’t be gross. We each buy our own groceries, but Lexi’s cooking tonight.”

“Okay.”

There was a pause. Not cold—but not comfortable either. Riley sipped her tea again and looked me over like she was still deciding something.

“You look tired,” she said.

“I am.”

“Good. Maybe you’ll sleep through the night for once.”

I let that one go.

She stood and walked past me, her satin shorts brushing mid-thigh, the faint scent of her body lotion catching in the air as she moved. “Dinner’s in twenty,” she said over her shoulder. “Try not to fall asleep.” Then she vanished into her bedroom and closed the door behind her.

I sat down on the couch, letting the cushions swallow me. Everything around me felt soft, quiet, feminine. A world I’d been cut out of, watching from the outside in.

I listened to Lexi humming faintly in the kitchen, the clink of plates, the smell of garlic and something sweet wafting into the living room. The soft music still played. A different genre. A different vibe.

It wasn’t my home anymore.

I just didn’t know what I was in for yet.


Chapter 2
A Softer Touch


Dinner was… fine. Lexi’s cooking surprised me. Creamy pasta, roasted garlic vegetables, and warm bread straight from the oven. There was a salad, too—something with arugula and fruit I didn’t recognize, which I ignored. Riley poured the wine without asking, topped off my glass more than once. I drank it. What else could I do?

We ate in the living room, plates on our laps, music still playing low from the corner speaker. I sat on the couch, same as always, but now it felt different—like it belonged to them, and I was lucky just to borrow a cushion.

They laughed a lot. Not at me, not exactly, but I still felt outside it. They had their own rhythm, their own inside jokes, their own comfort with each other. Riley sat with one knee drawn up, her camisole slipping just enough to show the edge of lace beneath. Lexi lounged in the armchair like she’d been born in satin, twirling her wineglass by the stem, her legs stretched out bare and confident.

I could barely focus on what I was chewing.

“So,” Lexi said, eyes flicking toward me, “is it weird? Being back here?”

“A little,” I said, swallowing. “It’s not like I thought everything would be the same, just… familiar, I guess.”

“It’s not,” she said, without a trace of sympathy.

“She means it’s better now,” Riley added, smirking over her glass.

“Obviously.” Lexi gave her a little toast.

After dinner, Riley took the plates and Lexi poured another round of wine. I reached for mine out of habit and didn’t realize how buzzed I was until I stood to help with the dishes and felt the room tilt. Riley waved me off and pointed me back to the couch.

A few minutes later, Lexi sank into the armchair again, legs tucked up underneath her, cradling her wine with both hands. “You’ve got good hair,” she said suddenly, nodding toward me.

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“Your hair. Long, thick, kind of wild. It’s got potential.”

I reached up and ran a hand through it. “I’ve been meaning to get it cut.”

“Don’t,” she said immediately, like it wasn’t up for debate. “Let me braid it.”

I gave a short, awkward laugh. “You want to braid my hair?”

“Yeah,” she said, like it was the most natural thing in the world. “It’s relaxing. You’d probably like it.”

“She’s been doing mine all week,” Riley added. “She’s actually really good.”

“It’s my secret talent,” Lexi said. “Sit. Let me fix you.”

I hesitated, and Riley’s eyebrow arched in that way I remembered too well.

“You said you were here to try,” she said. “Not to be difficult.”

That did it. I exhaled and moved toward the floor, sitting between Lexi’s legs with my back to her, cross-legged on the rug.

“Good boy,” she murmured under her breath.

Her fingers slipped into my hair—cool, practiced, gentle. I didn’t expect how nice it would feel. She combed through it with her nails, sectioning, twisting, separating. I felt her thighs shift behind me, just brushing my shoulders, the silky hem of her shorts ghosting across my back when she leaned in.

The wine had softened everything—my resistance, my edge, my sense of where the line was. Maybe there wasn’t one anymore.

“You’re actually being kind of still,” Riley observed from the couch. She was curled on her side now, head resting on one hand, watching with that faint smirk. “That’s new.”

“He likes it,” Lexi said. “Don’t you?”

I swallowed. “It’s… not bad.”

She chuckled. “That’s code for yes.”

They kept talking like I wasn’t even there. Just a warm body with hair to play with. I tried not to shift too much, not to think about how intimate it felt—her thighs bracketing my back, the soft pressure of her fingertips along my scalp, the slow, almost hypnotic rhythm of the braid taking shape.

When she finished, she tied it off with a black elastic and gave my head a gentle tap. “Done. Want to see?”

Before I could answer, she stood and walked over to a nearby drawer, pulling out a small hand mirror. She held it up and I turned towards it. When I saw my reflection I froze.

The braid was tight, neat, sweeping down over my shoulder like it belonged on someone else. It didn’t look ridiculous. It looked… good. Clean. Soft. Somehow it changed the way my face looked—less harsh. A little prettier, even.

“Damn,” Riley said. “She really cleaned you up.”

Lexi tilted the mirror a bit. “You’ve got nice features. Sharp jaw. Full lips. You hide it under all that scruff, but you could clean up really nice.”

I didn’t know what to say.

“Smile,” Lexi said, still holding the mirror.

I didn’t. But I didn’t look away either.

She lowered the mirror and gave me a little nod. “You’d look good with gloss.”

Riley let out a soft laugh.

I looked at her, then at Lexi, then back at the wineglass I’d left on the floor.

“I think I’m good for tonight,” I mumbled.

Lexi reached out and patted my head once, almost affectionately. “Suit yourself. But if you change your mind…”

She didn’t finish the sentence. She didn’t need to.

I climbed back onto the couch and pulled the blanket over my lap, acutely aware of the braid trailing over my shoulder. Riley stretched out beside me, her bare legs brushing mine, her head tilted in silent amusement as she looked me over.

Something had shifted tonight. It was small. Invisible, almost.

But I could feel it in my scalp.


Chapter 3
Just for Fun


The apartment was quiet. Riley had gone to bed half an hour ago, yawning and brushing her bare toes against my leg before retreating to her room with a casual, “Night.”

I stayed on the couch, pretending to scroll my phone, pretending not to notice that Lexi hadn’t moved from her spot in the armchair across from me.

The wine bottle was almost empty. The music had stopped. The candles burned lower now, casting shadows that flickered along the walls.

“You really let me braid your hair,” Lexi said suddenly, breaking the silence.

I glanced up. She was curled under a throw blanket, legs tucked up, but her camisole still clung to her chest in a way that made it hard to look her directly in the eye.

“I said I’d try not to be difficult,” I muttered.

She smiled. “You did. And you weren’t. That’s progress from what I hear.”

I rolled my eyes and looked back at my phone.

“Want to go for round two?”

I blinked and hesitated before asking, “Round two?”

She pulled something from the side table drawer and held it up. Nail polish. A small bottle of pale pink.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “It’s subtle. Barely there.”

“Lexi—”

“Relax. It’s not like I’m shaving your legs,” she said, grinning. “Yet.”

I didn’t laugh. But I didn’t say no.

She stood and crossed the room before I could come up with an excuse, then dropped to her knees in front of the couch like this was all perfectly normal. She tugged the blanket away from my lap, then caught my right hand and pulled it gently into her own.

“Hands up,” she said, tone light but commanding.

I hesitated, keeping my hands clenched in a tight fist at my side.

“Come on,” she coaxed. “It’s just for fun. You can wash it off in the morning.”

It was just for fun. And maybe I didn’t want to be the guy who couldn’t even handle a little nail polish.

I raised my hand, and she cradled it carefully, inspecting my fingers like an artist preparing a canvas.

“You really don’t take care of these,” she said, half to herself. “They’re bitten and dry. Ugh. You men.”

“Thanks.”

“I’ll fix them,” she said, unscrewing the bottle. “Just trust me.”

She began with smooth, practiced strokes, her touch steady and gentle. The smell hit me first—chemical, sharp, nostalgic in a weird way. I remembered it from middle school classrooms, from watching girls do their nails at lunch, from a world I was never part of.

Lexi worked in silence, tongue pressed lightly to the corner of her mouth in concentration. I could feel the warmth of her thighs near my knees, the heat of her body close, but not quite touching.

“You’ve got nice hands,” she said after a minute. “Big, sure. But not rough. With the right polish, you could look… delicate.”

“Delicate?”

She shrugged. “Don’t knock it. Some girls like that in a man.”

I didn’t reply. Mostly because my cock was beginning to stir beneath the blanket, and I didn’t want her to see.

She blew lightly across my fingers, drying the paint, then switched hands. “You know,” she murmured as she started the next set, “Riley used to say you were never any good at letting go.”

I looked at her.

“She told me you needed to be in control all the time,” Lexi said. “Didn’t know how to relax. Always had to have the last word.”

“Sounds about right,” I muttered.

“She also said you used to talk about what she wore. That you liked when she dressed up for you.”

My mouth felt suddenly dry.

“She told me about the time you asked her to wear those thigh-highs and the silky little robe,” she added, glancing up at me with a gleam in her eye. “You practically begged, didn’t you?”

“I didn’t⁠—”

“You did.” Her smile turned sly. “Funny how now you’re the one in the pretty braid. And soon you’ll have the nails to match.”

I should have stopped her. Pulled my hand away. Said something.

But I didn’t.

Because my cock was fully hard under the blanket now, and I hated how good her hands felt on mine.

She finished the last nail, blew on them softly, and then leaned back on her heels, admiring her work. “Perfect,” she said. “Show Riley in the morning. She’ll be proud.”

“I’m washing it off.”

“You won’t,” Lexi said, standing slowly. “You’ll look at them. You’ll pretend you hate it. And then you’ll wonder what else might look this good.” She walked past me, hips swaying, her voice low as she added, “And when you do… you’ll come to us.”

The bedroom door closed behind her with a soft click. I stared down at my hands, at the pale pink shimmer catching in the candlelight.

It was subtle. Barely there. But I couldn’t stop staring.

And I didn’t move for a long time.


Chapter 4
Something to Wear


The apartment was quiet when I woke up. Soft morning light spilled through the blinds, striping the living room in pale gold. The candles were all burned down to wax stubs. The braid Lexi had tied into my hair the night before lay stiff and uneven against the side of my neck, flattened from sleeping on it. I reached up to touch it, then stopped when I noticed the pink shimmer on my nails.

I didn’t remember falling asleep with the blanket pulled that high. My cock was still half-hard under it. I slipped out of the covers, careful not to make noise, and padded barefoot to the kitchen. The tile was cold. I opened the fridge and stood there for too long, staring into it like I’d forgotten how food worked. My head was foggy. My body felt slow, heavy in strange ways.

I grabbed a carton of orange juice and drank from it straight, leaning against the counter in nothing but my boxers.

That’s how Riley found me.

“Well, aren’t you just domestic as fuck.”

I turned. She stood in the hallway, arms crossed, one eyebrow raised. Her brown hair was still sleep-mussed and falling in waves around her face, and she wore a different set of satin pajamas—deep plum this time. The camisole clung tighter to her chest than last night’s had, and the shorts barely covered her ass. She looked like a lingerie ad that had rolled out of bed and decided to ruin my morning.

I instinctively set the carton down, suddenly aware of my own bare chest, the way the cool air made my nipples hard, the way her eyes lingered just a second too long.

“Morning,” I said, trying to sound casual.

She smirked and crossed the kitchen to pour herself coffee, moving with that same quiet grace she always had—confident, unhurried. Like she’d already won.

“You know, the pink suits you,” she said without turning. “Really brings out your shame.”

I looked down at my nails. “It was just a joke. I was trying to be nice to your new roommate.”

“Mm.” She took a sip. “You keep saying that.”

“I didn’t ask for it.”

“No,” she agreed. “You just sat there and let it happen.” Her tone was light, teasing—but there was something underneath it. Something sharp.

Before I could reply, she set her mug down and walked past me, disappearing into the hallway. A few seconds later, she reappeared with something bunched in her hand.

She tossed it at me. A silk robe. Soft gray-blue, almost silver in the light.

I caught it awkwardly.

“If you’re going to stand around looking pretty with those nails,” she said, “you might as well commit.”

I stared at it. “Seriously?”

Riley shrugged and leaned against the doorway, arms still crossed. “You’re shirtless. Your boxers are doing nothing for the aesthetic. And I know you’ve seen me wear that before. You liked it then.”

My face burned. “That’s not the same.”

“Oh?” Her smile widened. “How is it different?”

Before I could answer, a third voice cut in.

“I knew I heard voices,” Lexi said, yawning as she padded in from the hall. She was in a black sleep romper this morning, silky and short, with a deep V neckline and tiny lace trim that made it look more like lingerie than anything meant for actual rest.

She stopped in her tracks when she saw me holding the robe. “Oh my god, please put that on.”

“It’s not—” I started.

“It’s perfect,” she said, already crossing to the couch and sitting with her legs curled under her. “Riley in that robe was hot. But you in that robe? Iconic.”

“It was a joke,” I muttered.

“So is everything that starts fun,” Lexi said, resting her chin in her hand. “Now try it on.”

I looked at Riley, hoping for an out. But she just raised her eyebrows, sipping her coffee like this was the most ordinary thing in the world.

“It’s not that complicated,” she said. “Or are you afraid it’ll feel too good?”

That hit a nerve. I huffed and slipped the robe over my shoulders.

The silk slid across my skin like cool water. It was lighter than I expected. Softer. The hem fell mid-thigh. The sash cinched easily at my waist. It clung when I moved. Whispered when I walked.

Riley let out a low whistle. “Wow.”

Lexi grinned. “That’s better.”

They weren’t laughing. They weren’t even smiling like it was a joke anymore. They were… admiring.

I stood there in silence, unsure where to put my hands. My skin tingled. My cock began to stir beneath the robe, half-hard again and impossible to ignore.

I turned toward the counter to hide it, pretending to reach for my juice again. The silk shifted with me, hugging in all the wrong—or maybe all the right—places.

“You really do like pretty things,” Lexi said, her voice almost a purr now. “Look how soft he looks.”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. Because she wasn’t wrong.

“Okay,” Lexi said, head tilted, eyes scanning me. “It’s better, but…”

“But?” I echoed, voice dry, turning back toward them.

Riley gave a slow blink and sipped her coffee like it was a performance she’d seen before. “You’re wearing that robe with boxers?”

I looked down.

“You can see the waistband bulging through the silk,” Lexi said, biting her bottom lip like she was holding back a laugh. “That completely kills the vibe.”

“I wasn’t trying to have a vibe,” I muttered, tugging the robe’s hem lower.

“Too late,” Riley said. “We’re looking at you. That’s a vibe.”

Lexi padded over to me, bare feet silent against the hardwood. She made a slow circle, trailing one finger along the curve of the robe at my back.

“You know what you need?” she asked, low and thoughtful.

“No,” I said, immediately nervous.

She grinned. “Something to match the energy.”

And then—just like that—she turned and walked down the hall toward her bedroom.

I turned to Riley. “What is she doing?”

“She has ideas,” Riley said simply, leaning against the counter. “You might as well get used to that.”

Moments later, Lexi returned holding something balled in one hand. She uncurled her fingers with a little flourish.

A pair of panties. Cheeky-cut, blush pink, trimmed in delicate lace. Feminine as hell.

I stared. “You’re kidding.”

“They’re stretchy,” Lexi said, walking toward me again. “You’ll fit.”

“I’m not wearing that.”

“You’re already wearing a robe,” she pointed out, tilting her head. “What’s the difference? You’re practically halfway to girlhood. Might as well match the set.”

“I’m not—” I looked at Riley, who still hadn’t said a word.

She met my eyes over the rim of her coffee and spoke slowly. “You look ridiculous in silk with boxers underneath.”

That stung more than it should have.

Lexi stepped closer. “It’s just for a laugh. Come on. You’re already part of the bit. Don’t wimp out now.”

Her tone was light, playful—but her eyes were steady.

“I don’t⁠—”

And then she reached down and tugged the robe open just a bit. Not all the way. Just enough to see the black waistband of my boxers peeking through the silver silk.

She shook her head. “Awful,” she said. “Absolutely tragic.”

She held the panties out.

I stared at them. Lace. Pale pink. Soft fabric. Not meant for men. But my cock twitched under the robe.

Lexi saw it.

“Oh,” she breathed, eyes lighting up. “Well now it’s just science.”

I froze.

“Ignore her,” I said quickly. “That’s not—I didn’t⁠—”

Riley’s voice cut in, soft and smug. “Are you getting hard from the idea of wearing panties, Jake?”

My face went hot. “No.”

Lexi smiled, holding the panties out again. “Put them on. I promise we’ll be very supportive.”

“You’re not going to let this go, are you?”

“Nope,” she said, popping the P.

I exhaled. Closed my eyes and took them. They watched as I stepped behind the kitchen island. My hands were shaking as I untied the sash and slipped the robe open, pushing down the boxers. My cock bobbed free—stiff, flushed, humiliated.

The panties were cool to the touch, tighter than I expected. Soft. The waistband hugged my hips snugly, and the back slid right between my cheeks. My cock strained against the front, barely contained, the head peeking through the lace in a way that was obscene.

I pulled the robe closed and tied the sash again, avoiding their eyes.

Lexi’s voice purred behind me. “Turn around.”

I turned.

She let out a slow whistle. “Oh, yes. That’s so much better.”

Riley finally stepped forward, her eyes on my legs. “You have no idea how many guys would kill to be in your position right now.”

My throat felt dry. “What, being laughed at?”

Riley’s voice softened—dangerously. “No. Being the center of our attention.”

I said nothing. Because she was right. And worse… I liked it. I liked the way they looked at me.

Like I was theirs.


Chapter 5
Teased Into Submission


The robe still clung to me. Even hours later, I hadn’t changed. I wasn’t sure why. Maybe it was laziness. Maybe I didn’t want to draw attention to myself. Maybe I just didn’t want to admit how good it felt.

The panties were the worst part. Or the best. I couldn’t decide. They rode high in the back, tighter than anything I’d ever worn, constantly brushing against me with every shift of movement. Every time I sat down, the silk robe pulled taut over them, making me hyper-aware of just how exposed I really was.

I sat on the far end of the couch, legs pressed together, shoulders hunched slightly. Riley and Lexi were lounging across from me, phones in hand, chatting idly about someone from Lexi’s work, laughing at a meme I couldn’t see.

It felt like I wasn’t even in the room. And yet, I knew I was being watched.

Every so often, Riley’s gaze would flick toward me. Not long enough to feel like a conversation. Just long enough to remind me I was on display. At one point, she tilted her head and said, “You’re really committing to the look, huh?”

I blinked. “What?”

“The robe. The panties. Just... lounging. Like you’ve always been one of the girls.”

Lexi didn’t even glance up. “Honestly? He kind of pulls it off.”

My mouth opened. Closed. I didn’t know how to argue anymore.

“I mean,” Riley continued, stretching lazily, her camisole riding up to reveal more of her stomach, “you’re sitting there in silk and lace like it’s no big deal. A few days ago, you would’ve lost your shit over something like that.”

I shrugged, trying to sound indifferent. “You said it was just for fun.”

Lexi finally looked up. “And it is. We’re having fun.” Her eyes scanned me again, slow and appraising. “But you’re really… committing. Aren’t you?”

I looked down. My braid brushed my shoulder. The painted nails shimmered faintly in the light.

“I didn’t want to make a big deal out of it,” I mumbled.

“Oh honey,” Riley said with a grin. “You are the big deal.”

Lexi tossed her phone onto the side table and stood, walking toward me with that loose, liquid confidence that always made me feel cornered.

She dropped onto the couch beside me, thigh brushing mine, and leaned in close. I could smell her perfume—vanilla, citrus, something warm and sharp.

“I’m bored,” she said.

“Okay…”

Her fingers slid over the silk at my thigh. “Wanna help?”

I swallowed. “With what?”

She smiled. “You’ll see.”

Lexi’s fingers traced a slow line along the edge of the robe, just above my knee. Barely a touch. Just the backs of her nails grazing my skin.

I tried not to react. I stared ahead, keeping my eyes on the flickering candle still burning on the windowsill. The sunlight was warmer now, thicker, filling the living room like honey. Time felt syrupy. Too slow.

“You’re really smooth,” she said, voice low, almost absentminded. “Almost feminine already.”

I cleared my throat, unsure how to answer.

Her hand moved higher. Still not quite touching anything important. Still teasing.

Riley got up from the armchair and walked over, circling behind the couch. I felt her presence before I saw her—heard the soft brush of bare feet on hardwood, the sound of her glass setting down on the counter.

I turned to glance at her. She was watching.

Lexi’s fingers crept inward, resting over the silk that covered my thigh. “You know,” she said, “I think you’re secretly loving this.”

“I’m not,” I whispered, but my voice betrayed me—tight, thin, breathless.

She pressed a little harder. Her palm settled flat over the front of the panties. Right on top of me.

I sucked in a breath.

“You are,” she said. “You’re hard again, aren’t you?”

I didn’t answer.

Riley leaned down behind me, her hands resting lightly on the back of the couch. “You should see your face.”

I looked up at her—flushed, startled. Her gaze was heavy. Knowing.

“You’re so easy to read, Jake.”

“Stop it! Whatever this is,” I said automatically.

Lexi perked up. “Oh? What should we do with you instead?”

I opened my mouth to protest, but her fingers flexed against me, slow and possessive, and I couldn’t find the words.

“You said you wanted to be a good guest,” Riley said, leaning a little closer so her breath brushed my ear. “Didn’t you?”

I nodded once. Just barely.

“And good guests…” Lexi added, squeezing gently, “say yes when they’re offered something nice.”

Her palm rubbed softly through the lace, enough to make me bite down on a sound I didn’t want to make.

“Let us take care of you,” Riley whispered.

My head dropped forward. I didn’t know if I was nodding or just surrendering.

Lexi kissed my cheek—soft, fleeting, electric.

“Good girl,” she breathed.

And just like that, it was done.


Chapter 6
Made Over


They didn’t drag me to the stool. They didn’t have to.

Lexi took my hand, fingers still warm from where they’d been pressed against me, and led me toward the hallway like she was guiding a guest to dinner. I followed, dazed and hard beneath the lace, the robe floating around my thighs like a second skin.

Riley trailed behind, humming to herself, gathering things as she went—razors, shaving cream, towels, a wide-handled brush, a bottle of lavender-scented lotion I remembered smelling in her old bathroom drawer. Everything felt rehearsed.

Lexi sat me down on a tall stool near the bathroom, pushing it gently into position beside the sink. “Hands on your knees,” she said. “Keep still.”

I obeyed without thinking.

She knelt in front of me, squirted a dollop of foam into her hand, and smoothed it across my shin. The touch was cold, then warm. Her palms moved slowly, spreading the cream with care. Like I was something delicate.

Riley stood beside her, watching. Her eyes didn’t leave mine as she handed Lexi a pink-handled razor.

“You ever been shaved before?” Lexi asked.

“Not like this,” I said quietly.

She smiled. “You’ll like it.”

The first stroke of the razor was slow. Confident. She moved up my leg in long, even passes, rinsing the blade between swipes, then returning to glide over me again. My skin tingled where she touched me, each pass smoother than the last.

“You have good legs,” she murmured. “Long and slender.”

“He’s always had them,” Riley added. “He just never knew what to do with them.”

“Don’t worry,” Lexi said. “We do.”

They took turns. Lexi knelt between my legs, shaving my calves, thighs, underarms. Riley moved behind me, leaning over my shoulders, taking long, careful strokes over my forearms. Every motion was gentle. Soothing. Ritualistic.

After the final rinse, Riley pumped lotion into her palms and began rubbing it into my legs—slow, warm circles, the lavender scent thick in the air.

“Look at that,” she whispered. “So soft already.”

“Meant for this,” Lexi added. “Honestly, we’re just uncovering what’s been underneath the whole time.”

I didn’t speak. I couldn’t. I was dizzy with the attention, the softness, the praise. My body buzzed with sensation—every stroke of lotion, every breath against my skin, every quiet compliment. The world felt further and further away.

Riley brushed a strand of hair from my face and kissed my temple. “Let’s make her beautiful.”

Lexi stood, already opening a small makeup bag. She uncapped a bottle of foundation and dabbed some onto a sponge.

“Close your eyes,” she said softly.

I did.

Her fingers were steady. The sponge was cool, then warm, then invisible. She worked with quiet confidence—dotting foundation along my cheeks and jaw, smoothing it in, blending it down my neck.

Next came blush. Just a hint—enough to bring color to my face. Mascara after. A soft swipe. Just enough to darken and lift. Then lip gloss—clear, tinted slightly pink, with a subtle shimmer that caught the light like water.

When she was finished, Lexi stepped back and tilted her head. “Open,” she said.

I looked in the mirror and froze. I didn’t look like a man. Not exactly. My jaw was still there, my nose still mine. But everything else… was softer. My skin glowed. My lips were glossy and full. My lashes curved slightly, catching the light. The braid framed my face now, feminine and neat.

I looked like a girl on the edge of something dangerous.

Riley stood behind me in the mirror, her hands resting gently on my shoulders. Her smile was quiet. Certain.

“You’re beautiful,” she said.

My breath caught. For the first time, I didn’t want to argue.

“Now she needs something more fitting to wear.” Riley’s voice was casual, like they were dressing a doll.

I stood by the bathroom mirror, still in the silk robe and panties, legs bare and smooth, face freshly made up. My lips shimmered. My braid was neat again—Lexi had fixed it while I stood frozen, staring at the girl who looked back at me.

Riley disappeared into her bedroom. I stayed quiet, too full of sensation to move. Lexi leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, eyes roving over me like I was hers already.

“You know,” she said slowly, “Riley should’ve done this months ago. Maybe that would have softened your tough exterior better. Made you someone more desirable.”

Riley returned with folded clothes in her hands—pastel and soft. She handed me a set without asking. Short cotton lounge shorts in pale lavender. High-waisted, clingy, with little side ties. A white crop top, tight with capped sleeves and a built-in shelf bra I instantly understood I’d need.

“Go on,” Riley said, nodding toward the robe. “We’ve already seen everything.”

My throat was dry. I opened the robe and let it slip off my shoulders.

Lexi whistled softly behind me. “That’s a pretty little thing.”

The panties were even tighter now, straining in front, clinging in back. I stepped carefully into the shorts. They hugged my hips and cupped my ass, the lace waistband of the panties peeking just above them. The crop top was worse. Or better. I wasn’t sure anymore. It pressed flat against my chest, emphasizing the smoothness, the bareness. My nipples pressed visibly through the fabric.

I stood there, panting softly, wrapped in softness and arousal.

Riley approached and tucked a stray strand of hair behind my ear. “She looks perfect,” she murmured.

“She does,” Lexi agreed. “She just needs one more thing.”

I looked between them. “What?”

“A name.”

My breath caught. “I already have a name.”

Riley tilted her head. “Do you?”

Lexi moved closer, circling me. “Jake doesn’t suit her anymore.”

I shook my head, too weakly to mean it. “No, I…”

“You look like a Jade,” Riley said softly, her eyes never leaving mine. “Beautiful. Polished. A little delicate.”

“Say it,” Lexi added. “Just once. For us.”

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.

Riley leaned close, her lips brushing my cheek. “Say you’re our good girl, Jade.”

Still nothing. But I didn’t shake my head. I didn’t protest. I just sat there and that was enough.

Riley kissed my temple, slow and warm. “Good girl.”

They guided me back to the couch like I was fragile. Breakable.

I didn’t resist.

The soft cotton of the shorts clung to my thighs as I walked. My steps were shorter now, my body moving differently without even thinking. I felt every breath of air on my skin, every brush of fabric over newly smooth legs. My cock throbbed inside the lace panties, aching against the curve of the shorts, twitching at every word of praise.

Lexi sat first and pulled me into her lap like I weighed nothing. Her legs parted just enough for me to sink between them, my bare thighs resting on hers. I didn’t look at her. I couldn’t. Her hands found my waist, then my hip, then trailed down across the hem of my shorts.

Riley joined us a moment later, curling in from the other side, slipping behind me and sliding her arms around my torso. She rested her chin on my shoulder, breath warm against my cheek.

Together they held me.

“Such a good girl,” Lexi whispered, pressing her lips behind my ear. “Letting us take care of you.”

“Letting us see who you really are,” Riley added, her hands gently petting down my arms, over the tight fabric of the crop top.

I didn’t speak. I was too hard. Too overwhelmed. Too full of something I couldn’t name.

Riley’s fingers slipped under the hem of my top and dragged lightly across my stomach. Her nails scraped the skin just enough to make me squirm.

Lexi giggled. “You like being touched like this, don’t you?” she asked, her voice a purr.

I closed my eyes.

“You like wearing our clothes. Sitting between us. Feeling pretty.”

My head dipped.

“You like being Jade.”

The name echoed in my ears like it had always been there. Like it belonged.

Riley kissed the side of my neck, slow and lingering. “Sweet thing. All dressed up and nowhere to go. Unless it’s deeper.”

Lexi reached down and palmed the front of my shorts, feeling the heat, the strain.

“Oh baby,” she said, softly awed. “You’re so hard.”

My mouth opened. A quiet, pathetic sound slipped out.

They didn’t tease me for it.

Riley pet my hair. Lexi squeezed me once, then let go. They just held me there—between them, against them, in silence.

My chest rose and fell. My face was flushed. My cock pulsed in lace. And I knew, in some wordless, devastating way…

They had me.


Chapter 7
House Rules


Iwoke up to the smell of coffee and the clatter of dishes. For a moment, I forgot where I was. Then I moved, and the soft resistance of the bralette beneath my shirt, the cling of the panties, the faint tug of my braid reminded me.

I was Jade.

I stayed curled up on the couch for a while, wrapped in one of Riley’s soft throws, staring at my painted nails and pretending not to notice how hard I already was.

The kitchen was brighter than usual when I finally padded in, still barefoot, still in last night’s outfit: lavender shorts, cropped tee, and the humiliating warmth of cotton clinging between my legs. Riley stood at the stove, one hip cocked, flipping something in a pan.

She didn’t look surprised to see me.

“Morning, sunshine,” she said, not turning around.

“Morning,” I mumbled.

Lexi sat at the table in a hoodie and nothing else, bare thighs crossed, sipping her coffee like it was a throne room. Her eyes flicked to me and lingered—amused, satisfied.

“You sleep well, Jade?” she asked, deliberately.

My throat caught. I didn’t answer or bother to correct her.

Riley plated eggs and toast and set them on the table with two clean forks. She didn’t make a third plate. Just looked at me and said, “If you’re going to keep staying here, you’re going to have to help out.”

I nodded slowly. “Yeah. Of course.”

“Good,” she said, pouring herself coffee. “Then you can start by cleaning the bathroom.”

I blinked. “Right now?”

“Why not?”

“I just—I thought we were⁠—”

She turned, giving me a look that shut me up instantly. “You thought what? That you’d lounge around in pretty panties and get treated like royalty?”

Lexi giggled into her mug.

Riley’s voice softened. “Sweetheart, being cute gets you in the door. Staying means being useful.”

I looked down at my bare legs, the way the shorts hugged my hips, the smooth curve of my thighs. The heat between my legs hadn’t gone away. If anything, it pulsed harder now under their gaze.

“And one more thing,” Riley added. “No chores in baggy shirts and boxers. You want to act like one of the girls? Then dress like one.”

Lexi stood and stretched, revealing far too much of her bare legs beneath the oversized hoodie. “I’ll pick something out,” she said brightly. “Something that says: obedient little housemaid.”

I should have said no. But I stood there, frozen in lace and heat, as my last illusion of control quietly disappeared.

Lexi returned with a bounce in her step and a bundle of fabric draped over one arm.

“Okay,” she said brightly. “This is going to be adorable.”

I eyed the outfit in her hands, already knowing it wouldn’t be good. First came the top: a cropped tank, white with little strawberries printed across it. The fabric was ribbed and snug, with thin straps and a lace trim around the chest. There was a tiny pink bow stitched between the cups. It was the kind of top girls wore when they wanted to be cute and looked at.

Then the skirt—if it could be called that. Pastel pink. Pleated and very short. The kind of skirt that was more about what it barely covered than what it hid.

I didn’t move, I just stared.

Lexi gave me a look. “Jade. Don’t make me undress you.”

Riley didn’t say a word. She just leaned against the counter and waited.

I reached for the clothes with trembling hands.

Lexi stepped closer and tugged my crop top up herself, her knuckles brushing my stomach. “Let’s go, princess. You’ve got a bathroom to scrub.”

I slipped the tank off. My nipples were hard. The air on my bare chest made them feel even more sensitive. Lexi helped pull the new top over my head and adjusted it on me, tugging gently at the straps.

Then came the skirt. I stepped out of the shorts, cheeks burning, cock pressing visibly against the front of my panties. Lexi made a pleased little noise.

“Oh, look at that. Still turned on?”

“Shut up,” I muttered.

She ignored me and slid the skirt up my legs, smoothing it into place on my hips. It was worse than I imagined—barely covering my ass, swinging with every shift of movement.

“There,” she said, stepping back. “Now you look like our little helper.”

Riley finally walked over and gave me a long, slow once-over. “Turn.”

I did.

“Shorter than I expected,” she mused. “But the bow’s a nice touch.”

“Matches her lips,” Lexi said, tapping the faint shimmer still on my mouth.

Riley smirked. “Good girls sparkle.”

I stood there, dizzy with embarrassment, thighs bare, cock twitching in lace under the pleated hem.

Lexi placed a pink sponge and a bottle of bathroom cleaner in my hands. “Chop chop,” she said. “And don’t think about covering up. We want to admire the view.”

Riley leaned in and whispered, “Even pretty girls gotta earn her keep.”

The bathroom light was too bright. Every time I caught my reflection in the mirror, I had to look away. The strawberry-print top clung to my chest, the lace edging twitching every time I breathed. The pleated skirt bounced with each step, light as air and twice as revealing. One deep bend forward and it would lift completely. I knew that. Riley and Lexi knew that.

I knelt anyway.

The sponge in my hand was damp and pink and stupid. The cleaning spray smelled like citrus and bleach. I focused on the tiles. On the grout. Anything but the way my ass felt completely exposed. Or the way my cock throbbed against the tight lace of my panties.

I could feel the air on my thighs. The soft tug of the skirt brushing against my lower back. I shifted, trying to tug the hem down, but it was no use—it wasn’t designed for modesty. Every motion made me feel like a doll someone dressed up for their own amusement.

And they were watching.

I could hear them in the hallway. Murmured conversation. Laughter. Riley’s low voice, Lexi’s giggle. They weren’t being discreet. Every so often, I caught a word.

“...cute little thing…”

“...look at her bending…”

“...did you see her ass?”

The blood pounded in my ears. My cock was aching now—trapped against the lace, pressing hard beneath the skirt. I shifted again, thighs tightening. The movement rubbed me in just the right way, and I almost whimpered.

I couldn’t believe what was happening. I couldn’t believe I was cleaning like this, dressed like this, wanting to be seen like this.

A sharp knock on the doorframe startled me. Lexi leaned in, grinning. “Hey, Cinderella.”

I looked up.

“You missed a spot.”

She pointed to the corner near the baseboard and winked. Her eyes dipped lower—right to where the skirt had ridden up just enough to show the pink lace stretched tight across my ass.

She didn’t say anything else. She didn’t have to.

I turned back to the floor, cheeks burning, heart racing, cock twitching uncontrollably. I pressed the sponge harder and scrubbed, forcing myself not to moan at the way the movement made everything worse—no, better.

---

Soon the apartment went quiet. Riley and Lexi were in their rooms, doors shut, lights off. I could still smell the last trace of their body lotion in the air—sweet and creamy and floral, clinging to the sheets and my skin. It was late. I should have changed. Washed my face. Tried to sleep.

But I sat curled on the couch, tucked beneath one of Riley’s throw blankets. The pleated skirt was bunched up around my hips, the strawberry-print crop top wrinkled from wear. My body was flushed, sticky, soft. I hadn’t even peeled off the panties.

I couldn’t. I was hard again. Still. Constantly.

Every time I shifted, the lace dragged against me. Every time I inhaled, I felt the tight squeeze of the panties stretched too snug over a cock they weren’t meant to contain. My thighs were slick with sweat. My nipples ached through the soft cotton.

I didn’t even touch myself. It wasn’t about climax anymore. It was about being this. Wearing this. Feeling seen. Remembering how Lexi’s hand had lingered between my legs, how Riley had whispered “Good girl” like it meant something. Like it belonged to me now.

I closed my eyes and bit my lip. My hips moved. Just a little. Just enough to grind against the lace. Pressure built. Heat spiked. I whimpered before I could stop myself.

No one heard. But I wasn’t alone. Not really.

Their voices echoed in my mind, layered over the sound of my own breath.

“You look like a Jade.”

“You’re so pretty like this.”

“Good girl.”

I clutched a pillow to my chest and rocked against it slowly, gently, desperately—every movement pressing me deeper into the helpless pleasure of my own humiliation.

And I still didn’t cum. I wasn’t sure I wanted to. Not unless they made me.


Chapter 8
Dressed and Denied


The morning after felt too bright. I wore leggings now—tight, baby pink ones that clung to my ass—and a soft gray tank top Lexi had tossed at me over breakfast. My hair was freshly braided. My lips still faintly glossed. My cock? Still hard the moment I heard their voices.

I was putting away dishes when I turned around and found Riley blocking the hallway. She wasn’t smiling, just leaning against the wall with her arms folded, eyes steady. Her satin pajama top was unbuttoned enough to tease, her legs bare, her toenails painted the same plum as her lips.

“Stop pretending you don’t like it,” she said softly.

My stomach dropped. “Like what?”

“This.” Her eyes dropped to my outfit. “Being dressed like this. Being looked at. Being… touched.”

I swallowed. “You’re the ones who started it.”

“And you’re the one who’s still hard.”

Heat flushed my face. “You don’t know that.”

Riley took a slow step forward. “Don’t I?”

I backed up instinctively, hips brushing the edge of the counter. Her eyes didn’t leave mine. Her expression shifted—into something calmer. More dangerous.

“I’ve been watching you,” she murmured. “You try to hide it. The way your hands tremble. The way you blush when we call you pretty. But what gives you away—what always gives you away—is how you never say no.”

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

She stepped closer, until her chest brushed mine. Her hand reached down between us, cupping me through the leggings and lace.

My knees nearly buckled.

“Oh, Jade,” she whispered. “You’re so hard.”

Her thumb rubbed slowly over the tip, trapped and leaking beneath the fabric.

I whimpered.

“You like being our girl, don’t you?”

“I don’t—” I tried to shake my head, but her hand moved again and I gasped.

“Lexi thinks you’ve always wanted this. That you just needed the right push.”

I couldn’t think. I couldn’t breathe.

“You’re not a man anymore,” she whispered, lips brushing my cheek. “You’re our plaything.”

Then she pulled back slightly, her hand still gripping me.

“But good girls don’t cum without permission.”

I didn’t even notice Lexi slip into the kitchen behind her. But I felt her—the shift in the air, the heat of her body against mine as she pressed in from behind.

“Oh my god,” she purred into my ear. “Did I miss the fun?”

Riley smirked. “Just getting started.”

Lexi’s arms wrapped around my waist, her hands trailing down the tight curve of my hips. She pressed her chest to my back and rubbed her thighs slowly against mine, swaying with me like we were dancing.

“You’re so tense, Jade,” she whispered, her breath hot against my neck. “You need to relax.”

Riley’s hand slipped back between my legs, palming the thick, trapped bulge in my leggings and panties.

“Poor thing,” she cooed. “She’s so worked up.”

Lexi’s hands roamed up to my chest, cupping it through the thin tank top. She rolled my nipples between her fingers, gentle at first—then firmer when I moaned.

I couldn’t stop squirming. I couldn’t stop wanting.

“You’re so cute like this,” Lexi breathed. “All dressed up, all needy… You’re really just a good girl at heart, aren’t you?”

“I’m not—” My voice cracked.

“Yes,” Riley said simply, sliding her hand up my stomach. “You are. And good girls behave.”

They both continued to touche me. Riley’s hand stroking along my shaft, slow and steady. Lexi’s fingers pinching my nipples, circling my chest, teasing every sensitive place on my body. I trembled between them, thighs clenching, hips moving without permission.

“Please—” I gasped.

They didn’t stop. They didn’t speed up either.

Lexi kissed my cheek. “You want to cum?”

I nodded desperately.

Riley’s voice turned cruel and sweet. “Good girls wait.”

They let me grind against Riley’s palm until I was right there—pulse pounding, legs shaking, body ready to explode—and then they both pulled away.

“No—!” I whimpered, thrusting forward into empty air.

Lexi laughed. “Look at her,” she said, stepping back. “She’s a mess.”

“Such a needy little slut,” Riley agreed. “But she’ll have to earn it.”

I nearly collapsed against the counter, shaking, humiliated, cock leaking and untouched inside the sticky lace.

“Next time,” Riley said, tilting my chin up, “if you want to cum, you better ask very nicely.”

“And maybe,” Lexi added, blowing me a kiss, “we’ll let our toy have a treat.”


Chapter 9
Used and Owned


It was late again. I sat on the couch, curled in a soft throw, trembling beneath it. I hadn’t changed out of the leggings or tank top. My cock still pressed hard against the tight lace of my panties. My chest still ached from Lexi’s teasing fingers. Every inch of me buzzed with frustrated need.

And then I heard her voice. “Come here.”

I looked up.

Riley stood at the edge of the hallway, one hand resting against the doorframe. She wore black lingerie—lace and satin that shimmered under the soft light. Her robe hung open, bare skin glowing beneath. Her legs were long and smooth, her mouth dark with lipstick.

She looked like a fantasy I wasn’t allowed to touch.

I didn’t move.

“Now, Jade.”

My body obeyed before my brain caught up. I stood, legs shaky, heart pounding, and walked toward her. Every step felt like surrender. She reached out when I was close and took my hand, threading her fingers through mine. Her touch was warm, firm.

“You’ve been such a good girl,” she murmured.

I swallowed hard. “I tried.”

“You’ve become something beautiful,” she said, pulling me into the bedroom. “And beautiful things deserve to be used.”

The bedroom felt like a trap the moment I stepped inside—velvet-lined and softly lit, the scent of jasmine and skin in the air. Riley’s room had always looked feminine, but now it felt dangerous. Every detail was soft and inviting, like a spider’s web.

She closed the door behind me. Click.

I turned.

Riley's robe was gone leaving nothing but black lingerie stretched across her breasts, the delicate straps drawing attention to the sharp lines of her collarbone and the curve of her hips. She looked powerful. Beautiful. Intentional.

“Strip,” she said.

It wasn’t a question. Not a suggestion. Just a quiet, steady command.

My throat went dry. But my hands obeyed. I peeled off the leggings—baby pink, skin-tight, damp with sweat and something more shameful. My panties clung to my cock, soaked and clinging. When I slid those down, I gasped involuntarily; the air was cold, the lace dragged across the head of my cock, and I was already leaking.

Then the tank top. My nipples were hard underneath it—aching, swollen. When I pulled the top over my head, I heard Lexi’s voice behind me.

“Mmm,” she said softly. “There she is.”

I turned slightly—enough to see her lounging in the corner chair, legs curled beneath her, wine glass in hand. Her hair was up. Her lingerie was sheer gold, glittering under the bedside lamp. Her thighs were bare, her eyes dark with hunger.

She raised her glass to me like a toast. “Our pretty little slut.”

My face burned. I was naked and trembling. And still—still—aching.

Riley stepped past me and opened the nightstand drawer. When she turned around, the strap-on was already in her hand—thick, dark, curved upward and already glistening with lube.

She strapped it on with quiet confidence, adjusting the harness with practiced fingers. My legs felt weak.

“Get on the bed,” she said.

I climbed on.

The sheets were smooth, cool. I knelt facing her, thighs parted slightly, shoulders trembling. She climbed up behind me, her hands warm and commanding as she spread my legs farther apart.

“Look at her,” Lexi whispered. “Already so open. Not even a thought of resisting.”

I shuddered.

Riley’s fingers brushed my lower back, then trailed down between my cheeks. She found my hole with practiced ease, massaging the lube around the tight ring of muscle.

I whimpered. She hadn't even pushed in yet, and I was already clenching in anticipation.

“Deep breath,” she said—and pressed forward.

The head slid in, thick and stretching, and I gasped—loud and high, hips arching away before instinct pulled me back. She held my waist, steadying me, easing in an inch at a time.

“You feel that?” she murmured against my ear. “You’re taking it so well.”

It hurt—but not in a way I wanted to stop. It was a burn, a stretch, an ache of belonging.

When she was buried fully inside, she paused. “Look at Lexi.”

I opened my eyes.

Lexi was leaning forward in the chair, one hand between her legs, fingers stroking slowly. Her lips were parted. Her gaze never left me.

“She’s beautiful like this,” she whispered. “Full of cock. Gasping like a bitch.”

Riley pulled back, then thrust forward.

I moaned—loud, high, needy.

The rhythm started slow. Long, deep strokes that rocked me forward on the bed, her hips slapping softly against mine. Every motion rubbed against my prostate. Every inch made my cock leak more. I was dripping onto the sheets.

“You’re so wet for me,” Riley growled.

I cried out again as she picked up the pace. Her hands gripped my hips tighter, using me. Owning me.

Lexi watched, fingers moving faster.

“That’s it. Fuck her, Riley,” she said. “Make her cum like a girl.”

“I intend to.”

Riley shifted position—kneeling higher, driving deeper. Her cock hit the perfect spot again and again. I was panting, dizzy, tears in my eyes from how badly I needed it.

My cock swung between my thighs, slick and untouched, but every thrust sent pleasure ricocheting through me.

“Please,” I sobbed. “Please, please⁠—”

“You want to cum?” Riley panted, voice hard with lust.

“Yes—god, yes⁠—”

She reached down and stroked my cock just once.

I screamed. My body spasmed. I came so hard I collapsed, trembling under her as I sprayed the sheets, my voice breaking with the intensity of it. My hips bucked helplessly, hole clenching around the cock inside me.

Riley didn’t stop. She fucked me through it, slower now, possessive, grinding her hips against mine as if reminding me who made me feel that way.

Lexi moaned as she came across her own fingers, breathless and shaking.

I sank into the sheets, crying softly, overwhelmed by sensation, need, humiliation, and release.

Riley leaned down and kissed the back of my neck.

“You were made for this,” she whispered. “You’re not Jake anymore. You’re ours. Our pretty little Jade.”

I couldn’t move. My body was boneless—limp and sticky and trembling, every muscle sore in the best possible way. I lay facedown on Riley’s sheets, one arm curled under me, legs parted slightly. My hole still pulsed with the touch of her cock. My thighs were wet with my own release.

The scent of sex clung to everything.

Riley eased out of me gently, her hands soft on my waist. She peeled off the strap-on and set it aside, then sank down beside me with a low hum of satisfaction.

Lexi joined us a moment later. She curled up behind me, her body warm and lithe, one bare leg sliding between mine. I felt her breasts press against my back, her fingers combing lazily through my braid.

“You were amazing,” she murmured. “Such a good girl.”

My eyes fluttered shut. Praise made me ache again, even through the exhaustion.

Riley traced slow circles along the curve of my hip. “You looked so pretty when you came,” she said. “All red and desperate and ruined.”

I whimpered. My cock twitched. I didn’t think I could cum again—but I wanted to.

Lexi kissed the back of my shoulder. “You liked us watching you, didn’t you?”

I nodded weakly.

“You like being ours.”

It wasn’t a question.

Riley leaned in close, her breath warm against my neck. “You belong here,” she whispered. “Not as Jake. Not as anything you were.”

“Say it,” Lexi coaxed. “Say who you are.”

I swallowed hard. My lips parted. “…Jade.”

The name trembled out of me. Soft. Honest. Real.

Riley smiled. “Good girl.”

They tucked me between them. Their arms wrapped around me. Their bodies pressed to mine. I didn’t feel humiliated anymore.

I felt claimed.

And I never wanted to leave.


Chapter 10
Feminized For Good


The scent of coffee and vanilla filled the apartment. Sunlight spilled through the kitchen window, warm and golden, painting the tile floor in long rectangles. The house was quiet except for the soft bubbling of something on the stove and the rhythmic clink of a wooden spoon against a ceramic pot.

I stirred gently, watching the oatmeal thicken. My body still ached in the best ways—hips sore, thighs tender, the ghost of Riley’s cock echoing through me every time I shifted my weight. But it felt good. It felt earned.

I was wearing soft pajamas now—satin, pale lilac with delicate little white hearts. The shorts rode high up my thighs. The top was loose and short, brushing my belly when I moved. My legs were freshly shaved, smooth and bare against the floor.

My braid was perfect, thanks to Lexi’s fingers. My lips were tinted a glossy pink. And my cock, small and quiet now, was tucked away in a matching pair of lacy panties beneath it all. Not hidden. Not ashamed. Just… not the center of anything anymore.

Footsteps padded behind me.

“Morning, pretty girl,” Lexi said sleepily, wrapping her arms around my waist.

She nuzzled into the side of my neck, her warmth melting into mine.

I smiled. “Oatmeal’s almost ready.”

“You’re the best.” She squeezed my hips, then gave me a playful swat. “Especially in these little shorts.”

I blushed and turned the stove off.

Riley emerged next, yawning, her dark hair tousled, tank top slipping off one shoulder. She walked right up and kissed me on the cheek—casual, natural, intimate—before grabbing a mug of coffee.

“Smells amazing,” she murmured. “So does our girl.”

I handed her a bowl, and then Lexi’s. I didn’t sit down right away. I liked the feeling of serving them. I liked being seen like this. Useful. Beautiful. Theirs.

We ate together on the couch, legs tucked close, warm blankets draped over laps. Lexi played with my braid again, twirling it slowly around her finger.

“You’re not going anywhere,” she said suddenly, like it had just dawned on her.

Riley looked over. “She knows.”

They both stared at me and I smiled.

“You’re right. I’m not going anywhere,” I whispered. “I’m home.”
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Sasha Bloom writes romantic and erotic transgender fiction filled with sensual fantasy-based transformations, tender awakenings, and the thrill of discovering what it means to be soft, sexy, and seen. Her stories explore gender transformation, body swap, feminization, and all the delicious, emotional chaos that comes with slipping into something silky and realizing you never want to take it off.
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Becoming Her: A Transgender Feminization Fantasy
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Evan needed a fresh start. A way to escape the emptiness he couldn’t explain. In the attic of his new home, he finds something unexpected—an antique mirror that doesn’t reflect him.

It reflects her.

Curvy. Gorgeous. Undeniably feminine.

When the mirror offers him seven days to live as Eve, he steps into a sensual, thrilling journey of self-discovery. Dressed in lace and flushed with desire, Eve explores her new body, her deepest wants… and the arms of the sexy neighbor who sees her for exactly who she is.

But as the seventh day approaches, only one question remains:

Will she ever want to go back?

Get Becoming Her
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Touched Right: A Transgender Feminization Fantasy
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A weekend escape. A mysterious spa. A pill that transforms everything.

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

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

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

A sensual transgender feminization fantasy of identity, pleasure, and becoming the woman inside.

Get Touched Right
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