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⚠️ Disclaimer
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Important Notice: The Feminized Candidate is an unapologetically erotic narrative that explores themes of feminization, political spectacle, and the sensual psychology of submission. Set in a world where ambition, desire, and identity collide, the story follows the transformation of Jordan into Rebecca—a crossdresser candidate who learns that power and humiliation can be two sides of the same silk stocking.

This book contains material intended for adult audiences only, including but not limited to:
• Erotic content: Explicit depictions of seduction, dominance and submission, public humiliation, and intimate encounters charged with high erotic intensity.
• Feminization and identity transformation: The protagonist undergoes both physical and psychological reshaping, embracing lingerie, corsets, makeup, and political performance as instruments of desire.
• Themes of servitude and discipline: Includes training in posture, voice, attire, and behavioral protocols, often under the direction of demanding mentors and dominant figures.
• Power imbalance: The narrative emphasizes dynamics of control, manipulation, and consensual erotic authority within both intimate and political contexts.
• Public exhibitionism: The lines between campaign rallies and striptease, applause and orgasm, become deliberately blurred.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.

If you crave the intoxicating blend of high heels on a podium, whispered commands from a mistress-like mentor, the heat of male desire crashing against prejudice, and the sweet surrender of a sissy candidate learning to moan through her speeches… then welcome to Rebecca’s world.
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Prologue

Have you ever dreamed of being looked at, desired, and humiliated all at once? Of walking among applause and whispers, knowing every eye is fixed on your heels, on your painted lips, on the secret beneath your skirt?
This is not the story of a man. That man died in silence—defeated, abandoned, turned into memory. What is born here is Rebecca: drag queen, candidate, public and private doll, a whore proud of every sigh she provokes. 
She will discover that politics is no different from an erotic game: speeches are stripteases, campaigns are exhibitions, and every vote is a collective moan that confirms her power.
Rebecca will learn to obey, to smile while she’s being fucked, to revel in being the fetish of an entire country. And while everyone judges her, she’ll touch herself in secret, thinking: —They desire me, and that makes me invincible.—
If you are reading these lines, prepare yourself: this novel isn’t just a story—it’s a mirror. A mirror in which you may see your own fantasies, your own heels, your own hunger to be the perfect drag queen who shines under the lights… and spreads her legs backstage.
Welcome, little slut. Rebecca is waiting for you.


Chapter 1: The Defeat and the Idea

Defeat came like a slow punch, one that doesn’t explode right away but sinks into the stomach and leaves you breathless. Jordan’s face was lit by the giant screen in the campaign hall when they announced the official results. He had lost by a ridiculous, humiliating margin, the kind of defeat that offers no excuses, that simply strips you of everything and leaves you naked before your own mistakes. The flashes faded quickly, the fake smiles of his allies dissolved into polite excuses and a quick parade toward the back doors. Within minutes, the man who a week earlier had been —our next leader— became a burden.
In the hotel room, with his tie undone and his shirt collar loosened, Jordan dropped onto the bed like a corpse. He smelled of cheap whiskey and someone else’s perfume, a blend of the hands that had mechanically congratulated him throughout the night. Silence wrapped around him like a shroud. All that remained was himself, his failure, and a couple of suitcases.
They gave Jordan a few days, which turned into weeks; no one at the office seemed to miss him, and the few calls he received were from his mother and sister, and an occasional friend. But he didn’t answer any of them. He remained sunk, barely speaking to Sophia, his fiancée, who was gradually losing hope that he would get back up again.
Sophia appeared in the doorway with an expression that needed no words. They had been together for three years; she had been his companion at dinners, his shadow in campaign photos, his guaranteed smile for the magazines. Now, her eyes gleamed with an unexpected hardness.
—I can’t stay with you, Jordan.— Her voice didn’t tremble—only cut with clarity. —You lost the election, but it seems you lost yourself too. I can’t keep living like this.—
He half-sat up, searching for an answer he couldn’t find. He loved her, truly. But more than that, he needed her. Sophia had been the mask of stability, the promise of family, the projection of a —solid man— that voters demanded.
—Sophia, give me time… I can… soon they’ll choose new candidates and I—— he stammered, but her dry laugh cut him off.
—Time is exactly what you don’t have. Do you know what they’re saying in the party? That you’re finished. That you’re not even fit to be a councilman. You refuse to accept it, and I can’t stay with you while you stagnate and self-destruct.—
The slap wasn’t physical, but it burned just the same. Sophia took her coat, her bag, and left without looking back. The door closed with a definitive click.
Jordan sat on the bed, staring at the void. He felt a vertigo in his chest, a slow fall, as if his entire body were dissolving into fragments. The politician, the man, the lover—all evaporated as easily as the spotlights had gone dark in the campaign hall. For the first time in years, he had no script to recite, no applause to expect. Only silence and a stubborn echo: you failed.
The phone vibrated on the nightstand. A message from Director Álvarez, the man who had led the campaign strategy:
—The meeting with the committee will be tomorrow at 9. Come, listen, and keep quiet. Best not to draw attention for a while.—
The best thing, of course, was always for Jordan to disappear.
The meeting took place in a carpeted office smelling of reheated coffee and stale tobacco. Jordan sat at the end of the long table—the seat of the defeated—while Álvarez droned in a monotone about what everyone already knew: that the loss had been devastating, that voters wanted —fresh faces,— and that the future had to be rethought.
Jordan barely listened until Ethan Ramírez, young, arrogant, with the air of a rising star, said something that sparked in his mind.
—People don’t want politicians in ties anymore. They want spectacle, they want disruption. Look at what works online: queer figures, feminist voices, personalities who mix politics and showmanship. We need something disruptive, someone who embodies what the streets cheer for.—
James Carter Benítez, a party veteran and as calculating as a banker, nodded with measured calm.
—Exactly. We need a face that attracts minorities, youth, controversy. Not a traditional politician, but a transgressive figure. A symbol.—
Jordan swallowed hard, feeling those words tighten around him. A transgressive symbol. He, sitting in that gray corner, had nothing left to lose. The party was talking about spectacle, about rupture, about new bodies embodying modern causes. And for the first time, amid his ruin, Jordan imagined himself as someone else.

It wasn’t a full thought, just a flicker. An absurd image: himself, wearing makeup, a dress, holding a microphone in front of cameras. A parody, perhaps. But that vision, brief and strange, sent an unexpected tingle through his belly.
He stayed silent, but that idea didn’t let him go for the rest of the meeting.
That night, back in his empty apartment, Jordan opened a bottle of cheap wine and poured himself glass after glass. He stared at the walls, the photos with Sophia still hanging there, the magazine covers where he smiled with perfect teeth. And without knowing why, he returned to that absurd image: himself, as a woman, before an audience.
He stood up unsteadily and went to the closet. Some of Sophia’s dresses were still there, garments forgotten in her haste to leave. Jordan brushed his fingers over them as if they were forbidden fabrics. A short black silk dress caught his eye. He clumsily pulled it out and held it in front of the mirror.
The reflection was pathetic: a disheveled man, two-day stubble, holding a woman’s dress. But something lit in his chest, a secret pulse. He didn’t put it on, not yet. He just let it fall onto the bed and lay down beside it, breathing in the sweet scent of the fabric. He closed his eyes and let the fantasy expand.
He imagined himself on a stage, in high heels, the crowd chanting a new name. Not —Jordan,— but… another identity, a created, molded, exaggerated figure. A version of himself that didn’t apologize for being a spectacle.
The heat in his body grew stronger. He couldn’t deny it: there was lust in that idea. In being seen, being judged, being desired in a different way. His fingers slid instinctively toward his groin, touching clumsily, aroused by a vision that only that morning would have seemed ridiculous to him.
—Rebecca…— he whispered suddenly, the name escaping like a moan.
The word sent a shiver across his skin.
Rebecca.
And so, in a murmur and in the darkness of an empty apartment, the seed of transformation was born. Not as a political plan, not even as a whim, but as a fantasy charged with desire, with sweet humiliation, with revenge in disguise. If he couldn’t win as a man, he would do it as a drag queen. He didn’t know it yet, but that idea would be his salvation—and his damnation.
Dawn found him on the couch, the bottle empty, the silk dress spread across his chest. His lips were dry and his eyes red, but there was also a different gleam in them, a spark of fire he hadn’t felt in years.
Jordan was defeated, abandoned, ruined.
But Rebecca… Rebecca was only just being born.


Chapter 2: The Plan with Taylor

The name kept floating in his head like a dangerous secret. Rebecca. It had been born in a whisper, but already accompanied him like an insistent shadow, invading every thought. Jordan spent two days between hangover and insomnia, caressing the idea without daring to share it. But he knew he couldn’t do it alone. He needed an accomplice.

Taylor was the only person he could think of. His best friend since college, an events photographer, irreverent to the core, always with a sharp remark on the tip of her tongue. She had been on his campaign, more as moral support than strategy, and had witnessed his fall firsthand.

He called her on a Wednesday afternoon. His voice sounded shaky on the phone.
—I need to see you. It’s… something weird.—
Taylor laughed.
—Jordan, darling, after losing the election anything you say is going to sound weird. But fine, come over, bring wine.—

Taylor’s apartment was an adorable chaos: clothes draped over chairs, books open on the floor, cameras piled in a corner. Jordan felt awkward entering, his coat wrinkled and his tie still hanging from a pocket.

Taylor greeted him with a strong hug, smelling of very sweet perfume and cigarettes.
—Look at you, you look like a telenovela widower.— She pinched his cheek maliciously. —What happened to that steel politician who used to move crowds?—
Jordan didn’t answer right away. He poured wine, sat on the sofa, and took a deep breath. The confession burned on his tongue.
—Taylor… I have an idea. A crazy one.— He drank a long sip. —I want to get back in the game. Not as Jordan. As… someone else.—
She raised an eyebrow, amused.
—What? An alias? Some superhero mask?—
—More than that.— His heart thudded in his chest. —I want to run… as a drag performer. A crossdresser candidate.—
Taylor looked at him in silence for a few seconds. Then she let out a laugh that echoed through the apartment.
—You? Heels, makeup, little skirts? Oh, please, Jordan, don’t mess with me.—
He lowered his gaze, blushing.
—I mean it. I heard what they were saying in the committee: they want someone disruptive, someone queer, someone who causes spectacle. And…— he swallowed, —I can’t stop thinking about it.—
Taylor’s laughter faded when she saw the seriousness on his face. She studied him with softer eyes, trying to read what lay beneath the confession.
—Son of a bitch… you’re serious.— She flopped down beside him on the sofa. —And how do you plan to do it?—
Jordan hesitated, but the wine gave him courage.
—With your help. You know makeup, photos, social media. I just… couldn’t do it.—
Taylor regarded him as if discovering a new toy. There was surprise, yes, but also a mischievous gleam.
—Look, darling, I don’t know if you’re crazy or a genius. But I admit the idea has kink. And I’d love to see you in false lashes.—
Jordan laughed nervously.
—So… will you help me?—
She took a thoughtful sip of wine, then nodded.
—All right. But with one condition: if we do this, we do it well. I don’t want you to look like a clown. We’re going to build your female version from the ground up. Have you thought of a name?—
—Rebecca.— He said it immediately, without doubt.
That very night they began. Taylor pulled out a notebook and opened it as if they were designing an art project.
—First: social media. We need accounts for Rebecca, with photos, quotes, a believable biography. No improvising. If people are going to believe her, she has to have a backstory.—
Jordan listened closely, feeling how each word sank him further into the fantasy.
—What kind of biography?—
—Think of someone strong but vulnerable, with a past that inspires. A transgressive woman, rooted in struggle. Someone who speaks of freedom, authenticity. And of course, she has to look divine.—

Jordan smiled awkwardly.
—Divine… that’ll be difficult.—
Taylor gave him a playful smack on the shoulder.
—Stop whining, princess. I’ll handle the magic.—
She pulled a makeup case from under the table—an arsenal of colors and brushes. Jordan looked at it with a mix of fear and excitement.
—Now?—
—Now.— Taylor grinned like a cat about to play with its prey. —If you want to be born as Rebecca, you’ve got to get your hands dirty right now.—
Jordan let himself be guided to the chair in front of the mirror. His heart thundered while Taylor gathered his hair and began to work. The smell of powders and creams surrounded him. Every stroke of the brush sent an electric tingle through his skin.
—Relax,— murmured Taylor, stretching his eyelid. —You’re going to enjoy this more than you think.—
Jordan closed his eyes. He felt her lining his eyelids, the blush warming his cheeks, the lipstick coating his mouth in deep red. Every gesture made him aware of his vulnerability, of his surrender.
When he opened his eyes, he was startled. The reflection wasn’t entirely Jordan. There was something new, something feminine, exaggerated but alluring.
—God…— he whispered.
Taylor burst out laughing.
—Don’t pretend you don’t like it.—
He looked down, but the heat in his chest betrayed him.
—It’s… strange.—
—Strangely exciting, isn’t it?— Taylor winked. —I can see it on your face.—
Jordan felt a deeper blush spread. And yes, there was excitement. That mix of humiliation and desire made him dizzy.

They decided to take photos. Taylor improvised a set in the living room, with dim lights and a white backdrop. She lent him a short sequined dress that clung too tightly and a pair of heels that threw off his balance. Jordan walked like a fawn, stumbling at every step. Taylor laughed hysterically.
—Rebecca, darling, you have to learn to seduce with your eyes, not your ankles.—
Jordan posed awkwardly, but the camera was merciless—it caught every improvised curve, every uncertain gesture. Taylor guided him, adjusting his posture, positioning his hands, tilting his head.
—Softer, bolder. Imagine you want everyone to desire you.—
The command made him shiver. Jordan obeyed, and in that instant, he felt ridiculous and powerful at once. The flash surrounded him, and with every shot, Rebecca seemed to take shape.

When they were done, they reviewed the photos on the screen. Taylor whistled, impressed.
—Look at that. You’re no model, but you’re not some boring politician either. There’s something there, something provocative.—
Jordan stared at the images, a slow erotic thrill running across his skin. Seeing himself with red lips, legs tense beneath sequins, aroused and humiliated him in equal measure.

Taylor created the social media accounts, uploaded a few photos with short playful captions: ‘Freedom begins when you dare to be yourself.’ Within hours, there were already comments, likes, small sparks of attention.
Jordan bit his lip, feeling a mix of vertigo and pleasure.
—People… are reacting.—
—Of course they are. People always react to a spectacle. And you, darling, have just become one.—

The night ended with the two of them on the couch, laughing over glasses of wine, the makeup still on Jordan’s face. Taylor caressed his cheek, her finger smudging the rouge.
—You know what? I like Rebecca. She’s got something Jordan never had.—
He closed his eyes, savoring the touch.
—What does she have?—
—Desire.— Taylor smiled wickedly. —And that desire is contagious.—
Jordan shivered. Rebecca was alive. And the world was already watching her.
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Chapter 3: Rules of Engagement

The makeup from the night before still clung to the corners of his eyes when Jordan woke up late the next day. His skin was dry, his lips stained with faded red, and his hangover made him stumble with every step toward the kitchen. The bathroom mirror threw back a grotesque reflection—neither entirely man nor entirely Rebecca, a messy hybrid that pulled a nervous laugh from him.
Remembering the photos, the flash, the vertigo of posing as a woman made him shiver. It had been a game, right? Something fleeting. But then his phone buzzed with a message from Taylor:
—Tonight at 7 at my place. Come with shaved legs. No excuses.—
Jordan stared at it in disbelief. Shave? He’d never in his life considered such a thing. Yet the command sounded so absolute he couldn’t ignore it. He bought razors, foam, and spent over an hour in the shower, clumsy, nicking himself several times, laughing to himself as he watched his smooth skin emerge. When he came out, his legs gleamed bare, vulnerable. The brush of the towel felt different—erotic.

Taylor greeted him with a mischievous smile and a shopping bag in hand.
—Very good, I see you followed instructions. Show me.—
Jordan, awkward, lifted his pant leg to reveal his smooth calves. Taylor whistled as if admiring a trophy.
—Perfect.— She gave his thigh a playful tap. —Now, darling, this is getting serious.—

She led him into the living room, where a pair of impossibly high heels sat beside an open notebook. On the first page, written in red marker, it read: Rules of Rebecca.
—What’s this?— Jordan asked, half afraid, half curious.
—Your new life manual.— Taylor sat on the table, crossing her legs with exaggerated elegance. —If you’re going to be a drag candidate, there’s no halfway. Rebecca can’t just appear now and then; Rebecca has to exist all the time.—
Jordan swallowed hard.
—All the time?—
—Exactly. Practice schedules. Voice, posture, walking in heels. Regular shaving. And no skipping. You’re going to live as Rebecca, even if you’re not her yet.—

The vertigo returned, making the floor feel like it tilted beneath him. But in the middle of that fear, the spark of adrenaline flickered again—the sensation of losing control, of surrendering to something larger than himself.
—I accept,— he said softly, almost trembling.
Taylor smiled, pleased.
—That’s what I like to hear.—

They started with the basics: heels. Jordan looked at them as if they were medieval torture devices. They were black, glossy, with stilettos so thin they seemed impossible to master.
—Put them on.— Taylor’s voice was a command.
Jordan obeyed, wobbling as soon as his feet touched the ground. He took a few unsteady steps, like a child learning to walk. His masculine body betrayed him at every movement—tense shoulders, limp arms, graceless rhythm.
Taylor laughed, though with authority.
—No, no, no. You’re walking like a drunk soldier. Look.—

She stood and strutted before him in her own heels—hips swaying, feline steps, arms soft and fluid.
—The secret’s in the hips, darling. Let yourself go, sway. And the arms, delicate, as if they’re floating.—
Jordan tried to imitate her, but every attempt was a disaster. He stumbled, bent awkwardly, clung to the walls. Sweat beaded on his forehead. Yet, amid the humiliation and fatigue, he noticed how the feel of the heels elongated his freshly shaven legs, how that vulnerability thrilled him.
—Softer, Rebecca.— Taylor called him that for the first time, and the name pierced straight through his chest. —You’re a princess, not a boxer.—
The blush burned across his cheeks. Hearing himself called —Rebecca— in the middle of all that clumsiness disarmed him—and at the same time, filled him with a strange, sweet heat, a tender humiliation that he couldn’t shake.

The next exercise was the voice. Sitting face to face, Taylor made him repeat simple sentences.
—Say: ‘Hi, I’m Rebecca, and I’m delighted to meet you.’—
Jordan tried, his falsetto so ridiculous that both burst out laughing.
—You sound like a little mouse,— Taylor said, wiping tears of laughter from her eyes. —Try again.—

Over and over, Jordan strained his pitch, went too high, fell into his masculine lows, tangled himself up. The frustration made him dizzy, but Taylor didn’t let him quit.
—I don’t want Jordan in a costume, I want Rebecca seducing. Feel the voice in your chest, let it flow like a secret.—

Jordan closed his eyes, inhaled, and tried again. This time the sound came softer, more suggestive, though still imperfect.
Taylor clapped as if celebrating a child’s milestone.
—That’s it! I’m starting to hear you, doll.—

Jordan’s heart was pounding. Sweat beaded along his neck, warmth flushed his cheeks. He couldn’t deny there was something deeply erotic about obeying, about letting himself be shaped, about slowly becoming something else.

Hours later, the living room was a mess: shoes on the floor, papers with practiced lines, empty glasses. Taylor looked at him with the air of a satisfied teacher, though her smile carried a teasing edge.
—You’re a disaster, but you’ve got potential.— She leaned over him, brushing his chin with a lipstick-stained finger. —Keep this up, and Rebecca will devour the world.—

Jordan stifled a moan. The light touch of Taylor’s finger, her mocking gaze, the whispered name—it all ignited him.
—Taylor…— he murmured, not knowing what else to say.
She smiled, almost cruelly.
—Shhh. Don’t speak like Jordan. Rebecca doesn’t moan; Rebecca sighs.—

He swallowed and obeyed. He let out a long, soft sigh, almost feminine. The sound felt foreign—and thrilling. Taylor laughed, satisfied.
—That’s my girl. You’re starting to get it.—

The following weeks settled into strict routine. Taylor enforced practice schedules like a personal trainer. Mornings for walking in heels, afternoons for voice and posture before the mirror, nights recording messages for social media.

Jordan found himself obeying without resistance. At first he complained, but the discipline became habit—almost pleasure. The initial humiliation turned into something deeper: a forbidden delight, a constant tingling under his skin.

Each time Taylor corrected him, commanded him to straighten his back or relax his hands, he felt the same heat as an intimate caress. And though they never said it out loud, both knew politics was no longer the only thing at stake. The feminization itself was pure arousal—a game that swallowed him whole.

One night, after another exhausting session of heels and rehearsed phrases, Taylor handed him a glass of wine and made him sit on the couch.
—You need to understand something, Rebecca.— She said his new name naturally, without hesitation. —This isn’t a costume you put on and take off. It’s a life. If you want to be believable, you have to feel it. You have to want it.—

Jordan looked down, toying with the rim of his glass.
—I already want it. More than I should.—
Taylor met his eyes intensely, leaning close.
—Then surrender, darling. Don’t be afraid. I’m here to guide you.—

The silence between them filled with electricity. Jordan felt his whole body vibrate, felt that Rebecca was no longer an invented character but a new skin claiming him.

And for the first time, he stopped fighting.

That night, when he got home, he stood naked before the mirror. Smooth legs, traces of makeup on his face, posture already shifting. He didn’t see the defeated man he had been, but a creature being born—vulnerable, thrilling.
He touched his reflection with his fingertips and whispered,
—Rebecca.—

The name was no longer a game. It was a promise.
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Chapter 4: The First Test in Heels

Saturday dawned with a different air, as if the day itself knew it was meant to mark a before and after. Jordan woke with nerves in his chest, the same flutter he used to feel before a political rally—except this time, he wasn’t going to speak to voters; he was going to walk in heels.
Taylor arrived right on time, bringing that relentless energy that always followed her. She wore dark sunglasses and a mischievous smile as she honked from the street below.
—Come on, princess, today we lose your heel virginity.—
Jordan groaned, anxious.
—You don’t have to say it like that…—
—Of course I do.— Taylor gave him a shameless wink. —Because what’s going to happen today is just as intimate.—

The mall was alive with families, teenagers, couples—but Jordan could think only of what he was about to do. Walking past shop windows filled with women’s shoes sent a delicious, burning dizziness through him. He felt watched even though no one looked his way, and every step beside Taylor reminded him he was about to cross a line.

She led him straight to a shoe store where the displays looked like an altar to femininity. Red stilettos, strappy sandals, tall leather boots. Jordan swallowed hard, feeling his pulse in his throat.
Taylor prowled the aisles as if she owned them, pulling boxes down and holding shoes up to the light.
—We need something that says, ‘I’m an elegant slut, but I’m still learning.’— She held out a pair of shiny black stilettos with a moderate heel. —These are perfect for starters.—
—I can’t put those on here…— Jordan whispered, horrified.
—Of course you can, darling. That’s what the fitting rooms are for.—

She practically dragged him by the hand. Jordan’s heart pounded out of his chest as he sat down and untied his men’s shoes. The heels waited in front of him, daring him. He slipped his foot in clumsily, the leather hugging his freshly shaven skin. When he stood, the world tilted.
—Look at you!— Taylor clapped. —A goddess in training.—
Jordan wobbled, gripping the mirror for balance. The heel clicked against the floor—clack, clack—like a mocking metronome. Shame burned through him, but so did a strange heat running up his legs.
—I can’t walk like this…—
—And that’s why we’re going to practice until you can.— Taylor crossed her arms, unyielding. —Start, Rebecca.—

The name cracked across him like a soft whip. Rebecca. Not Jordan. He took one step, then another, nearly falling. The mirror threw back a clumsy figure, yet there was a flicker of something feminine that both aroused and embarrassed him.
Clack, clack… Taylor mimicked the sound with playful cruelty. —Every hit on the floor kills a little more of Jordan.—
Jordan shut his eyes and kept going. Clack, clack. He could feel side glances—or imagined them. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his skin tingled. There was lust in that vulnerability: a man in heels, forced to learn like an awkward girl.

When he finally managed to make a full turn without falling, Taylor lunged forward and hugged him, laughing.
—That’s it! My girl did it!—
Her perfume wrapped around him, and Jordan, panting, let himself be held—aware he had crossed a line he could never step back from.

Back at Taylor’s apartment, the real training began. The living room became an improvised runway. She blasted pop music and ordered him to walk back and forth until exhaustion.
The first tries were ridiculous. Jordan spread his legs too far, his shoulders hung heavy, his arms dragged like anchors. Taylor mocked him mercilessly, correcting with light slaps to his hips.
—Softer, darling. You’re a cat, not a bull.—
Jordan obeyed again and again. Clack, clack. Each step made him sweat, each stumble made him curse—but he also felt something inside him slowly giving way. Every click of the heel was like a strike against the old Jordan, the rigid politician being undone one step at a time.

There were moments of frustration: a twisted ankle, a painful fall onto the couch, Taylor’s laughter—cruel and affectionate all at once.
—Easy, Rebecca. Even queens stumble. But they always get back up.—
That Rebecca gave him strength again. He stood, smoothed down the borrowed dress, and tried once more.

As the night went on, Jordan discovered he could already take several steady steps. The mirror showed a different body: posture straighter, legs taut, the faint sway of his hips beginning to appear.
Taylor watched him with feline satisfaction, wine glass in hand.
—See what I mean? You’re on your way to becoming irresistible.—

Jordan, exhausted and sweating, collapsed onto the couch. His feet throbbed, blisters burning on his heels. But instead of frustration, he felt a strange pride. He had struggled, fallen, and still managed to take firm steps.
He slipped off the heels with a moan of relief, massaging his legs. The feel of his own hands against smooth skin made him shiver. There was something erotic in that physical transformation, in the pain that left its mark.

Taylor sat beside him, watching as he rubbed his calves.
—That exhaustion looks good on you. It’s the mark of your initiation.—
Jordan looked up, blushing.
—I feel ridiculous… and at the same time… powerful.—
She smiled in complicity.
—That’s feminization, darling. It humiliates you and excites you at the same time. And believe me—it’s addictive.—

When they finally said goodbye, late into the night, Jordan walked back to his apartment with the shoes in a bag and his heart pounding. Every step on the asphalt reminded him of the clicks on the wooden floor, as if he could still hear them echoing in his mind: clack, clack, clack.

He went inside, stripped naked before the mirror, and looked at his sore feet, his smooth legs, his torso—still masculine, but now somehow unfitting. He touched his neck, his lips, imagining again the deep red from the night before.
And then he knew: with every click of a heel, a piece of the old Jordan was dying. Rebecca was walking—clumsy, but unstoppable—toward the surface.

Tired, his blisters like medals of war, he lay down on the bed. He closed his eyes and smiled, letting out a coy sigh.
—I’m on Rebecca’s path…—
And in the darkness, that sigh was sweeter than any political applause he had ever received.
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Chapter 5: The Lingerie Store

Taylor was waiting for him on the corner, dark glasses, red lips, and a smile dripping with mischief. Jordan arrived with a wrinkled shirt and sweaty palms, fully aware he was about to cross another dangerous line.
—Makeup and heels aren’t enough anymore, darling.— Taylor took his arm and walked confidently toward the mall. —If you want to be Rebecca, you need skin. And Rebecca wears lingerie.—

Jordan swallowed hard. The mere sound of that word sent a shiver through him. Lingerie. Something that, until a few weeks ago, had belonged to another world—now it felt like destiny.
—I… I have to buy it?—
—Of course.— Taylor arched an eyebrow, savoring his nerves. —I’ll be by your side, but you’re going to choose, you’re going to pay, and you’re going to handle the stares. That’s the point.—

The lingerie store greeted them with a sweet perfume and warm lights. Mannequins flaunted impossible sets of lace and silk, tiny panties, corsets hugging invisible bodies. Jordan’s cheeks burned the moment he stepped inside.
A couple of women were browsing hangers of bras while a sales clerk welcomed them with a pleasant smile.
—Good afternoon. Looking for something special?—
Jordan froze, his lips dry. Taylor jumped in with venomous ease.
—Yes, my friend here wants to renew her intimate wardrobe.— She gave him a teasing tap on the arm, forcing him to respond.
He nodded awkwardly.
—Y-yes, exactly…—

The clerk smiled, unfazed, and led them to a section filled with lace. Jordan buried himself among the racks, his trembling fingers brushing delicate fabrics. The feel of silk against his skin sent jolts through him.
Taylor picked up a black lace bra, sheer and daring, and held it up.
—This one screams your name, Rebecca.—
—It’s too much…— he murmured, glancing around, terrified of being seen.
—Precisely why it’s perfect.— Taylor hung it over his arm like a trophy. —You have to learn to love what makes you uncomfortable.—

Jordan followed, a condemned man in a public parade, carrying bras and tiny panties. Now and then, the clerk appeared to ask about sizes or recommend colors. Jordan stammered, unable to answer with confidence.
—Would you prefer push-up or balconette?— she asked, smiling politely.
Jordan nearly choked. Balconette, push-up—words he had never said in his life. Taylor answered for him, her grin unwavering.
—Push-up. She likes to look provocative.—

She. The word echoed inside his skull. She? The clerk nodded as if nothing were out of the ordinary, while Jordan sank deeper into a mix of shame and… heat. A slow pulse stirred between his legs, impossible to ignore.

At the register, holding the pink shopping bag, Jordan trembled. Behind him stood a pair of men waiting, and he felt their eyes burning holes into the bag—into the lace, the silk, the tiny panties he had just bought. He couldn’t help imagining that they knew, that they pictured him wearing them. The thought burned his face red—but filled him with a dangerous thrill.

Taylor took his arm and pulled him toward the exit, laughing.
—You looked delicious, darling. A nervous little doll buying her first secrets.—
Jordan couldn’t speak. The bag in his hand felt heavy, like a forbidden fetish.

Back at Taylor’s apartment, she opened the bag and pulled out each piece as though unveiling sacred relics.
—Black lace, red silk, garter stockings…— she listed with a triumphant grin. —Everything you need to start being a real little slut.—
Jordan tried to protest, but Taylor pushed him toward the bedroom.
—Take off your clothes. Now.—

His heart slammed against his ribs. He obeyed, removing his shirt, his pants, standing there in his plain men’s underwear. It looked absurd, out of place next to the arsenal of lace gleaming on the bed.
Taylor tossed him a pair of silk panties.
—Put them on.—

Jordan held it with trembling hands. The fabric was soft as a sigh. It slid down his shaved thighs and settled around his waist with cruel perfection. The touch made him let out a muffled moan.
—Look at yourself in the mirror,— Taylor ordered.
He obeyed. The reflection made him shiver—smooth legs, a waist hugged by feminine panties, a masculine torso. Ridiculous and arousing all at once.
Taylor handed him the black bra.
—Now this.—
Jordan put it on clumsily, adjusting the straps. The lace over his chest made him feel a humid heat in his groin. The mirror showed the image of a man in disguise, but his eyes… his eyes were those of someone enjoying it far too much.
Taylor came up behind him, fixing the straps and whispering in his ear:
—You’re beautiful, Rebecca.—
The name disarmed him. He bit his lips, feeling a moan rise from deep in his belly.
They tried on each garment. The corset tightened around his torso until it stole his breath, shaping a figure he had never had. The garter stockings stretched over his thighs, and the brush of the strap against his skin made him tremble with a gasp.
Every time he looked in the mirror, shame flooded him—but so did a growing arousal, impossible to hide. His body reacted, wanting. And in his mind new, unexpected fantasies began to take form.
He imagined men looking at him with desire, masculine hands tracing that lace, lips whispering that he was beautiful. The thought shook him, made him moan under his breath. He had never thought of men that way before, but now the image aroused him with irresistible force.
Taylor saw it in his distant gaze, in the blush of his cheeks.
—What are you thinking about, little slut?— she asked with a malicious tone.
Jordan lowered his gaze, ashamed.
—I don’t know… men… looking at me…—
Taylor laughed, triumphant.
—Exactly. Rebecca isn’t just feminine—she’s desired. And you’re already beginning to taste it.—
When the session ended, Jordan was exhausted. His body was marked by the garters, his torso reddened by the corset, his feet still sore from the heels of the previous days. He lay on the bed with the black lace clinging to his skin.
He breathed deeply, feeling every brush of fabric as an intimate caress. Shame and pleasure invaded him in equal measure.
—I’m Rebecca…— he whispered, stroking the silk at his waist. —I’m Rebecca…—
He repeated it several times, like a mantra. Each word was a contained orgasm, a new heartbeat.
And as he closed his eyes, he knew there was no going back. Jordan was dying, little by little, and in his place a desired, feminine creature was being born—aroused by a future that was only just beginning.
Rebecca.
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Chapter 6: A Night of Rebecca Online

The clock struck nine in the evening when Jordan arrived at Taylor’s apartment. He came exhausted from a gray day at the office, his shirt wrinkled, his briefcase heavy, his expression lifeless. But that routine of a dead man walking was no longer what mattered most; because for weeks now, every evening spent at his friend’s house wasn’t lived by Jordan—but by Rebecca.

Taylor awaited him with a knowing smile and a glass of wine already poured. On the bed, she had laid out the uniform for the night: a short black satin dress, lace stockings, a pair of red stiletto heels, and a full makeup set gleaming under the yellowish light of the lamp.
—Drop that briefcase, doll,— Taylor said in a teasing tone. —Tonight’s for your fans.—

Jordan swallowed hard, his heart speeding up the instant he saw the dress. It no longer seemed ridiculous; on the contrary, he had begun to feel that those garments were the key to his true self.

Taylor dressed him step by step, as if assembling a porcelain doll. First, the lace hugging his thighs. Then, the silk panties sliding over his freshly shaved skin. The dress wrapped him in a satin embrace, and finally, the heels lifted him to a new, thrilling height that forced him to move carefully.
—Look at you… there’s not a trace of Jordan left.— Taylor zipped him up slowly, savoring the sweet humiliation. —Tonight, there’s only Rebecca.—

Jordan lowered his gaze, nervous, but couldn’t hide the smile blooming on his painted lips.
—Rebecca…— he whispered, testing the name in his newly trained voice—the one Taylor made him practice each session.

Then came the makeup. Taylor sat before him with brushes and palettes, while Rebecca closed her eyes and surrendered. She felt each stroke as a caress, each layer of foundation as a confession. When she finally opened her eyes and saw herself in the mirror, Rebecca took a deep breath: long lashes, crimson lips, flushed cheeks. It was no longer a makeshift disguise—it was a full transformation.

They had discussed it beforehand, deciding to weave some of Jordan’s childhood into the narrative to make her story coherent. As a teenager, Jordan had secretly tried on his mother’s and older sister’s clothes during silent nights at home. The stolen lace, the hidden dresses, the fear of being caught—and the indescribable thrill it brought. That clandestine Rebecca had always existed.
—I remember sneaking into my sister’s closet…— Rebecca rehearsed, laughing with a mix of shame and nostalgia.
Taylor raised her brows and clinked her glass against hers.
—Perfect, you’re doing great. Sounds like the perfect origin story.—

Rebecca took a sip of wine, feeling warmth spread through her cheeks.

They moved to the living room, where Taylor had set up a small improvised studio: a ring light, a neutral backdrop, and the phone ready for selfies and livestreams.
—Okay, doll. Cross your legs… no, not like that. Looser—sluttier. That’s it.—

Rebecca laughed nervously as Taylor gave commands, correcting her posture, adjusting the neckline to make it more provocative, tucking a stray strand of hair into place. The wine glasses kept emptying, and with each sip, Rebecca grew bolder, posing before the camera with parted lips, playful gestures, and teasing glances.

The photos started uploading. Taylor typed the captions: —Just another night being a fabulous crossdresser.—

Within minutes, the likes began to pour in—hearts, comments, private messages. Rebecca stared at the screen in disbelief, her cheeks flushed.
—Look at this…— Taylor laughed, reading aloud: —God, you look amazing.— —I want to be your slave.— —How much for a night?—

Rebecca pressed her thighs together, feeling a tingle run through the lace between her legs.
—They… they really write that to me?—
—Sweetheart, of course. You’re a magnet for men. That’s perfectly normal.—

Taylor burst into laughter, but Rebecca couldn’t stop staring at the messages, hypnotized. It was the first time strange men had desired her like that—without filters, without shame, not caring that she was a crossdresser.

—They… want something more,— she whispered, biting her red lips.
—Obviously they want to fuck you, doll.— Taylor raised her glass in a toast. —And you should enjoy the thought.—

Rebecca stayed silent for a moment, the phone in her hand, watching as the messages kept coming without pause. Every notification was a whip crack of pleasure and fear. The men on the other side didn’t see Jordan, didn’t see failure or political defeat—they saw Rebecca: whore, crossdresser, desirable.

She set down her glass, took a deep breath, and smiled at the mirror, her painted lips glistening with wine.
—I’m Rebecca. And they already want me.—

Taylor clapped like a proud coach.
—That’s the spirit, doll. And believe me—this is just the beginning.—

Rebecca laughed, nervous and aroused. She knew something had changed forever. Jordan no longer received calls or emails; Rebecca got invitations, photos, indecent proposals.

The political campaign hadn’t even begun yet, but the campaign of desire… that one, she was already winning.
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Chapter 7: Molded Body

The first warning that Jordan’s body was about to change came with a message from Taylor:
—Beauty day today, darling. No excuses. Bring light clothes and plenty of courage.—

He replied with a timid, —What are you planning now?— but got no answer. He only knew one thing—he was trapped.

The beauty center was bright, all white walls and a citrus scent hanging in the air. Jordan stepped inside feeling as though everyone was staring at him, though in truth only a couple of women were flipping through magazines in the waiting room. Taylor took the lead like a personal manager, greeting the receptionist with a conspiratorial smile.
—We have an appointment for a full-body wax.—

Jordan froze.
—Full?—
—Of course, princess,— Taylor said, winking. —Rebecca can’t be walking around with macho hairs poking out.—

The beautician appeared—a young woman wearing latex gloves, calm and professional in a way that disarmed him even more.
—This way, please.—

Jordan obeyed, his steps shaky. Inside the booth, strips of wax, spatulas, and towels awaited him. He undressed awkwardly until he was in his underwear, humiliation burning hot across his skin. The beautician looked him over without surprise, as though men came to be waxed every day.
—Relax,— she said evenly. —It’ll hurt a little, but the result is worth it.—

Taylor sat in a corner, pulling out her phone to record snippets.
—This is going to be a lovely keepsake, sweetheart.—

Jordan wanted to protest, but a strangled cry escaped him as the first strip tore hair from his leg.
—Aaahhh!—

Taylor burst into laughter.
—Oh, don’t be so dramatic. It’s not like you’re being tortured.—

Each pull was fire on his skin, a sharp pain tangled with shame. Yet with every section cleared, Jordan felt a strange new smoothness, the emptiness where hair once was. The contrast secretly thrilled him.

Chest, abdomen, arms, even his groin—the beautician slowly stripped Jordan of every trace of masculinity. When she finished, his body shone bare, vulnerable, like that of another being altogether.

He looked at himself in the mirror of the booth. The smooth skin reflected back the image of an adolescent caught between worlds. But there was something else too—a faint feminine glow that made him shiver.

Taylor clicked her tongue, amused.
—Look at you… less Jordan every time, more doll.—

He blushed deeply, but the heat between his legs betrayed him. He was aroused—achingly so—though he could barely admit it, even to himself.

After a short spa session, Taylor took him to a perfume shop. There she picked out moisturizing creams, scented exfoliants, and floral lotions. Jordan, carrying the shopping bag, felt ridiculous. Yet when he tried one of the creams on his arms and caught the scent of vanilla blending with his soft new skin, a shiver coursed through him.

Taylor leaned close, sniffing like a curious cat.
—Hmm, you smell delicious.— She smiled slyly. —See? Even I’d think twice before letting you out on the street.—

Jordan laughed nervously.
—Don’t say that…—
—I mean it. You’re starting to look… desirable.—

The word struck like a sweet whip. Desirable. Not just feminine—someone who could awaken others’ fantasies. The thought made his head spin.

The real test came that night, when Taylor pulled a long box from under the bed. When she opened it, a black corset appeared, embroidered with delicate patterns, laced with endless cords. Jordan stared at it with reverent fear.
—And that?—

—Your new voluntary prison,— Taylor said, holding it up so it gleamed under the light. —The corset will mold you, sculpt you, remind you that your body no longer belongs to you.—

She helped him put it on. The first tightening was suffocating, like someone wrapping his ribs in a cruel embrace. Each pull of the cord left him with less air, forcing him to straighten his back and shrink his waist.
—Deep breath,— Taylor ordered, tugging the laces hard.

Jordan gasped, his chest rising barely, his stomach compressed. But when he looked in the mirror, words failed him. His torso had a narrower, sleeker outline—not the rigid masculine frame he knew, but something else, more fragile, more ambiguous, more… feminine.
—God…— he whispered.

Taylor circled him, running her hands over the corset as though fine-tuning the shape.
—Now, yes—Rebecca’s body is beginning to take form.—

He bit his lip. The pressure hurt, yet at the same time it thrilled him. Every breath felt like surrender.

The routines soon became daily. Taylor never let him forget the constant waxing, the moisturizing, the use of delicate perfumes. Every morning he had to walk for a few minutes with the corset tightened, every night sleep with a lighter girdle to maintain his shape.

At first, Jordan protested—the ache in his ribs, the red marks on his skin, the discomfort of the tight stockings. But little by little, the forbidden turned ritual. He began to enjoy the feel of cream gliding over his thighs, the trace of scent that followed his movements, the faint hiss of the corset each time he breathed.

There was pleasure in every humiliation.

One afternoon, Taylor caught him in front of the mirror, applying lotion to his chest with slow, almost sensual motions.
—Look at my diligent little girl,— she teased from the doorway. —You even look like you’re enjoying it too much.—

Jordan jumped, blushing.
—I… I’m just following your instructions.—
—Sure you are,— Taylor said, raising an eyebrow. —That’s why you touch yourself like you’re imagining someone on top of you.—

He lowered his gaze, unable to deny it. The truth was, he was imagining it—masculine hands roaming over his smooth skin, firm lips kissing his perfumed neck, deep voices murmuring that he was beautiful. The thought alone made him throb.

Taylor approached, lifting his chin with a finger.
—You’re getting that slutty look, you know? That shine in your eyes wasn’t there before.—

Jordan swallowed, a soft sigh slipping out. He couldn’t help it anymore—he was enjoying this far too much.

Days later, staring into the mirror, he noticed something new. He no longer saw only Jordan. The hairless body, the scent of cream, the waist shaped by the corset—all of it transformed him. The reflection showed a being both ambiguous and dangerously alluring. Rebecca was there, peeking out boldly.

He touched his lips, caressed his smooth stomach, and the words came out on a breath, trembling, secret:
—I’m Rebecca…—

The echo in the room sent shivers through him. He believed it more each time he said it.

From the doorway, Taylor watched with cruel satisfaction.
—Exactly. My girl is being born. And there’s almost nothing left of that boring politician you were.—

Jordan looked at himself again, the corset squeezing tight, his smooth skin shining under the light. Pride, shame, and arousal swirled together in a dizzying mix.

Rebecca was breathing—and Jordan was fading away.


Chapter 8: Rebecca Does Her Own Makeup

The bathroom mirror was covered with fingerprints and faint traces of powder. Jordan had spent the entire afternoon in a humiliating yet delicious pilgrimage—buying his own makeup kit. Taylor had gone with him like a teacher escorting a nervous student to an exam, pushing him to ask confidently for foundations, concealers, and lipsticks while the salesgirls smiled with conspiratorial amusement.

The bags now rested on the vanity, brimming with brushes, eyeshadows, liquid eyeliners, red and pink lipsticks, soft blushes. Jordan looked at them as if they were secret weapons, pieces of a sacred ritual.

Taylor, sitting on the bed, lit a cigarette and watched him with that signature mix of patience and mischief.
—Well, doll. You’ve got your tools. Now I want to see you work magic with your own hands.—

Jordan tensed.
—Alone? Without your help?—
—Exactly.— Taylor exhaled smoke, tilting her head. —Rebecca has to learn to be born from you, not just from me.—

The challenge intimidated him, but it also thrilled him. He felt as though he were about to face the final mirror.

The first attempt was a disaster. Jordan applied the foundation too harshly, leaving uneven patches on his face. The concealer clumped beneath his eyes, giving him a cartoonish look. The liquid eyeliner trembled in his hand, leaving a crooked streak like a child’s doodle.

Taylor couldn’t hold back her laughter.
—Sweetheart, you look like a sad raccoon after a wild night out.—

Jordan huffed, frustrated, scrubbing his face with wet wipes until it was red from irritation.
—I can’t. It’s impossible.—

Taylor stood and took his hands—firmly, but gently.
—Of course you can. You just have to stop thinking like a politician and start thinking like a slut. No speeches to memorize, only caresses on your skin.—

The words hit him hard. Think like a slut. The phrase burned and thrilled him all at once.

He tried again. This time he applied the foundation carefully, blending in circular motions just as Taylor had shown him before. He breathed deeply as he brushed his cheeks, feeling a pleasant tickle.

The blush was easier, though at first he looked like an overpainted porcelain doll. Taylor made him blend until the color softened into a shy flush.

The eyeliner was still his enemy. The first line came out shaky. Jordan growled under his breath.
—Relax.— Taylor held his wrist. —Watch me—slow, steady. Now you do it again.—

Jordan inhaled and traced the line. It wasn’t perfect, but it wasn’t a disaster either. His eyes widened, suddenly flirtatious, for the first time.
—That’s it…— Taylor smiled. —My girl’s starting to look at me with slut eyes.—

Jordan bit his lip, aroused by the comment.

The lips were the final battle. The red lipstick tempted him like forbidden fruit. The first attempt came out crooked, smudging the corners of his mouth. Taylor burst into laughter.
—You look like you’ve just kissed half the club.—

Jordan wiped it off and started again. This time he moved slowly, tracing the cupid’s bow, filling it in bit by bit until the mirror reflected a pair of bold, sensual lips that didn’t look like his own.

He stood silent, staring at himself. The face in the mirror wasn’t Jordan in disguise anymore. It was something else. The imperfect makeup, done by his own hands, had given life to Rebecca.

His heart pounded in his chest. Rebecca looked back at him from the mirror—lined eyes, red lips, soft cheeks. For the first time, she didn’t need Taylor to exist; she had been born on her own.
—It’s me…— he whispered, touching his lips with his fingertips. —I’m Rebecca.—

Taylor, standing behind him, rested her hands on his shoulders and smiled in satisfaction.
—You did it, doll. Rebecca doesn’t need me anymore.—

Emotion flooded him. He picked up his phone, tilted it for the best angle, and began to pose—first shyly, then with growing boldness. He took selfies with pouty lips, the tip of his tongue peeking out, his eyes half-closed as though seducing an invisible lover.

He bit his lip with every click, feeling the strange mix of shame and arousal. It was him… and yet it wasn’t.

He chose one photo and sent it to Taylor, who burst out laughing.
—Well, look at you… already think you’re an influencer, little slut.—

Jordan lay back on the bed, still made-up, phone in hand, heart racing. Each camera click had been a caress to his ego, proof that Rebecca didn’t just exist—she could be desired.

The makeup began to feel like an intimate ritual. Jordan caught himself fantasizing as he posed: he imagined men’s hands sliding along his waist, lips pressing against his red mouth, deep voices telling him how beautiful he was.

He arched slightly on the bed, touching his smooth legs, breathing in the faint perfume Taylor had given him days before. Every stroke reminded him that Rebecca was more than a costume. She was something that demanded to be touched, seen, wanted.

He closed his eyes and imagined walking into a bar with that makeup on, feeling male eyes travel over him. He saw himself leaning over a table, painted lips hovering near a glass, a stranger whispering in his ear. The fantasy made him tremble with a soft moan.
—Mmm…— The sound escaped before he could stop it.

Taylor heard and raised an eyebrow, amused.
—Already fantasizing, aren’t you? I know that face.—

Jordan blushed but didn’t deny it.
—I like it… I like seeing myself this way. It turns me on.—

Taylor smiled with satisfaction.
—Perfect. That’s Rebecca’s fuel—shame, pleasure, and desire.—

That night, Rebecca slept in her makeup. Jordan didn’t want to wash her away. He felt that if he wiped off his face, he’d return to being that defeated man. With lips still painted and lashes stiff with mascara, he lay on the pillow, caressing the corset and whispering again and again:
—I’m Rebecca…—

At dawn, the mirror returned the image of a woman exhausted but victorious. The makeup was smudged—but Rebecca was still there. And that was her true private triumph.
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Chapter 9: The Night Out

Rebecca had been born between mirrors, photos, and whispered secrets—but that night she would face the real world. Taylor had decided it, leaving no room for argument.
—No more hiding, doll,— she said in that tone that allowed no resistance. —Rebecca needs to learn how to be desired in public.—

Jordan tried to resist, but there was no Jordan when she looked at him with those predatory eyes. That night, there was no fallen politician—only a creature in heels, ready to make her debut.

The preparation ritual was long and delicious. Taylor dressed her in a tight blue sequin dress that hugged her waist, molded by the corset. Lace stockings refined her thighs, and tall heels completed the ensemble.

Rebecca did her makeup herself, with trembling but steady hands: red lips, daring eyeliner, blush defining her cheekbones. When she looked in the mirror, she barely recognized herself. This wasn’t a joke or disguise anymore. This was Rebecca, ready to step out of the cage.

Taylor clapped her hands with theatrical delight.
—Goddess! Even I couldn’t have done better.—

Rebecca smiled shyly, but deep down she felt vertigo. The mere thought of stepping outside dressed like that made her tremble with fear—and with excitement.

The taxi dropped them in front of a bar glowing in violet light. From the entrance, the electronic music pulsed like a collective heartbeat. There were men in open shirts, drag queens with impossible lashes, laughing couples, and bodies in motion.

Rebecca froze.
—I can’t go in… they’re going to stare at me…—
Taylor squeezed her hand.
—That’s the point. They have to look at you. This is your test, princess.—

She dragged her inside. The neon lights washed over her face, and at once she felt the eyes on her—some curious, some brazen, some thick with desire. Rebecca walked as best she could, wobbling slightly on her heels as the music thumped through her ribs.

A man passing by murmured under his breath,
—Damn, you’re hot…—

The words struck her like a spark of electricity. She flushed deeply, but along with the embarrassment came a wave of secret pleasure. To be looked at, judged, desired—everything she’d dreamed of in front of the mirror was now happening.

They sat at the bar. Taylor ordered two colorful cocktails, and Rebecca toyed with her straw, unsure how to move.
—Relax those hands,— Taylor corrected her. —Don’t grab the glass like a man—caress it.—

Rebecca obeyed, moving her fingers with exaggerated delicacy. She felt eyes on her even in that small gesture. Two men at the far end of the bar smiled, raising their glasses toward her.
—See?— Taylor whispered. —You’re already turning heads without trying.—

Rebecca lowered her gaze, biting her painted lip, her heart pounding as excitement shimmered in her veins.

The dance floor called to her with strobe lights. Taylor didn’t wait long before dragging her there.
—Time for Rebecca to learn how to move her hips.—

Rebecca let herself be guided. At first, her movements were awkward, stiff. Taylor caught her by the waist, making her loosen her shoulders, letting the rhythm take over.
—That’s it, my girl. Hips loose, hands up—as if everyone here wants you.—

And they did. Rebecca could feel it. Every look was a caress, every whistle an invisible touch. She danced freer now, laughing, spinning, her sequin dress glittering under the lights.

A stranger passed behind her and, in the middle of the dance, smacked her hard on the ass. Slap!

Rebecca froze for an instant. The hit stung—but it wasn’t pain that filled her; it was heat, shock, pleasure. Her cheeks flared, lips parted on a breathless gasp.

Taylor saw it all and laughed, wrapping her arms around her from behind.
—Welcome to the real world, doll. When you’re desirable, men don’t hold back.—

Rebecca’s head spun. She didn’t protest. On the contrary, something deep inside her liked it—that invasion, that confirmation that her body was no longer invisible, but an object of want.

The night became a whirlwind. She drank too much, laughed with strangers, accepted bold compliments. One man leaned close to her ear and whispered:
—With those lips, you could drive anyone insane.—

She laughed nervously, but the heat between her thighs was real, pulsing. Every word made her feel more alive—more Rebecca.

Taylor watched over her like a guardian, always close, correcting a gesture, straightening her posture, showing her how to cross her legs when she sat, how to tilt her head when someone paid her a compliment. Rebecca obeyed, aroused by every correction, as if each one were an invisible caress.

By the time dawn was creeping near, Rebecca was dizzy from the alcohol and the rush of adrenaline. Her legs ached from the heels, her makeup was smudged with sweat—but her smile was wide, genuine.
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Chapter 10: Aldo Turns Up the Heat

The music in the bar was a living animal—a pulse that stirred the dance floor and pushed bodies closer than caution allowed. Rebecca, still dizzy from cocktails and adrenaline, was dancing beside Taylor when she saw him: Aldo.

Tall, dark-skinned, easy smile, eyes that cut straight through. A man who moved with the quiet confidence of someone who knew his presence was enough to be noticed. Nothing flashy: dark jeans, a fitted shirt—but everything on him seemed deliberate.

Rebecca felt her heartbeat quicken when Aldo approached, direct, without hesitation.
—Dance with me?— he asked, hand extended.

The world shrank to that gesture. Rebecca hesitated for only a heartbeat, then her fingers slid into his, accepting the invitation.

The dance floor welcomed them as if it had been waiting. The music shifted to a slower rhythm, a deep bass thrumming through violet lights that wrapped around their bodies. Aldo placed his hands on Rebecca’s waist with easy confidence, as though they had always belonged there.

She trembled. The corset already made breathing difficult, but it was the pressure of those hands that truly stole her air. They moved together to the beat—at first tentative, then closer, more attuned. Each brush of their legs was a spark that set her aflame.

—You look beautiful…— Aldo murmured in her ear.

Rebecca closed her eyes. Hearing that word in a man’s voice, directed at her, sent pleasure rippling through her entire body. Beautiful. No one had ever said it with that tone, that weight of wanting.

The dance became bolder, their movements blending. Aldo’s chest pressed to her back when she turned, his warm breath on her neck, his hips guiding hers. Rebecca felt trapped, but she didn’t want to escape. It was a sweet imprisonment—every touch transforming her into something to be desired.

Taylor watched from the bar, lips tight in a mix of amusement and unease. She knew Rebecca was stepping into dangerous territory, but she didn’t intervene.

In a turn, Aldo caught her firmly, leaving her facing him. Their eyes locked, and the charge between them was unbearable. Rebecca looked down, uncertain, but Aldo lifted her chin with a finger, forcing her to meet his gaze.
—Don’t lower your head, gorgeous,— he said in a low, commanding voice. —I want to see you.—

Rebecca swallowed hard, a tingling spreading through her. The air, the music, the alcohol—they all conspired. There was no escape.

And then it happened.

Aldo kissed her.

It was long, wet, the kind of kiss that didn’t ask permission or leave questions. Rebecca felt his masculine lips pressing against her red-painted ones, his tongue parting them, the taste of alcohol and desire mixing on her tongue. She clung to his shoulders to keep from falling.

A soft moan slipped from her throat—mmmhh—helpless, delicious.

The world dissolved around them. There was no bar, no lights, no music—only Aldo and her, fused in a kiss that stripped everything else away.

When they finally pulled apart, Rebecca was panting. Aldo smiled with quiet mischief.
—I knew those lips weren’t just for posing.—

Her legs went weak. That kiss had lit something she had never felt before—a raw, physical hunger aimed at a man. Fear and arousal swirled inside her like a heady cocktail.

Aldo’s thumb brushed her cheek, sliding down her neck to trace the edge of the corset.
—I want to get to know you better… somewhere quieter.—

Rebecca trembled. The invitation was clear—too clear. For an instant, she pictured it: leaving with him, surrendering, crossing a line she still wasn’t sure she could. The thought alone made her shiver between terror and longing.
—I… I can’t… not yet…— she stammered, stepping back slightly.

Aldo didn’t push. He just smiled that calm, certain smile.
—That’s okay. No rush. But I won’t stop thinking about you.—

Rebecca melted inside.

Taylor appeared suddenly, slipping between them with her fierce protective energy.
—Come on, doll. It’s late.—

Rebecca nodded, still dazed. She said goodbye to Aldo with a shy smile, quickly handed him a napkin with her phone number, and he whispered before letting her go:
—See you soon, gorgeous.

The ride back was silent. Rebecca looked out the taxi window, her lips still damp, her heart beating as if it couldn’t calm down. Taylor watched her from the corner of her eye.
—I didn’t expect you’d let yourself be kissed so fast —she finally said, her tone somewhere between reproach and tenderness.
Rebecca lowered her gaze, touching her lips with a finger.
—I didn’t plan it… but I needed it. I felt… that he truly desired me.
Taylor sighed.
—Just be careful. Falling in love, as a woman, is different.
Rebecca didn’t answer. Because she knew it was no longer just a plan. The kiss had confirmed it: Rebecca wasn’t a disguise. She was a body desired, a mouth kissed, a woman in the flesh.

When she got home, she undressed slowly in front of the mirror. The sequined dress slipped to the floor, revealing her shaved skin, marked by the corset. She touched her lips again, closing her eyes, remembering Aldo’s tongue, the pressure of his body.
She lay down on the bed, panting, a deep tingling between her thighs. The fantasy came on its own: Aldo over her, his deep voice calling her —gorgeous,— his hands exploring her without restraint. Rebecca pressed her thighs together, biting her lips, trying to hold back the trembling.

She slept restlessly, but happy. With Aldo in her mind, with the taste of his mouth still clinging to her lips, with the certainty that there was no way back.
Rebecca had been desired. And she had loved it.


Chapter 11: Rebecca the Influencer

The sound of notifications became a steady pulse in the room. Each alert was a spark of electricity running across her skin, a reminder that Rebecca no longer existed only in the mirror or at the bar—she was alive on the screens of dozens, hundreds, thousands of people.
The accounts she had created weeks before had begun with shy homemade photos, improvised poses in Taylor’s apartment. Now, Rebecca’s profile was a carefully crafted gallery: selfies with bright red lips, full-body shots in tight dresses, close-ups where her lined eyes seemed to invite a secret.
The response was immediate. Followers growing day by day, comments ranging from sweet compliments to indecent proposals.
——You’re divine.—
——What a sexy woman.—
——Where can I buy you a drink, doll?—
Rebecca read everything with her heart racing. Jordan had never received words like that. As a politician, he’d only ever heard hollow phrases, strategic flattery. But now, every comment was charged with desire. They wanted her, they longed for her, they imagined her.
And she enjoyed it far too much.

Taylor reviewed the accounts with a clinical eye, as if they were an experiment.
—Perfect, darling. You’ve got engagement, you’ve got loyal followers. But be careful with photos that are too hot: we want seduction, not cheap porn.
Rebecca nodded, though secretly she loved the more provocative images. A selfie in a skirt and office blouse, taken in her bedroom mirror, had gathered more likes than any political speech Jordan had ever made. The impromptu cleavage, the garter stockings, the parted lips… each like was a tiny orgasm.

She spent hours reading private messages. Some obscene, some tender, some ridiculous. Men offering gifts, dinners, hotel nights. Women complimenting her style, admiring her courage. The trans community welcomed her with a mix of mischief and solidarity: —Welcome, sister. We love how you look.—
Rebecca smiled at the screen. She felt part of something—desired and celebrated all at once.

But among all the messages, one haunted her like a sweet ghost: Aldo.
The memory of his kiss on the dance floor stalked her in dreams and waking moments. Every time she looked in the mirror, she could feel again his firm lips, the brush of his tongue, the pressure of his body. Rebecca closed her eyes and gasped softly, touching her neck, her lips, as if he were still over her.

One night, standing before the mirror, made up for another selfie session, she imagined Aldo watching her through the camera. She posed with parted lips, her tongue barely showing, her fingers playing with the strap of her corset. She clicked the shutter and saved the photo privately, trembling with desire.
She didn’t post it. That one was just for him, even if she hadn’t sent it yet.

Taylor started to suspect. While Rebecca edited photos and bit her lips before the screen, Taylor watched her with crossed arms.
—What’s going on with you, doll? You’ve been more distracted than ever.
—Nothing… —Rebecca replied quickly, hiding her smile—. I’m just thinking about new posts.
Taylor narrowed her eyes.
—Don’t lie to me. You’ve had that horny-cat face for days. Who is he?
Rebecca shook her head, blushing.
—No one…
Taylor sighed, frustrated.
—Don’t forget why we started all this. Rebecca can’t lose focus. You’re not just some girl chasing likes. You’re a project, a strategy.
Rebecca nodded, but inside she knew the truth: it wasn’t just politics anymore, nor just a plan. It was desire. It was being Rebecca—being touched, kissed, wanted. And Aldo was the center of that dizzying pull.

The networks became a hot mirror. Every new photo was a game of seduction. Rebecca discovered how to pose to highlight her hips, how to tilt her head so her lips looked like an invitation.
The comments grew bolder:
——I wish I had you in my bed right now.—

——You’re a wet dream come true.—
——Tell me where and when.—

Rebecca read them with her breath quickening. She had never felt such power before—the power to arouse with a single photo, to ignite fantasies in unknown men. And the most disturbing part: the idea turned her on just as much as it did them.

One night, after posting a selfie showing only her crossed legs, shiny heels, and black stockings, she lay back on the bed with her phone in hand. Notifications poured in, each alert a reminder that someone, somewhere, was desiring her at that very moment.
She caressed her thigh slowly, letting a soft moan slip out.
—Mmmhh… they all want me… they all desire me…

The pleasure was so intense she closed her eyes and let the fantasy take over: dozens of masculine hands running over her, deep voices calling her a —delicious slut,— lips kissing her neck as she laughed and moaned.
She opened her eyes suddenly, gasping for breath. And among that imagined crowd, the same face always appeared: Aldo.

The temptation was impossible to resist. One early morning, lights off and lipstick still on her lips, Rebecca opened her private chat with Aldo. She had kept his contact since that night at the bar.
Her trembling fingers typed:
—Hi… it’s me. Rebecca. Do you want to see me again?—

The message hovered on the screen, bright and dangerous. Rebecca bit her painted lip, breathing deeply. She knew Taylor would kill her if she found out she was letting herself be pulled by desire. But she couldn’t stop anymore.
Aldo was the magnet pulling her with irresistible force.

She sent the message.
Her heart pounded like a drum in her chest.
And within a minute, the reply came:
—Of course, gorgeous. Tell me when and where.—

Rebecca closed her eyes and let out a long, muffled moan.
—Aaahhh… yes…

There was no turning back.
Taylor slept in the next room, unaware of the secret that had just been born in the digital shadows. Rebecca, lit only by the glow of her phone, caressed the screen as if it were Aldo’s lips.
Politics could wait. The project could wait.
In that moment, the only real thing was desire.
And Rebecca was ready to chase it.


Chapter 12: The Confession at the Office

The party headquarters smelled of cold coffee, old paper, and nerves. The echo of formal footsteps filled the carpeted hallways, while the walls were lined with photos of former candidates—every one of them men in suits, rigid, with plastic smiles. Jordan walked among those frames with the certainty that none of them represented what he was about to do.

In the conference room, the leaders were waiting: Director Álvarez, with his inquisitive stare; James Carter, always cold and calculating; and Ethan Ramírez, younger, ambitious, and wearing that smile of someone who thinks he already knows everything. On the table lay folders filled with polls, graphs, and newspaper headlines.

—Jordan —Álvarez said, crossing his arms—. We need a bold candidate. The young electorate wants novelty, wants LGBT representation. But we haven’t found anyone experienced enough.

Jordan swallowed hard, feeling the corset beneath his suit. He wasn’t supposed to wear it to the office, but that pressure around his waist made him feel protected—like Rebecca was holding him from the inside.

—Maybe… you don’t have to look that far, —he said, his voice trembling just a little.

The three men stared at him. James raised an eyebrow.
—What do you mean?

Jordan took a deep breath. This was it. His heart hammered against his ribs, but the memory of the photos, the heels, the flood of men’s messages online pushed him forward.
—I have something to confess. —He stood slowly, loosening his tie—. I’m… not just Jordan.

Silence filled the room. Ethan squinted, intrigued.
—I’m also Rebecca. A crossdresser.

The words hung in the air. For a moment, no one spoke. James adjusted his glasses, incredulous. Ethan let out a nervous laugh. Álvarez leaned back in his chair, thinking.

—Crossdresser? —James repeated, tasting the word.
—Yes. —Jordan nodded firmly—. I’ve been building Rebecca on social media, with Taylor’s help. She already has followers, she’s drawing attention. And beyond the persona… she’s who I am.

Ethan leaned forward, eyes gleaming.
—You’re saying… we could launch a crossdresser candidate?

Álvarez frowned.
—It’s not that simple. There are risks. Ridicule. Media attacks.

Jordan smiled softly, and in a coquettish gesture, lowered his gaze and brushed a hand over his leg beneath the table, feeling the lace hidden there.
—I know what it means to expose myself. I’ve been looked at with mockery, with desire, with curiosity. And still, I’m here. Because Rebecca can give people what no other candidate can: controversy, visibility, and young votes.

The three men exchanged looks. James seemed to calculate numbers in silence, Ethan couldn’t hide his excitement, and Álvarez tapped his fingers on the table.

—You’d be the first crossdresser candidate in the country, —James finally said.
—I’d be more than that. —Jordan lifted his chin, a playful smile curving his lips—. I’d be the party’s crossdresser doll. And believe me—everyone would talk about me.

Ethan laughed out loud.
—You’re insane… but she’s right.

Álvarez sighed, like a man accepting an inevitable risk.
—You have political experience, you know how to speak in public, you already have an online presence… It could work.

Jordan felt a burning tingle in his belly. That sentence wasn’t meant for Jordan—it was meant for Rebecca.

—So… —James said, looking at her seriously—. Are you willing to leave Jordan behind and present yourself only as Rebecca?

Jordan closed his eyes for a moment. She saw Sophia, her old life, the defeated politician. Then she saw herself in heels, lips painted, lying on the bed before the mirror whispering, —I’m Rebecca.—
—Yes. —She opened her eyes, shining—. I’m ready to be Rebecca full time.

Ethan leaned back, a lustful smile curling on his lips.
—Well, there’ll be headlines, plenty of them. And not just political ones.

Jordan caught it immediately—the way Ethan looked at her had changed. He no longer saw a colleague but a living fetish, a political and sexual fantasy. And instead of unsettling her, it aroused her.

The meeting ended with an unspoken agreement. Rebecca would be the —disruptive— candidate they had been searching for. But what Jordan didn’t yet know was that this step would bring her a new guide—someone who would shape her every gesture until it became both political art and erotic submission.

As she left the room, her heart racing, Rebecca bit her lip and glanced at her reflection in a glass pane. The man’s suit was still there… but beneath it, under the skin, Rebecca was smiling.
—I did it. I’m no longer a secret. I’m their crossdresser candidate.—


Chapter 13: Elsa Grant Imposes the Change

The rumor had swept through the party like an unavoidable murmur: a prestigious international consultant was coming to evaluate the —Rebecca project.— Taylor had looked her up and spoke of her with a mix of respect and irritation—Elsa Grant, expert in disruptive campaigns, an ice queen who had worked with controversial figures in several countries.

Rebecca listened with a knot of nerves in her stomach. The name itself was intimidating. Elsa Grant. One hard syllable, one soft—like a slap followed by a caress.

The first meeting took place in an elegant hotel conference room, red carpets and crystal chandeliers. Rebecca entered in a tight dress, freshly painted red lips, and heels that clicked across the floor. Her heart pounded.

At the center of the room stood Elsa. Tall, her hair pulled into a flawless bun, a dark pantsuit sculpting her immaculate silhouette. Her gray eyes swept over Rebecca from head to toe with a slow, burning precision. Rebecca felt stripped without a single touch.

—Walk again, —Elsa ordered, without a greeting.

Rebecca swallowed hard and obeyed, her steps unsteady.
—Too fast, —Elsa corrected—. And your hips barely move. Try again.

Rebecca repeated it, focusing, feeling the pull in her thighs.
—Better, —Elsa admitted, still unsmiling—. Now show me your smile.

Rebecca bared her teeth in an exaggerated grin, reaching for charm.
—Too vulgar. A candidate isn’t a bar girl. Smile with subtlety, as if you were hiding a secret.

Rebecca lowered her gaze, ashamed and aroused all at once. No one had ever corrected her with such precision, such merciless control—and yet every word from Elsa was like a cool hand gliding down her skin.

Taylor tried to interject.
—Rebecca’s still learning, she’s just starting to—

Elsa cut her off with a single look sharp enough to draw blood.
—That’s why I’m here. If we’re going to sell this product, it has to be perfect.

The word struck Rebecca like a slap: product. That was how Elsa saw her. And yet, that coldness thrilled her—because it meant her body, her voice, her identity were now in someone else’s hands.

—From now on, —Elsa continued—, Jordan can never exist in public again. Acquaintances, friends, even former colleagues: everyone must treat you as Rebecca. If anyone asks, Jordan is dead.

Rebecca’s eyes widened, dizziness surging in her chest.
—Dead?
—Exactly. —Elsa leaned closer, so near Rebecca could breathe in her perfume, wood and spice—. Every second you spend in the world, you will be Rebecca. As long as you’re a candidate, there is no going back.

The words fell like a sentence. Taylor stared, stunned; even she had never demanded so much. But Rebecca felt her knees tremble. Fear rose sharp and real—but so did the heat, liquid and insistent, that climbed from between her thighs.

Elsa opened a folder and began dictating with surgical precision.
—Posture: straight back, shoulders relaxed. Voice: never raise the pitch too much; the secret is in cadence, not caricature. Gestures: no masculine hand motions; move your hands delicately, as if caressing the air.

Rebecca nodded to everything, jotting down shaky notes, though what dominated her wasn’t the instructions—it was Elsa’s presence. Every glance felt like a strip of fabric being peeled from her skin. She felt naked, displayed, a doll examined before being placed in a window. And that humiliation thrilled her more than she dared admit.

When the session ended, Elsa closed the folder and crossed her legs with effortless grace.
—You have potential. But I need to know the truth. —Her gaze locked on Rebecca’s—. Did you create all this because you want to be Rebecca… or because you just wanted another excuse to run for office again?

Rebecca’s heart lurched. The question was a scalpel splitting her open. Jordan, the fallen politician, still existed somewhere inside. But Rebecca, the woman desired and unstoppable, was growing wild.

She lowered her gaze, biting her lip.
—I… want to be Rebecca.

Elsa raised an eyebrow, as if unconvinced.
—I hope that’s true. Because if I find out you’re just a politician in disguise, I’ll destroy you.

Rebecca swallowed, a shiver sliding down her spine. The threat was real—but also erotic. Elsa’s authority didn’t just intimidate her; it pulled her in. This wasn’t the same kind of longing she felt for Aldo—it was darker, submissive. With Aldo, she dreamed of passionate kisses. With Elsa, she dreamed of being shaped, corrected, possessed without being touched.

That night, back in the apartment, Taylor exploded.
—I can’t believe it! That witch treats you like a mannequin and you… you enjoy it!
Rebecca shrugged, still tingling from the echo of Elsa’s voice on her skin.
—I don’t enjoy it… it just… makes me feel real.
Taylor snorted.
—You were real with me from the start. But it looks like you’d rather obey her.

Rebecca didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Because deep down, she knew Taylor was right—Elsa exerted a power that made her tremble with fear and pleasure alike.

That dawn, alone before the mirror, Rebecca undressed slowly. Her shaved skin gleamed under the light, the corset still traced her waist, her red lips remained untouched. She met her own gaze and remembered Elsa’s words: Jordan is dead.
She repeated softly, aroused by the sentence:
—Jordan is dead… only Rebecca remains…

The thrill consumed her. She touched her lips, imagining Elsa’s cold eyes instructing her how to smile. Her body burned, aching to please her, aching to surrender completely to her rules.

This desire was new, different. It wasn’t love, not even physical attraction like with Aldo. It was submission—adoration—the need for approval.

And as she lay down on the bed, whispering into the darkness,
—Elsa… shape me…

Rebecca knew the transformation had passed the point of no return. With Taylor, she had learned to paint her face and pose. With Aldo, she had tasted the fire of desire.
But with Elsa… with Elsa, she felt owned.

And that feeling excited her more than anything else.


Chapter 14: Elsa’s Dominion

The sessions with Elsa weren’t lessons—they were something else entirely. Rebecca realized that from the very first morning the consultant arrived, punctual as a metronome, in a pencil skirt and stiletto heels, a notebook tucked under one arm, her gray eyes carrying an authority that left no space for doubt.

Taylor was there too, but banished to a corner, silent. Elsa had taken control of the training with the effortless assurance of someone who always got what she wanted.

—Stand up, doll, —she commanded, her tone firm and cool.

Rebecca obeyed. She wore a wine-colored short skirt, a white blouse, and black heels. Elsa placed a thick book atop her head.
—Walk.

Rebecca took a few steps, feeling the book tremble precariously.
—Again. Slower. Hips, doll, hips.

Rebecca corrected her gait, but by the third step the book slipped and hit the floor with a dull thud.

Elsa clicked her tongue.
—No, doll. That’s unacceptable. —She bent down, picked up the book, and set it on Rebecca’s head again—this time pressing her cool fingers against her cheeks—. Smile. But not like a nervous little girl. Smile as if everyone here wants to fuck you.

Rebecca’s cheeks burned, but she obeyed.
—That’s better, —Elsa murmured, stepping back slightly, the corner of her mouth curving in what felt like a reward.

The routine repeated over and over: walk, smile, hold posture. Every mistake was met with merciless precision.
—Again.
—Don’t blink so much.
—Keep your back straight, doll.

Rebecca was sweating, her thighs taut, her heart racing. And yet, every correction felt like a strange balm. Being scolded made her feel shaped, seen—loved in a perverse, exacting way.

The hardest part came with the speeches. Elsa had her stand behind an improvised lectern in the middle of the room.
—I want you to read this. But with a short skirt, legs crossed, voice calm. A crossdresser candidate shouldn’t shout; she should enchant.

Rebecca took the page in trembling hands. She began reading, but her tone was shaky, her gestures too sharp.
—Stop. —Elsa strode toward her and snatched the paper from her hands. Then she positioned herself behind Rebecca—so close her breasts brushed against her back.
—Breathe. Speak from the belly, not the throat.

Elsa took her wrists, lowering them gently.
—Don’t wave your hands like a man. Grace, doll.

Rebecca let out a tiny sound, an ahh… barely audible, when she felt Elsa’s fingers guiding hers.
—What was that? —Elsa arched a brow.
—N-nothing…
—Uh-huh. —Elsa smiled with wicked satisfaction, stepping back slowly, as if she’d drawn exactly the confession she wanted.

The climax of the training came with the corset. Elsa tightened it herself, making Rebecca lift her arms.
—Too loose, —she said, pulling the laces harder.

Rebecca gasped, sharp and high.
—Ahhh…!

Elsa ignored the protest, yanking tighter still. Rebecca’s body arched, the false breasts pushed forward, breath caught in shallow bursts.
—That’s more like it. —Elsa ran her hand down Rebecca’s newly sculpted waist, slow and firm, as if appraising an object—. Now you have a doll’s silhouette.

Rebecca lowered her gaze, biting her lips to stifle a moan. The pressure was painful, but delicious.
—What do you say, doll?
—Th-thank you…


Chapter 15: Public Rehearsal and Escape

The hall glowed with modest lights and party banners. It wasn’t a major event—just a general rehearsal with local activists, a few supporters, and a couple of cameras gathering footage. But for Rebecca, it felt like a vast stage: her first public appearance as a figure in her own right.

Elsa had drilled her for weeks—posture, tone, the precise smile. Rebecca wore a fitted ivory dress that emphasized the narrow waist her corset carved, her hair loose in soft waves, red lips gleaming beneath the spotlights.

When she stepped to the podium, the applause was mild but enough to set her pulse racing. She began to speak, recalling Elsa’s every instruction: measured cadence, steady voice, direct gaze. The opening minutes went perfectly; the murmurs in the room were approving.

Then she saw them.

In the third row—two familiar faces from another life: old university colleagues of Jordan’s, men who used to drink with him after debates. Rebecca’s breath vanished. Their eyes widened, whispering to each other, recognition dawning beneath the makeup, the dress, the illusion.

Jordan. The name hung in the air, unspoken but thunderous.

A chill spread down Rebecca’s back. Her hands trembled, her voice broke mid-sentence. The crowd didn’t fully grasp what had happened, but she did—the weight of exposure, the threat of discovery.

Her chest tightened; she gasped, swallowing air. Before Elsa could intervene, Rebecca fled the podium. The murmurs swelled, the applause died. She ran from the hall, her heels hammering against the floor like desperate heartbeats.

The cold night air hit her like a slap. She stumbled into the street, shaking, her makeup blurred by tears. She didn’t know where she was going—she just needed to get away.

Then she heard her name.
—Rebecca!

It was Aldo. As if fate itself had summoned him, he appeared at the corner, leather jacket gleaming under the streetlight, that same disarming smile on his lips. He rushed to her and caught her in his arms.
—Easy, gorgeous, easy…

Rebecca collapsed against his chest, sobbing.
—They recognized me… they’re going to find out…

Aldo ran his fingers through her hair, his touch firm, gentle.
—Shhh. It’s over now. You’re with me. No one’s going to hurt you.

He led her to his apartment, warm and smelling faintly of wood and coffee. Rebecca could barely speak, her body trembling with leftover panic. Aldo handed her a glass of water, seated her on the couch, held her close.
—Look at me, —he whispered, cupping her face—. Everything’s fine.

Her tears blurred into something else—relief, desire, a feverish gratitude. She met his gaze, her eyes shining, and before she could think, she kissed him.

The kiss was wild, desperate. Not like the one at the bar—hesitant and new—but raw, consuming. Rebecca opened her mouth at once, letting his tongue take her breath, gasping between their kisses. Fear melted into hunger.

Aldo lifted her easily into his arms, carrying her to the bed. The ivory dress crumpled in his grip as it slid up her shaved thighs. Rebecca moaned, ahhh, when his hands found her curves.
—You’re so fucking beautiful, —Aldo murmured against her throat.

Rebecca arched under him, her breath broken and hot. For the first time, someone wanted her whole—body and identity, woman and travesti alike, without hesitation or shame.

He laid her down, tugging the dress aside in one motion. Beneath it, the black lace of her lingerie gleamed against smooth skin. Aldo let out a low whistle.
—Mmm, naughty girl… you were waiting for this, weren’t you?

Rebecca moaned, covering her face, half-ashamed, half-thrilled.
—Yes… yes, I love being seen… being wanted.

Aldo knelt between her thighs, tracing her skin with his lips until he reached the edge of her panties. Rebecca trembled, biting her painted lips, her breath quick and shallow.

—I want to taste your mouth first, —Aldo growled, voice thick with hunger

Rebecca understood. She knelt before him, still wearing her heels. Her hand trembled as she freed Aldo’s erect member, thick and throbbing. She looked at it with shining eyes, as if it were both a trophy and a sentence.
—Take it, doll. Make it yours.
Rebecca closed her eyes and wrapped her red lips around the tip. The salty taste made her shiver.
—Mmmhh…— Wet moans slipped out as she sucked clumsily, tears running down her cheeks as she felt it fill her throat.
Aldo placed a hand on the back of her neck, guiding her firmly.
—That’s it… take it all, gorgeous…
Rebecca gasped between sucks, her makeup smeared, mascara running. She felt like a whore, a tranny, used—and the thought turned her on even more. She caressed her chest with one hand, moaning around his shaft.
—Slurp… slurp… ahhh…
Aldo growled, holding back. Finally, he pulled her away, yanking her hair hard.
—Enough… now I want to fuck you.
Rebecca lay back on the bed, legs open. Aldo looked at her with animal hunger, yanking her panties aside in one swift motion.
He leaned over her, kissing her again, soaking her lips with saliva, while his cock sought its entrance. Rebecca gasped, scared and eager at the same time.
—Please… do it… make me yours…— she whispered, voice trembling.
With a firm thrust, Aldo entered her.
—Ahhhhhh!— Rebecca screamed, arching, feeling her body open beneath him. The initial pain melted into a wave of pleasure so intense it stole her breath.
Aldo drove into her hard, pinning her wrists to the bed. Each thrust made the bed tremble, the corset digging into her skin.
—You’re mine… my delicious tranny slut…
—Y-yes!— Rebecca cried in pleasure. —I’m yours!
Moans filled the room. The wet sound of their bodies colliding, Aldo’s animal grunts, Rebecca’s high-pitched cries.
—Aaahhh… harder… yes… yes!
Aldo kissed her roughly, devouring her painted lips as he kept pounding inside her. Rebecca felt herself unravel, the world fading away.
The orgasm struck her like lightning.
—Ahhhhhh!— she screamed, writhing beneath him, nails digging into his back.
Aldo growled, giving one final thrust and spilling inside her with a roar.
—Ughhh, delicious whore!
Rebecca felt the heat filling her, tears streaming down her cheeks. She had never imagined anything like this. Not just sex, but absolute confirmation: she had been desired, penetrated, taken as a woman.
They lay entwined, sweaty, panting in silence. Rebecca rested her head on Aldo’s chest, listening to his racing heart.
He stroked her hair and murmured,
—There’s no turning back, beautiful. You’re mine now.
Rebecca smiled, exhausted, lips still smeared.
—Yes… I’m yours.
And in that instant she knew it was true: there was nothing left of Jordan. Only Rebecca, a desired tranny whore, lost in Aldo’s heat.
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Chapter 16: Consumed by the Role

The morning after surrendering to Aldo, Rebecca woke with her body sore and her soul split in two. The scent of man still clung to her skin, and the burning inside her was a brutal reminder of what she had lived. She smiled with lips cracked from so much kissing, and at the same time, a stab of fear pierced through her: what would Elsa say if she knew?
The memory of Aldo made her sigh, but the name Elsa raised goosebumps of another kind—another kind of hunger. It wasn’t love, nor tenderness. It was obedience, vertigo, a dark need to yield.
That afternoon, Elsa’s message arrived like a sentence: Come to my apartment. Lingerie. Made up. Alone. At eight.
Rebecca trembled reading it. The order was so sharp it left no room for reply. She spent hours getting ready: black thigh-highs with garter, a red corset laced tight enough to steal her breath, crimson lips shining under the dim bathroom light. Every stroke of her makeup brush was an act of anticipated submission.

When she reached Elsa’s door, her heart was racing. She knocked softly, and the consultant opened immediately, dressed in a black silk ensemble that was no work outfit, but that of a huntress at rest.
—Come in, doll,— she said, without smiling.
—Elsa… I’m sorry, I ruined everything and…
—That doesn’t matter now. I’ve spoken with everyone. I told them I’d have you ready, no more mistakes. Now walk to me.
Rebecca obeyed, taking small steps, feeling like prey stepping into its cage.

The room was lit by low lamps. On the table, Rebecca saw what looked like training instruments: a small leather box, straps, and something metallic she couldn’t identify at first. A blush rose to her face; she knew none of it was innocent.
—Take off the dress,— Elsa ordered.
Rebecca bit her lip, lowering the zipper. She remained in nothing but lingerie, her high heels still on. Her hardened nipples beneath the corset betrayed the blend of shame and desire twisting inside her.

Elsa circled her slowly, examining her like someone evaluating a sculpture.
—You’ve improved… firm thighs, straight back. But you still lack discipline. I can’t allow another one of your little scenes.
From the box, she drew out a black silicone plug, shiny, its base shaped like a red gem. She held it between her fingers as though it were a delicate piece of jewelry.
—This, doll, will be your reminder. Every step, every word, will be marked by it.—
Rebecca covered her face with her hands, trembling.
—Is—is it necessary?
Elsa arched a brow.
—Do you want to be Rebecca, or would you rather go back to being that failed man?—
The answer came as a choked breath.
—I want to be Rebecca…
—Then bend over.

Rebecca obeyed, placing her hands on the table. Her cheeks burned as Elsa deftly slid down her lace panties. The chill in the air made her shiver.
Elsa spread lubricant over the toy and, without much gentleness, pressed it inside her. Rebecca gasped, her back arching.
—Ahhh…!
—Shhh. Breathe.— Elsa held her by the waist as the plug slid in slowly, filling her, stretching her. —That’s it… there.
When the base settled, Rebecca let out a sharp moan—mmmhh—her thighs trembling.
—Stand up and walk.
Rebecca straightened clumsily, taking a step. The plug shifted inside, and the sensation made her knees weaken.
—Again. Straighter. Smile.
Rebecca walked across the room, face flushed, the plug reminding her with every movement what she was: a trained doll, a submissive trans woman. Elsa watched with a calm, predatory gaze, savoring the sight.
—Perfect. Now you’re starting to look like my candidate.

When Rebecca thought it was over, Elsa took out the metallic object—a gleaming, small, cruel chastity cage.
—This is discipline. You’ll have no control over your body. Your pleasure will be locked away until I decide.
Rebecca’s eyes widened, breath catching.
—A… cage?
Elsa stepped closer, so near her lips brushed Rebecca’s ear.
—Yes, doll. So you’ll remember who commands your campaign… and your crotch.—
Rebecca moaned uncontrollably. Aaahhh… Heat flooded her. The humiliation was unbearable, yet so was the pleasure.
Elsa guided her to the bed, made her lie back, and with firm hands fitted the device, fastening it with a sharp metallic click. Rebecca squeezed her legs together, feeling how the cage trapped her useless erection.
—Now you’re mine. Even your desire belongs to me.— Elsa smiled—the first full smile Rebecca had ever seen from her.
Rebecca wept from shame and arousal all at once.
—Yes, Miss Grant… I’m yours…

The following hours became a parade of humiliation and pleasure. Elsa made her repeat speeches with the plug still inside, sit with her legs crossed while the cage pinched, practice smiling while her body begged for release.
Every correction was a sweet lash.
Rebecca moaned at every command, aroused to the brink, unable to touch herself, trapped inside the role that was already consuming her.

That night, when she returned to the apartment, Taylor noticed immediately that something had changed.
—What happened? Where did you go?— she asked, but seeing the blush on Rebecca’s cheeks and the awkwardness in her walk, she changed the question. —What the hell did Elsa do to you?
Rebecca smiled nervously, collapsing onto the couch.
—She trained me…
Taylor narrowed her eyes.
—That’s not just training. What did she do?
Rebecca laughed softly, with a coquettish tone she had never used with her before.
—A reminder.
—What kind of reminder?
Rebecca leaned close, whispering in her ear with a teasing voice:
—That I’m Rebecca… not Jordan. Jordan’s dead.
Taylor fell silent, brow furrowing. Control had slipped from her hands. Elsa was now Rebecca’s owner.

And Rebecca, caught between the plug and the cage, knew it better than ever: there was no escape. She was consumed by the role, by desire, by the humiliation that aroused her to tears.
That dawn, alone in bed, Rebecca caressed her corset, whimpering, gasping, unable to touch herself. The cage reminded her of her condition, the plug pulsed inside her. She closed her eyes and whispered, trembling,
—I’m her doll… her filthy candidate…
The orgasm never came, but the ecstasy was greater—the ecstasy of knowing herself trapped, Elsa’s property, lost in total feminization.


Chapter 17: The Fall of Jordan

The apartment was silent, barely lit by the vanity lamp. Rebecca sat before the mirror, made up after hours of practice, her lips a wet red, false lashes casting long shadows across her cheeks.
She stared at her reflection for minutes, breathing deeply, almost in a trance.
—I am Rebecca.
The phrase echoed through her mind like a constant pulse. But suddenly, a memory intruded: Sophia, his ex-girlfriend, laughing in the kitchen while he—back when he was still Jordan—made coffee before a rally. The smell, the warmth, the everyday normality.
She shivered.
She tried to summon other memories: university debates, the sound of applause when he won his first public speech, the light in the eyes of the activists who believed in him.
But they came faded, like photographs left too long in the sun. Sophia looked like a stranger, a nameless face. The applause sounded distant, unreal. Jordan was there—but blurred.
Rebecca, on the other hand, was real, tangible. The paint on her lips was real. The corset squeezing her waist was undeniable. The tingling between her legs, trapped inside the cage, was stronger than any memory.
Jordan had died slowly, without a funeral.

Rebecca stood and let the silk robe slip to the floor. She remained naked except for the black corset and the metallic cage glinting under the mirror light. She walked up to the glass and stopped just inches from it, studying every detail.
She lifted a hand, caressed her made-up face, and laughed softly, with a coquettish tone she had never used as a man.
—Look at you…— she whispered. —A caged little tranny slut, doll waist and doll lips. Jordan never could… but Rebecca enjoys it.
She turned slowly, admiring the reflection of her arched back, the red marks the corset had left on her skin. Every mark was a trophy.
She bent forward slightly, posing as if a camera were watching her, and the surge of arousal hit hard. Her fingers brushed the corset as a breathy moan escaped her lips.
—Aaahhh… I’m Rebecca…
Humiliation was her sustenance, and she knew it. Jordan would never return.

The door burst open. Elsa appeared, immaculate in a gray suit, her hair pulled back with precise severity.
Rebecca didn’t cover herself. She met Elsa’s gaze through the mirror, blushing, the corset and cage fully on display.
Elsa smiled, satisfied.
—Jordan was a good candidate, you know. I studied him. But Rebecca—Rebecca will shine. And you know it.
Rebecca bowed her head, trembling with desire.
—Yes, Miss Grant…
Elsa approached slowly, like a huntress savoring her prey. She ran a cool hand along Rebecca’s waist, tightening a ribbon of the corset. The touch was minimal, but enough to pull a whimper from her.
—You see?— Elsa murmured against her ear. —Jordan would never have moaned like that. If you still have doubts, resolve them. I won’t allow another mistake like the other night.—
Rebecca shut her eyes, pressing her thighs together. Every word was both a wound and a denied climax.

Later, Taylor entered the room and found Rebecca still before the mirror, caressing the cage through her lingerie as if it were a treasure.
—What have they done to you?— she asked, voice cracking.
Rebecca looked at her with tenderness, though her eyes glistened with arousal.
—They freed me…
Taylor shook her head, stepping closer.
—Freed you? You’re a prisoner! You have no control over anything—not even your own body.
Rebecca stood and wrapped her arms around her, burying her face against Taylor’s shoulder.
—I’m scared…— she whispered, trembling. —I don’t know if it was right. But I can’t go back anymore.

Taylor held her, gently stroking her hair.
—Then… even if I don’t understand, I’ll stand by you. Because I don’t have Jordan anymore. I have Rebecca. And I need my friend.
Rebecca cried silently, grateful. The embrace was a balm, but also a reminder: Taylor loved her, though she could no longer save her.

That night, Rebecca returned to the mirror. She sat naked, still wearing the corset, the cage gleaming like an obscene jewel. She spread her legs, posing for her own reflection, and laughed softly.
—Jordan is dead. I am Rebecca. Elsa’s candidate, Aldo’s tranny, Taylor’s friend—but always Rebecca.
A shiver ran through her, head to toe. She caressed her chest, arching her back, gasping softly. She couldn’t come, couldn’t release anything, and that helplessness only excited her more.
—Mmmmhh… I’m Rebecca… only Rebecca…
The laughter turned into a moan. Humiliation became ecstasy.
And as the mirror light shone over her painted face and the cage between her legs, she understood that the fall was complete.


Chapter 18: The Farewell to Jordan

Morning light filtered through the curtains of Taylor’s apartment—warm, diffuse, and forgiving. Rebecca woke with her face buried in the pillow, body barely covered by a sheet, the corset still carving its mark around her waist, and the floral perfume Elsa had given her clinging to her skin. The room smelled of makeup, wine, and sleeping desire.

She had been living there for weeks now, practically moved in. Half the closet was hers already, filled with skirts, lace, stockings, and heels. Taylor had accepted it without protest—Rebecca needed that space to exist without interruption.

The phone buzzed on the nightstand. Rebecca picked it up with trembling fingers, her voice still heavy with sleep.
—Yes… this is Rebecca.
It was Director Álvarez—warm, yet tense.
—Rebecca, I just wanted to say the last event was… intense. We need to make sure the next one stays more controlled.
Rebecca closed her eyes, shame blending with the emotional hangover from the day before.
—I know, sir. I failed you. It won’t happen again. I’m… working on my discipline.
—We trust you.— Álvarez’s tone softened, almost paternal. —But we need the Rebecca the public wants to see.

When she hung up, silence settled around her. Taylor sat at the edge of the bed, a cup of coffee in her hands.
—What did the old dinosaur say?— she asked, half-smiling.
—That I have to be Rebecca. Completely. No cracks, no escapes.
Taylor set the cup aside and took her hand.
—And you… do you want that?
Rebecca pressed her lips together.
—It’s not about wanting. It’s that I must.

The air smelled of coffee and unshed tears. Rebecca sat up beside Taylor. They looked at each other for a few quiet seconds before Rebecca spoke again, her voice barely above a whisper.
—I need to ask you something, Tay. Something ugly.
—Tell me. I’d do anything for you.
Rebecca took a deep breath, eyeliner still smudged from the night before.
—Help me get my heart broken.
Taylor frowned.
—What?
—I need to bury Jordan. For real. I can’t move on while I’m still waiting for her…— Her voice cracked. —…for Sophia to come back.

Taylor stayed silent, understanding.
—I want you to show me her socials. I didn’t have the courage to look. I heard rumors she has a boyfriend. I need to see it.
Taylor hesitated but finally nodded. She opened her laptop and searched Sophia’s profile. Rebecca leaned closer, her heart hammering against her ribs. The screen lit up, and there she was—Sophia, smiling, wrapped in the arms of a clean-cut man, sunlight drenching them on a beach.

Rebecca held her breath. It was a different smile from the one she remembered—freer, lighter, happier.
The photos kept scrolling, one after another: Sophia cooking, Sophia laughing, Sophia kissing her new boyfriend. Rebecca felt the ground tremble beneath her invisible heels.
—It’s okay,— she whispered, tears streaming down her cheeks. —She moved on. And that’s okay.
Taylor handed her a tissue, but Rebecca shook her head.
—No, I don’t want to wipe them away. I want to feel it. I want it to hurt.

And it did. Each image was a needle, yet also a nail sealing Jordan’s coffin.
When the tears finally stopped, Rebecca took a deep breath. She stood, went to the vanity mirror, and looked at herself. Her reflection was both artifice and purity: red lips, smeared mascara, soft shadows under her eyes.
—There’s no going back,— she whispered.

Taylor rose, walked to her, and placed a hand on her shoulder.
—What now, doll?
Rebecca turned to her, eyes shining.
—Call my family.

Taylor blinked.
—Your mom and your sister?
Rebecca nodded.
—It’s time they knew who I am. And who I’m not anymore.

Taylor took her hand and handed her the phone. Rebecca dialed slowly, her fingers trembling.
—Mom… it’s me.
On the other end, her mother’s voice came confused.
—Jordan, sweetheart, are you alright?
—Don’t call me that, Mom. Not anymore. I know you’ve seen my new campaign and…— —Rebecca closed her eyes, fresh tears welling up— —I’m Rebecca. I’ve been living as Rebecca. It’s not a phase, it’s not a costume.

A thick silence hung for several seconds. Then, her mother’s voice came again—shaky, but steady.
—Are you… happy like this?
—Yes. Even if it hurts sometimes.
Her mother sighed.
—Then… alright, daughter.

Rebecca covered her mouth, choking back a sob. Her younger sister grabbed the phone next, giggling nervously.
—So that means we’re three women in the family now, huh?—
Rebecca laughed through tears.
—I guess so.
—Well, Mom says you better come for dinner when you can—but only if you promise to show up with makeup on.

Beside her, Taylor couldn’t hold back a laugh. Rebecca laughed too, her heart lighter than it had been in years.
—Deal.

When she hung up, the silence returned—but it was different now. Not empty, but restful. Rebecca collapsed back onto the bed, staring up at the ceiling, breathing deeply.
Taylor lay down beside her, their hands still clasped.
—You did it, doll.
Rebecca turned her head, smiling, tired and wet-eyed.
—Yeah. And now Rebecca… has to live for all three of us.

She closed her eyes, chest trembling—but the fear was gone. What lay ahead, she knew, would be intense. Elsa was waiting. But for the first time in her life, she felt worthy of being shaped.
The corset still cinched her waist. The perfume still wrapped around her.
And her tears, now, tasted like relief.
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Chapter 19: Surrender to Elsa

The clock struck nine when Rebecca arrived at Elsa’s apartment. She had carried discipline in her flesh all day: the corset squeezing her ribs, the chastity cage locking every stray thought, the plug reminding her of obedience with every step. She was exhausted—yet trembling on the brink of release.Elsa was waiting. The door opened after only one soft knock. Inside, the atmosphere was different this time—no folders, no podiums, only a dim, intimate half-light, two glasses of wine on the table, and a dark velvet armchair in the center of the room.

Elsa, immaculate in a black satin dress that hugged her like a second skin, looked at her with calm calculation.
—You came, my little doll.
Rebecca shivered at the sound of the words, lowering her gaze and whispering, voice trembling,
—I’m here, Miss Grant.

Elsa handed her a glass. The cold crystal against Rebecca’s hand clashed with the heat rising under her skin. She took a sip but could barely taste it—her whole focus was caught in Elsa’s eyes, eyes that stripped her bare.
—Take off the corset,— Elsa ordered, her tone soft but absolute.

Rebecca fumbled with the laces. She felt her body exhale when the tightness loosened, the corset sliding to the floor. Red marks traced her skin where the fabric had pressed her, her false breasts still perched in the bra, her waist narrow from months of habit.
Elsa stepped closer, ran a single finger along one of the red lines. Rebecca let out a faint, quivering moan—mmmhh—shuddering.
—Look at what you’ve made of yourself,— Elsa murmured. —A marked doll, ready for me.
Rebecca nodded, biting her painted lips.

Elsa turned her slowly, assessing her like a sculptor judging the finish on marble, until she stood before the armchair. Then Elsa sat, legs crossed, movements controlled, and motioned with one finger.
Rebecca sank to her knees on the carpet, trembling. Elsa lifted her wine again, sipping slowly, letting the tension thicken between them.
—You’ve spent months in training. You’ve learned to walk, to smile, to obey. But there’s still the final lesson.— She set down her glass and leaned closer. —To give me everything you are.

Rebecca gasped, the cage burning against her.
—I’m yours…
Elsa’s lips curved faintly.
—Not yet. But you will be.

From the side table, Elsa picked up a black leather harness—strapped with a long, glistening dildo that gleamed beneath the low light. Rebecca’s eyes widened, a strangled moan leaving her throat as her hands flew to her chest.
—It’s… for me?
—Yes, doll. This is your final trial. Once you take it, only Rebecca will remain—my candidate, my creation.

Tears burned in Rebecca’s eyes. Fear and need twisted together inside her, inseparable. She nodded.
—Yes… please…

Elsa fastened the harness with calm precision, adjusting each buckle, each strap, her movements steady and deliberate. Rebecca couldn’t look away—every click of the leather felt like a decree, every secured strap made her shudder harder.

When Elsa was done, she approached, took Rebecca’s chin in her hand.
—Undress.
Rebecca peeled off her lingerie, slow and trembling, left only with the metal cage gleaming between her legs. Elsa smiled, brushing her fingertip along its surface.
—Soon not even this will belong to you.

She drew a small silver key from her pocket, turned it in the lock, and the cage opened with a soft click. Rebecca’s member sprang free—quivering, swollen, absurd in its naked need. Elsa looked down at it with detached disdain.
—I’m not interested in that,— she said evenly. —I’m interested in what you’re about to receive.—

Rebecca whimpered, shame and arousal flooding her in equal measure, feeling utterly used—and utterly chosen.

Elsa made her lie face down on the sofa, arching her back, her buttocks exposed. She leaned over and ran her tongue slowly down Rebecca's spine, from her neck to the small of her back. Rebecca moaned, clenching her fists.
—Aaahhh…
—Quiet. —Elsa gave her a sharp slap on the buttock—. Only moans, nothing else.
Rebecca obeyed, burying her face in the cushion as Elsa lubricated the dildo and placed it at her entrance, already prepared by her training with the plug.
The first push was slow, but firm.
—Ahhhhhh! —Rebecca screamed, arching her back, her nails digging into the fabric of the sofa.
Elsa held her by the waist and penetrated her deeper, with rhythmic and calculated movements.
—That's it, doll… feel how I make you mine.
Rebecca cried and moaned at the same time.
—Yesss… I'm yours…
—Say it properly.
—I'm your crossdresser candidate… yours, Miss Grant…
Elsa accelerated her thrusts, each impact resonating in Rebecca's flesh. Her body trembled, her heels knocking against the floor, her painted lips staining the cushion with saliva.
—Mmmmhh… aaahhh… yesss…
Elsa tilted her back, pulling her hair to make her look at the mirror in the living room. Rebecca saw her sweaty face, smeared lipstick, tearful eyes, and behind her, Elsa's upright body, penetrating her firmly.
—Look at yourself. Do you see Jordan? —asked Elsa.
—Nooo… only Rebecca… only your doll…
Elsa smiled, satisfied, and thrust into her harder.
The orgasm arrived like an earthquake. Rebecca screamed, torn apart by pleasure.
—Aaahhhh, Elsa!
Her body convulsed, releasing a wet wave that stained the sofa. She screamed, moaned, writhed under Elsa's relentless rhythm, until she was exhausted, panting, trembling like a leaf.
Elsa leaned over her, biting her ear gently.
—Now, yes. You are mine.
Rebecca sobbed, blushing, smiling through her tears.
—I'm yours, Elsa… I'm your crossdresser candidate…
The silence that followed was thick, broken only by Rebecca's ragged breathing. Elsa held her by the waist, without excessive tenderness, but with the firmness of someone claiming property.
Rebecca closed her eyes, feeling the security of that dominance. Nothing of Jordan remained. Only Rebecca, whore, crossdresser, candidate, Elsa's doll.
And she was happy to be so.
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Chapter 20: Political Pact

The previous night had ended with Rebecca naked, exhausted, and with tears of pleasure in her eyes, lying against Elsa’s chest. That absolute surrender had left a mark on her—not only on her skin, but on her soul. And yet, at dawn, when she dressed in her pencil skirt and white blouse for the work meeting, she understood that the game wasn’t over: it was only beginning.
Elsa awaited her in the hotel’s private boardroom, with the same predatory calm as always. This time she wore a pearl-gray suit, her lips painted a severe red, and held a folder full of documents. But what ignited Rebecca wasn’t the papers, but the tiny key Elsa twirled between her fingers: the key to the cage.
—Last night you surrendered to me as a woman —said Elsa, without raising her voice—. Today you will surrender to me as a candidate.
Rebecca shuddered, pressing her thighs together under the table.
—Yes, Miss Grant.
Elsa opened the folder and slid forward a few pages filled with surveys and strategies.
—The party needs a figure who provokes, who unsettles, who excites. That’s you. But you’re not just a disguise. You’re my crossdresser doll. And as such, you’ll shine under my control.
Rebecca lowered her gaze, aroused by the rawness of her words.
—I’ll do it.
Elsa smiled with a cruel edge.
—You’ll do it because I command it. Every speech, every public appearance, will be an act of obedience. Every vote won will be an offering to me. Understood?
—Yes…
Elsa leaned toward her, brushing her ear with her lips.
—Say it properly.
Rebecca closed her eyes, panting.
—I’m your perfect crossdresser.
The strategy meeting turned into an erotic ritual. Elsa placed her before the empty podium, the same one where they had practiced weeks before.
—Rehearse the speech.
Rebecca cleared her throat, her heart pounding fast. She began to recite the memorized lines, but Elsa interrupted her.
—Slower. Smile. Remember that you don’t just convince: you seduce.
Rebecca obeyed, moving her hands with feminine delicacy, tilting her head as she had been taught.
—Like that… —Elsa approached from behind and slid a hand along her waist—. But now I want you, every time you say “people,” to silently add: I’m your whore crossdresser.
Rebecca whimpered, pressing her lips together to keep from laughing nervously.
—Yes, Miss…
The speech continued, between stifled moans and corrections. Elsa made her repeat entire paragraphs standing, with a plug larger than before inside her, reminding her of each word with an inner shiver.
—Your voice trembles, doll. Why?
—Because… because I’m full…
Elsa smiled, savoring her humiliation.
—Exactly. Full of me, of my power. And that’s how you’ll step onstage: knowing that every phrase you utter carries my mark.
Rebecca moaned louder but didn’t stop.
When they finished, Elsa closed the folder and pushed her against the podium. With precise movements, she lifted the pencil skirt, pulled down the thong, and fastened the strap-on that Rebecca already recognized.
—The pact is sealed here and now.
Rebecca placed her hands on the wood of the podium, trembling, as Elsa thrust into her from behind with force, the echo of her heels resounding through the empty room.
—Ahhh…!
—Speak, doll.
—I’m your perfect crossdresser… aaahhh… your candidate…
Elsa pounded harder, grabbing her hair, forcing her to face forward as if addressing an invisible audience.

—Smile, doll. Smile while I fuck you. That’s how you’ll do it at every public event: smiling while you remember you’re my whore.
Rebecca obeyed, tears streaming down her cheeks, her makeup smudging.
—Look at me… I’m your crossdresser candidate!
The orgasm tore through her—violent, trembling. She screamed, moaning shamelessly, her whole body shaking as Elsa kept thrusting with an unrelenting rhythm.
When she finally collapsed, gasping, Elsa leaned down and whispered in her ear:
—Every time you open your mouth in public, you’ll remember this moment. You’ll remember that your power comes from me.
Rebecca, blushing and trembling, smiled weakly.
—I’m yours, Elsa… your perfect crossdresser… your doll candidate.
Elsa kissed her on the forehead, like someone marking property.
—Exactly. There’s no pact signed on paper. The pact is in your body, in your moan, in your obedience.
Rebecca closed her eyes, happy in her humiliation. For the first time, she understood that politics and pleasure weren’t two separate paths. They were one.
And she would walk that path as what she already was: Elsa’s crossdresser doll—candidate and submissive, both at once.


Chapter 21: First Political Rally

The municipal theater was packed. Party flags waved along the walls, colored lights bathed the stage, and the murmur of the crowd swelled like an unstoppable tide. There were cameras, photographers, curious party members—and hungry eyes of men who hadn’t come just for politics.
Behind the curtain, Rebecca breathed fast. She wore a black pencil skirt that hugged her hips, a white silk blouse with subtle transparencies, and a pair of red stiletto heels that made her feel like she owned every step. Her makeup was perfect: scarlet lips, feline eyeliner, blush highlighting her cheekbones.
Elsa approached from behind, placing her hands on the waist cinched by the corset.
—Remember, doll: it’s not a speech, it’s a political striptease. Every word must excite as much as it convinces.
Rebecca closed her eyes, trembling under Elsa’s touch.
—Yes, Miss Grant…
The curtains opened. The presenter announced her in a booming voice:
—Ladies and gentlemen, our new voice, our new hope… Rebecca!
The crowd erupted in applause. Rebecca stepped forward with firm steps, each click of her heels echoing against the wood like a heartbeat. The teasing pressure of the plug inside her, ordered by Elsa before she went onstage, made her shiver with every movement.
She climbed to the podium. The microphone waited. And there, before hundreds of eyes, she said clearly:
—I am Rebecca… your candidate.
The ovation was immediate. Applause, whistles, cries of approval. Rebecca smiled with rehearsed elegance, but inside she was drenched in pleasure. Each applause was a public caress, each whistle an imaginary finger between her thighs.
From the front row, Elsa watched her with satisfaction, legs crossed, lips painted a deep red. Taylor stood to the side, looking worried, as if watching someone lose herself completely.
Among the crowd, the party men—James Carter and Ethan Ramírez—watched her with a mixture of desire and mockery. Their eyes climbed her legs, paused at her chest, and when they met hers, they smiled with smirking contempt.
Rebecca noticed. And far from shaming her, it aroused her. Being ridiculed and desired at once made her moan silently, pressing her legs together behind the podium.
The speech continued. She spoke of change, of inclusion, of the future. But every phrase carried an erotic double meaning only she could feel:
—“We must open ourselves to new experiences…” (an inner moan at the plug filling her).
—“The future belongs to those who dare…” (a fleeting fantasy of Aldo taking her in a dressing room).
—“I am here to give myself to you…” (she bit her lip, provoking laughter and whistles from the male audience).
Elsa smiled, pleased. She knew Rebecca wasn’t just giving a speech—she was playing with them, secretly pleasuring herself with the ovation.
When she finished, the audience rose to their feet. Thunderous applause, camera flashes, shouts of support. Rebecca raised her arms and smiled just as she’d practiced: flirtatious, secretive, as if hiding a delicious sin.
As she stepped off the stage, she felt eyes fixed on her ass wrapped in the tight skirt. One bold party member managed to brush her cheek with his hand as she passed.
—Plaf!
Rebecca let out a stifled moan, ahhh, that only Elsa heard.
In the dressing room, Elsa awaited her with a glass of champagne. She closed the door behind her and pushed her against the wall, her gaze alight.
—You were magnificent, doll. Like a whore in a political cabaret.
Rebecca panted, sweaty, her makeup slightly smeared.
—Thank you…
Elsa lowered a hand and touched the cage she still wore beneath the skirt.
—You didn’t even need to come to make an entire audience come.
Rebecca moaned, rubbing against her fingers.
—Aaahhh…
Elsa leaned in and kissed her, devouring her painted mouth, biting her lower lip. Then she turned her around and lifted the pencil skirt, revealing the stockings and lace beneath.
—Now… we’ll celebrate your debut.

Rebecca placed her hands on the dressing-room table, trembling. Elsa fastened the strap-on calmly, watching her through the vanity mirror.
—Look at yourself, doll. Do you see Jordan there?
Rebecca shook her head, gasping.
—No… only Rebecca…
—Exactly. And now you’re going to be fucked like the crossdresser candidate you are.
The first thrust made her scream.
—Aaaahhhhh!
Elsa drove into her hard, gripping her hair so she couldn’t look away from the mirror. Rebecca saw her flushed face, smudged lips, teary eyes, and behind her the relentless body of Elsa marking her final feminization.
—Say it, doll.
—I’m your perfect crossdresser… aaahhh! Your candidate…
Elsa quickened her pace, each thrust in rhythm with the echo of applause still thundering in Rebecca’s memory. For her, it was as if the entire audience was fucking her through Elsa.
The orgasm tore her apart. She screamed, cried, arched as her legs shook, her makeup running, the corset biting deeper into her waist.
—I’m yours, Elsa! Your whore and crossdresser candidate!
Elsa held her tightly, panting with a cruel smile.
—And now you belong to the public too. They applauded you, they desired you, and I fucked you in their name.
Rebecca collapsed onto the table, exhausted, happy, utterly humiliated and aroused.
Minutes later, while Elsa adjusted her suit and Rebecca clumsily put herself back together, Taylor entered the dressing room. She saw them both—the disorder obvious, Rebecca’s skirt still lifted, sweat shining on her forehead.
That night, in bed, Rebecca couldn’t sleep. She still heard the applause, still felt Elsa’s strap-on inside her. Every clap from the crowd, every lustful gaze, was part of the orgasm still pulsing through her body.
She smiled at the ceiling, caressing her own chest.
—I’m Rebecca… I’m the whore crossdresser candidate… and everyone desires me.
Pleasure coursed through her again, soft and burning, like an endless ovation.
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Chapter 22: Desire and Prejudice in the Party

The boardroom was packed. A long mahogany table, the party flags in the corners, bottles of water lined up before every seat. Rebecca entered with steady steps, her heels echoing like bells of announcement, her pencil skirt hugging her hips, and a fitted blouse that hinted at exactly what Elsa had intended to show: that she wasn’t just a candidate—she was a spectacle.
The stares cut into her like blades. Some held disdain, others fire. James Carter lowered his gaze to her crossed legs with a crooked smile, while Ethan Ramírez whispered something in another member’s ear, earning muffled laughter.
Rebecca sat, crossing her legs slowly, aware that everyone was watching her every move. She had learned from Elsa that power didn’t lie in speaking first, but in making them look before you opened your mouth.
—Welcome, Rebecca —said Director Álvarez in a paternal tone—. We want to hear your thoughts, though we know you’re more… the fresh face of the project.
The words stung. “Fresh face,” “decorative doll.” The old Jordan would have exploded with fury. But Rebecca only smiled, lips painted red, and replied calmly:
—The face is only the beginning, Director. What comes behind… is much harder to forget.
The men’s laughter filled the room. Rebecca felt all their eyes devouring her—some mocking, others hungry. And worst of all, or perhaps best, was feeling the wet tingle awaken between her thighs.
Throughout the meeting, they barely let her speak. The men argued over strategies, numbers, polls. They asked her for smiles, camera poses, to lift her glass of water as if making a toast. James even joked:
—Rebecca, just by looking at you, we already gain points in the polls.
Everyone laughed. She did too, though inside she burned. Yet in the midst of their laughter, she imagined another scene: herself on her knees before James, taking in something far more tangible than his words as he trembled with desire.
Each hurtful remark became an erotic spark in her mind. She felt reduced—but also empowered, certain that every one of those men, in private, would want her.
When the meeting ended, Elsa led her aside into a small room with the curtains drawn.
—They reduce you to decoration, doll. So what? —Elsa lit a cigarette, exhaling smoke slowly—. Let them underestimate you. Every hot stare is a vote. Every mocking laugh is a reminder that they can’t stop picturing you naked.
Rebecca bit her lip, her heartbeat quickening.
—They look at me like I’m a fetish…
Elsa stepped closer, grabbing her face firmly.
—And you are. My fetish. My little crossdresser slut.
Rebecca moaned softly, brushing her lips against Elsa’s.
—Yes… your crossdresser doll…
That afternoon, Elsa didn’t wait any longer. She pushed Rebecca against the small conference table, sent papers flying, and bent her over, the skirt riding up to her waist.
—You want to be desired like an object? You will be. But first, you’ll be my object.
Rebecca panted, the lace stockings tightening around her thighs. Elsa pulled the thong down with a sharp tug, revealing the metal cage. She smiled cruelly, tracing a finger over the cold steel.
—Look at you. The party’s doll. You can’t even touch yourself.
Rebecca moaned, pressing her forehead against the table.
—Aaahhh…
Elsa opened a drawer, pulled out a thick dildo, coated it in lubricant with calm precision, and fastened it to the harness.
—Imagine it’s James, or Ethan, or any pig who laughed at you a moment ago.
Rebecca moaned louder, dripping with desire.
—Yes… please…
The first thrust made her scream.
—Ahhhh!
Elsa gripped her waist, fucking her mercilessly, each thrust making her tremble and moan.
—That’s how they see you. As a hole with makeup. And you… you love it.
—Yesss! I’m their crossdresser… their whore…

Elsa quickened her pace, panting into her ear.
—But never forget… you’re mine first.
Rebecca cried from sheer pleasure, trembling beneath her relentless rhythm. In her mind, she saw all the men from the meeting watching her, drooling over her crossdresser body as she came screaming.
The orgasm hit like a collapse. Rebecca screamed, her whole body arched, legs shaking, mouth open.
—I’m yours, Elsa! I’m your crossdresser doll… their little slut candidate…
Elsa held her tightly, biting her neck as she kept thrusting until Rebecca was left exhausted, drenched in sweat, tears streaking her cheeks, her makeup smeared.
Afterward, as Rebecca caught her breath, Elsa made her sit on the table, legs spread, still trembling.
—Listen carefully. —Elsa lit another cigarette, holding it between her lips as she looked her up and down—. Let them underestimate you. Let them use you as a fetish. That’s your victory. Because while they secretly fantasize about you, you’ll be busy taking power.
Rebecca smiled, still gasping, her hand caressing her sweaty chest.
—Yes… I’m their fetish… but I’m also their candidate…
Elsa leaned in, kissing her with contained hunger.
—Exactly, doll. And no other whore in this party has what you have.
Rebecca closed her eyes, shivering. The laughter and comments no longer hurt. On the contrary, each mockery had become erotic fuel.
Now she knew: being a crossdresser candidate meant being a public fetish. And she loved it.
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Chapter 23: Start of the Campaign

The convention hall gleamed with white lights and giant screens projecting the party’s logo. The red carpet stretched from the entrance to the podium, and television cameras hungrily focused on the scene. The candidates waited backstage—all men in stiff suits, severe ties, and rehearsed smiles.
And among them, Rebecca.
Her tight wine-red skirt framed her sculpted hips; the white silk blouse suggested a trace of black lace beneath; the stiletto heels elevated her into an erotic statue among the men. Her makeup was flawless—crimson lips, eyes lined with feline precision, arched brows radiating both defiance and seduction.
The men stared. Some with disguised mockery, others with unashamed desire. Richard Maxwell, leader of the opposition, couldn’t take his eyes off her legs, though his lips were pursed in contempt. Rebecca noticed—and instead of feeling uneasy, she grew wet.
“They see me as a crossdresser, a fetish, a joke. And yet they can’t stop looking.”
Elsa stood beside her, dressed in a fitted black suit, radiating authority. She leaned toward Rebecca, her voice a low, sharp whisper:
—Remember, doll. You’re not here to be accepted. You’re here to be impossible to ignore.
Rebecca swallowed hard, the plug Elsa had placed inside her before the event teasing her with each breath.
—Yes, Miss Grant…
Elsa smiled with cruel satisfaction.
—When you speak, imagine every word as a moan. The audience must crave more of you, even if they’re ashamed to admit it.
Rebecca closed her eyes for a heartbeat, feeling the heat between her thighs. The campaign was only beginning, and already it was an erotic game of power.
The announcer called them to the stage. One by one, the candidates walked out to polite applause—men in suits, waving with rigid gestures. Then came Rebecca’s turn.
—Please welcome… candidate Rebecca.
The auditorium erupted in applause, shouts, flashes. Rebecca walked slowly, each click of her heels like a drumbeat. Her hips swayed in a rehearsed rhythm, her smile dazzling under the lights.
She reached the podium and took a deep breath.
—I am Rebecca… your crossdresser candidate.
A murmur rippled through the hall—a mix of louder applause and nervous laughter. Rebecca felt it all: the mocking like slaps, the lustful stares like caresses. And in the center of that contradiction, her pleasure bloomed.
While the others spoke of economy and security, Rebecca took the microphone calmly and leaned slightly forward, as if offering herself to the audience.
—I’m here to give you something different. I’m not a disguise. I’m not a novelty. I am the future. And the future… wears lace.
A charged silence fell before the ovation burst forth. The applause was louder now, and a few men in the crowd whistled, unable to hide their desire. Rebecca smiled—humiliated and aroused. Each clap felt like a slap against her skin.
In the front row, Elsa crossed her legs, smiling like someone admiring her masterpiece.
After the event, Rebecca was escorted to a private dressing room. Elsa was already there, waiting with a glass of champagne and the familiar strap-on lying ready on the table.
—You’ve been officially born, doll. The campaign has begun. —Elsa stroked her made-up cheeks—. And every word you speak from now on will be under my control.
Rebecca panted, her heart still racing.
—Yes, ma’am…
Elsa kissed her hard, smearing her red lips. Then she pushed her against the vanity, bending her over, lifting the skirt and revealing the black lace she had chosen that morning.
—I’ll fuck you while the applause still rings in your ears.
Rebecca moaned, arching her back.
—Aaahhh… yes, please…
Elsa strapped herself in and, without preamble, drove into her from behind. Rebecca’s cry mixed with the echo of the crowd’s ovation.
—Ahhhhhh!
—Do you feel it? —Elsa whispered, thrusting with relentless rhythm—. Every voter, every stare, every sneer… it’s all right here inside you.
Elsa quickened her pace, fucking her harder, each thrust synchronized with the applause still echoing in Rebecca’s mind.
The orgasm struck like lightning.
—I’m yours, Elsa! Your crossdresser candidate!
She collapsed against the table, sweating, trembling, tears of arousal in her eyes. Elsa kissed the back of her neck, satisfied.
When it was over, Elsa gathered her into her lap, stroking her hair like a worn-out doll.
—This is only the beginning, Rebecca. More humiliation will come, more tests, more power.
Rebecca closed her eyes, smiling faintly.
—I know. And I can’t wait…
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Afterword

And now what, doll?
Rebecca is no longer a promise—she’s reality. Jordan lies buried beneath lace, plugs, and speeches; what now walks beneath the spotlights is pure crossdresser turned power, whore transformed into candidate.
But don’t be fooled: this was only the initiation. What you’ve read is just the erotic prologue to a campaign that’s only beginning. Can you imagine what’s coming? Debates where every word will be a moan disguised as an argument, secret pacts signed not with ink but with lubricant, hotel nights where power and sex share the same bed.
Elsa has already marked Rebecca as her doll, but… what if someone else wants to taste her? A political rival with too much curiosity? An audience that won’t settle for seeing her on stage and demands to see her in bed?
Politics, darling, is an endless stage. And Rebecca—your Rebecca—is ready to seduce, to kneel, and to reign.
Stay with your panties wet, your heart racing, your lips bitten, because the story isn’t over. And when the next part arrives, you’ll see your crossdresser candidate carving her way through applause, prejudice, and public orgasms.
The question isn’t whether you’ll support her.
The question is: are you ready to come with her in the campaign to come?
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imagine — and keep me witing
more fabulous adventures
like this one!

Lot your voice spanrtsle —

leawe a veview!





