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Girlfriend Games



I never meant for her to find out.

Emma had left just a little while ago—ponytail bouncing, purse over one shoulder, telling me she might stop at her sister’s on the way home. Something about almond milk and “girl stuff.” I didn’t ask questions. I just nodded, smiled, and stayed on the couch until the front door latched shut.

Then I made my move.

My heart was already pounding when I stepped into the bedroom. Her dresser was cracked open—top drawer, the one I always glanced at but never dared to touch. I stood over it for a few seconds, staring down at all the colors and textures. So many soft things she wore under her clothes. Things she teased me with, slid down her hips slow while biting her lip, knowing it drove me insane.

I wanted to know what it felt like.

I picked out a lavender thong. It was tiny in my hands, almost weightless. I brought it to my face before I could talk myself out of it. Her scent was still there. Clean, floral, with just the faintest trace of her skin.

My cock thickened instantly.

I kicked off my sweatpants and boxers and stepped into the thong. It hugged me tighter than I expected, riding high across my hips and clinging to my package like a second skin. It didn’t fit right—obviously—but it felt so good. Naughty. Dirty.

Standing in front of the mirror, I ran my hands down my sides. I looked ridiculous. Hairy legs. Broad shoulders. A bulge that distorted the front of the lace. But I couldn’t look away. There was something about the contrast—this feminine thing on my masculine body—that made my blood simmer.

I reached down and palmed myself through the fabric, just to see how it felt.

A low breath escaped me.

That’s when I heard it.

The front door. Opening. Closing.

My heart stopped.

“Babe?” Emma’s voice called out casually. “They were out of oat milk but I got almond—”

I barely had time to move.

She came around the corner just as I turned, still hard, still in her panties, caught like some pervert in the middle of his shame.

The grocery bag slipped from her hand.

“Emma,” I stammered. My throat tightened. “I—I didn’t mean—”

She didn’t say anything.

She just looked at me.

My stomach twisted into knots. I thought she was going to scream, maybe cry. I braced for her to yell, to ask what the hell I was doing, to pack her things and leave. My mind raced with apologies I hadn’t even formed yet.

Then… she smiled.

A slow, amused, almost hungry smile.

“Well,” she said, voice cool and soft. “Aren’t you just full of surprises.”

I stood there frozen, every nerve in my body firing at once. I couldn’t even cover myself—I was already so exposed, and somehow her smile made it worse.

“I—I don’t know why I did it,” I said, heat rushing up my neck. “I just… I was curious, and I thought you’d be gone longer, and—”

She stepped closer.

“Is that my lavender thong?” Her voice dropped, almost teasing now. “I always thought it deserved to be appreciated properly.”

I didn’t know what to say. I nodded, maybe. I couldn’t even think straight.

Then she bent slightly and pulled something from the paper bag she’d dropped.

A bra.

Lacy, pale pink, delicate as spun sugar. She held it up between two fingers and walked it toward me.

“Put this on.”

I swallowed hard.

“I—what?”

Her eyes narrowed just enough to make my knees feel weak.

“You heard me.”

She wasn’t angry. She wasn’t confused.

She was… interested. Like she’d just unwrapped a present she didn’t know she wanted, and now she couldn’t wait to play with it.

And me?

I reached out. My fingers trembled as I took the bra.

Because some part of me already knew—I wasn’t getting out of this.

And, worse… I didn’t want to.

I held the bra in both hands, my breath shallow, heart pounding like I’d just been caught breaking into a church. But Emma didn’t look angry. She looked... delighted.

She leaned back against the dresser, crossing her arms under her chest, watching me like I was some private show she'd forgotten she paid for but now didn't want to end. “Well?” she said. “Aren’t you going to try it on?”

My cheeks were burning. I kept waiting for the other shoe to drop—for her to snap, to call me a freak, to take back that smile.

But she didn’t. She just tilted her head and bit her lip, waiting.

I slipped the bra straps up my arms and clumsily fastened it behind me. It was tight. The cups gaped over my flat chest, but that didn’t seem to bother her. She pushed off the dresser and stepped closer, her fingers ghosting up my arm to the edge of the strap.

“You’ve got good shoulders,” she murmured. “We’ll have to work on your posture though. And shave you, obviously.” Her hand slid up to my chest, cupping one of the empty cups. “A padded bra would help. But honestly? You’ve got the frame.”

I didn’t know what to say. My skin tingled everywhere she touched. Her voice was soft but sure, the kind of voice that made you want to say yes before you even heard the question.

“I…” I swallowed hard. “You’re not mad?”

She smiled wider—dangerous now. “Mad? Baby, I’m thrilled.” Her nails scraped gently down my chest, teasing the skin just above the band of the thong. “You’ve been keeping this side of yourself from me. But now that I’ve seen it? I’m not letting it go.”

My cock was straining hard against the lace, and she noticed.

“Oh, you like this, don’t you?” she said, dragging her nail across my belly. “Of course you do. You look so pretty when you’re helpless.”

I should have said something. I should have asked what the hell was happening. But the way she touched me—soft, slow, in control—made it impossible to think. My brain was melting into heat and pulse and shameful pleasure.

She circled me slowly, her eyes raking up and down my body. “You know,” she said, coming up behind me, her lips brushing my ear, “I’ve always wanted a girlfriend. Someone sweet. Obedient. Soft.”

Her fingers hooked around the sides of the thong, adjusting it on my hips, tightening the fabric over my aching cock. I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding. Her touch wasn’t rough—but it wasn’t gentle either. It was possessive.

“And now look at you,” she whispered. “Wearing my panties. In my bra. Practically trembling. You don’t want to be my boyfriend, do you?”

“I…” My voice cracked. I couldn’t say yes, but I couldn’t say no either. I didn’t even know what I wanted—only that the feel of her nails raking up my thighs made my knees wobble.

Emma moved around in front of me again, slipping one hand under my chin and tilting my head up to meet her eyes. “You’re going to make the prettiest little girlfriend. You’ll do anything I say. Let me dress you. Train you.”

She ran her thumb slowly across my bottom lip, then pressed down gently, just enough to make me open my mouth. My cock throbbed at the sheer control in that tiny gesture.

“I want to teach you how to walk in heels,” she continued, her voice silky now. “How to pout just right. How to suck cock like you were born for it. Would you like that, sweetheart? To be soft and pretty for me?”

I whimpered before I could stop myself.

She leaned in, her lips brushing my cheek, then lower, until I felt the heat of her breath just above the lace.

“But not tonight. I want you needy. I want you aching for it.”

I blinked, dazed. “Emma…”

She turned, already walking away, her hips swaying with confidence she never used to show like this. At the door, she paused and looked over her shoulder.

“Oh—and don’t you dare touch yourself. Not until I say.”

Then she was gone, leaving me standing there in her bra and panties, painfully hard, and more turned on than I’d ever been in my entire life.

I slept like shit. Dreamt of her lips on my skin. When I woke up the next morning, I was still hard.

That alone would've been enough to make me blush if Emma hadn't already completely rewritten the rules. My morning wood pressed snug against the lacy thong I hadn’t taken off all night, the same one she'd told me not to touch myself in. I hadn’t. Not even once. But it took everything I had.

She walked into the bedroom like she owned it—and she did—holding two steaming mugs of coffee and that look in her eyes again. The look that said she had plans.

“Good morning, pretty thing,” she said, setting my coffee down before running her nails down my bare chest. “You behaved?”

I nodded, a little too fast.

Her smile widened. “Good girl.”

Those two words hit harder than any orgasm I’d ever had.

Before I could fully wake up, she had me in the bathroom, stripped down, with a fresh razor in her hand. She leaned in, tugged down the waistband of my thong, and let it drop to the floor. I felt completely exposed.

“We’re starting over,” she said. “Clean slate.”

Then she turned on the shower and pulled me in with her.

It was strangely intimate—not sexual, not yet—but intense. Emma took her time, working the razor down my chest, my arms, my legs. The soft scrape of blade against skin was rhythmic, almost meditative. She washed away the shaving cream in slow circles with her hands, checking for missed patches with her fingers, grazing my thighs just enough to make me gasp.

When she got to my groin, she knelt down and looked up at me with that same amused smirk. “You’re going to be so smooth. So soft. No more stubble. Just pretty skin and lace.”

I didn’t say a word. I was too lost in the feeling of her controlling everything—my body, my image, even my sense of self. By the time she was done, I was hairless everywhere but my head, and trembling from more than just the hot water.

She wrapped me in a towel and led me back to the bedroom like I was her project—and maybe I was.

Laid out on the bed was a pink bralette, a matching pair of satin panties, a little pleated skirt in powder blue, and a short-sleeved top with a scooped neckline and a stitched-in bow at the collar. Next to it: a small black makeup bag and a pair of kitten heels.

She turned to me, brushing her damp hair back. “Today we go shopping. But not like you usually shop.”

“You want me to wear that... in public?” My voice cracked, and I immediately hated how hopeful I sounded.

“Of course,” she said, pulling out a brush and tugging it gently through my hair. “Once I get you ready.”

She started with the basics—foundation, concealer, blush. Her fingers were warm and skilled, brushing powder and pigment across my freshly shaved face. Her eyes never left mine as she applied the mascara, lips curling slightly when I blinked too much and she had to do it again.

“You need to learn to hold still,” she murmured. “Girlfriends don’t flinch.”

By the time she was done, I looked... different. Not passable, not yet, but softer. And that softness only deepened once she dressed me—her hands guiding mine as I stepped into the panties, then tugged the skirt up my thighs. She adjusted the hemline, then reached behind to fasten the bralette, her nails grazing my spine.

“Spin,” she ordered gently.

I did.

When I turned to face her again, she was biting her lip.

“You’re beautiful,” she said. “Not like a woman. Not yet. But like a pretty little doll. Mine.”

A flicker of shame pulsed through me—shame at how hard I still was, how much I wanted her to keep going. But the shame was quickly eclipsed by something hotter. Deeper. I liked the way she looked at me now. Like I was something delicate. Something crafted.

“Look in the mirror,” she said.

I did. And what stared back at me wasn’t Matt, not really. Not the Matt I recognized. This version of me had smooth legs, flushed cheeks, and eyes rimmed in soft shimmer. I didn’t look like a joke. I looked like a fantasy in the making.

Emma stood behind me, resting her hands on my shoulders. “You see it, don’t you?”

“I don’t know what I see,” I whispered.

“That’s okay,” she said. “You will soon.”

She let one hand trail down, slow and deliberate, until it rested against my thigh, just beneath the hem of the skirt. “You’re going to make such a good girlfriend.”

Her fingers slipped just under the edge of my panties. Not enough to touch anything—but enough to make me ache for it.

“But not until you’ve earned it.”

I hoped the mirror was as far as it would go.

I’d already let her shave me smooth, dress me in frills, paint my face with blush and mascara. I’d already spun for her, posed for her, flushed with humiliation when she praised how “adorably slutty” I looked in the tiny skirt she picked out.

But then she held up the pair of heels.

“Put them on,” she said, voice casual, like she was offering me socks. “We’re going shopping now.”

I blinked. “You really mean like… now? Out there?”

Emma smirked and tilted her head. “You didn’t think you were going to stay locked in the apartment forever, did you?” She crossed the room slowly, holding the shoes out. Black patent leather, shiny and tall, with a slim ankle strap and a pointed toe. “Every good girl learns to strut.”

I swallowed hard. “People will stare.”

“Good,” she said. “Let them.”

The heels felt impossible beneath me. Just standing upright was a challenge. My ankles wobbled, my weight shifted in ways I couldn’t control. Emma circled me like a patient trainer with a new pet, tapping one shoe into place, buckling the strap with a gentle but firm hand. She looked up at me once I was fully secured, biting her lip with delight.

“Jesus,” I muttered, looking down at myself. The skirt barely covered my ass. The blush she’d applied earlier made my cheekbones pop, and my lashes looked unnaturally long. If someone didn’t know me—didn’t look too close—I might actually pass for a slutty girl who didn’t know how to dress for daytime.

“Chin up,” she said, nudging me toward the door. “We’ll ease in. Boutique first. Somewhere quiet.”
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The boutique was small and high-end, tucked in the back corner of a strip mall. No teenagers, no crowds. But the moment I stepped inside, my heart nearly gave out. The air smelled like vanilla perfume and expensive fabric. I could hear the click of my heels on the floor with every step. It felt like a spotlight followed me everywhere.

Emma led the way with a quiet confidence, flipping through racks of skirts and dresses like this was just another Sunday errand. I trailed behind her, trying to hide behind a rack of chiffon blouses while also remembering to keep my back straight and my legs together like she’d drilled into me all morning.

A salesgirl approached—blonde, maybe late twenties, wearing tight white jeans and a smirk that said she’d seen everything. Emma didn’t miss a beat.

“My girlfriend needs something fresh,” she said, draping an arm around my shoulder. “Something short. Flirty. You know.”

The girl’s eyes flicked over me, landing on my shaky knees and flushed cheeks. “Of course,” she said. “We just got a new shipment in this morning. You’re gonna look so cute.”

Girlfriend. The word echoed in my head like thunder.

Emma steered me into a dressing room with four or five outfits slung over her arm—tight dresses, cropped tops, pencil skirts I knew I’d never escape from without help. I changed slowly, every movement a reminder of how exposed I felt. The first dress clung to me like a second skin—white and strapless, riding up with every breath.

“Let me see,” Emma called.

I stepped out, one trembling foot after the other, heels clicking like gunshots in the silence.

She sat back on a velvet bench, one leg crossed, lips parted slightly as her eyes raked over me. “Oh, baby,” she said softly. “You’re getting there.”

I wanted to melt into the carpet. I also wanted to kneel at her feet and beg her to never stop looking at me like that.

“You’re so shy,” she murmured, standing and circling behind me. “But you’re walking better already. See?”

Her hands landed on my hips, guiding them left, right, left, right. “Little steps. Let it swing. Like this.” She gave my ass a little smack through the fabric, just enough to make me gasp. “There’s my minx.”

A whimper escaped me. I didn’t even try to stop it.

By the time we left, I had three new outfits in a pink shopping bag and blisters blooming on my toes. But Emma looked radiant—smug and satisfied, like a queen leading her pet princess out into the world for the first time.

She opened the car door for me like a gentleman, then leaned in close before I could sit.

“You did so well,” she whispered. “All those men pretending not to stare. I’m proud of you.”

My cheeks burned.

I didn’t know who I was anymore—boyfriend, girlfriend, doll—but I knew one thing: I wanted more of that voice, more of that gaze, more of that soft, devastating approval. I wanted to make her proud.
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It didn’t take Emma long to escalate things.

The very next evening, she surprised me.

“It’ll be just a few girls,” she said breezily, tossing her hair into a loose, artful updo while leaning into the mirror to apply a final stroke of lipstick. Her tone was casual, but the glint in her eye told another story. “Wine, gossip, nothing crazy. But I want you dressed for them.”

I paused mid-step, my heels wobbling slightly against the hardwood floor.

“Dressed like this?” I asked, uncertain, gesturing vaguely to the outfit I already had on.

She glanced at me in the mirror, her reflection warm with amusement. I was standing there in the lavender blouse she’d chosen earlier, paired with a flirty floral skirt that brushed teasingly against my thighs. My legs were freshly shaved, my lips carried a soft gloss, and my hair fell just the way she liked it—brushed, neat, obedient. I stood there like a pet waiting for praise, my heart pounding.

“No, sweetheart,” she said, turning slowly to face me. “Not like that.”

In her hands, she held something new.

Something smaller.

Something far more revealing.

She laid it out piece by piece on the bed like a ritual: a black lace bustier with delicate boning and garter clips; a sheer, blush-pink robe that barely reached mid-thigh; and a pair of thigh-high stockings so fine they looked like whispers.

My mouth went dry.

“You want me to wear lingerie?” I asked, voice cracking. “In front of your friends?”

Her grin widened as she stepped forward and smoothed her hands over the front of my blouse, fingers trailing down with deliberate slowness.

“I don’t want a boyfriend anymore,” she murmured. “I want a little minx I can show off.”

Then she kissed me—deep, slow, and deliberately possessive—her tongue teasing mine just enough to make my knees buckle. By the time she pulled away, her hands were already slipping beneath my waistband, her touch both commanding and electric.

“You’ll be the center of attention,” she whispered at the shell of my ear. “Doesn’t that make your cock ache?”

It did. Painfully.

Thirty minutes later, I was dressed in the tiniest thing I’d ever worn.

The bustier cinched my waist and lifted my chest, creating the illusion of soft curves where there were none. The stockings hugged my thighs like a second skin, the garter straps snug against my hips. And the robe—diaphanous and teasing—offered no modesty. It fluttered when I moved, doing nothing to hide how the lace of my panties struggled to contain me.

Emma had curled my hair into soft waves and reapplied my makeup with practiced precision. My cheeks were flushed with too much blush, my lips gleamed, and my lashes curled wide and doe-like.

“Flutter, don’t blink,” she had instructed while dusting highlighter across my cheekbones. “You’re not scared—you’re delicate.”

Now I was perched on the edge of the couch, knees together, hands folded, trying not to fidget as the doorbell rang.

I jolted.

Emma gave me a look—arched brow, slight smirk. “Smile,” she said firmly.

Her friends swept into the apartment like a warm breeze—three women in their late twenties, all polished and radiant, laughing over some private joke as they kicked off heels and dropped purses by the door. The moment their eyes landed on me, the air changed.

The room fell silent.

I stood frozen, caught like prey in the glow of a spotlight. My cheeks burned, my lips parted, and I could feel the heat blooming down my neck. The silence held for a beat—then someone squealed.

“Oh my god, Emma,” one of them said breathlessly. “This is him?”

Emma sauntered over to me, wrapping an arm around my waist with proprietary ease. She pressed a kiss to my cheek.

“No, girls. This is her.”

Then she looked into my eyes.

“Say hello, minx.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat and forced my voice into something higher, sweeter.

“H-hi…”

Emma’s voice sharpened. “Louder. Use your sweet voice.”

I tried again. “Hi. It’s nice to meet you.”

That was all it took. The women descended like a curious, giggling flock. They circled me, cooing softly, fingers grazing my arms, one tugging playfully at the sheer fabric of my robe.

“He’s blushing,” one of them said with a delighted sigh. “That’s so adorable.”

“He has better legs than I do,” another added, crouching slightly to run a manicured finger up the curve of my calf. “Seriously, look at that skin.”

I was trembling.

Emma, meanwhile, was completely unfazed. She poured wine as though nothing about this scene was unusual. She claimed her place on the couch, legs elegantly crossed, watching the show unfold with a glass of rosé in hand and a look of private satisfaction.

“Isn’t she precious?” she said, taking a slow sip. “I’ve been training her.”

They asked all the questions I’d dreaded—and secretly longed to answer.

How long I’d been dressing.

If I liked it.

What kind of panties I was wearing.

Each question hit like a slow, intimate touch, and I answered every one in the soft, breathy voice Emma had trained into me. That voice wasn’t mine, not really—it belonged to the girl she was molding me into. The girl who fluttered her lashes and blushed on command. The one who never questioned, only obeyed.

My hands trembled as I spoke. My face burned hot. Every syllable left my mouth with effort, but beneath the lace, I was throbbing. My cock twitched inside my panties, straining helplessly against the delicate fabric. I was leaking into the gusset—humiliated, exposed, and completely overwhelmed.

And they noticed.

“Ohhh,” one of the women murmured, her voice teasing and amused as she bit her lip. “She’s excited. That’s so cute.”

Another tilted her head with interest. “Does she serve?”

Emma, who had been lounging on the couch like a queen watching her pet perform, turned toward me with a glint in her eye.

“You heard them, baby,” she said. “Why don’t you bring us the wine and cheese?”

I hesitated for a breath too long.

She raised a single eyebrow.

That was all it took.

“Yes, Miss,” I said quietly, rising from my seat.

The robe shifted as I stood, fluttering open slightly with each movement. Walking in heels was still new to me, and the hardwood made every step feel precarious. My stride was short and deliberate, hips swaying unintentionally, my ass on full display with each careful step toward the kitchen.

The silence behind me was thick with focus—four pairs of eyes watching me, tracking every sway of the robe, every wobble of my step, every tremble in my posture.

I poured the wine slowly, hands still shaking, trying desperately not to spill. The cheese plate was already prepared—Emma always planned ahead—but the act of carrying it back felt like a performance all its own.

“Speak softer,” Emma called from the couch. “Girly. Polite.”

I turned to one of the women, curtsied just enough to make the hem of the robe lift, and murmured, “Would you like some more, ma’am?”

She smiled at me with open delight, like I’d just knelt and kissed her hand.

“Yes, thank you, sweetheart.”

Each compliment hit like a whip—and a kiss. They stung and soothed. They made me ache. The shame curled hot in my stomach, but underneath that was something else: a craving. I was humiliated, yes—but also high on the attention. High on being seen. Desired. Owned.

By the time I returned to Emma, the atmosphere in the room had shifted. I could feel it in my bones. I wasn’t just a man in makeup anymore. I wasn’t even playing dress-up. I was on display—no longer a participant, but a possession. A pet. A pretty little doll, made to be admired and handled and shown off.

Without a word, Emma reached for me and pulled me gently into her lap.

She spread her legs, positioning me sideways across her thighs, and began stroking my stockinged thigh with slow, lazy touches. Her fingers were light but possessive, her nails grazing up toward the aching bulge in my panties, then back down again, keeping me desperate.

“Good girls get rewards,” she whispered, her voice low, meant only for me. Her nails slipped just beneath the edge of the lace, grazing the sensitive skin there.

“But not tonight.”

I whimpered—soft, involuntary, and needy. I could feel every woman in the room turn toward me at once.

Emma’s friends clinked their glasses together and toasted with laughter.

“To breaking in a good one.”

I sat perfectly still in her lap, blushing furiously, my cock aching, my thighs trembling. And yet I didn’t move. I didn’t speak. I simply let her hold me, pet me, own me—while her friends sipped wine and watched me squirm.

And I wondered—no, ached to know—what she’d make me do next.

What terrified me wasn’t the possibility that it would be worse.

It was how much I hoped it would be.
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After the night with her friends, everything changed.

Emma stopped asking. She started commanding.

There were no more questions about what I wanted to wear, how I groomed myself, or whether I was in the mood to be obedient. She decided those things for me. What I wore. When I shaved. How I sat. How I moved. What I said—and what I didn't.

My mornings began with soft fabric laid neatly at the edge of the bed: an outfit curated with care, as if I were a living doll. Always pastel, always delicate, always matched—complete with panties and heels I still hadn’t mastered. Each choice felt laced with humiliation. A mesh bodysuit that revealed everything. A baby-pink dress with no back. Panties so sheer they may as well have been imaginary.

And yet, I always put them on.

Not because I wanted to—at least, not in the way I used to understand wanting—but because the look in her eyes when I obeyed set something alight inside me. When she smiled, the world went quiet. That approval, small as it was, burned hotter than shame.

She started leaving me notes.

Written on pink stationery. Always folded. Always signed with a kiss.

Practice your walk for fifteen minutes before breakfast, minx. No stomping.

Reapply lipstick at noon. I want it glossy when I get home.

Touch yourself in the mirror, but don’t you dare come. I’ll know.

Some days I obeyed. Other days, I hesitated—or tested her limits—and those were the days I learned what real punishment meant.

Once, she had me spend an entire evening gagged with one of her thong between my teeth, wrists bound tightly behind my back. She dressed me in a maid uniform—black satin, white lace trim—and positioned me at the foot of the bed, kneeling like an ornament. I wasn’t allowed to touch myself. I wasn’t allowed to speak. I wasn’t even allowed to look at her unless given permission.

She sat on the bed with her legs crossed, painting her nails and reading a novel like nothing was out of the ordinary. Every so often, she’d glance down and stroke my cheek with the back of her hand.

“You look so pretty when you're on your knees,” she said once. “Maybe I should keep you like this.”

And I loved it.

I should have been ashamed of how far I’d fallen. But the more she praised me, the more I craved it. Her approval became oxygen. Her disapproval? Devastating. I would have worn anything, done anything, been anything if it meant hearing her purr, “Good girl,” while dragging her fingers along the inside of my thigh.

She stopped calling me Matt.

Around the apartment, I became her girl. Sometimes “minx,” sometimes “doll,” sometimes “sweetheart.” I started answering without thinking. One night, while I was washing dishes in a frilly apron and nothing else, she came up behind me and cupped my ass—her palm warm and possessive through the lace.

“My perfect little housewife,” she whispered.

I whimpered before I could stop myself, pressing back against her hand, aching to be touched.

When I dropped a dish and it shattered on the tile, she didn’t scold me. She bent me over the counter and told me to count out ten spanks.

“Louder,” she ordered after the second one. “Girls aren’t quiet when they’re being punished.”

By the fifth, I was moaning. By the tenth, I was begging.

She didn’t let me come for two full days after that. She edged me instead—slow strokes over silk, teasing me through layers of lace and friction, just enough to make me whimper into her thigh. And every time I got too close, she’d pull away with a smirk and make me thank her.

And I always did.

Our sex changed too. Or maybe it didn’t change—maybe it evolved. Maybe it became what it was always meant to be.

I didn’t fuck her anymore—not in the way I used to. That wasn’t my job.

She would settle into the couch, legs spread, posture relaxed like a queen receiving tribute, and snap her fingers. “Lick me.”

No further instructions. No questions.

I would drop to my knees in whatever she’d dressed me in that day—sometimes a silky babydoll nightie, sometimes only my stockings—and crawl to her, eager and breathless.

She trained me. Taught me exactly how she liked it: slow at first, gentle pressure with the tongue, no hands—those stayed behind my back. Eye contact was mandatory. I had to moan for her. She said it made me look more feminine.

“Sluts moan when they eat pussy,” she’d murmur, gripping my hair tight in her fist, rocking her hips against my mouth. “And you’re my little slut.”

I’d stay there as long as she wanted me. Face buried between her thighs. Her thighs trembling. My jaw aching. My cock straining in whatever ridiculous little panties she’d chosen that day.

And when she came—when she gasped my name, clutching the back of my head, hips jerking with pleasure—I felt whole. Not just used. Not just owned.

Seen.

Afterward, she’d stroke my cheek and whisper how proud she was.

“You’re finally letting go,” she said once, her voice soft, like she was tucking me in.

And I was.

I stopped asking questions. Stopped wondering where my old self had gone. The boy who used to joke about fantasy football and drink straight from the carton felt like a ghost now. I was softer. Quieter. I crossed my legs without thinking. I checked my makeup before answering the door—even for packages. I moaned when she told me to. I didn’t need to be told twice.

But sometimes, late at night, I’d lie awake with the taste of her still on my tongue and wonder how far she wanted to take this.

And why the thought of further made me so hard I couldn’t sleep.
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I should have known Emma was planning something the moment she brought home that little black dress.

It was sleek. Sleeveless. The kind of dress that didn’t just skim the body—it clung to every curve like it had fallen in love with them. The material shimmered faintly under the light, fluid and dangerous. She hung it carefully on the back of the closet door, handling it with the kind of reverence someone might reserve for silk lingerie or vintage perfume. Her eyes glinted as she looked at me over her shoulder.

“You’ll wear this Friday,” she said, her voice casual but her meaning unmistakable.

No explanation. No context.

Just a kiss to my cheek and that wicked little gleam in her eyes that made my stomach flutter.

Friday came too fast.

That evening, she sat me down at the vanity like it was a throne. She stood behind me with her sleeves rolled up, a tray of makeup laid out with precision. Emma always moved with intention, but tonight, her touch had an extra edge—something electric.

She started with foundation, blending it into my skin with slow, careful strokes. Then came the highlighter, catching the light at my cheekbones, followed by contour to sharpen what little definition I had. She murmured compliments under her breath as she worked—half instructions, half praise.

“I want you looking irresistible,” she whispered, leaning in to brush a shimmering gloss across my lips. Her breath was warm against my cheek. “You’ve been such a good girl lately. I think it’s time you felt what it’s like to be wanted.”

My stomach tightened.

“Wanted by who?” I asked, voice small and uncertain.

Her smile widened, slow and sultry.

“You’ll see.”

The dress fit like it had been tailored to me in secret. It slid over my hips with a sensual whisper, cinched at the waist, and hugged my chest in a way that gave the illusion of soft, teasing curves. Emma paired it with nude stockings that smoothed over my freshly shaved legs, a delicate string of pearls around my neck, and the tallest heels I’d ever dared to walk in.

Then came the wig—black, sleek, freshly brushed. It fell around my shoulders in glossy waves, framing my face so perfectly it almost startled me. When I looked in the mirror, my breath caught in my throat.

I didn’t see Matt.

Not even “minx.”

I saw someone else entirely.

Someone a man might flirt with at a bar. Someone whose hips he might press against, whose lower back he might rest his hand on, just to feel her shiver. Someone soft. Desirable. A little nervous, and completely at the mercy of a stranger’s gaze.

Emma stepped behind me, her hands gliding slowly down my bare arms until they settled lightly on my wrists.

“You look gorgeous,” she murmured, her voice rich with satisfaction. “He’s going to love you.”

I stiffened. “He?”

I turned to her, heart pounding like a drum against my ribs. “Emma, what do you mean—who is he?”

She tilted my chin up with two fingers, holding my gaze. Her expression was gentle, but firm. There was no room left for negotiation.

“Don’t panic, baby,” she said, brushing a kiss against the corner of my mouth. “It’s just a date. Just a man I know. He’s clean. Polite. And very, very into pretty little things like you.”

My legs nearly buckled.

“You set me up?”

She nodded slowly, deliberately.

“You’ve come so far, sweetheart. But this is the final step. I want you to feel it—the heat of his gaze. The weight of being seen. Of being wanted. I want you to understand the power in giving yourself over. Completely.”

I swallowed hard. “I’m not ready—”

“Yes, you are,” she said, cutting me off softly but with absolute certainty.

She leaned in and whispered directly into my ear, her lips grazing my skin.

“You don’t even realize how beautiful you are yet,” she said. “But he will. And tonight, you’re going to let him see it.”
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We met him at a quiet lounge tucked away on the far side of town—intimate, low-lit, and discreet, with plush booths and amber sconces that cast a warm glow across every velvet surface. The kind of place that felt designed for secrets.

Emma walked in beside me, her hand resting at the small of my back, firm and possessive. It wasn’t just guiding—it was claiming. Her presence grounded me, steady as a leash.

The man—Lucas—stood as we approached.

He was tall, older, and handsome in a way that didn’t feel polished so much as earned. His features were masculine but weathered, like a favorite leather jacket worn just right. He wore a crisp button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled casually to his forearms, revealing strong hands and just enough forearm to make my breath hitch.

He looked at me—not quickly, not politely, but thoroughly—with a slow, appreciative smile that curled at the edges of his mouth like he knew exactly what he was seeing.

Emma made the introduction with casual ease, as if this were a friendly cocktail meetup and not the climax of a transformation she’d orchestrated down to the last thread of lace.

“Lucas,” she said smoothly, “this is Madeline.”

Madeline.

My fake name. My stage name. My real name now—at least for tonight.

Lucas extended his hand. His grip was firm, self-assured, a little warm.

His eyes lingered.

I didn’t know where to look. My heart thudded in my chest as I tried to keep my expression neutral, demure. Feminine.

Emma slid gracefully into the booth beside me, crossing her legs and lifting her wine glass with effortless poise. She didn’t dominate the conversation—not out loud—but her energy wrapped around us both like velvet rope.

Lucas leaned forward slightly, and for a moment, it felt like there was no one else in the room.

“I have to say,” he said, “you have incredible posture. Are you a dancer?”

I blinked, startled. “No, sir.”

He smiled again—more indulgent this time. “Shame,” he murmured, his gaze sliding slowly, unapologetically, down my body to where the hem of my dress rested high on my thighs. “You’ve got the grace for it.”

The first sip of my drink hit fast. Too fast.

Maybe it was because I hadn’t eaten all day. Maybe it was because my nerves were strung tight, vibrating just beneath the surface. But as we settled into the rhythm of the evening, I found myself loosening—melting just slightly into the role Emma had sculpted for me.

Lucas was charming. Not slick or pushy—just confident. Attentive. He asked about my interests, my favorite music, whether I liked to read. He complimented my earrings and said the gloss on my lips was the perfect shade for my skin. Every time he leaned a little closer, the subtle scent of his cologne—warm, woodsy, masculine—made my pulse jump.

And the whole time, I could feel Emma watching.

She didn’t interrupt. She didn’t interfere. But her presence was an anchor, and her approval hovered at the edge of every word I spoke, every gesture I made.

Then, during a lull in conversation, Lucas touched my hand.

Just lightly. Casually. In the middle of a laugh. But the moment his fingers grazed mine, something inside me jolted.

It was too much. Too real. Too intimate.

And yet... I didn’t pull away.

I didn’t want to.

Because I liked it.

I liked the way he looked at me—his gaze slow, focused, appreciative. Like I was a girl.

His girl.

Emma leaned in halfway through the evening, brushing her lips near the shell of my ear.

“You’re doing so well, my sweet thing,” she whispered. “Look at you. He wants you. I can see it in his eyes. And I know you want to be wanted.”

A shiver ran through me. My cock throbbed beneath the panties Emma had dressed me in, stiffening against the lace. I bit my lip and crossed my legs tighter, trying to mask the rush of heat pooling in my core.

I wasn’t thinking about Matt anymore.

Matt didn’t exist at this table.

Just Madeline.

Just Emma’s pretty little pet—soft, dolled up, and on her first real test.

When Lucas asked if I wanted another drink, I nodded with a shy smile I didn’t have to fake. I crossed my legs higher, shifted a little closer, brushing my thigh against the curve of his knee. The silk of my panties clung damp between my thighs—slick with nerves, arousal, and something dangerously close to pride.

Because for the first time, I wasn’t just dressed like a girl.

I was being treated like one.

And I never wanted that feeling to end.

Emma had always tested my limits.

She chipped away at them, patiently, skillfully, until I forgot I’d ever had any to begin with. But this—this—was different. This was the moment everything would change.

When she leaned in close and whispered, “Let’s get a room,” I didn’t respond.

I didn’t need to.

My silence was enough. My flushed cheeks. The way I clung to her hand as Lucas offered to drive. My obedience was consent, clear as breathless prayer.

In the car, she laced her fingers through mine—tight, proprietary—and rested our joined hands in my lap. To anyone else, it would’ve looked affectionate. To me, it felt like a leash I loved to wear. Her thumb stroked absently over my knuckles, and with every slow pass, I felt smaller. Softer. Filthy in a way I couldn’t stop craving.

By the time we stepped into the hotel lobby, I was practically vibrating. My cock strained painfully beneath the silk panties she’d chosen for me that morning. Every step made the fabric cling tighter. Every glance from Lucas made my thighs tremble.

Inside the room, everything slowed down.

The air was warm. The silence pulsed, thick with anticipation. Emma led me toward the bed without speaking, her hand on the base of my spine. She stopped in front of the duvet and turned me to face her, smoothing both hands down the front of my dress with slow, reverent precision.

She straightened the neckline. Adjusted the hem.

Presenting me.

“She’s ready,” she said softly—to Lucas, not to me—without so much as a glance in my direction.

He was standing near the window, still and quiet, like a wolf waiting for permission to pounce. His jacket was already off. His shirt was unbuttoned at the collar, revealing the faintest glimpse of chest. There was a visible bulge pressing against his zipper, and the sight of it made something deep inside me tighten.

My breath caught.

Emma turned to me, her voice gentler now.

“Do you trust me, baby?”

I nodded. It was all I could do.

She smiled. Then, with a shift in tone so subtle it sent a chill down my spine, she gave the next command.

“Then show him how good my girl can be. Get on your knees.”

I dropped immediately, my knees hitting the carpet with a soft thud. The rough texture scratched through the sheer stockings stretched tight over my thighs. I looked up at Lucas—tall, imposing, utterly in control—and my pulse thundered in my ears.

He reached down, unbuckled his belt, and drew the zipper down slowly. When he freed himself, my mouth parted involuntarily.

He was thick. Heavy. Already glistening at the tip.

My lips tingled. My mouth watered.

Emma knelt beside me like she was proud, brushing my hair behind my ears with a tenderness that made my chest ache.

“Be a good girl,” she whispered. “Make him come.”

I opened my mouth and leaned forward.

The first taste was warm. Salty. My tongue flicked across the head, slowly at first, then more confident as I wrapped my lips around him. He was heavy on my tongue, unfamiliar, stretching my mouth wide. My jaw ached immediately, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t stop.

Out of instinct, I lifted a hand to steady him.

Emma caught it midair. “No hands, minx,” she murmured. “You know better.”

I whimpered but obeyed, letting my hand fall away. I went deeper, slowly, taking him in inch by inch with only my lips and tongue to guide me. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked, saliva slipping from the corners of my mouth as I struggled to breathe through my nose.

It was messy. Sloppy. Honest.

Lucas’s breath hitched. His fingers threaded into my hair and tightened, guiding my pace with slow, deliberate thrusts. I let him. I wanted to be used.

“That’s it,” Emma whispered, her lips brushing my ear. “You’re such a good little thing. Look at you—on your knees with your mouth full, doing exactly what you were made for.”

I moaned, the sound vibrating through my throat and into him. Lucas groaned above me, his hips pressing forward just a little more, not enough to choke but enough to remind me who was in charge.

Tears pricked the corners of my eyes. My lips were swollen. My chin was wet. But I didn’t stop.

I wanted this.

I was making a man moan for me—and I’d never felt more alive.

Emma stroked my cheek with the back of her fingers, her touch soft and devastating.

“When you’re done,” she said softly, “I want you to bend over the bed. I want him to feel how tight that sweet little ass is.”

As if on cue, Lucas withdrew. I gasped, panting, my tongue flicking over my tingling lips.

My head spun. My knees ached. My panties stretched taut over my throbbing erection. I felt raw. Exposed. Ruined.

And yet—I had never felt more ready.

I rose on shaky legs, barely able to feel my knees beneath me. My stockings tugged slightly at the bend of each step as I moved toward the bed. I could still taste him on my lips. Still feel the ache in my jaw. Still hear the low, satisfied groan he’d given when I made him twitch in my mouth.

I bent over the edge of the mattress, just as Emma had instructed. My palms sank into the plush duvet, fingers splaying wide to keep myself steady.

The hem of my dress rode up immediately.

I didn’t fix it.

I wanted them to see me.

Emma followed with deliberate steps, her presence palpable with intention. She came up behind me and tugged the fabric even higher, exposing the lace panties she had chosen for me earlier.

“She’s been ready all night,” Emma said, her voice slow and indulgent. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and eased the panties down to my thighs, pausing to stroke one bare cheek with her palm. “So needy. So desperate.”

I could barely breathe.

Lucas stepped up behind me without a word. I felt the weight of his presence before his hands even touched me.

Then I felt them—one hand pressing against the small of my back, steadying me, while the other slid between my cheeks. His fingers were slick with something warm. He spread me open with confidence, exposing me fully.

I bit down on my lower lip, my entire body tensing.

“Take her,” Emma said. “She’s been begging for this without even saying it.”

That’s when he pushed in—slow and possessive.

I gasped, my whole body arching forward. He was thick and unforgiving, and the stretch burned at first. Tight. Hot. New. I clutched the blankets beneath me, knuckles white, panting into the comforter as he eased deeper.

“Let him stretch you, sweet girl,” Emma whispered, her mouth near my ear now. Her fingers trailed gently up my spine. “Let him fill that tight little hole you’ve been saving just for this.”

Lucas groaned behind me as he slid in the rest of the way, his hands gripping my hips with bruising pressure. He held me there, still, as if savoring the feeling of being buried deep inside me. I whimpered, my legs trembling beneath me, the air punched from my lungs.

I didn’t know if it was pain or pleasure or something more complicated—something raw, intimate, overwhelming. I only knew that I was being taken. Claimed. Owned.

And then he moved.

Slow, powerful thrusts—measured but rough. His hips struck the backs of my thighs with each movement, pushing me forward into the bed. Each thrust jolted through my body, each one sending sparks down my spine. My cock twitched with every one, untouched and leaking onto the sheets below me, aching for release that would never come unless she allowed it.

Emma stood beside us, watching like she had choreographed the whole scene in her mind a hundred times before.

She stroked my lower back gently, murmuring encouragement in a voice only I could hear. “You were made for this,” she breathed. “You feel how hard you make him? Listen to those sounds. That’s all you, baby.”

I moaned—helplessly, involuntarily.

My body had no resistance left. My ass clenched around every deep thrust. My thighs trembled as he filled me again and again, his rhythm steady, claiming. My body molded to it, melted under it.

And then I saw us—reflected in the full-length mirror at the end of the bed.

Me, bent over. Taken. My lips parted in a silent moan. My dress hiked up to my waist. My ass bare. A man behind me, thick and relentless, buried inside me like I was his to ruin.

And Emma—standing just beside me, arms crossed over her chest, eyes glowing with pride. With ownership.

I didn’t look like a man.

I looked like a woman being broken open and remade.

And I never, ever wanted to go back.
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We didn’t speak much on the way home.

Lucas had kissed my cheek when we parted in the hotel hallway, his lips soft but certain. Then he’d turned to Emma and offered her a slow, knowing nod before walking off down the corridor, his hands tucked into his pockets as if nothing extraordinary had happened.

I couldn’t bring myself to meet either of their eyes.

My legs trembled with every step. My thighs were still shaky, my breath uneven, and the inside of me ached—stretched, raw, and undeniably full in a way I had never felt before.

Emma didn’t rush.

She guided me to the car gently, like I was fragile, something precious that needed careful handling after being so thoroughly unwrapped. She opened the passenger-side door herself, helped me inside with a hand on the back of my head, then smoothed my skirt over my thighs like she was tucking me in.

By the time we pulled into the driveway, the silence between us had thickened into something heavy. Not awkward, not uncertain—but electric. Charged. Like the moment before lightning splits open the sky.

She led me inside, still quiet, and directed me to sit on the edge of the bed. I obeyed without question.

I was still wearing the black dress. My panties—crumpled and used—were stuffed into my purse like a filthy little souvenir. My makeup was smeared, my lips smudged. My hair was a tousled mess, and the carpet burns on my knees pulsed with each shift of movement. I looked wrecked. Beautifully wrecked.

Emma stood in front of me with her arms crossed, studying me in silence.

“So,” she said at last, her voice soft but deliberate, “tell me everything.”

Heat surged to my face.

“I—I don’t know what to say,” I stammered.

“Start with how you felt when he looked at you.”

I swallowed hard, heart pounding all over again at the memory.

“Exposed,” I said. “Nervous. Kind of… shy.”

She stepped closer, her gaze unwavering. “And when he touched you?”

My thighs pressed together instinctively.

“It felt… intense. Like I wasn’t in control.”

Emma reached out and brushed a loose strand of hair from my cheek. Her fingertips trailed along my jaw, her touch featherlight but purposeful.

“Did you like it?”

I hesitated, shame prickling under my skin like static.

“Yes,” I whispered.

Her eyes gleamed. “Say it again. Clearly.”

“I liked it.”

A slow smile spread across her face, indulgent and proud. “Did you like sucking him?”

I bit my lip, cheeks flushing deeper.

“Yes.”

Her hand slid down to rest lightly over my skirt-covered thigh, fingers firming.

“Did you like it when he bent you over and filled that tight little hole like it belonged to him?”

My breath caught.

I could barely nod, but I did.

She pressed harder now, her hand warm and steady. “You liked being his girl.”

“I did.”

“But you’re my girl,” she said, voice low and sure. Her grip tightened. “And that means you exist to please me. Do you understand?”

I looked up at her, my chest rising and falling rapidly.

“Yes, Miss.”

She leaned in, her breath hot against my ear.

“Then tell me what you really wanted tonight.”

My eyes fluttered shut.

“I wanted to make you proud.”

That undid her.

She let out a soft, satisfied sigh and pushed me gently backward onto the bed. The mattress cradled my body as I fell back, my skirt riding up to my waist.

“Take this as your reward,” she murmured.

She climbed on top of me slowly, straddling my hips gracefully. She kissed me deeply, until I no longer knew where I ended and she began.

Then she reached between us, lifting the hem of my skirt higher, exposing me completely. Her hand wrapped around my desperate, aching cock—already wet at the tip, twitching against her palm.

Her grip was warm. Sure. Possessive.

I gasped, and she caught the sound in her mouth, her kiss never breaking as she stroked me in slow, torturous rhythms.

“My good girl,” she whispered. “My obedient little minx.”

I moaned beneath her, every nerve in my body overstimulated. Each touch from her felt like a reward. Each praise like a drug I had no immunity to. I couldn’t get enough.

And then she took me inside her.

She was already slick—soaked and eager—and she sank down on me with one slow, perfect motion, wrapping around me like a velvet glove. I cried out softly, overcome by the heat, the pressure, the rightness of it all.

She kept her skirt on. Let mine bunch up between us like some shared secret—two girls, tangled together.

Her lips brushed my cheek. “You’re mine,” she breathed. “No matter how many men I let fuck you, at the end of the night, you are mine for the taking.”

I nodded, helpless, filled and lost and grateful beyond reason.

She began to move—slow, rolling circles at first, grinding down against me, making me feel every inch of her. My hands found her hips, then slid up to cup her breasts beneath the neckline of her dress. I tugged it down just far enough to expose her.

Her nipples were rosy and perfect.

I leaned up, sucked one into my mouth, and groaned against her skin as she arched into me.

“Don’t you feel amazing?” she whispered, her voice thick with pleasure.

“Yes,” I moaned, my lips brushing against her breast.

She moved faster, riding me hard now, her hips slapping softly against mine. Gasps escaped me with every thrust. My cock pulsed deep inside her. I was holding on by a thread.

And then the wave broke.

My release surged through me with a force that stole my breath. My entire body arched. I cried out, open and raw, undone beneath her as she held me tight and rocked me through it.

Emma leaned over and kissed my temple, her voice tender as silk.

“There she is,” she whispered. “My perfect little girlfriend.”
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