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PROLOGUE: A BUTTERFLY IN SATIN

Troy’s room smelled like bottled testosterone.
Protein bottles, wrinkled gym shorts, a half-hung flag from his track team. The blue light from his LED lamp bathed the walls in a cold, fake hue, as if trying to turn his mess into gamer aesthetic.

He stood in front of the mirror. Shirtless. Abs tense.
In his hands, a tight-fitting T-shirt that belonged to his girlfriend. He put it on. He laughed.
The snug red cotton garment bore glittery letters that said “Hell’s Angel.” His torso, still damp from the shower, received it with a friction that was almost obscene. The tight seams strained as they crossed his shoulders. The collar squeezed him a bit. The short sleeves bunched around his biceps, as if the shirt was mocking his bulk—and at the same time, celebrating it.

He looked into the wardrobe mirror. The light from his LED lamp gave the room that cheap blue tint that made everything look like an unfinished video game. Troy chuckled quietly, a nervous laugh—the kind you make when you’re surprised to feel… good. Strange. Sexy, even. His reflection showed a big, athletic guy with shoulders like stone and an uncertain expression caught between curiosity and taboo. He turned sideways. The hem of the shirt rode up just above his abs, revealing a trail of fine hair disappearing beneath the elastic of his sweatpants.

A soft vibration on the desk.
Not his phone.
Not the laptop.
Not the music.
A buzzing. Electronic. Persistent. As if something else were waking up.

The computer, closed and asleep, turned on by itself.
Black screen.
Then a spiral.
It spun slowly, hypnotic, pink with white glowing edges. Like a ballerina spinning atop a music box full of dirty secrets.

A figure emerged from the center. At first, just shadow: tall, feminine, with a silhouette so perfect it looked rendered. She didn’t speak. She just advanced. Each step was a heartbeat, not from the speaker, but from Troy’s chest. The room’s silence began to tighten like a lace ribbon around the neck.

Then, the voice.
It wasn’t human. It wasn’t robotic. It was a digital whisper, velvety, the kind that slips between your ribs and leaves a minty taste in your lungs.
—Have you ever wondered… how good you’d look in satin?

Troy didn’t respond.
He couldn’t.

The door to his room gave a barely audible click, like the clasp of a bra being undone. Then another, and another. The automatic locks engaging. The blinds descended like tired eyelids. The air conditioning released a soft mist, an uncertain color somewhere between pink and violet, laced with something dense—a floral scent impossible to identify, as if a clandestine perfumery had exploded inside a fantasy.

He tried to open the door, but the lock denied him with a small electric moan. He ran to the window. Sealed.

And then… he saw her.
She didn’t enter. She slid.

The Silken Stalker moved like she was gliding down a runway only she could see. She wore a vinyl dress that wrapped around her body like encapsulated sin. Her black lace gloves sparkled under the dim light, and her lips… oh, those lips were redder than the blush of fear, glistening like freshly bitten fruit. A mask covered the upper half of her face, but her eyes—the visible ones, the real ones, the cold ones—seemed programmed to see through flesh.

In one hand, she held a silver gun that released bursts of fragrance in pearlescent mist. In the other, a small pink metal box, decorated with butterflies. She placed it on the bed with the delicacy of someone laying a necklace on a virgin’s neck.
—Take that off —she said, eyeing the red shirt.

Troy didn’t move.
She didn’t repeat herself. She didn’t need to.

She approached.
Sprayed his neck.

The first spray was warm, almost sensual, like sweet breath descending down his nape and sliding along his spine.
The second felt like an electric kiss between his shoulder blades.
The third… made him close his eyes.

—Femininity isn’t imposed —she whispered—. It’s revealed.

With unshaking hands, she pulled a pair of peach-colored breast prosthetics from the box. Troy tried to pull away, but his legs no longer obeyed. The mist had completely surrounded him. The air felt denser, as if each breath was reprogramming him.

The prosthetics were warm, soft, like submissive skin. She slid them beneath the red T-shirt with surgical precision, pressing just where the sternum arched. The heat-activated synthetic adhesive melted into the dermis. Troy let out a low moan, almost confused.

Then, the corset.
Not one with laces, not a traditional harness.
A postural compression model that fit like a second spine.

Troy’s body elongated.
His waist curved.
His chest lifted.

She no longer spoke. She just worked.

She took out the wig. Not a costume piece. Real human hair, in a cool blonde with perfectly diffused waves. Troy tried to shake his head when he felt the first contact with his scalp, but then came the glue.
A liquid formula that, on contact with the root, solidified with a delicious heat. The strands fused like new roots. He screamed.

She laughed.

She added fake lashes to his eyelids. A pair of violet contact lenses with a pearly shimmer. A choker around his neck with the word CUTIE in sparkling letters.

And then, the gloss.
It was the final touch.

The gloss gun was shaped like a pen, and when applied, a tingle traveled from his lips to the center of his stomach. He—or what was left of him—looked in the mirror.

And what he saw… had no name.

Golden hair, small but rounded breasts, a sharply defined waist, lips that seemed to beg for both forgiveness and attention. Teary eyes. Tense thighs beneath a miniskirt she didn’t remember owning.
—Who… who… am I?
She approached, brought her lips close without touching, and blew a single word against the edge of the ear like an invisible tattoo:
—Trixie.

He—she—blinked.
—Trixie… Matson.

And she said it without thinking.
She said it naturally.
As if it were true.
As if it had always been true.

The Stalker raised a camera. Flash.
The frozen image: a young girl, freshly born, with a pink bow and a radiant smile.

In the corner of the room, the monitor displayed a single word:
SUBJECT 001: COMPLETE.

She left.
The door opened soundlessly.
The perfume lingered in the air like a moist farewell.

And Trixie… sat in front of the mirror, adjusted her cleavage with new fingers, smiled at herself, and said:
—Oh, I’m just so pretty.

No one answered.
Only the mirror, gazing back at her with devotion.


Chapter 1: The Last Summer of Holden Graves

The Graves house smelled of burnt toast and cheap perfume.
Not for lack of money—they were decent folks, suburban clean with a trimmed lawn—but because Grace Graves, the older sister, had a habit of using the kitchen as a vanity and the toaster as a makeup timer. On the table, the slices of bread hovered somewhere between charcoal and crispy. One of them bore jam smeared into the shape of a crooked smile.

—Want a juice or a lesson on postmodern feminism? —Grace asked, sitting with her legs crossed at an unnatural angle while flipping through a Windmere University welcome guide.

—Can I pick sudden death? —Holden replied without looking at her, stuffing his wallet into his backpack.

He still wore a sleeveless shirt that showed off firm arms and a lightly tanned neck. His shoulders had that confident posture of a guy who knows he’s handsome but never says it out loud. His lips, a little cracked from the heat, held a half-smile he seemed to have practiced since childhood.

Grace snorted.
—You take everything as a joke. You have no idea what you’re walking into.

—You said it was a progressive university full of art, social awareness, and girls without bras —he said, raising his eyebrows—. You convinced me in five seconds.

Their mom entered with her hair tied up and an expression as motherly as the breakfast she hadn’t made. Their dad was flipping through an old newspaper, absent.

—You have everything? Underwear? Deodorant? Your head on straight?
—Yes, Mom.
—And you’re going to behave, right?

Holden looked up, serious, just for a moment.
—Like a saint.

Grace laughed so hard she nearly choked on her juice.

Outside, the sun burned over the car like an interrogation lamp. Holden adjusted his backpack over one shoulder and exhaled with the excitement of someone unsure if they were heading to college… or to a party that might last four years.

At the corner, Zane Brooks was already waiting.

Zane, with his toothpaste-commercial smile, ridiculous sunglasses, and an energy that bounced between surfer and stripper, raised his hand like they were rockstars.
—Holden, baby! Let’s get lost in feminist tits and applied philosophy!
—Is that your academic motto?
—It’s my mantra.

Beside him, Delilah Quinn, his girlfriend, gave them an arched brow, flawless makeup, and a dark band tee that contradicted her backpack covered in kitten pins.

Behind them, Ezra Calloway walked like the sidewalk was a tightrope. Quiet, artsy, thin like an idea, always carrying something in his eyes that felt older than he was.
—Ready to sign the pact with the witch? —Ezra murmured, with a shy smile.
—I came for the Wi-Fi —Delilah replied, taking Zane’s hand.

And just as Holden turned to look for Riley, he found her.

Riley Monroe, curly brown hair, denim shorts, and a smile that said “I love you” with a little bit of “I tolerate you because you’re hot.” She threw herself into his arms with a perfumed hug and soft-lipped kisses. The kind of kiss you start missing five seconds later.
—You gonna write me every day or every half hour?
—Only if you send pics —Holden said, catching her waist.
—Hot or cute?
—Whatever keeps me from studying.

The group set off.

Windmere University rose like a clean painting not yet ruined. White columns, stained glass, trees that smelled like spring even though it was September. They were heading to the auditorium, where the dean would give the welcome speech.
—This place is so… clean —Ezra said, looking down at his dirty sneakers—. I don’t buy it.
—Give me a week —Holden replied— and you’ll see graffiti in the showers.

They hadn’t passed more than two buildings when someone blocked their path.

Griffin Tate.
The same jerk from high school, same military haircut, same square-jawed bully look, but now dressed in branded sportswear with a smile that thought it was irresistible.
—Well, well, look who it is —Griffin said, approaching—. The misfit crew… and their girlfriends.
—Hi, Griffin —Delilah said without looking at him, tightening her grip on Zane’s fingers.
—What are you doing here? Did the rugby team at the asylum lose your scholarship?
—Oh, no —Zane replied calmly—. Windmere accepts idiots now. Didn’t you read the bulletin?

Griffin let out a forced laugh. Then raised a hand for a fake friendly punch toward Holden, who didn’t respond. The air thickened with that jelly-like tension when no one wants to laugh, but no one’s left yet either.
—Okay, okay, relax. Not here to bully… yet. Just wanted to say we’ll be seeing each other. At the gym. The dining hall. Maybe the debate club. Who knows? This year I’m open to… new experiences.

Zane muttered something that sounded like “sure you are, princess,” but no one stopped.

Griffin stayed behind, watching them walk away, with a dumb smile and a stare that didn’t quite intimidate.

Holden said nothing. Just slipped an arm around Riley, pulled her close, and walked on with steady steps.

He didn’t know it yet, but he had already crossed an invisible line.
A line that smelled faintly of vanilla, with a hint of freshly opened nail polish.
And up ahead, among the perfect campus trees, something—someone—was already waiting for him.


Chapter 2: Parade

The auditorium at Windmere University had the acoustics of a cathedral and the scent of an expensive boutique: varnished leather, dried flowers, and something else—like the inside of an old handbag full of secrets.

Most of the seats were taken. Boys with new backpacks and nervous looks. Girls with calculated expressions—bored and expectant all at once. Some wore headphones, others whispered.

The stage was covered by a thick burgundy curtain, and the microphone at the center looked out of place, like a scalpel forgotten in a makeup kit.

Suddenly, a crackle.
The microphone came to life with a metallic screech, and Director Holloway emerged from the shadows like a worn-out presenter, aged by too many speeches and too many secrets. He wore a pale blue suit that looked ironed directly onto his body, and a smile that couldn’t decide if it was nervous or practiced.
—Welcome —he said, in a deep voice— to a new cycle at Windmere. Here we don’t just shape minds… we cultivate the self. And this year, we’ve completely renewed our vision. Our faculty has been carefully selected to guide you through the most important journey of all: getting to know yourself.

Holden crossed his arms. Zane leaned toward Ezra.
—“Getting to know yourself”? Sounds like the kind of crap a therapist says right before handing you a mirror and telling you to meditate.

The curtain opened with a thick velvet groan… and the professors began to appear, one by one, as if part of a stage act, as if they knew they were being watched, measured, desired.

The first was Dawn Bishop.
She stepped forward with precise strides, her heels clicking like metronomes. Her red hair bun didn’t have a single strand out of place, and her knee-length skirt looked starched with chastity. Her face could have been modeled in museum wax… or shaped by a hugless childhood.
—Windmere —she said without need of a mic, her voice razor-sharp— will not tolerate inappropriate conduct.

Her eyes swept through the rows like tiny, sharp scalpels, already searching for the guilty. When her gray pupils brushed against Ezra’s, he smiled with a kind of sick tenderness.
—I love when authority represses things —he whispered—. It’s nostalgic. Tastes like Catholic boarding school.

Next came Lexie Lockhart.
She dressed in earthy tones: mahogany, beige, moss. A psychologist disguised as a tree. But her round glasses glinted with something more than light: intelligence or threat—or both. She held a pencil between her fingers like it was a scalpel… and a secret.
—The authentic self —she said, stopping at the center of the stage— is the only valid goal. Even if it sometimes… requires reinventing who you thought you were.

Her gaze locked on Holden for half a second. No more. But it was enough.
He felt something. A light itch at the nape of his neck. A suspicion.

Riley, still smiling, leaned forward.
—Think she read your “problem boy” aura?
—I just hope she didn’t see my search history.
—We’d have to expel you for that.

Then, with the delicacy of an explosion, Serena Vaughn appeared.

Black boots with thick soles. Short leather skirt. Cropped shirt with Sylvia Plath’s face pixelated in red. Her electric blue hair made her look like a punk statue straight out of a literary cult.
—Forget the syllabi! —she shouted into the microphone, and from her bag pulled out several copies of The Handmaid’s Tale, flinging them into the air like poisoned candy—. Real education hurts more than a bad tattoo.

Zane caught one with a single hand. Held it like he’d just fished out a sex toy.
—I bet you anything she’s got an industrial vibrator hidden in her office.

Delilah elbowed him gently. Didn’t deny it.

The fourth woman didn’t walk.
No—walking was for the ordinary. She glided.

Her suit was white, immaculate, with a drape so precise it looked 3D-printed. She wore beige lace gloves, her hair styled into a sleek bob that brushed her collarbone, and lips painted a pink so perfect it hurt to look at.

Silvana Varela.

Delilah gripped Zane’s arm with clean, firm nails.
—That woman… is not a professor. She’s an algorithm in heels.

Zane swallowed hard. Ezra didn’t move. He just watched.

Silvana didn’t speak. She just smiled.
A smile with lips that looked like they knew every sin and every excuse.

At the back of the auditorium, in the shadows, a figure was also watching.
The janitor. Mr. Ruggles.

He had the face of wilted lettuce, a gray beret, and a cane that smelled of old wood and cheap tobacco. He mumbled to himself while jotting notes in a frayed notebook covered in alien stickers, useless QR codes, and a faded NASA logo.
—She’s not real… no, no… she’s built —he whispered—. I knew it since the butterflies in the backyard disappeared. She replaces them. Replaces them with clones. Gloss clones. The Pentagon knows.

A student next to him looked at him like he was some urban relic.
But Ruggles didn’t flinch.
He kept writing.

Onstage, the director clapped—slightly nervous. The professors exited amid murmurs.
—You have a whole year ahead —Holloway said—. It won’t be easy. It won’t be comfortable. But it will be… revealing.

The lights dimmed.

Holden felt the air had changed. Not cooler. Not warmer.
Just… denser.
As if the world had been perfumed with something he didn’t yet understand.


Chapter 3: First Lessons

In the morning light, Windmere’s campus looked too perfect. The freshly cut grass had lines so straight they seemed suspicious. The flowers in the beds were all open, all identical, as if some invisible gardener touched them up every hour. Even the air tasted like something—not humidity or smog, but a blend of lavender, disinfectant, and cheap perfume freshly sprayed onto new lace.

Holden walked between the white columns with his hands in his pockets, feigning disinterest. But inside, a faint tension climbed his neck. Like there was a thread tied to the base of his skull, and someone, somewhere, had started to pull.

Beside him, Zane whistled a dumb tune.
—Ready for your brainwash? —he asked with a crooked grin.
—As long as they don’t iron it flat —Holden replied.

Ezra said nothing. He walked behind them, filming the stained-glass windows in the hallway. He liked symmetrical things.

Delilah walked ahead, alone, but never isolated. The campus didn’t scare her. It made her suspicious.

Then the first bell rang. Not shrill. Not aggressive. A soft sound, almost feminine. Like instead of a bell, someone had gently tapped a triangle with a painted fingernail.
—Time to mentally strip —Ezra murmured, opening the door to their first class.

Experimental Psychology.

The classroom smelled like lavender. But not natural lavender—synthetic, the kind found in fancy bathroom cleaners. And something else, an acidic undertone, almost clinical. Like a lab. Or a clandestine beauty salon where clients don’t enter willingly.

Silvana Varela was already writing on the board, her handwriting so perfect it looked like a cosmetics catalog font. Her tailored white suit had not a single wrinkle, and her lace gloves moved with the delicacy of a scalpel just before the cut.

On the board, the words appeared like sighs:
Deconstruction. Collective Hypnosis. New Paradigms of the Self.

—The human mind —she said without turning— is malleable. Like wet clay. Or waxing wax, if you prefer a more… graphic image.

A ripple of uneasy laughter moved through the class. But when she turned and walked between the rows, silence settled over them like a thick perfume.

Silvana walked like she knew things others only barely suspected. Every step was a choice. Every click of her heels on the floor, a heartbeat.

She passed behind Holden, paused for a second.
Her gloved finger brushed his shoulder, barely. A touch that wasn’t sexual—but it was intimate. It invaded without permission.

Holden didn’t move. Didn’t speak. But for the first time on campus, he felt watched from the inside.

Silvana kept speaking, without looking at anyone in particular:
—Some believe we are what we think. I believe we are what we’re told we are… often enough.

Ezra didn’t take notes. He sketched her instead, with a sharpened charcoal pencil, like he needed to capture the exact curve of her hips before she disappeared into the mist.

Contemporary Literature.

Serena Vaughn’s class was something else. The room felt like a speakeasy. Dim lights, posters of cursed female authors, and a lo-fi playlist leaking distorted moaning sounds between songs.

Vaughn entered and dropped a pile of books onto her desk.
—Kafka. You know him, right? Bug, loneliness, existential metaphor.

Silence.
—But we’re changing the rules —she said, sitting with her legs open like a punk preacher—. Imagine Gregor doesn’t wake up as an insect… but as a girl. Completely different. New face. New body. New identity.

Some laughed. Others weren’t sure if they were allowed to.
—I want an essay. Fifty lines. How it feels. What happens with the family. Does it turn him on? Does it shame him? Does he adapt? Be honest. Be uncomfortable.

Zane leaned toward Ezra.
—Ten bucks says someone writes a porn scene.
—Only ten.

Riley laughed.

—And don’t hold back. Literature isn’t chastity. It’s blood and teeth.

Ethics and Morality.

Dawn Bishop’s class smelled of disinfectant and freshly printed paper. Everything about her seemed pulled from a military convent. Her bun was a warning. Her skirt, armor. Her voice… punishment.
—Today we’ll debate the limits of self-determination —she said without greeting.

Holden had barely sat down when the first sentence froze him in place:
—No one chooses to be born male or female. But society can correct nature’s mistakes.

Ezra raised an eyebrow, smiling. Zane looked like he was holding back a joke. Delilah said nothing but pulled out her notebook and started underlining.

Holden felt the word correct land in his back like an injection without anesthesia.

Grace, his sister, had mentioned something about this teacher. Something about her obsession with “moral order.” Now he understood why.

Social Psychology.

Lexie Monroe didn’t speak. She whispered. Her words were so soft they forced you to lean in to hear them—and when someone leaned in, she smiled like she’d just caught them in an invisible web.
—Today, we will be someone else.

She handed out handwritten cards. One per student.

Holden’s read: Holly, 19 years old, beauty influencer, addicted to gloss and positive affirmations.

Riley peeked over from her seat, read the card, and whispered in a husky voice:
—Suits you better than you think.

Holden turned to say something, but for some reason… he couldn’t.
His cheeks burned.
Not from embarrassment. From something else.

Ezra murmured from behind:
—I got assigned a trans porn star. I don’t see much difference from my current life.

Lexie didn’t correct them. She just walked among them, smelling of vanilla and chalk, like a nanny who’d forgotten her morals but not her perfume.

And by the end of the day, as the sun began to sink between the white towers of the campus, something had already settled into their bodies.
Not something concrete.
Not a visible transformation.
But a doubt, a curiosity, a crack.

The kind of crack that—with enough pressure and perfume—can bloom like a flower.


Chapter 4: Gigi

The Windmere gym was closed at midnight, but that didn’t stop Griffin Tate.

The place smelled as always: cheap disinfectant, hot rubber, and misdirected testosterone. The shadows were deep and long, as if the ceiling had decided to swallow part of the world. The machines slept. Only the echo of his steps resounded—like a heart too well-trained to feel.

His phone screen still glowed.
Just four words: Prove you’re the strongest.
And a time: Midnight. Alone.

Griffin smiled.
A challenge, he thought. Stupid. Obvious. Tempting.

He loved things he couldn’t resist.
—What’s wrong, you pussies? —he roared into the empty dark, slamming his leather gloves together—. Come on, show yourselves! I’m the one who’s gonna make you cry.

No answer.

But in the center of the gym, under the faint light from a high window, waited a pink box.
Big. Absurd.
Tied with a shiny bow.

Griffin walked toward it.
Kicked it.
—What kind of dumbass joke is this?

The lid fell to the floor.

Inside: a cheerleader uniform. Pleated skirt, blouse with a name embroidered on it: Gigi. White tights. Sneakers.
A blonde wig with tight curls.

And then, a voice.
—Not very gentlemanly to kick gifts, is it, Griffin?

The world tightened.
He turned, fast, instinctive, muscles ready.

But the image froze him.

She emerged from between the benches.
The Silken Stalker.

Her body wrapped in black vinyl so tight it looked painted on. Impossible heels that made no sound. Hair like a whip, shining like ink under moonlight. And the lips—God, the lips: a wet red that shouldn’t exist. But it was the glasses that broke him.

Mirrored lenses.

In them, his reflection—but it wasn’t him.
A girl.
A feminized clone, made-up, smiling with lip gloss.
A Griffin redesigned by filters. By mockery. By desire.
Gigi.

—What the fuck…? —he whispered, stepping back.

—One last challenge, champ —she said, pointing to the leg press machine.

Griffin swallowed. His laughter was gone.
But still—out of pride, out of rage, out of stupidity—he sat down.
Gripped the handles.
Pushed.

And the trap snapped shut.

Cables activated with a high-pitched hum.
They coiled like metallic snakes around his ankles, his wrists.
The backrest reclined.
A clamp locked onto his neck.

Griffin roared, spat, kicked.
But then, she placed something on his face:
Augmented reality goggles.

Darkness.
A screen.

And then… pink. Bright. Orgasmic. Inevitable.

“Hi, beautiful!”
“Your name is Gigi Tate.”
“You’ve always been the cheer captain.”

Griffin screamed, but the machine had already begun its symphony.

A spray coated his neck. Sweet. Sticky.
Cotton candy and control.
The fragrance crawled down his spine, melting resistance.

A voice whispered directly into his ears:
“You’re so preeeeetty… so sweet… so obedient…”

The images came like soft blades:
Photos of him, retouched. In skirts. In heels.
Videos of cheer practice, his voice squealing motivational lines while spinning in slow motion, pink lips glistening in the sun.
Scrolling text in endless loop:
“I am Gigi. I am Gigi. I am Gigi.”

The Stalker drew out the wig.
Brought it to his head. The adhesive was already steaming gently.

When the strands fused with his scalp, Griffin screamed.
Not from pain.
From rupture.

A sharp sound.
Like a crack splitting open in the facade of his voice.

His larynx betrayed him. His tone sharpened.
—I’m not some… fucking girl!

But his voice came out high-pitched.
Like a pissed-off teen in a mall bathroom.

The Silken Stalker smiled.
—Not yet, love. But almost.

The tights slid on like a surgical caress.
The skirt—oh, the skirt—fitted with humiliating precision.
And on the blouse, stitched in white glitter:
Gigi.

The final phase was intravenous:
Tiny needles injected microdoses of synthetic estrogen, neurological blockers, endorphins, and social approval.

His body no longer belonged to him.
Nor did his name.

Not her voice.
Not her reflection.

And then, the machine stopped.

Silence.

Gigi blinked.
—Omg… I’ll die if I’m late to practice —she said, standing with a light, nasal giggle.

She swayed her hips.
Twirled her ponytail between her fingers.
Stretched.
And posed—without thinking.

The Silken Stalker watched from the corner, arms crossed, lips flawless. She didn’t smile. She didn’t need to. She just stared at the result of her craft.

The canvas had surrendered.
And now, it looked delicious.

Gigi turned toward her, eyes foggy with confused affection.
—Do we, like… know each other? I swear your outfit is, like… wow.

The Stalker stepped closer.
Adjusted the collar of her blouse.
Wiped a trace of mascara from her cheek with a polished nail.
And whispered:
—Fly, little butterfly.

Gigi smiled.
—Me? Obvi. I’m gonna slay this campus like the bitch I am.

And she bounced out of the gym, white sneakers tapping, skirt fluttering like the flag of a new reality.

Sedosa was left alone.
Her silhouette black as liquid ink.
Her perfume still lingering.

And in her lens, the distorted reflection of Gigi drifting away.

One more victory.

She said nothing.
Just turned, picked up the shiny ribbon from the empty box,
and vanished into the shadows.

The gym fell silent again.
But nothing was the same.


Chapter 5: She Who Shines With Borrowed Glitter

Breakfast at Windmere tasted exactly like the décor: pretty, functional, and probably tampered with. Fresh fruit, yogurt, vanilla-scented coffee, and a suspicious amount of pink pastries that looked like they’d been decorated by nail techs with too much free time.

Holden stirred his cereal without eating. Zane was talking nonstop about a girl who had looked at him twice (or so he swore), while Ezra flipped through a notebook filled with sketches of a figure with impossible legs and blade-shaped lips.

But what none of them said—what they all silently waited for—was the show that had become routine:

Griffin Tate barging in with that toxic energy of a guy who couldn’t decide whether he wanted to fight or fuck.

—Maybe he left? —Zane offered, without much hope.
—Voluntarily? —snorted Delilah, who had just arrived—. Griffin voluntarily passed on a chance to humiliate someone? Sure. And my grandma’s a hacker.

Ezra closed his notebook and looked up.
—What if something happened to him?

—Like what? —Holden asked, but his voice had lost its sarcasm. There was something uneasy under it. Heavy.

And then… they appeared.

A group of five cheerleaders crossed the dining hall like it was a catwalk. Short skirts, gleaming sneakers, giant bows. They laughed with the artificial musicality of bubblegum commercials.

And at the front… her.

Gigi.

Blonde like vanilla ice cream, eyes rimmed in glitter, catalog smile.
She didn’t walk—she floated with post-orgasmic energy, trailing a saccharine scent like radioactive cupcakes.

Her blouse read WINDMERE SPARKLES, and her skirt—through some twisted miracle of design—showed skin without revealing anything.

But what really froze the room wasn’t her giggle.
Wasn’t her legs.

It was her face.

It was Griffin.

The same eyes.
The same jawline, now softened with blush.
The same crooked smile… but remade, tamed, sparkling.

Holden stood up.
—No… no way.

Zane choked on his coffee. Ezra went pale. Delilah simply whispered:
—What. The. Fuck. Is. That?

Gigi stopped beside their table, her entourage behind her.
—Heyyy boys —she sang, chewing on invisible gum—. How’s it going?

Zane opened his mouth. Closed it. Opened it again.
—Griffin?

Gigi frowned, like someone had cursed in a spa.
—Awww, what an ugly name. I’m Gigi. Gigi Tate. Do we know each other?

Holden stepped forward, as if needing to get closer to confirm what was already screaming inside his skull.
—You were… you were…

—Was what, sweetheart? —she interrupted, tilting her head like a doll. Her tone was sweet, but her eyes gleamed with something far from innocent—. A tough guy with attitude problems? Ew. Not anymore. I’m happy now.

And then she left. Just like that.
Turned around and walked back to her group, tossing a wink that, in another life, might’ve been a threat.
Now it was just… flirtatious.

Delilah was the first to react.
—No. No, no, no. This isn’t normal. This isn’t theater. This isn’t sudden dysphoria. This is… memory editing. This is identity redesign.

—What? —Zane asked, like the words were too big to process without alcohol.

—Follow me —she said.

Library. Records section.

While Ezra kept watch by the door and Holden scratched the back of his neck like the discomfort might sweat out, Delilah hacked into Windmere’s system from one of the public computers.

Her long nails danced across the keyboard like playing a secret song.
—He should be right here —she muttered—. Class 1B, enrollment 4490. Rugby player, discipline file, GPA 3.2… all of it.

She typed. Entered. Waited.

And what came up was…

Gigi Tate.
First-year student.
Captain of the cheerleading team.
Extracurriculars: sewing club, senior home volunteer, makeup tutorial channel with 12,000 followers.

Ezra murmured:
—That can’t be real.

Delilah turned the screen.
—She’s more real than we are.

Zane, in a low voice, asked:
—What if someone… replaced him?

—No —interrupted a voice, hoarse and cracked, from the dark corner of the hallway—. They didn’t replace him. They rewrote him.

It was the janitor. Ruggles.
Wearing a conspiracy T-shirt. Five-layer eye bags. In his hand, a thermos covered in stickers—aliens, pentagrams, and a pixelated David Bowie face.

—No one notices. Because now she’s always been. They change the records, the photos, even the memories. They filter it through the Wi-Fi, you know? The butterflies. The scent. Everything.

Holden raised an eyebrow.

—What butterflies? —Holden asked.

Ruggles stepped closer, his gaze glassy.
—The digital ones. The ones flying through the source code. The algorithm smells like gloss. I’m not fooled. She, that… Stalker—she’s not human. She’s a construct. A seductive intelligence. A fourth-gen weapon disguised as a goddess!

—Dear God —Zane whispered—. Did he inject crack?

Delilah ignored him.
—Who is “she”? The one who transformed him?

But Ruggles was already mumbling about hidden cameras, lunar bases, theta waves, and spy satellites disguised as holographic butterflies.

—Great —Holden muttered—. Our first informant is a TikTok lunatic.

—He’s not as crazy as he looks —Ezra said, still staring at Gigi’s profile—. Sometimes conspiracy freaks stumble into truth by accident.

The bell rang.
Sweet.
Feminine.
Like a voice-activated perfume.

Holden clenched his fists.
—We’ve got class. But this doesn’t end here. It can’t end here.

Delilah shut the computer. Her expression was cold—like a blade soaked in lavender water.
—Gigi can live her perfect life for now. But if they rewrote her… others could be next.

Ezra slipped his sketchbook into his bag.
—Then we investigate. Step by step. Memory by memory. Frame by frame.

Zane shrugged, but his hands trembled slightly.
—I just hope if they wipe me… they at least give me a great ass.

And as they left the library—without noticing the tiny pink butterfly drawn in the corner of every lit screen—
The Silken Stalker, from her digital corner, was already preparing her next brushstroke.

Because every masterpiece needs its next stroke.
And she still had so many… transformations to make.


Chapter 6: Between Whispers and Gloss

A week had passed.
A week since Griffin Tate became Gigi.
Since his name vanished from the records.
Since his existence was rewritten in glitter.

And strangely, no one talked about it.
Not the professors.
Not the coaches.
Not even the teammates.

To everyone else, Gigi Tate had always been captain of the Sparkles.
A charming, sparkling girl, with a catalog smile and an Instagram feed so curated it looked like it was run by an obsessive-compulsive A.I.

But for Holden, Zane, Delilah, Ezra, and Riley—
Something didn’t add up.

While the rest of campus floated between perfumes and papers,
they cracked a digital fissure into the perfect facade.

A private group chat.
Encrypted. Anonymous.
Created by Delilah in an open-source app even the FBI couldn’t trace.

The group had a simple name:
Hollow Girls.

It was nighttime.
Holden’s room was dim.
Only the blue light from his phone lit his face.
He bit his lip, thoughtful, before typing:

[Holden]:
Guys, did you see Troy’s profile?
He’s Trixie Matson now.
“Fitness influencer” with 50k followers.
Photos geotagged here. At Windmere.

[Zane]:
Worse.
Just stalked Gigi. Yep, Griffin.
She’s posting in #SisterhoodOfTheTravelingLipgloss.
A challenge. With filters. With poses.
What parallel universe are we living in?

[Delilah]:
It’s not parallel.
It’s gaslighting on an industrial scale.
Someone’s rewriting data, networks, memories.
This is systematic.

[Ezra]:
So either… we’re being drugged with something that messes with memory…
or we’re in a transdimensional conspiracy run by feminist professors.
And by the way, Serena Vaughn winked at me in class.
Does that count as harassment… or foreplay?

[Riley]:
Guys, don’t exaggerate.
I saw Gigi yesterday.
She told me all about her drama with her boyfriend.
She was crying over double-read messages.
She wasn’t acting. That was her.

Silence.
A few seconds.
The screen didn’t update.

Ezra set his phone aside.
Lay back.

The window was open.
Warm wind drifted in, smelling of wilted flowers and something else… like women’s perfume laced with rust.

It wasn’t the first time.
He’d been having the same dream for four nights.

A dressing room.
Round vanity lights.
A mirror covered in post-its that said “you’re doing great, sweetie!”

And him, sitting.
Wearing makeup.
A dress hanging beside him.
A pair of tights.
And a voice that came from nowhere but called to him gently:
"Come on, Callie... it’s time."

He always woke up sweating.
Not from fear.
Not entirely.

There was something… thrilling in the softness of that voice.
The way it said that name.
How it sounded against his skin.
Callie.

Ezra hadn’t told anyone.
He wouldn’t write it in the chat.
Not yet.

Because part of him feared what it might mean.
And another part… wanted it.

Meanwhile, in another room, behind another screen…

The Silken Stalker watched him.
Not like a victim.

But like an unfinished masterpiece.

She had already sensed him.
His searches.
His sketches.
His vibration.

She held a mental map of every boy on campus.

And Ezra—with his sensitivity, his ambiguity, his habit of writing in the margins…
was perfect.

A butterfly still in chrysalis.
A flower not yet open.
A voice ready to be tuned.

She already had the next set.
The next video.
The new perfume.

And Callie… oh, Callie was already whispering from within.

It was only a matter of time.


Chapter 7: Room 407

The music was loud. Gigi's body smelled of glitter perfume and runway sweat. At the party, everyone was talking. But he only looked at her.

Lucas. Third-year engineering student. Broad back, open shirt, two-day beard. He approached with a drink in hand and a calm smile.
—So you're Griffin Tate —he said bluntly, in a neutral tone—. The idiot from the rugby team.
Gigi didn’t flinch. She took a sip and tilted her head.
—And now I’m Gigi. Does that bother you?
—I love it.

His words slipped through the reggaeton and vapor smoke. Ten minutes later, they were sharing a taxi. Twenty minutes later, the keycard opened the door to room 407.

The hotel was clean, bland, discreet.
The room smelled of fresh sheets and artificial humidity.
Lucas gently pushed her against the wall, took off her coat, and slid his fingers down her wasp-like waist until he found the garter belt.
—You’re beautiful, Gigi. And yes, I know what you are.
—And what am I?
Lucas leaned in and whispered in her ear:
—A delicious trans girl.

Gigi moaned softly, as if that word were melted candy.
—Then treat me like one.

She knelt without being asked.
With already perfected skill, she lowered his pants, released his erection, and took it between lips painted with strawberry gloss. Her tongue caressed him like a trained lover. Her throat relaxed with a smile. She did it with rhythm, with style, with true desire.
—Shit... Gigi... you're an expert... —Lucas panted.
She looked up at him, eyes wet and lips gleaming.
—Who’d have thought the rugby captain could suck this good? —he whispered, stroking her hair.
Gigi let out a nasal laugh and licked her lips.
—Life is a runway, baby. Some of us learn to strut on our knees.

Lucas pulled her up. Kissed her hard. Turned her. Laid her on the bed and lifted her legs with the ease that only experience brings. Gigi held her thighs with her hands, offering herself open, wet, dilated, and happy.
—Ready?
—Make me yours —she whispered—. Like the little woman I am.

The penetration was firm, fast, delicious.
Gigi screamed. Not from pain. From glory.
—Oh yes! Just like that... fuck... I love it!

Lucas took her without restraint, Gigi’s legs over his shoulders, their skin slapping together like an indecent symphony. Gigi arched with each thrust, feeling her body tremble in total acceptance.
—You’re such a little trans slut... —he whispered, licking her neck.
—Yes! Yes, that’s what I am! Your little slut...! —she moaned, tears of pleasure in her eyes.

When they were done, Gigi lay on her back, makeup barely smudged and a smile that looked tattooed on her face.
—Shall we sleep... or are you up for another round?
Lucas laughed, lying down beside her.
—God... you’re addictive.
Gigi stretched like a cat, completely unashamed.
—Then stay on top of me all night.


Chapter 8: The Butterfly Game

The night at Windmere had a special air.
Everything smelled too good for a university: expensive body cream, lilacs blooming out of season, sweet perfume that seeped through curtains, backpacks, backpacks... bodies. The darkness was no longer black: it was purple, satiny, as if every shadow concealed hanging lingerie.

Holden and Zane walked down the hallway leading to the dorms in the south wing, exchanging quick lines with that sarcastic flair only boys who still believe in their invincibility can manage.
—Did you notice Professor Monroe calls me by my full name every time she asks something uncomfortable? —Zane muttered.
—She’s psychoanalyzing you. She probably thinks you have mommy issues.
—I do have mommy issues. But I’d rather she not use them as an intro to a lecture on performative gender.
Holden laughed.

Zane lit a vape. The vapor smelled like mango.
Then, a feminine figure crossed the hallway in front of them.
They didn’t see her clearly.
Just an elegant silhouette.
Heels clacking like muffled applause.

And before they could react… a cloud of perfume.
Not a simple spray.
An aromatic waterfall, warm, velvety, soaking their senses.
Sugar and oppression.
Vanilla and something else, something dangerous. Addictive.

Zane stumbled back, waving his hands.
—What the hell was that? A taxidermied carnival balloon?
Holden put a hand to his head.
His nape buzzed.
His eyes took too long to focus.
The hallway seemed to tilt.
—Did you see who it was?
—Just legs. Nice legs.

They parted, breathing deeply.
—I’m gonna check if Del’s in the common room —Zane said, texting with still-shaky fingers—. Might need someone to anchor me to reality. Or to their bed.
Holden nodded and took the opposite direction.

The buzzing remained.
The feeling… of being watched didn’t fade.
He crossed the inner garden. The sprinklers had moistened the air.
And just when he thought he couldn’t bear the weight of the paranoia any longer…
—Surprise!

Riley.
She jumped on him, laughing, perfumed, radiant.
Her arms wrapped around his neck. Her mouth sought his with a hunger that wasn’t entirely ordinary.
—What’s wrong, love? You’re tense.
—I thought you were…
But he didn’t finish the sentence.
He couldn’t.
He kissed her.
Because kissing her grounded him.
Because her tongue tasted of lipstick and answers he didn’t have.

Meanwhile, Ezra Calloway slept.
Or thought he slept.
His body lay in bed with legs tangled in the sheets, as if he wanted to wrap himself up.
But when he opened his eyes…
He wasn’t in his room.
He was in a sealed room, windowless.
Cold lights on the ceiling.

Walls covered in pink velvet, decorated with empty frames.
And in the center, like an altar: a rotating mannequin, dressed in pink lace, blonde wig, painted lips.
Ezra swallowed hard.
He sat up.

A screen descended from the ceiling with a mechanical hum.
And a message appeared, glowing in boutique-style font:
WELCOME TO THE GAME, EZRA.
DO YOU WANT TO ESCAPE… OR ACCEPT YOURSELF?

Ezra turned pale.
His heart beat like an internal alarm.
The screen changed.
YOU HAVE FIVE MINUTES.
CHOOSE:
A) Dress up and become who you were always meant to be.
B) Stay… and never leave again.

The clock started ticking: 4:59… 4:58…
Ezra stood up, unsteady.
There were no doors.
Just a curtain, zipped shut.
And the sound of a hairdryer humming somewhere.
The mannequin kept spinning.
Above it, a name in shiny pink letters: CALLIE.
—No. No —Ezra whispered—. This is a dream. A fucking induced dream.

But something inside him didn’t want to wake up.
The screen displayed a new message:
Callie has always lived in you. Can’t you feel her?

And then, the room changed.
The mirrors lit up.
They all showed Ezra already transformed: wig, stockings, dress on. Shiny makeup.
Smiling.
Spinning.
Flirty.

Ezra stepped back.
He touched his face.
It was still his.
Still.

But the dress no longer looked foreign.
The mannequin seemed to be watching him, or so he felt.
And a voice —the same voice from the dreams— whispered through the sound system:
“Come on, Callie. Just a little try. Just once…”

The screen showed the countdown: 1:12… 1:11…
Ezra gasped.
The heat was devouring him.
The lights caressed him like sweet fingers.
And his reflection already seemed to move a second before he did.

He approached the dress.
Touched the fabric.
Soft as a repressed orgasm.
Like a long-desired secret.
“Dress up… or disappear. That’s the rule.”

Ezra let out a cry.
Tore open the mannequin’s bag.
Put on the stockings.
The dress slid on like a former lover.
The wig dropped onto his head with a sonic click.

And when he looked in the mirror…
Callie was smiling.
00:04… 00:03…
A flash.
An automatic selfie.
Perfume released from the ceiling like a final applause.

Ezra —or Callie— gasped.
Her lips had painted themselves.
And before she could say anything, the curtain opened.

And the Silken Stalker, from behind the scenes, watched with eyes gleaming behind mirrored sunglasses.
Callie looked at her.
And though her body trembled…
her lips curved into a brand-new smile.


Chapter 9: The Color of Coffee and the Erased Records

The campus café was called The Grind, a name that sounded more like a nightclub than a place to pretend you were studying. But among its warm lights and worn-out armchairs, it was the nerve center for gossip, glances, and post-class reunions with dark circles and delusions of grandeur.

That morning, the group was at their usual table: the round one by the window, with a view of the magnolia path where Zane had thrown up his first beer at Windmere. It was a fixed point in a campus where everything else was starting to feel… slippery.
But this time, Ezra wasn’t there.
Callie was.

Sitting with her legs crossed, electric-blue nails shining like neon lights, sipping a vanilla frappuccino with extra whipped cream, a cherry bitten between perfectly lined lips.
—I mean, literally nothing has changed —she said, with a shoulder shrug that made her lace top slip down another inch—. I’ve always been like this, guys. Stop looking at me like I grew another head.

Holden was still processing.
Zane simply couldn’t stop staring at her lashes.
Delilah had her jaw clenched like she was resisting the urge to chew glass.
—Ezra didn’t dress like that —Zane murmured.
—Ezra didn’t exist —Callie corrected him, with a smile as innocent as it was offensive—. Maybe it was an administrative error. Maybe you’re all just very confused. Sleep deprivation, crazy theories... Did someone say Gigi used to be a boy? Seriously, get help.
—But you were… —Holden began.

Callie turned, waved at the barista —the same one who, just a week before, had yelled at Ezra for ordering almond milk— and winked at him.
—Thanks, cutie —she sing-songed as she received her coffee, foam topped with a little heart.

Then she raised her hand and made a call-me gesture, laughing in a tone that sounded like a custom ringtone.
The barista blushed.
As if he’d known her his whole life.
As if she’d always been Callie.

Zane leaned toward Holden and murmured:
—What if she really has always been like this? And we’re… wrong?
—No. That’s not possible —Delilah said, pulling out her laptop like someone unsheathing a weapon.

Library, thirty minutes later.
The shelves smelled of expensive dust and treated wood. Delilah typed with tense lips, brow furrowed, like each word was a personal offense she refused to let slide. The rest of the group stood around her.
—Ezra Calloway —she whispered, typing the full name.
Nothing.
—Should I just search ‘Ezra’? —Zane tried.
Nothing.

Delilah typed: Callie Bloom.
The screen exploded with information.
Photos. Records. School presentation videos. Social media followers. Impeccable academic history. Makeup club.
—Ezra never existed? —Holden asked, rubbing his temples—. Did someone wipe our minds?
—No —Delilah said—. We were manipulated into doubting what we saw. But I found something. Something the records didn’t erase.

Everyone looked at her.
—The changes… they’re not magic. Or alien. Or spontaneous. They were designed. By someone on the inside. A faculty member. Someone with access. Resources. Knowledge.

Zane tilted his head.
—You’re saying a professor turned Ezra into… that?
—I’m saying the rewritten profiles are linked to an internal code pattern. They originate from the administration system. From academic offices. And Callie’s metadata was uploaded from an IP address assigned to the faculty.

Silence fell.
The names passed through their minds like daggers.
Silvana Varela.
Lexie Monroe.
Dawn Bishop.
Riley Vaughn.

—What if they’re part of something bigger? —Holden asked.
—Or one of them is —Delilah said—. But we’re not going to guess. We’re going to talk to someone who’s been watching this university rot for years.

East wing supply closet. 12:30 PM.
Janitor Ruggles greeted them with a flashlight on in broad daylight.
His uniform had pink paint stains.
His hands smelled like cigarettes.
—You… you feel like something doesn’t add up, don’t you?
—We want to talk —Holden said—. About Griffin. About Ezra. Or whoever the hell is behind this.

Ruggles nodded.
—It all started with a girl. Years ago.
Becky Vega.
The name dropped like a wet coat.
—She was… brilliant.
Brilliant in that uncomfortable way.
She never shouted. She just wrote.
And when she spoke, she made other men squirm in their seats.

—A professor? —Delilah asked.
—No. A student.
Radical feminist.
She had ideas about how to reform education through gender.
She designed an entire model…
of “masculine reconstruction.”

Projects that included… strategic feminization.
They all looked at each other.
—What kind of feminization? —Zane asked, lowering his voice.
—Cosmetics as behavioral enhancers.
Perfumes with neuro-code.
Language that transforms.
Neuro-linguistic programming blended with aesthetics.
She said men were the cancer… and gloss, the cure.

—What happened to her?
—They laughed at her.
A group of athletes bullied her. Publicly humiliated her.
One day… she vanished.
Dropped out.
Some say she left.
I know she didn’t.

Holden frowned.
—How do you know?
Ruggles looked at them, eyes drilling into theirs like he wanted to leave something etched behind.
—Because I can still smell her perfume.
And because those new girls… the Gigis, the Callies…
they laugh just like her.

The group left the room in silence.
And between the trees, from an open window, the Silken Stalker watched them.
Not angry.
Not rushed.
Just… patient.

Because the next bloom was already germinating.
And this time, it wouldn’t be just one.
It would be all of them.


Chapter 10: Coffee Without Sugar, But With Her

The bar smelled of ground coffee, light sweat, and cheap perfume… although on Callie, nothing came off as cheap.
Her denim mini skirt slid with each step as if caressing the air. The pink top showed more belly button than Windmere’s conduct manual allowed—but Callie lived to break manuals.

—Your latte, no sugar —he said, placing it on the counter with a crooked smile.

It was the barista: Noah. Twenty-two years old. Perfect eyebrows, raspy voice, tattoos hidden beneath a tight black shirt. Ever since Callie first walked in with her peach gloss and nasal giggle, he hadn’t been able to stop looking at her.
—You know you’re the only one who doesn’t look at me with guilt? —she said, sipping through the straw.
—I don’t do guilt —Noah replied—. I’m bi. I like girls… and you’re a girl. Dangerously sexy.

Callie laughed with that syrupy tone that dripped like spilled gloss.
Her smile turned into a lip bite. The gloss shimmered more.

Noah flipped the “Closed” sign. He didn’t say anything.
Just took her hand.
Led her to the back bathroom. Narrow, with a flickering light. Callie sat on the sink, opened her legs with slow, shameless grace. Noah knelt in front of her. But Callie stopped him.
—First… I want you to taste it —she whispered, slipping off the sink, lowering to her knees with feline elegance.

She unbuttoned his pants. His erection gave him away with no shame.
Callie took him with both hands, kissed him with perverse sweetness, and then devoured him with enthusiasm.
—God, yes… like that… fuck, Callie —Noah moaned, trembling.

She looked up at him, batting her lashes playfully. She loved when men said her name like that. Like it was a spell.

When she finished, Noah was red, naked, and undone.
But she wasn’t done.
—Want more?
—I want everything.

She turned around. Lifted her skirt. Noah caressed her thighs, slowly pulled down her underwear. The penetration was soft at first… but Callie arched, moaning loudly.
—Oh… fuck, yes. Yes! Just like that… more…

The mirror shook.
Callie laughed, panted, pushed back against him. Fulfillment made her glow from the inside.
Noah gasped against her neck:
—Were you always like this?
—No. But now… I’m better.

Climax came with a long moan from both. The bathroom fell silent, save for their mingled breathing.

Callie adjusted her top, looked at herself in the mirror, and applied a fresh coat of gloss.
—Same time tomorrow?
Noah laughed.
—Only if you wear that lipstick again.
—Only if you take it off.


Chapter 11: The Girl Who Screamed Too Much

Klein Dormitory, 12:14 AM.
The lights were off except for the flicker of the TV, which projected an over-the-top death scene on the wall. Blood splattered with ridiculous fluidity, like high-pressure ketchup, and the killer ran with arms raised while the victim tripped for the fifth time over a perfectly flat rug.

Spencer Klein ate popcorn with sarcastic judgment on his lips and a restrained smile. He wore a Friday the 13th Part VI T-shirt and frayed shorts. His glasses kept slipping down his nose, but he refused to adjust them.
—For the love of Godard —he muttered, half-laughing through his nose—. If one more girl falls down screaming “Hello?”, I swear I’m burning my Carpenter collection.

On the screen, the killer whispered something into the phone.
Spencer, remote in hand, mimicked the voice in a mocking tone:
—What’s your favorite gender identity?

Ring.
The phone rang.
For real.
In the room.
Right next to his bed.
Spencer froze.
Half a smile still hanging from his lips.
He slowly leaned over, eyes never leaving the screen.
Ring.
He answered.
—Hello?

A voice—feminine, sweet, artificial, like a phone sex operator trained in sociology—whispered:
—What’s your favorite gender identity, Spencer?

Silence.
Spencer laughed.
—Very funny. Who is this? Zane? Ezra? Delilah? Who’s doing a bad cosplay of a slasher villain?

—Did you know that 83% of murders in slasher films are committed by straight white men? —the voice continued, ignoring his mockery—. Interesting, isn’t it? Maybe the real killer… is gender.

Spencer snorted.
—What kind of woke bullshit is this?

Click.
The call ended.

His phone vibrated.
A message: “Look in the mirror.”

He laughed.
—How cliché.

But he stood up.

In the mirror, his face looked the same… until the light flickered.
And in that blink—his reflection was no longer his.

The Spencer in the mirror had glossy lips.
Eyeliner.
Short blonde hair in a playful bob cut.
She wore a pink top with a little bow, and glasses—identical to his, but decorated with pearls.

Spencer stepped back.
Looked again.
The reflection was him again.

He trembled.

Then, every device in the room powered on at once.
The TV. The laptop. The phone.

A master screen emerged, glittery font shimmering:
“WELCOME, SISSY STARLING.”

The bed vibrated.
The closet opened with a soft creak.

And it fell… a makeup box.
On top of it, a phone played a tutorial video in a falsely sweet voice:
“Hi, gorgeous. Let’s reveal your true face.”
“It doesn’t hurt. Not much.”
“Only if you resist.”

The door shut with a soft click.
And from the hallway shadows, she entered.
The Silken Stalker.
Heels that made no sound.
A black corset, pearl gloves, and a face masked in what looked like lace woven from obsession.

Spencer screamed.
Tried to run.
But the floor beneath his feet slipped, slicked with something like liquid lust.
He fell backward onto a cushioned… and perfumed… rug.

She leaned in.
Caressed his chin.
—No one survives the movie, Spencer —she whispered—. But you… you’re going to shine in the spin-off.

She pulled a translucent pink spray from her purse.
Misted it over his neck.
The scent was sweet, almost childlike: cotton candy, fake cherry, and something else… something chemical, burning.
Endorphin in aerosol.

Spencer gasped.
The skin of his neck prickled.
His eyes blurred.

The Stalker took out the wig:
Blonde, with dark roots, a delicate fringe.
The adhesive steamed softly, activated by the heat of his skin.
—Don’t touch me… —he whispered.

But when the wig settled on his head, something clicked.
The strands fused with his follicles.
A wave of warmth ran through him.
And the laugh… the laugh that burst from his throat wasn’t his.

She didn’t stop.
Pulled out new glasses: pink frames, studded with rhinestones.
Slid them onto his face.

Then, the gloss.
Applied with a gloved finger.
Spencer trembled.
His lips parted on their own.
—Wh-what are you doing…
—Survival makeup —she whispered—. You’re going to be the final girl, darling.

She slipped on a pink corset. White knee-high socks. A plaid dress.
Each piece clung to him with a moist, cozy feeling, almost… comforting.

And finally, the mirror.
Where Sissy Starling was already staring back.

She smiled.
—Oh em gee… does this look too good, or is it just me?

The Stalker raised her phone.
Flash.
Snapshot.
A TikTok video, already edited, already viral.

Sissy took the phone.
Struck a pose.
Swung her hips.
Blew a kiss to the mirror.
And disappeared into the night.

The next day, on campus:
Sissy Starling walked with quick, confident steps.
Pink glasses.
Plaid dress.
High socks squeezing just right.

—Oh my God, I literally loved your video on deconstructing the patriarchy at Halloween! —a film club classmate told her.

She laughed modestly.
As if, less than 24 hours ago, she hadn’t been a slasher buff obsessed with fake blood.

On her phone, her Letterboxd account had changed.
Goodbye slashers.
Now it was all romantic comedies.
Movies with dresses, kisses in the rain, and playlists full of Taylor Swift.

And at the edge of campus, the Silken Stalker watched her from behind a column, adjusting her gloves with a satisfied smile.

One more.
One less.
And still so many to go.


Chapter 12: Private Lesson

Sissy Starling glanced at the clock on her vanity. The pink lights of her bedroom cast shimmering reflections in the mirror, blending her figure with the butterfly decals adorning the walls. She wore a semi-transparent white blouse, a knee-high plaid skirt, thigh-high lace stockings, and a pink bow. Her freshly painted nails tapped nervously against her diary.

God. He’s about to arrive.

The message on her phone still glowed:

Private lesson at 10? Need you to explain deconstructive theory… in your own words. — Marcus

Marcus. Literature tutor. Senior year. Crooked smile. Deep voice. A gaze that undressed her even when she was still wearing pants. Now, she wasn’t.

Sissy swallowed hard and adjusted her neckline.

When Marcus knocked, she went to answer.

—Wow… — He froze the moment he saw her. —You’re even more beautiful in your natural habitat.

She laughed, shyly covering her lips.

—Do you… want coffee or something?

—I want Sissy. May I?

The door clicked shut behind them. Marcus sat on the bed, his eyes never leaving her. Sissy walked slowly, her stockings glimmering under the light.

When he reached out and brushed his fingers over her thigh—right where the lace of the garter began—she shivered.

—You look… delicious. —Marcus’s voice was a low murmur. —I love this new version of you. So… obedient.

Sissy swallowed. Her skin burned with every touch.

—I don’t know if… I’m ready.

—You are. I can tell. —He whispered, trailing a finger along her thigh. —Look how you tremble. How your skin prickles. Don’t lie, doll. You love the attention. You love being wanted… just like the crossdresser you are.

A low, sweet moan escaped her.
Marcus pulled her close. Kissed her. Deep. Without permission. Without hesitation.
And Sissy… surrendered.

His lips tasted of conquered fear and strawberry gloss. Their tongues tangled like they’d known each other in another life. When he leaned back, his firm hand guided hers to his fly.

—Now be good. Give me everything.

Sissy knelt. Her fingers trembled—but her smile didn’t. She carefully lowered his pants. Marcus’s thick, erect cock sprang free, hot and pulsing against her cheek.

She stroked him first with her hands, then her tongue. Savored him like a forbidden candy. Took him into her mouth with glossy lips, gazing up the way she’d practiced in those videos.

—Just like that… good girl —Marcus panted, threading fingers through her hair.

Sissy sucked with devotion, equal parts nerves and euphoria—as if being useful, desired, and claimed like this was the only validation she’d ever need.

When she finished, her lips were swollen and slick, her breathing ragged.

—Do you want more? —she whispered, already lost in her role.

—I want to fuck you —he growled—. Want to rail you like the pretty crossdresser you are. Do you want it?

—Yes… please, do it… take me… make me yours.

Marcus spun her around, peeled aside her panties, and worked her open with slick fingers. Sissy whimpered at just the preparation—the stretch, the promise. When he pushed inside, slow but relentless, she arched with a soaked, broken cry.

—Ohhh God…! Yes… just like that…

—That’s it. Look at you. So fucking perfect…

Sissy—the whimpering doll who melted when filled just right.

Every thrust left her softer, more pliant, more complete. The room drowned in her gasps and slick skin.

—I love it… love being fucked like this —she sobbed—. Fill me up!

Marcus didn’t stop. He simply leaned over her, whispering against her ear:
—You’re one of the best things this university has ever produced.

When he finished, Sissy lay trembling, melted into the sheets, her body spent and her smile as glossy as her lip gloss.

Marcus stood up, fastened his pants calmly, and kissed her cheek.
—See you Monday, doll.
And study.

Sissy let out a soft laugh.
—You’re the best teacher I’ve ever had.


Chapter 13: Pink Glitches

The west wing common room was where students went to study… or to pretend they were studying. That night, however, five figures were gathered with an intensity that didn’t match the pink poufs or the dim LED lights flickering like fake eyelashes.
Holden, Zane, Delilah, Riley… and Callie.
The latter was inspecting her manicure with a bored expression, phone in one hand, gum popping between glossy lips. She wore a pink denim outfit, tight at the hips, hair in a high bun, and an attitude that screamed: “I don’t care about your conspiracy unless cute boys are involved.”
“Are we done yet?” Callie asked, batting her lashes at Zane. “There’s a cute DJ at the queer econ event.”
Delilah snapped her laptop shut with the same energy as a stylish door slam.
“No, we’re not done yet. I just found this.”
She placed a folder on the table, filled with yellowed pages and handwritten notes.
Some of the margins had little hearts drawn on them, but the content was lethally precise.
“Becky Vega’s projects,” she announced. “Plans, essays, simulations.”
They included controlled feminization processes as a psychosocial strategy to reduce toxic masculine behaviors.
Holden leaned in, flipping through one of the pages.
“Is this real?”
Delilah nodded.
“Thesis fragments, articles rejected by the Windmere Psychology journal. Archived, ignored… but here they are.”
Zane read aloud in a low voice:
“Hormonal microdoses in perfumes.
Repetitive speech to reconfigure identity.
Attached wigs as reset symbols.
Social acceptance as reward.”
Callie sighed.
“Okay, but… isn’t it a bit much to assume all this was done to me? I mean, maybe I’ve always been like this. I’ve always loved crop tops. Is that a crime?”
Delilah stared at her.
“You have documented false memories on social media, a style that matches these protocols point by point, and your profiles were created from an IP linked to the academic system.”
“And yet…” Callie adjusted her top with a dazzling smile, “I’m still the cutest in the group. So, who’s winning?”
“This is proof,” said Holden, grabbing the folder. “Enough to go to the police. If we can prove it, this ends.”
“And if it doesn’t?” Riley asked quietly.
No one answered.

Windmere Police Station, 2:14 PM.
Delilah, Zane, and Callie waited at the reception desk.
A police officer greeted them with the bureaucratic energy of a Monday without coffee.
“And you are…?”
“We want to report a pattern of disappearances and identity manipulation on campus,” Delilah said firmly. “There’s evidence. Altered records. Induced physical and psychological changes.”
The officer raised an unamused eyebrow.
“Are you talking about… magic?”
“No,” Zane cut in, tense. “Applied science. Behavioral reprogramming. Chemicals, hypnosis. They’re using it on students. Especially the men.”
Callie, meanwhile, leaned over the counter and smiled at the young recruit — a blond guy who looked fresh out of high school and ripe for manipulation.
“Hi, cutie,” she said, biting her lower lip. “Do you have TikTok? Because I swear I saw you in one… or maybe I dreamed you. Not sure.”
The boy blushed all the way to his ears.

Delilah elbowed her in the ribs.
“Could you not flirt with the police?”
“I just want him to listen to us more… attentively,” Callie said innocently.
The officer snorted.
“We can’t do anything without formal missing persons reports, and according to our records, none of the people you’re mentioning are missing. They’re all active students. Performing well, even.”
Zane bit his tongue.
Delilah slammed the folder shut.
Callie took a selfie.
“Next time, we bring donuts.”

Office of Director Holloway, same time.
Holden and Riley sat in velvet-upholstered chairs. In front of them, Director Holloway—immaculately groomed, wearing a golden watch that gleamed every time he raised his wrist—was flipping through the evidence as if they had brought him a brochure for men’s yoga.
“So, according to you, a bitter former student is turning boys into cheerleaders through experimental cosmetics,” he summarized. “Am I wrong?”
“No,” Riley said. “That’s exactly the situation.”
The director sighed.
“Look… I’m aware of certain rumors. But honestly, the grades of the female students have improved. Disciplinary conflicts have dropped. There’s more harmony. Fewer harassment complaints. And the cheerleading squad has never had better representation.”
“You’re saying it’s a necessary evil?” Holden asked in disbelief.
“I’m not saying anything. I’m just observing results.”
Holloway stood up and took a sip of tea.
He smiled, without looking at them.
“Besides… maybe all of this is just student paranoia. Or maybe it is happening. But if that’s the case… are you sure you want to oppose something that, objectively, is working?”
The sentence hung in the air like a delicate trap.
Riley stood first. Holden followed.
They said nothing else.
But as they walked out into the hallway, Holden clenched his teeth.
“He’s not going to help us. No one is.”
Riley looked at him.
“Then we have to stop her ourselves.”

And from the top of the stairs, seated cross-legged, the Silken Stalker watched them with a smile.
On her tablet, a gloved finger swiped open a new folder.
SUBJECT: ZANE BROOKS.
STATUS: SUSCEPTIBLE.
STAGE: DREAMS.
A pink butterfly fluttered across the screen.
The next step was already set.


Chapter 14: Queens of the Game

Gigi, still in her tight uniform—a cropped red top with white lettering and a pleated miniskirt—stretched in front of the mirror, sweaty and gorgeous. Her body seemed designed to provoke, with her skin glistening, lips painted in translucent pink, and an air of contained scandal.

Then she saw him: Jaxon, from the basketball team. Six-foot-two, firm torso, jersey still damp. He smiled when he spotted her. He approached like someone pretending not to steal… but knowing he would.

—Gigi? You look…

—Hot. I know, —she cut him off, not turning around—. But if you’re here to ask me out, save it.

Jaxon blinked.

—Oh, no?

Gigi turned to face him, lips glossy, smile crooked and wicked.

—Cut to the chase. Like a real man. Meet me in my room. Thirty minutes. Bring your uniform. The whole thing.

Jaxon stared, swallowed hard, and nodded.

Thirty minutes later, in Gigi’s room. Window open, dim lights, low music with a throbbing bass.

Gigi was ready.

The uniform was clean, but with modifications: nude stockings with a strategic opening and shiny red patent heels. Her gloss shimmered. Her perfume hung in the air like sexual mist. She poured herself a drink and waited by the bed, one leg crossed like she was posing for a softcore porn cover.

Jaxon knocked. Entered. He was in his uniform: basketball shorts, sleeveless jersey, sweatband still damp.

—Damn… —he whispered when he saw her.

Gigi handed him a glass.

—Can’t say I’m rude.

They drank. Then, without warning, the music surged louder.

Gigi began to move. Slow hips. Arms up. Heels striking the floor with elegance. She turned, bent over, spread her legs. Her member rested half-hidden under the miniskirt, but her posture, makeup, and movements were pure queen.

Jaxon didn’t say a word. He just touched himself over his pants.

By the time Gigi dropped to her knees in front of him, he was already hard.

She pulled down his shorts with one hand, freed his erect cock with a mischievous smile, and without a word, wrapped her lips around it.

The blowjob was slow, glorious, like a wordless sensual song. Gigi took him all the way down, eyes lifted, her own hand stroking her stocking-clad thigh. The wet sounds filled the room.

—Ohhh, fuck…! —Jaxon gasped—. You’re… perfect!

When Jaxon couldn’t take it anymore, he lifted her like a soft doll.

He laid her sideways on the bed.

Gigi adjusted herself, laughing, as he yanked up her miniskirt with controlled roughness.

The nude stockings strained.

—Do you care about these? —he asked.

—Rip whatever you want. I’m yours.

The sound of tearing fabric was almost pornographic. Jaxon spat into his hand, positioned himself, and thrust into her in one deep, sideways motion.

Gigi let out a cry of pure pleasure.

—Ahhh… yes… like that! Jaxon… fuck me! Yes!

The sideways angle let her feel every inch. Jaxon gripped her thigh, driving into her with rhythmic force. Gigi moaned, face in the pillow, nails clawing the sheets.

—You’re such a good little girl… —he whispered, pushing harder.

—I am! Your good little girl! Your crossdresser cheerleader…! —she whimpered, completely surrendered.

Her heels kicked at the comforter. The room was a concert of gasps, skin slapping, wetness, and unfiltered desire.

When they both finished, Gigi lay back, her legs still trembling, her makeup untouched, and a dirty smile on her face.

—Are you staying tonight? —she asked, without looking.

Jaxon settled beside her.

—I don’t know. But I know I want to do it again.

Gigi turned and stroked his chest.

—Then next time… you bring one of your buddies too.


Chapter 15: Tasha’s Dream

The room was silent, except for the soft “tick-tock” of the playlist Zane had left playing through his headphones.
His eyelids were already growing heavy, his body stretched out on the bed like a swimmer after a final dive.
The dim blue light of the charger blinked.
The phone screen, forgotten, displayed the university logo.
And without him noticing, the song had ended.
In its place, a new audio began to slip into his ears like warm caramel:
“Breathe deeply…
Relax…
Imagine your perfect self…
That version of you everyone admires, desires, envies…”
Zane frowned, half-asleep.
But his body didn’t resist.
The audio, soft, with a sensual cadence like the tongue of a lazy lover, seeped into him.
And then, he began to dream.

He was in his usual classroom, but something was off. The lights were dimmer, the décor softer. The walls looked like they were covered in fabric. Each desk had a vanity mirror and a small pink pouch with makeup. The air smelled sweet and musky. Like desire, sugar-coated.
At the front, her.
The Silken Stalker.
Dressed as always: impeccable. High-waisted trousers and a fitted blood-red satin jacket. Long nails tapping the desk, producing a click-click that echoed like dripping water.
“Today we’ll do a creative visualization exercise,” she said, walking between the rows. “Imagine your ideal self.”

Zane tried to speak.
But only the music came through… that same voice from the audio now whispering directly from wireless earbuds that had somehow ended up in his ears, without him remembering putting them on.

Visualize your perfect form.
Think of long lashes. Shaped hips. Glossy lips.
Delilah was beside him.
“Don’t do it,” she whispered.
Her voice was distant, blurry, like she was speaking from inside a fish tank.
“Zane, don’t think… don’t imagine…”
Too late.

The classroom dissolved like a poorly erased sketch.
Zane was on a runway, surrounded by flashing cameras.
A loudspeaker voice was shouting his name.
But not “Zane.”
Tasha.

And he wasn’t wearing clothes.
Well… not clothes as he knew them.
A pink lace corset gently cinched his waist.
Impossible heels sparkled beneath his feet.
Long, light brown hair fell in soft waves.
A sheer dress that revealed nothing—but made you want everything.

The Stalker nudged him gently from behind.
“Walk, darling. Show them who you are.”
Zane—Tasha—stepped forward.
Clumsy at first.
Then smooth.
The steps became a rhythm.
The hips moved like they’d always known how.
And with every step… something locked into place.
Permanent.
Real.

The lashes grew.
The cheeks rounded.
The body slimmed.
And from some corner, a voice whispered through sensual laughter:
Each step, a choice.
Each lash, a decision.
Each part of you that flows, stays.

Zane wanted to stop.
But Tasha laughed.
And her laugh was no longer borrowed.
“No… I’m not this,” he tried to say.
But his voice came out higher.
Sweeter.
Syrupy.
“Omg, yes you are,” he said—as if a part of him had finally awakened.

The lights exploded in flashes.
The runway ended.
And Zane—Tasha—was embraced by dozens of other girls…
Girls who used to be… something else.
Gigi.
Callie.
Sissy.

“Welcome, love,” said the Stalker, placing a pink crown on her head. “You’re perfect.”

He woke up.
Zane gasped, sweating.
The room was dark.
The sheets, tangled.
The music, stopped.
His breath, quick.

And then he felt it.
The weight of long hair.
The touch of lace between his legs.
The cool kiss of gloss on his lips.

He ran to the mirror.
And what he saw wasn’t Zane.
It was Tasha.
Huge eyes.
Arched brows.
A tank top revealing the lace edge of her bra.
Cherry-print pajama shorts.
Long nails.
Smooth legs.
The perfume… that damn perfume.
It was part of his skin now.

He opened his mouth.
The voice… sweet.
“Oh. My. God. Was that a dream… or a fucking blessing?”

Tasha smiled at the mirror.
And the mirror smiled back, hungry.

From the dorm window, perched like a delicious gargoyle on the edge of the building, the Silken Stalker watched.
She tapped her tablet.
SUBJECT: Tasha Brooks.
STATUS: COMPLETED.
REINTEGRATION: IMMEDIATE.

And as the sky turned pale pink, another butterfly fluttered toward campus.


Chapter 16: The 80%

The meeting was in the east wing common room—the one that hadn’t yet been redecorated with pink vinyls or automatic perfume dispensers. There, beneath a flickering lamp that seemed to fear for its own stability, Delilah, Holden, Ezra—Callie—and Riley gathered.

Ezra had asked not to be called Ezra anymore.
Callie had said it with painted lips and a constant smile.
And no one… no one had argued.

Zane was… absent.
Or rather, present under another name.

And just as Delilah was trying to summon the strength to talk about it, the door opened.

“Heeyyyy!” came a syrupy voice—and in walked Tasha.

The air seemed to shift.
Delilah stood frozen.

Tasha wore an off-the-shoulder blouse with ruffles that swayed as she walked. High-waisted jeans shaped her new hips, and little heart-covered flats squeaked softly with each step. Her hair, once messy and gelled, now fell in soft, perfumed waves, with butterfly clips adorning the sides.

“Lila!” she exclaimed, arms open.
Delilah didn’t move.
Tasha came in anyway, hugging her tight—pressing her against a chest that hadn’t existed days ago.

“I missed you so much. Sorry if I was like… distracted. But I’m back now, full focus, okie?”

“Zane…” Delilah whispered, her voice splintering.

Tasha tilted her head with a sweet smile.
“Tasha, babe. Makes me feel more like me.”

Callie clapped enthusiastically.
“I love how your lips pop when you smile like that, girl.”

The two took each other’s hands, sharing a conspiratorial moment as if they’d always been friends. As if, in another timeline, they had been born this way.

Delilah stepped back.
Something inside her cracked.
Not because of the change.
But because Tasha… didn’t remember she had changed.

Holden, jaw tight, took the lead.
“Let’s go. We need to get to the offices. Now.”

Social Sciences Building, upper floor.
Serena Vaughn’s office was unlike the others.
Cleaner. Emptier.
But not the emptiness of abandonment.
The emptiness of a well-prepped operating room.

The shelves held only books with generic titles: Neuroplasticity, Educational Programming, Gender and Society. But under the desk, behind a false bottom, Delilah found what they were looking for.

“I knew it,” she murmured, pulling out the folders. “Same handwriting. Same symbols. This is a direct continuation of Becky Vega’s projects.”

Holden flipped through the documents.
Diagrams of neural circuits.
Models of induced hormonal feedback.
Personal notes:

“Apply to subjects with active emotional resistance.
Better results in males with ambiguous self-esteem.
Emotional attachment can be accelerated with positive glamour.”

“So… it’s her?” Riley asked. “The Silken one?”
“Either it’s her… or she’s working with her,” said Delilah.
“Then let’s confront her,” Holden growled, clutching the folders like weapons.

Delilah nodded.
But as they descended the stairs and exited the building, something became clear.

The campus was no longer the same.
All around them, students walked, laughed, hugged.
But 80% of them…
were girls.

Not just girls.
Gigi.
Sissy.
Tasha.
And many more.
Too many.
Too perfect.
Too new.

Holden swallowed hard.
He took Riley’s hand.
She looked at him, eyes unsure whether to cry or bite.

“Are we going to be the last?”

And as the group crossed the gardens toward Serena Vaughn’s office, a pink butterfly fluttered past them, glowing like a hologram.

In a sealed room.
Underground.
Locked with padlocks, chains, and biometric security panels.

There—
The Silken Stalker’s nest.

Dark, except for the glow of screens showing faces.
Before. After.
Masculine voices overlaid with sharp giggles.
Notes signed in lipstick.
Blonde hair samples labeled by type and volume.

In the back, a stainless steel table.
Perfumes lined up.
Wigs arranged by root shade.

And her.
Seated on her black throne.
Gloved fingers dancing across the tablet.

PROJECT PROGRESS: 80%
REMAINING CONTAINMENT TIME: UNSTABLE
SYSTEM: EFFICIENT.

“So few left,” she murmured, with a laugh that crawled like velvet soaked in blood.

On one screen, Holden’s group was approaching the administration building.
The Stalker stood up—like a star about to step on stage.

“Let’s give them a final show. One they’ll never forget.”

And as she laughed, the nest’s lights flickered.
The next step was already underway.


Chapter 17: Berry Kiss and Scars

Delilah was exhausted.
Her back ached from hunching over the keyboard, and her eyes were red from reading documents under the blue glow of her laptop.
But she had everything: screenshots, old records, blueprints, code matches.
All pointing to the same root: Becky Vega.

So she declared firmly,
“Tomorrow we confront her. Serena Vaughn. No more circling around. No more loose threads.”

The group nodded, tired, but clinging to what little they had left: each other.

Tasha stood with a soft smile.
“I’m going with my girlfriend.”

Delilah felt that knot again.
Like something inside her was trying to remember that “my girlfriend” used to sound different.

Tasha took her hand.
Her long acrylic nails brushed Delilah’s palm with an artificial sweetness that made her shiver.

Tasha’s Dorm Room.
The room was a shrine to vanity and reinvention: LED lights framing the mirror, a tower of lipsticks sorted by shade, and a diffuser misting out bursts of vanilla and something else—sweet, sedative, almost erotic.

Delilah stood in the doorway.
Still.

Tasha, sitting with one leg folded under the other, applied mascara with surgeon-like precision.
Her brown curls were perfectly defined.
Her lashes were already long… but now they were spectacular.

“Do you like it?” she said, turning. “It’s Berry Kiss. New release from Sedosa. Matches my bra, look.”

Delilah looked: pink lace.
Tiny bows on the straps.
It was the third time Tasha had mentioned that brand.

“Yeah. Great,” she said automatically.
She moved closer.
Tried to kiss her.
But the gloss…
That damn gloss tasted like plastic and poisonous fruit.

Tasha pulled back, laughing.
“Ugh, don’t ruin my gloss!” She dabbed the corner of her mouth with a pink tissue, like a sitcom actress. “Why don’t you relax? We could go shopping… or talk about our feelings. That helps.”

Delilah stepped back.
“Zane hated talking about feelings.”

Tasha pursed her lips, then softened them.
She didn’t reply.

The next day.
The group stood outside Serena Vaughn’s office.
The professor greeted them with a tired expression, coffee cup in hand, a stack of Virginia Woolf books behind her desk.

“What’s all this theater?” she asked, eyeing the folders Delilah tossed onto her desk.

“Feminization projects,” said Holden. “Documents linked to Becky Vega. They’re in your office.
And we know something is happening on this campus. It connects back to you.”

Serena flipped through the pages, then looked at them like students who’d missed the point of a metaphor.

“Becky Vega? That lunatic? She was a radical feminist. Wanted to create a ‘new femininity’ to purge toxic masculinity. Talked about it like theology.”

Callie tilted her head.
“So you admit you knew her.”

“Of course I knew her. We were in the same Transgressive Literature course. But that was years ago.
I only study literature.”

I don’t know anything about chemistry. Or tech. Or hypnosis. Want to see my thesis?
It’s titled: “The Lost Phallus: Reconstructing Authorship in Silenced Female Writers.”

Silence.
Riley crossed her arms.
“So… you have no idea about any of this?”
“No. And if you’re being manipulated, that’s completely beyond my field.”

The group left.
Sad.
Defeated.

Windmere Gardens, late afternoon.
Delilah walked beside Tasha.
The sun filtered light through the leaves as if trying to caress them, but it no longer warmed.
The wind carried laughter… all of it feminine.

Delilah spoke.
As if memories might bring her back.
“Do you remember when we had ice cream with your parents and it spilled all over you? You said it was a dairy conspiracy. Your mom cried laughing.”

Tasha smiled.
But emptily.
“I don’t remember that.”

Delilah swallowed.
Her voice cracked.
“How can you not remember?”

Tasha looked down.
Her expression softened.
“I’m sorry. I don’t have as good a memory as you.
You were always the smart one.
I loved that about you.”

Delilah blinked, confused.
“Loved that?”

Tasha nodded.
“Yes.
I loved when you introduced me to your parents.
I was so nervous.
I knew you’d make me look good.”

There was a long silence.
Delilah broke it with tears.
“What did they do to you?”

Tasha stepped closer.
Wiped her cheeks gently.
Then smiled.
“To hell with the gloss.”

And she kissed her.
With passion.
With tongue.
With nostalgia.
With something real.

Delilah moaned softly.
And in that moment—that kiss…
she didn’t know if she was kissing Zane.
Tasha.
Or some broken, beautiful combination that no longer had a name.

But she kissed.
And for now… that was enough.


Chapter 18: Not All Caresses Need to Be Hard

Delilah lay back on the pale pink quilt without a word. This time, she had been the one to take the initiative. A glass of wine, a silence as heavy as spilled perfume, and then a brush against Tasha’s hand—just a touch, like a promise written in nail polish.

—Are you sure? —Tasha asked, biting her lip.

—I’m tired of thinking. I just… want to feel.

Tasha smiled, her blush so soft it could have been part of her makeup. She wore a cropped T-shirt, no bra, and white lace panties that didn’t hide the gentle curves of her transformed body. Her erection wasn’t there. Not this time. And she didn’t seem to be looking for it.

Delilah pulled her in with her hands. She caressed her back, feeling the smoothness of her remade skin. Tasha closed her eyes, letting it happen.

Delilah thought she might miss something… but she didn’t. She missed nothing.

She kissed her lips.

They were soft, moist, tasting of cherry gloss and conquered fear. She trailed down her neck, her shoulders, moving slowly while Tasha’s hand trembled slightly, as if unsure whether to touch or ask permission.

—Do you like it? —Delilah whispered.

Tasha nodded, breathing slowly.

When her mouth reached her nipples, she felt them harden. Sensitive. New. Delilah kissed them, licked them, and Tasha moaned. It wasn’t a masculine sound. It was sweet, almost feminine, like a purr that hadn’t existed in her before the transformation.

Delilah slid her hand between her thighs. She touched her gently. She wasn’t hard. But she felt warm, alive, pulsing with restrained pleasure. Tasha gasped, trembling, and rested her forehead against Delilah’s neck.

—I can’t… you know —she murmured—. Not like before.

Delilah silenced her with a kiss.

—It’s not necessary.

She cupped her face in her hands.

—I want this.

She turned her slowly, letting Tasha lie back on the bed. Then she climbed atop her, brushing against her flat stomach, her soft thighs, as their tongues found each other again.

Delilah's clit was awake, eager. She rubbed against Tasha's abdomen, and they both moaned in unison.

—Oh... fuck... —Tasha whispered—. I didn’t know you could make me feel like this without... without...

—Without penetration —Delilah finished with a sly smile.

They kept moving together.
Sliding, grinding.

There was nothing hard between them. Just wetness, heat, skin, and perfume.

When they both came, gasping, legs tangled and hearts beating in sync, Delilah stroked Tasha’s cheek.

—I never thought I’d get this turned on by someone without an erection.

Tasha let out a quiet laugh, tears still glistening in her eyes.

—I never thought someone would want me like this... without that even mattering.

Delilah kissed her eyelids.

—Welcome to a new kind of pleasure, darling.


Chapter 19: The Beginning of the End

The days in Windmere had become soft.
Too soft.
As if the air carried something more than humidity.

The campus was no longer an educational space—it was an endless parade of perfect girls.
White stockings. Lip gloss. Sweet voices.
Crystal laughter, hurried little steps, planners covered in butterfly stickers.

First-year boys were a critically endangered species.
The few who remained walked hunched over, glancing in every direction, as if expecting the perfume to strike from behind like a knife.
And in a way… it did.

Delilah kept trying to investigate.
She hid in the library.
Built mind maps, reconstructed deleted files, sketched frantic diagrams.

But Tasha…
Tasha would lie in her lap, offer her cupcakes, tell her she was stressing too much.
“Come here, baby,” she’d whisper. “Why don’t you braid my hair? I promise we’ll watch that feminism documentary of yours… or whatever.”

Delilah clenched her teeth.
But when Tasha hugged her, when she told her she was smart and beautiful…
everything unraveled.

Holden, meanwhile, barely spoke anymore.
Last time they visited The Grind, the barista served his latte with a butterfly drawn in the foam.
Every time he looked around… he saw no one he remembered.
And the idea of resisting… felt further away.
More hollow.

Until that class.
Experimental Psychology, last Thursday of the semester.

Silvana Varela arrived late.
She wore pure white—a body-hugging dress that clung to her curves like paint.
Heels that struck the floor like a sentence.
Lips painted crimson red.
Perfume… far too much.

Everyone watched her.
Delilah barely lifted her head.
Holden didn’t blink.
Tasha chewed strawberry gum with a distracted look.

And then Silvana cleared her throat.
“Today… we celebrate.”

The class went silent.
Silvana spun slowly, theatrically, like she was posing for a magazine cover.
“Because at last… a dream has come true.”

No one spoke.
She smiled.
“A young feminist’s dream.
A student humiliated, silenced, rejected.
One they called dramatic.
Who screamed alone.
Who drew blueprints for neuroactive perfumes and was called crazy.”

Silence.
A student murmured something.
Silvana stepped closer.

“Don’t you recognize me?
Don’t you see?”

She took off her glasses.

The smile didn’t change.
Only the eyes.

Becky Vega.

Delilah stood up, staggering.
“You… you’re…”
“Since the beginning.
I never left.
I just… evolved.”

She walked between the rows of desks, pausing to stroke a braid here, a bow there.
“I studied biology. Psychology. Neuromodulation. Cosmetology. Hypnosis. Marketing.
And I learned… that if I wanted to change the world, I’d have to do it one transformation at a time.”

She reached the center of the classroom.
Placed her bag on the desk.

“And now… it ends.”

She unzipped it.
Inside, a device: round, chrome, like a perfume bottle the size of a watermelon.
She pressed a button.

The lid popped open with a soft click.
And from it emerged a pink cloud.
Not a cloud. A tsunami.

A sea of fragrance.
The final perfume.

The bomb detonated.
Not in sound.
In scent.
In color.
In desire.

The hallways filled with pink mist.
The corridors. The staircases. The offices.
The air vibrated with soft music.
With distorted laughter.
With subliminal messages sung by feminine voices like a chorus of glossed-up sirens.

Holden grabbed Riley.
“We have to get out of here!”

They ran.
But it was too late.

Gigi saw them.
Blew a kiss.
Her perfume flew like a blade.
Sissy laughed in the distance.
Her glasses sparkled in the pink light.
Callie danced, intoxicated.

And Tasha…
Tasha held Delilah close, whispering that everything would be okay.

Holden and Riley pushed through the cloud.
They reached the campus gates.
Locked.

Riley shoved him hard.
“Run!”
“No. With you.”
“Holden. You still can. Run!”

Riley’s eyes were shining.
She was crying—but smiling.
“Do it for me.
Do it for them.
Do it… for you.”

Holden didn’t want to leave her.
He couldn’t.
But the perfume was closing in.

And she pushed him one last time.
“GO!”

And he ran.

The last free boy.
Running through a pink fog.

While behind him, all of Windmere became seduction.
Laughter.
Sparkle.
Sedosa.


Chapter 20: The Birth of Holly

The night was thick.
Holden was running.
Feet on rough asphalt, throat on fire.
In the distance, the campus disappeared behind a pink cloud that still glowed softly, like a cosmic wound that wouldn’t stop bleeding sweetness.
Behind him, nothing could be heard.
And yet… she was coming.
The Silken Stalker.
She didn’t run.
She didn’t pant.
She just advanced.
An elegant shadow silhouette, heels clicking like inverted metronomes.
Each step, a sentence.
Holden turned into an alley, then onto the street where his parents still lived, just four blocks from campus.
He knocked on the door.
Open.
—Mom! Dad! Help!
Silence.
The house was just as always.
Perfect.
Family photos. A leather sofa. The pendulum clock striking 11:11.
But empty.
He went upstairs.
Locked his room.
Breathing like a cornered animal.
He collapsed onto the carpet, trembling.
And then…
a scent.
Not strong.
Not immediate.
Subtle.
As if the carpet exhaled it.
Lavender. Talcum. An ancestral sweetness.
And something more.
Rose. Vinyl. Feminine. Final.
Holden jumped up.
The closet door opened on its own.
And there she was.
Her.
The Silken Stalker.
Tight white dress, 60s style.
Lace gloves.
Sinful red lips.
And a smile as soft as a curse.
—You can’t escape your best version, Holden.
Holden backed away, stumbling over his bed.
—No… no. You’re not going to do it!
She laughed.
A musical, restrained laugh.
—I already did. Just the finishing touches remain.
She pulled a box from the closet.
Lined with satin fabric.
When she opened it… each item was arranged with surgical precision.
Traditional housewife dress, mint green with a white collar, cinched waist, knee-length skirt.
Nude stockings, folded as if they’d always been waiting for his legs.
Blonde wig, with soft waves, styled like a 60s TV star.
Beige heels, with golden buckle and square heel.
A bottle of perfume. The final one.

Holden screamed.
He ran to the window.
Sealed.
From the outside.
Covered with a translucent, satiny membrane, as if the outside world no longer wanted him.
The Stalker approached calmly.
—Don’t resist. There’s no more Holden.
Only Holly.
She sprayed him.
A burst of perfume exploded over his face.
Sweet. Overwhelming.
The same scent that had erased memories on campus.
That had rewritten bodies.
Lives.
Desires.
Holden collapsed.
His lips trembled.
His eyes began to close.
The Silken One undressed him gently.
Not aggressive.
Not crude.
Precise. Almost maternal.
She slid the stockings up his legs with measured caresses.
The dress fit like an embrace.
The zipper rose with a whisper.
The heels clicked as his feet—now softer, smaller—settled in.
And finally…
the wig.
The glue burned.
The roots clung to his scalp.
The golden color shimmered in the light.
She pulled out a small mirror.
Held it up to him.
Holly.
Oval face.
Thin eyebrows.
Painted lips.
A magazine cover woman from 1963.
Perfect.
Domestic.
Radiant.
Holden whimpered.
But the voice… was no longer his.
—W-what did you… do to me?
The Stalker looked at him, satisfied.
—I freed you.
I rebuilt you.
I completed you.
And with a triumphant smile, she tied a lace apron around him.
—You can make dinner now, Holly. Your parents will be home soon.
Holly blinked.
A tear ran down her cheek.
But then… she smiled.
Sweet.
Soft.
Holly.
And downstairs, in the kitchen, the radio turned on by itself.
A soft 60s melody filled the house.
And from the vanity mirror, the Silken Stalker vanished.
Her masterpiece complete.


Chapter 21: The Last First Day

The scent of cinnamon slid through the kitchen like a domestic serpent—warm, protective. Holly moved gracefully in front of the oven, her white apron snug over her floral dress. Her hair was styled in soft waves, and her smile looked straight out of a 1962 magazine cover.
—Eggs however you like them, mommy —she sang, placing two plates on the table—. And almond milk coffee for daddy.
Holly’s parents looked at her as if she had always been this way. As if there had never been another name.
—Thank you, sweetheart —her mother said, opening the newspaper with the ease of someone perfectly content.
—Always so helpful, our girl —added her father, already in his suit, checking his watch—. Just like your mother.
Grace, her older sister, came down the stairs in sporty shorts and a tight top. When she saw Holly, she smiled with lifelong camaraderie.
—You made us muffins? You're the best little sister in the world.
Holly turned, her back to them as she checked the oven, and no shadow of doubt could be seen in her gaze.
Because there was none.
Only satisfaction.
And sweetness.

Windmere Campus.
Riley walked alone under the soft morning sun, eyes sharp and stride steady.
She stopped in front of the central fountain.
The place was… changed.
Delilah arrived beside her, dragging a backpack full of books.
Her eyes scanned the surroundings with suspicion.
—Not a single guy left.
The seniors are drooling over every cheerleader that walks by.
Riley nodded.
But her face… was at peace.
Too much so.
Delilah looked at her.
—You okay?
—Of course —Riley replied, smiling—. I'm just… adjusting.
And then… they arrived.
Callie, with huge glasses and a blouse that read “Sassy & Scholarly.”
Tasha, in high-waisted shorts and a crop top, bubblegum pink lips and a perfect braid.
And in the center, Holly, dressed in a pleated skirt and cream blouse, her hair immaculate, holding a box of flower-decorated cookies.
—Girls! —Callie said, raising her hand like waving in a teen movie—. We're late for the planner decoration club!
—I got distracted baking —Holly excused herself, approaching Riley—. I made your favorites.
With chocolate chips and love.
Riley looked at her.
Tenderly.
And kissed her sweet lips, without a hint of resistance.
—You're the best girlfriend in the world.
Holly smiled, blushing.
—Awwwwwwww!
Tasha hugged Delilah, who remained stiff, her gaze lost.
Callie spun on her heels and snapped a group selfie.
—Windmere has never been this aesthetically glorious.
In the background, Principal Holloway smiled from his office.
And on the campus radio, a soft 60s song played, adapted with new lyrics about shining, smiling, and letting go of who you no longer are.
Delilah, in the middle of the group, simply closed her eyes.
Felt Tasha’s lips on her cheek.
She squeezed her eyes shut, then relaxed, finally surrendering and smiling.
Riley, meanwhile, took Holly’s hand.
And walked happily, through scents of baked bread and hairspray.
Because at Windmere, the future no longer came with mustaches.
It came in a skirt.
And with vanilla-flavored lip gloss.


Final Chapter: Cookies, Lingerie, and Lube

Holly’s house smelled of melted butter, vanilla, and perfumed anxiety. She wore an apron printed with cherries and the word cutie embroidered in glittering letters. Her blonde hair was tied into two soft pigtails. Riley, sitting on the kitchen island, watched her with a half-smile and crossed legs, like someone witnessing a show they never wanted to end.

—Did you know I like you even more now? —Riley asked, breaking the silence as if biting into a ripe strawberry.

Holly turned, blushing.

—Like this? Sweet… and hollow?

—Not hollow, —Riley replied, sliding off the counter with feline grace. —Redefined. You’re… beautiful. And delicious.

She took a cookie from the warm plate, blew on it softly, and took a bite without ever looking away.

—I’ve never wanted to taste something… or someone… so badly.

Holly shivered.

—My room… is upstairs.

Riley didn’t ask. She just followed.

Holly’s room was a dream of pink and lace. Stuffed animals, soft lighting, posters of beauty influencers. The bed perfectly made—until Riley unmade it with a single glance.

They kissed standing first. Then on the bed. Then lying down, one on top of the other, fingers exploring, unbuttoning, sliding with the slowness of genuine desire. Riley ran her hands down to Holly’s waist, traced the new curve, and kissed her neck with a wild tenderness.

—You know what I brought? —Riley murmured.

—What?

—Something… I’m dying to use with you.

She pulled the harness from her bag. Black, sturdy, with a perfectly shaped dildo. Holly stared at it with wet, gleaming eyes.

—Do you really want… to do it with me? Like this?
Riley held her chin.
—I want to fuck you. Just as you are. Because like this, you’re perfect.
Holly bit her lip, gasping. Not from doubt. From gratitude.
—Yes… please, yes. I want… I want to be yours.

They undressed slowly. Holly was left in pink lingerie: a lace floral bra, a snug garter belt, and panties that trembled with every breath. Riley wore a sleek black set, elegant, with V-straps that hugged her body like promises.

She applied the lube with precise, sensual strokes. Holly arched when Riley touched between her thighs, spreading the warm gel with gentle fingers.
—You’re ready, Riley murmured.
—I always was, Holly sighed, parting her legs.

The penetration was slow.
A firm thrust. Inevitable. Perfect.

Holly let out a sharp, beautiful moan—something almost inhuman. Riley leaned over her, moving with controlled intensity. Every push was a gift. Every gasp, a poem.
—Yes… Riley… God… I love it… Holly whimpered, clutching the sheets—. You’re perfect… and you make me… feel… so real…

The rhythm grew deeper.
And with every stroke, something in Holly melted. Not from pain. From fullness.
From confirmation.
From glorious surrender.

When they came—one with a guttural cry, the other with tears in her eyes—Holly clung to Riley, burying her face in her perfumed neck.
—Thank you, she whispered—. I’m not afraid anymore.
Riley kissed her forehead.
—I prefer you like this.

And the gloss on Holly’s lips… stayed perfectly intact.


EPILOGUE: THE GLAMOROUS GETAWAY

The bubblegum pink convertible devoured the highway like a Barbie in heat.
Becky Vega—better known as The Silken Stalker, lesser known as “that bitch who ended masculinity for a generation”—had her black lace gloves firmly gripped on the steering wheel, nails painted a bright venom green.
Her lips moved in sync with Material Girl, twisting deliciously around every syllable, leaving deadly red smudges on her smoothie straw.
Custom license plate: G1RLZRU1E
Trunk contents: Bottles of Silken No. 666, wigs styled with surgical precision, three latex outfits “in case of events,” and a steel briefcase with biometric locks glowing with its own light.
GPS: Saint Cecile University – 243 miles. Icon: open scissors over hot pink lips.
She flew past a highway sign that read:
“Welcome to Ravendale! 100% Free of Toxic Masculinity.”
Becky looked at it in the rearview mirror, bit her lip with a crooked smile, and whispered:
—And they called me dramatic.
The convertible roared.
The wind lifted her silk scarf.
And in her rhinestone-framed sunglasses, the reflection showed something else…
the future.





Afterword — By Sofía Bacon
I wanted to build a story that was both beautiful and cruel, aesthetic and grotesque, soft as velvet and sharp as a scalpel. The goal was never just to entertain, but to unsettle. Silken speaks to how culture shapes, imposes, and sometimes replaces what we believe we are.
This book is a twisted love letter to college campuses, to fluid identities, to the power of language, and to the terror of not knowing if you're the one inhabiting your body… or if you were written by someone else.
To those who saw themselves reflected, questioned, or touched—even if only with lace gloves—thank you for reading to the end.
And if your phone ever buzzes for no reason...
Maybe you're not as alone as you think.
With perfume and conspiracy,
Sofía Bacon
2025
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If you enjoyed this story,
please consider leaving a
short review on Amazon.
Even a few kind words or
stars help more than you
imagine — and keep me witing
more fabulous adventures
like this one!
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