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Chapter 1
The Bet


The room was warm with wine and smugness.

Melissa sat cross-legged on the couch in her robe, her hair tied up messily, face glowing with that familiar post-dinner flush. A mostly empty bottle of cabernet sat between us on the coffee table, beside the trivia game we’d been half-playing and half-flirting our way through for the last hour.

This was the final round of our month-long bet. One challenge per night, every night in October—board games, dares, little competitions we invented on the spot. The rules were simple: whoever had the most wins by Halloween got to choose the other’s costume. A fun idea at first, just a flirty excuse to spice up our evenings. But somehow, it had turned into a full-blown scoreboard war.

We were tied at fifteen wins each which meant that tonight was the tiebreaker. I was determined to win—not just because I wanted to gloat, but because I already had her costume picked out: a skimpy black leotard, fishnets, bunny ears, and cuffs. Like something out of one of those old pin-up magazines. She had laughed when I teased her about it earlier in the month. Said that she would never wear something like that. Which was exactly why I wanted her to.

But none of that mattered if I didn’t win tonight.

I was really trying to focus on my hand, but she looked unfairly good tonight. Bare legs tucked under her, robe loose enough to hint but not reveal, and a sly grin playing on her lips every time I so much as blinked.

“You’re stalling,” she said, voice smooth as silk. Her bare foot nudged mine under the table.

“I’m calculating,” I said, narrowing my eyes at the question card in front of me like I could force the answer out of it telepathically. “It’s called strategy.”

“It’s called losing,” she purred, swirling her wine lazily in its glass.

I huffed and threw down my final answer with a dramatic flick of the wrist. “Fine. Let’s see it.”

Melissa reached forward with all the slow satisfaction of a woman who had already won. She glanced at the card, smirked, and marked it with a flourish. Then she tallied up the scores on the pad between us and her smile widened.

I groaned before she even said it.

“Final count,” she said brightly, holding the notepad up like a game show host revealing a million-dollar prize. “Melissa: forty-two. Kyle: thirty-six. Tragic.”

“Tragic is right,” I muttered, slumping back against the cushions. “This game is rigged.”

“It’s literally trivia,” she said, already standing and stretching her arms overhead in a long, delicious curve. “Which means you’ve got no one to blame but yourself.”

“You seduced me into failure. You weren’t dressed like this when we agreed to play tonight.”

“That is called strategy,” she grinned. “Now, as the victor of our monthly challenge, I think I’m ready to redeem my prize. Are you ready to see your costume?”

Before I could answer she disappeared down the hall toward the bedroom. I felt the beginnings of unease prickling at my spine as I heard her rustling through the closet. “What, uh… what costume were you thinking, anyway?”

Her voice floated casually back to me. “Oh, something classy.”

That didn’t sound promising.

“You know this was all hypothetical, right?” I called. “I assumed we were doing like... ironic costumes. Funny stuff.”

She didn’t answer, but a minute later, she returned holding a hanger.

I sat up straighter, my eyes focusing on the outstretched outfit. “No.”

“Oh yes.”

“Melissa.”

She dangled the hanger in front of me, the outfit displayed in all its black satin, corseted, bow-tied glory. The ears flopped slightly on top. The white puff tail caught the light like a spotlight. Even from a distance, I could tell the thing was skin-tight, laughably short, and absolutely not designed for a man.

I stared at it, stunned. “That’s not a Halloween costume. That’s… that’s lingerie.”

“Wrong,” she said, lifting a second hanger. “This is lingerie.” A matching pair of black satin panties dangled from her finger. “The other thing’s just festive.”

My mouth went dry. “Where did you even get that?”

“Online. Custom-sized. Medium men’s. Lycra-stretch, breathable satin, contour padding in the chest and hips.” She tapped the tag proudly. “You’d be amazed what Etsy can do these days.”

“You had this custom made?”

“You gave me a great idea when you mentioned me dressing like this and I just couldn’t let it go.”

“That’s devious.”

“That’s visionary.” She sat beside me again, close enough for her perfume to wrap around me like a spell. “Come on, babe. You lost. And the loser agreed to wear whatever the winner chose. That was the deal.”

“That’s not how I remember it.”

“That’s because you were cocky. You were already picturing me in that outfit, weren’t you?”

I shifted awkwardly. “Of course I was.”

“Well, guess what?” she said, tossing the bunny ears into my lap. “Now you get to see it up close. And you get to feel it.”

I looked down at the ears. They were absurd. Pink satin inner lining, soft velvet outer curve, floppy in the way that made you think of innocence and porn in the same breath. The little headband beneath them looked deceptively comfortable. My fingers curled around it before I realized what I was doing.

“Mel,” I said slowly, “be honest. You don’t actually expect me to wear this in public.”

She shrugged. “Only if you want to.”

“I don’t.”

She grinned. “Then you’ll just wear it for me. For now.”

The silence that followed that sentence was thicker than anything else in the room. The way she said it—light and playful, but underlined with something more… possessive. Intimate. Like she’d been waiting for this. Not the win. Not the bet. But me in this.

I tried to shake it off. “You’re enjoying this way too much.”

She leaned in, her lips brushing just beneath my ear. “I’m imagining you shaved, oiled, panting. That tail twitching every time you move.”

I swallowed hard.

“Let me dress you,” she whispered. “Let me make you into her. Just for one night.”

I turned to look at her. Her cheeks were pink from wine, her eyes sparkling, her lips slightly parted. Her hand rested on my thigh, nails tracing slow, hypnotic patterns that had nothing to do with affection and everything to do with control.

And the costume? It was waiting. It was humiliating… yet oddly alluring. My cock stirred, unbidden. I shifted again, legs suddenly too tight in my jeans.

She noticed. Of course she did. “I knew it,” she whispered. “You do want this.”

“I don’t⁠—”

“Then let me prove it. Let me start with a bath. We’ll shave everything. Lotion you until you’re soft and glowing. Just that. Nothing more.”

She reached up and gently placed the bunny ears on my head. Not forcing. Just… trying them on. Her gaze softened as she looked at me. “You’d be beautiful. You’re already halfway there.”

I should’ve said no. I should’ve laughed it off. But I didn’t. I looked down at the costume again.

And I nodded.

“…Just once.”

Her smile was wicked and sweet and far too satisfied.

“Good bunny.”


Chapter 2
Preparing Her Bunny


Melissa stood as soon as the words left my mouth, her silk robe trailing just enough to flash her bare thighs as she walked. She didn’t say anything right away—didn’t gloat, didn’t tease. She simply disappeared into the bathroom, the click of the door followed by the familiar sound of running water.

I sat there, motionless, ears still perched on my head like a crown of shame. The costume lay across the armrest now, shimmering softly in the lamplight, absurdly feminine. My heart thumped in my chest.

I should’ve said no. It was a joke. It was supposed to be a joke.

I pulled the ears off and stared at them in my hands. They were cute, soft, and stupid. Why did the thought of her dressing me in that thing make my stomach flutter?

“Babe?” she called.

My throat was dry. “Yeah?”

“Come here. It’s ready.”

I stood slowly, like I was walking into a trap I could still technically escape. My legs carried me toward the open bathroom door, my bare feet silent against the wood floor.

Inside, the lights were dimmed. Candles flickered along the countertop, casting golden reflections against the mirror. Steam drifted from the tub, which was filled nearly to the brim with water that shimmered slightly under the soft light—rose-scented bath oil, if I had to guess.

Melissa was already perched on the edge in her robe, sleeves rolled up, a razor in one hand and a small can of shaving foam in the other. She looked up, all business. “Get undressed.”

I hesitated, biting my lip as I considered my options one last time.

Her gaze didn’t waver. “You said just once.”

I swallowed and reached for the hem of my shirt. The cotton stuck to my skin a little as I peeled it off. She didn’t say anything as I undressed, just watched as her eyes tracked each new inch of exposed skin like a sculptor surveying raw marble.

When I was down to my boxers, I hesitated again, but the look in her eyes told me I was already in too deep. Completely naked, she reached out and took my hand. “Step in,” she told me.

I nodded once and slipped into the tub. The heat enveloped me immediately, pulling a low, involuntary sigh from my lips. I sank down until the water covered my chest, muscles loosening despite myself. The scent—roses and something sweeter, softer—filled my lungs.

Melissa knelt beside the tub and picked up a washcloth. “I’m going to soften everything first. Then we’ll shave. Sound good?”

“This is ridiculous. Isn’t it a little unfair that your costume for me makes me shave my body?”

“Maybe,” she said, dipping the cloth into the water and lifting my leg. “But you’re still here.”

She began rubbing slow, lazy circles against my calf, working the heat into my skin. Her touch was clinical at first—focused, gentle, efficient. But there was an intimacy to it too. Something deeper.

She moved to my thigh and my breath hitched. “Relax,” she murmured, eyes flicking up to meet mine.

“I am relaxed.”

“You’re tense. Like you’re afraid I’m going to bite.”

“It’s not you that I’m afraid of.”

“Good,” she said, now massaging the washcloth up over my other leg. “Because tonight, I own you.”

I didn’t have a reply for that.

She set the cloth aside, smoothed her hand over my leg, then shook the shaving cream can and sprayed a generous puff into her palm. The scent changed—fresh and minty now. She lathered me slowly, her fingers spreading the foam up and down each leg in wide, even strokes.

“I’m going to do this carefully,” she said, picking up the razor. “But you have to stay still. You trust me, right?”

“…Yeah.”

She started with long, smooth passes along my shin, the blade gliding effortlessly through the foam. I watched her hands move, watched the hair vanish with each stroke, and felt something strange bloom in my chest—part embarrassment, part anticipation. Her face was focused, eyes narrowed slightly, tongue poking out at the corner of her mouth. She was enjoying this.

“You have nice legs,” she said, as she rinsed the razor in a bowl of warm water beside her. “I don’t know why you hide them under jeans all the time.”

“Because I don’t normally wear six-inch heels and a rabbit tail.”

“Shame,” she said with a grin. “You’re going to look incredible.”

By the time she moved to the other leg, I’d stopped pretending I wasn’t hard. The warm water, the soft scrape of the razor, her gentle hands—it was too much. She said nothing about it, just glanced down with a smirk and continued working.

“You’re handling this better than I thought,” she murmured as she started on my thighs. “I figured you’d be whining the whole time.”

“I’m reserving my right to whine later.”

“I’ll allow it. But I get to pick the safe word.”

“Why would I need a safe word?” I asked apprehensively.

She smiled. “Because you’re going to beg me to stop teasing you, and I’m not going to want to.”

I closed my eyes and let out a deep sigh, then she continued. She shaved my thighs with slow, deliberate care, rinsing between every stroke, smoothing her fingers over each freshly bare patch of skin as if testing the finish. Every time she touched me, my body twitched. She took her time and was thorough.

When she was done, she ran her hands up and down my calves, my thighs, appraising. “God. You’re smooth. So soft.”

“Thanks, I think.”

“Step out. I want to lotion you while you’re still warm.”

I did as she asked, water running down my body in rivulets. She wrapped me in a towel and sat me on the closed toilet lid, then uncapped a bottle of something creamy and floral. As she pumped it into her palms and rubbed them together, the scent of jasmine and almond filled the bathroom.

She started at my ankles, working the lotion into my skin in slow, sensual circles. Her hands moved with purpose. Up my calves, behind my knees, along my thighs. The towel slipped higher as she went.

“Look at you,” she murmured, voice soft now. “You’re glowing.”

“It’s the oil.”

“No, bunny. It’s you.”

Her hands glided over my chest, my shoulders, down my arms. She took special care with my wrists, rubbing small circles there, like she was fitting me for invisible cuffs.

“I could get used to you like this,” she said, meeting my eyes. “Clean. Smooth. Obedient.”

“I’m not exactly feeling obedient right now.”

She grinned. “We’ll see.”

She kissed my shoulder, then rose, reaching for the costume.

And just like that, it was happening. I wasn’t in control anymore.

And for some reason… I didn’t want to be.


Chapter 3
Her Bunny Girl


Melissa held up the bodysuit with both hands, letting it dangle between us like a prize she’d won—and in a way, she had. The glossy black satin shimmered under the bathroom light, tight and form-fitted, impossibly feminine. The cups were molded into soft curves. A faint dip at the waist narrowed toward flared hips. Even without a body inside, it had a shape. A presence.

And it was waiting for me.

She looked down at me with a soft smile, one hand still gliding lightly over my freshly lotioned thigh. “You ready?”

I wasn’t, but I nodded anyway.

“Good bunny.”

She kissed my cheek and knelt beside me, gently undoing the towel I still had wrapped around my waist. Her eyes didn’t flinch when my cock, already hard, bobbed free. She didn’t smirk or tease—not yet. She just looked at it, then back at me, like she was reading something unspoken.

Then she rose, stepping to the sink where the rest of the costume pieces were neatly laid out like sacred tools: the black pantyhose, the bowtie collar, the wrist cuffs, the bunny ears, the heels. A pair of sheer black gloves. And of course, the white puffball tail.

“Arms up,” she said, slipping the bodysuit over one hand.

I obeyed.

She pulled it down slowly, guiding the tight satin over my shoulders, my chest, my stomach. I gasped as the material kissed my skin—smooth, cool, then warm as it hugged to me. It compressed me, molded me. The cups pushed my chest up slightly, shaping soft mounds that didn’t exist but suddenly felt like they did.

“Breathe in,” she said, tightening the laces at the back.

I sucked in a breath and she tugged, making it cinch tighter. Not painfully—but enough to make me stand taller. Narrower. Curvier.

She reached around, adjusted the cups gently, then stepped back to admire her work. “You’re going to break hearts.”

“I look like a joke.”

“You look like a fantasy.”

She grabbed the black pantyhose next, rolling them delicately in her fingers like she’d done it a hundred times—and she probably had. She knelt again and lifted one of my legs, guiding my foot into the nylon. Then the other. As she slid the fabric up my thighs, her hands moved with reverence. Slow and worshipful.

When the waistband snapped into place, she smoothed it over my hips, fingers pressing firmly against the satin of the bodysuit. My cock throbbed from the feeling.

She looked up at me with warm eyes. “You feel that?”

“…Yeah.”

“Good. I want you to feel this. All of it.”

Next came the accessories. The bowtie collar snapped gently around my neck with a subtle click. It wasn’t tight—but I felt it. Like a tag, a reminder that I belonged to her. Then the cuffs, white and crisp, with little black buttons. Then the bunny ears. She slipped the headband over my hair and adjusted it carefully, angling the ears just right.

I caught my reflection in the mirror behind her. I didn’t see me. I saw her. A new her. Soft-faced. Smooth-bodied. Collared and flushed.

My legs looked… good. Too good. The pantyhose made them sleek, shapely. The bodysuit pulled in my waist, exaggerated my hips. With the ears and collar, I didn’t look like a man in a costume. I looked like a girl trying to be bad. And succeeding.

I didn’t know whether to panic or cum.

“Now the tail,” she said lightly, lifting the puffball with its little Velcro attachment.

I startled. “That goes on me?”

“Obviously. You’re not a real bunny without a tail.”

She stepped behind me and pressed the tail firmly against the lower back of the bodysuit. It stuck—barely—but was enough to bounce slightly when I moved.

“There,” she said, circling back in front of me. “All that’s left is the shoes.”

She held them out like a gift. Black, patent leather, five-inch heels with ankle straps.

“Melissa…”

“You made the bet,” she said sweetly. “Now stand up and be a good girl.”

I did and she knelt again, fastening the first strap, then the second, hands running up the backs of my calves as she stood.

When I took a step, I wobbled. “Whoa⁠—”

She caught me, arms around my waist, grinning. “Careful. Bunnies are delicate.”

I found my balance, barely. “How the hell do you walk in these?”

She stepped back, her eyes devouring me. “You’ll learn. All the best girls do.”

I stood there, breathing hard, heart pounding, staring at my reflection. My skin gleamed. My thighs were smooth. My chest looked… present. The heels pushed my ass out. The ears gave me a soft, teasing innocence I didn’t feel at all.

“You’re beautiful,” she whispered.

“I look ridiculous.”

“You look like mine.”

She reached down, cupped my crotch through the tight satin, and squeezed gently, making me gasp. “See? Your cock agrees.”

I didn’t have a comeback, there was no denying it.

She moved past me, untying her robe as she walked. It slipped off her shoulders and onto the floor. Beneath it, she wore black lace—nothing else. She sat on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, one eyebrow arched.

“Now,” she said. “Come show your owner how her bunny struts.”

I hesitated at first. My legs felt foreign, unsteady. Every inch of me buzzed with discomfort and… arousal. The line between the two had blurred. Melissa’s gaze didn’t waver—it pinned me in place, daring me to move.

“I don’t know how,” I mumbled, shifting one foot forward. “I can barely walk in these.”

“You don’t need to know how,” she said, her voice velvet-soft. “You just need to try.”

The heels clicked as I took a tentative step toward her. Then another. My hips swayed, not because I meant to, but because the heels forced them to. My thighs brushed, the fishnet biting gently into my skin. I felt the weight of the tail bobbing behind me, the tight squeeze of satin across my crotch, the tug of the collar as I breathed.

Melissa’s lips parted slightly. She looked like a woman watching her fantasy walk straight out of a dream. “You’re perfect,” she breathed. “Absolutely fucking perfect.”

She uncrossed her legs, spreading them just slightly, like an invitation. “Spin for me.”

I blinked. “What?”

“Turn around. Slowly.”

My cheeks burned, but I obeyed. I turned, clumsy in the heels, and gave her a full view. I heard her inhale sharply when the tail bounced. I felt her gaze on my ass, on my legs, on the back of my thighs. When I turned back to face her, she was biting her lower lip.

“Come here, bunny.”

I stepped closer.

“Kneel.”

That word hit me in a way I wasn’t ready for. But my knees bent instinctively, and the sound of my heels against the floor faded as I sank to the rug between her thighs. The way she looked down at me then—owning me with nothing but a glance—made my cock twitch inside the tight satin.

She traced a finger along my jaw, tilting my face up toward hers. “Do you know what you are right now?” she whispered.

“…Yours?”

A slow smile spread across her face. “Exactly.”

She cupped my face in both hands and kissed me. Not a soft kiss—an open, needy, claiming kiss. Her tongue pushed into my mouth, tasting me, dominating me. I moaned before I realized it.

When she pulled back, I was panting. “Good bunny,” she purred, then leaned back on the bed. “Now crawl.”

I stared at her.

“Crawl up here and show me how obedient my little bunny girl really is.”

The words sent a bolt of heat through my body. I moved—awkward, on all fours, the tail swaying behind me, my cock aching against the satin. I crawled between her thighs, close enough to smell her. The scent of her arousal was thick, undeniable.

She took one of the bunny ears in hand and tilted my head back. “I’m going to ruin you tonight,” she whispered. “And tomorrow, when you wake up sore and wet and still dressed in this, you’re going to thank me for it.”

I couldn’t breathe.

I didn’t want to.

I just nodded.


Chapter 4
Claimed in Fishnets


Melissa sat at the edge of the bed like it was a throne, legs crossed, the black lace of her bra barely containing the soft swell of her breasts. Her skin gleamed in the candlelight—her robe discarded, her body a map of everything I wanted and suddenly didn’t know how to approach.

I stood just a few feet away, in heels and fishnets, satin and shame, my body trembling and confused and impossibly hard beneath the tight black bodysuit.

She let her gaze travel down me slowly, like she was still dressing me with her eyes. Or maybe undressing me. I couldn't tell which she wanted more.

My breath came in shallow bursts. My cock throbbed painfully inside the tight satin. I was hot all over, flushed and exposed. I didn’t know who I was in the moment—but I wasn’t the man who had sat down to play a trivia game an hour ago.

“Get on the bed,” she said.

I swallowed nervously then climbed up. The mattress dipped under my knees.

“Face me,” she said. “On all fours.”

I did as I was told, the fishnets straining across my thighs, the little puff tail wiggling behind me.

Melissa moved behind me slowly, tracing one hand up my spine.

“You make such a pretty bunny,” she said. “Obedient. Shaved. Dressed for me.”

Her palm slid over the curve of my ass. She squeezed, then gave me a light slap that made my entire body jump.

“I could keep you like this,” she whispered, fingers hooking into the edge of the bodysuit. “A full-time bunny. Always smooth. Always mine.”

Her hand trailed down between my legs, cupping my satin-clad cock. I moaned. “So hard,” she said. “Does it feel good, being my girl?”

I didn’t answer.

She gripped tighter. “Use your words.”

“…Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, it feels good.”

She leaned in, breath hot against my ear. “Good. Because you haven’t felt anything yet.”

I heard the rustle of fabric behind me. A drawer opened. Leather creaked. A buckle clinked.

My arms trembled, still holding me up on all fours, my ass lifted, my breath shallow. I didn’t dare look back—not yet. But I knew. I knew what she was doing.

Finally, I turned slowly, heart in my throat. Melissa was standing at the foot of the bed, one leg raised to fasten a black leather strap high on her thigh. She tugged it tight, then adjusted another around her hip. A thick, sleek black dildo curved upward from the harness—not monstrous, but big enough to make my mouth go dry.

She caught me staring and smiled. “Oh, now you’re shy?” Her voice was playful, but there was a heat behind it—an authority that made my stomach flip. “You should’ve thought of that before you let me dress you like this.”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. The room was warm, but I was sweating. My cock throbbed uselessly inside the tight satin, my skin flushed from head to toe. The ears on my head twitched slightly with every tremble. I was still in fishnets, still in heels, still her bunny. And now I was about to be fucked.

Melissa climbed onto the bed behind me with slow, purposeful movements. Her hands settled on my hips like she was taking hold of something she already owned.

“Breathe,” she whispered.

Then I felt it.

Her fingers first—slick with lube, gentle but firm. She teased between my cheeks, massaging slowly, coaxing me open with little circles and soft dips. My body resisted, then yielded, inch by inch.

“You ever had anything back here, bunny?” she asked, low and deliberate.

“…No.”

Her breath was warm on my skin. “Then I get to be your first.”

She pressed one finger inside me and I gasped, my hips jerking slightly forward, satin creaking beneath me.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Let me in.”

Her finger moved deeper, curling slightly, testing how much I could take. Then she added a second, stretching me more, filling me until I felt something shift in me—not just physically, but inside. Like a wall giving way. A quiet surrender.

When she finally pulled her fingers out, I was panting, but she didn’t give me long to catch my breath—the tip of the toy touched me. It was cool and slick and steady.

I braced myself.

“Relax, Kyle,” she said, her tone soft but commanding. “Let me fuck my bunny.”

She pushed forward slowly. The pressure built instantly—stretching me wider than I thought possible, deeper than anything ever had. My back arched, mouth open, a helpless sound rising from my throat as inch by inch, she sank inside me.

I didn’t feel like a man anymore. I felt claimed. Owned. Filled.

She stayed still once she was fully in, giving me time to adjust, to feel every inch of her inside me.

“Look at you,” she whispered, one hand sliding up my spine. “All smooth and dressed up, bent over like a little fucktoy.”

I moaned, louder this time.

“You like it, don’t you?” she teased, pulling back and thrusting forward again, gently. “You like how this feels. My cock inside your sweet little hole. The way your body opens for me.”

I whimpered. “Melissa…”

“You’re dripping through the satin,” she growled, slapping my ass. “Such a filthy bunny.”

Her pace increased, thrusts deeper now, more confident. Each one sent sparks through me, the kind that started low and lit everything on fire. I couldn’t tell where pain ended and pleasure began. The pressure inside me matched the throbbing in my cock. I was soaking the inside of the bodysuit, my whole body trembling.

She grabbed my bunny ears and tugged. “Say it,” she whispered into my ear. “Say you’re mine.”

“I’m yours.”

“Say you’re my girl.”

“I’m your girl,” I breathed, almost sobbing.

She fucked me harder.

The puff tail bounced. The fishnets tore further. Her hips slammed into my ass with firm, wet sounds that echoed in the room.

“You’re such a good little bunny,” she groaned, thrusting harder still. “I should keep you like this. Always shaved. Always panting. Always dressed up just for me.”

I couldn’t take it. I was too full. Too turned on. Too deep inside this surrender.

Her hand snuck around my waist and grabbed my cock through the satin. She squeezed once—firm, purposeful—and my entire body convulsed.

I came.

No stroking needed. No permission granted. No control. I just exploded inside the costume, helpless and wrecked, milked by her cock and her words and the heat of her dominance.

The orgasm ripped through me—longer, sharper than anything I’d ever felt. My thighs shook. My voice broke. I collapsed onto my elbows, moaning like a girl in heat.

Melissa held herself inside me as I rode the waves. When the tremors passed, she leaned down, pressed her lips to my shoulder, and whispered like she was sealing a spell:

“That’s my good girl.”


Chapter 5
Hers Now


Iwoke to the warmth of sheets and the heavy weight of her arm draped over my waist.

At first, I thought I was dreaming. My thighs ached. My ass throbbed in a strange, dull way. I felt warm between my legs, slick and sensitive, my body pulsing in places I didn’t know could pulse. My mouth was dry. My skin still smelled faintly like lotion, sweat, and sex.

When I blinked my eyes open, morning light spilled across the bed. I was still wearing the bunny costume.

The ears were askew, one flopped over my forehead. The bodysuit clung to my skin, rumpled and stained, the fishnets torn high on my thighs. The tail was matted. My heels were somewhere on the floor. My cock, softened and leaking, was still trapped in satin, the fabric tight and sticky against my skin.

And I felt… Owned. Ruined. Beautiful.

Melissa stirred behind me and pressed a soft kiss to my shoulder, then my neck. Her bare breasts pressed into my back. Her hand slipped up my stomach, pulling me tighter against her.

“Morning, bunny,” she whispered.

Her voice sent shivers down my spine. I didn’t know what to say. I was still floating somewhere between last night and now. Between who I had been and who she made me.

She nuzzled closer. “How do you feel?”

I turned slightly, my voice hoarse. “Sore.”

She smiled against my skin. “Good sore?”

I hesitated, then nodded.

She kissed my cheek and sat up slowly, brushing her hair out of her face. “Stay there.”

I watched as she slipped out of bed and padded naked across the room. Her hips swayed, her skin glowing in the soft morning light. She opened the closet and pulled out one of her silk robes—cream-colored, short, barely tied. She turned back to look at me, then reached into a drawer and pulled out something small and pink.

When she walked back to the bed, she had a soft grin on her face and a new pair of panties in her hand.

“These are for you.”

My eyes widened. “What?”

She sat beside me and gently stroked my thigh, her fingers brushing over the ruined fishnets. “Your bunny suit needs a break. But you’re not getting back into boxers.”

I swallowed.

She leaned in close, kissing my ear. “You liked being mine last night.”

“…Yeah.”

“You liked being fucked like a girl.”

My cheeks burned. “Yes.”

“Then you’re mine today, too.”

She pulled the covers back and helped me sit up. My body ached deliciously. She slid the panties up my legs—soft, pink, delicate. They hugged my hips, my still-sensitive cock cradled gently inside.

Her eyes roamed over me, admiring. “Perfect,” she murmured. “Now come have breakfast, bunny.”

She led me out of the bedroom by the hand, her grip sure, her pace slow. I followed her in nothing but panties and bunny ears, freshly fucked, fully hers.

And for the first time in my life, I didn’t want to be anything else.
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He lost the bet. She took control. And he never expected to fall in love with being pretty.

Nick thought he could tease his girlfriend Megan about not dressing sexy anymore without consequences.

He was wrong.

When Megan proposes a simple wager—loser has to dress "sexy" for the weekend—Nick agrees, convinced he’ll win. But when he loses, she holds him to it… and then takes it further than he ever imagined. First it’s silky pajamas. Then it’s lingerie. A skirt. Stockings. A new name.

Nikki.

What starts as playful humiliation turns into something else entirely. Nikki begins to crave the attention, the way Megan touches her, controls her, sees her. And as the bet comes to an end, Nikki is left with one question that won’t go away:

What if she doesn’t want to stop?
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He thought it was just a joke. She knew it would change everything.

When Jack joins his girlfriend Vanessa for a beach vacation with another couple, he doesn’t expect anything more than sand, sun, and maybe a few flirty dares. But when Vanessa dares him to try on her bikini “just for fun,” Jack goes along with it… and something awakens.

The fabric clings to him in ways he never expected. The stares linger a little too long. And the praise from Vanessa—and her best friend Melissa—feels better than it should.

Soon, Jack isn’t just wearing the bikini. He’s shaving his legs, glossing his lips, and becoming their “beach babe.” But the more they tease him, the more he craves it. The more they touch him, the more he changes.

And when Vanessa finally shows him what girls like him truly deserve, Jack will have to decide if this was just a vacation fantasy… or the first step into a life he was always meant to live.
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