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Dear Reader,


"His Girls Night Out" is crafted as a swift, electrifying dive into the depths of hidden desires. This book delivers a compact burst of explicit fantasy, where the transformation is immediate and all-consuming — no lingering buildup, just a headlong rush into the thrill of surrendering to your partner's vision and emerging utterly remade.

This story is a pure fictional escape, written for mature readers who relish intense power dynamics and accelerated personal reinvention.

For your awareness, this book includes:

	Explicit BDSM and Kink

	Rapid Feminization & Sissification

	Coercion via Relationship Ultimatum

	Erotic Humiliation & Degradation

	Power Exchange (Female Dominant/Male Submissive)

	Chastity Play & Orgasm Denial

	Anal Play (Receiving, with training)

	Public Exhibition & Objectification

	Body Transformation (Clothing, Roleplay, and Conditioning)

	Praise and Ownership Rituals

	Consensual Photo Documentation as Fantasy Enhancement




And most importantly...

A breathless, intoxicating shift from reluctant isolation to devoted partnership, leaving the protagonist as a willing, aching extension of her partner's dominance.

Please enjoy responsibly.
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With love,

Dolly Darling
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Chapter One


My fingers hover over the laptop keys, the blue glow searing into my tired eyes as some sitcom laugh track drones from the TV across the room. I’m half-lost in a spreadsheet, half-drowning in the weight of unread Slack messages, when Mia’s voice cuts through the haze.

I flinch at the jolt of her voice before I register the words.

“Jake, we never go out anymore.”

She’s leaning against the couch arm, arms crossed, her dark dress hugging her curves in a way that makes my chest tighten. I feel the takeout containers cluttering the coffee table between us, the cold remnants of lo mein mocking my excuse before I even speak it.

“I’m just—work’s been a mess, you know? Maybe another time.” My voice sounds thin, already folding under her stare. I shift, trying to focus on the screen, but her sigh is a hook sinking into me, pulling my gaze back to her.

She steps closer, heels silent on the rug, and I catch the faint spice of her perfume, something dark and heady that makes my pulse stutter.

“You’re always anxious, always hiding in here. It’s killing us, babe,” she says, her words landing like small, precise jabs. “You think I don’t notice how we barely touch anymore?”

Each word strips away the flimsy shield of my excuses. My face burns, cheeks flaring with that telltale flush I can’t control, and I know she sees it.

She always does.

I open my mouth to deflect, to mumble something about deadlines, but she’s already shifting gears, her tone dropping, casual but pointed. “Fine. I’m going out with Emma and Chloe tonight. Girls’ night.”

And then she lays the trap.

“Unless you want to come with us?”

It’s not a question, not really. It’s a dare, tossed out flat and cool, her eyes locking on mine, waiting for me to squirm.

A nervous laugh spills out of me, too loud in the quiet space. I rub the back of my neck, feeling the heat there. “Yeah, right. I don’t — I just don’t like crowds, okay?”

My voice cracks on the last word, pathetic, and I hate how small I sound.

She doesn’t flinch. She just tilts her head, a slow smile curving her lips as she steps even closer. Her fingers brush my neck, light but deliberate, like she’s soothing a jittery animal.

“Relax, Jake. It’s a queer-friendly spot.”

Her voice is a low murmur, but the words that follow hit like a shockwave.

“No one will care if one more girl shows up.”

The air freezes. My throat tightens, a stammer bubbling up as I try to process what she just said, the implication sinking in.

Girl.

Me.

My mind recoils, but there’s a spike of something else, something hot and forbidden, flickering under the panic. I try to smother it, to shove it down, but her gaze pins me, peeling back every layer of my denial.

She sees it.

She knows.

“I, uh, that’s not…” I can’t get the words out, my tongue clumsy, tripping over itself.

She moves in, closing the last bit of distance, and I feel the warmth of her body before she even touches me, a stark contrast to the dead, cold light of the laptop still humming on my thighs. Her hand slides from my neck to my jaw, tipping my face up to meet her eyes.

And I’m drowning in the calm, commanding heat of her stare.

“I want you there, with me, having fun,” she whispers. “Not stuck in your head, overthinking everything.”

Her voice softens, but it’s still a blade, slicing through my protests before they can form.

I want to say no. I should say no. The word hovers on my lips, heavy and unspoken. But my body betrays me, leaning into her touch, craving the certainty in her grip. My chest rises and falls too fast, the air between us charged, thick with something I can’t name yet don’t want to escape.

Then she swings one leg over mine, settling onto my lap with a fluid, deliberate grace that steals my breath.

The weight of her presses me back into the couch cushions, her thighs bracketing mine. The laptop slides to the side, forgotten, as her heat seeps into me.

My hands hover uselessly at my sides, unsure, trembling with the urge to touch her, to push her away, to do something, anything. But I’m frozen, caught in the slow drag of her fingers along my jaw, the way her thumb grazes the edge of my lip, making my breath hitch.

“Shh,” she murmurs, her lips curling into that knowing smile, the one that always unravels me. “You’re so much hotter when you just let me take care of things.”

Her words pour over me, low and molten, sinking into my skin.

And then her mouth is on mine, cutting off any weak excuse I might’ve scraped together. The kiss is firm, possessive, her lips pressing hard, her tongue sliding in to claim me. I melt under it, a shudder ripping through me as my hands finally land on her hips, gripping like I’m afraid she’ll vanish.

Her taste floods me, sharp and sweet, and I’m hyper-aware of every point of contact — her breasts brushing my chest through the thin fabric of her dress, the grind of her hips against mine, slow and teasing, sparking a heat I can’t ignore.

My face burns hotter, that damn flush giving me away again, and a quiet, desperate sound escapes my throat, smothered by her kiss.

I’m losing ground, slipping under her control. There’s a part of me screaming to pull back, to stop this before it goes further, but my body doesn’t listen. It arches into her, needy, traitorous, a shiver of raw, aching arousal curling tight in my core.

She pulls back just enough to look at me, her breath warm against my mouth, her eyes glinting with triumph. My lips tingle, swollen from her, and I’m panting, dazed, caught in the undertow of her.

Her hand tightens on my jaw, holding me there. Her voice drops to a purr that sends a jolt straight through me.

“Let me take care of this.”

Her words hang in the air, simple but loaded, a promise and a command all at once. My heart slams against my ribs, a frantic rhythm, and I’m trapped between the urge to surrender and the fading echo of resistance, knowing I’m already too far gone to turn back.

I’m frozen in the bedroom doorway, one hand braced on the frame, the other clenched at my side.

Mia’s voice slithers into the charged silence behind me.

Her closet door stands ajar, a spill of fabric and shadow teasing at the edge of my vision. Meanwhile, her phone buzzes on the bed with messages from Emma and Chloe; pre-drinks, pickup at nine, the relentless tick of a countdown I’m not ready for.

“Jake, stop overthinking.”

Her tone is honey-dipped, but there’s a bite underneath, a predator’s patience weaving through each syllable. I turn just enough to see her standing near the closet, one hip cocked, holding up a scrap of silk that gleams under the muted bedroom light.

My chest squeezes, breath catching at the way the fabric shimmers, daring me to imagine it against my skin.

“It’d be so easy, baby,” she says, her smile curling, half-playful, half-claim. “Skinny jeans won’t cut it. If you’re going to blend, let me dress you up.”

She pauses, letting the silence hang before adding the final blow.

“I’ll make you mine.”

The words hit like a slap, then linger, sinking into me with a heat I don’t want to name. My throat bobs, a sharp, involuntary jerk, and I step back, shaking my head too fast.

“No, Mia, I can’t — that’s not me. I’m not doing this.”

My voice cracks, weak, betraying the storm churning inside. I want to bolt, to shut this down, but her eyes pin me, dark and unyielding, a silent command to stay right where I am. The space between us feels like a trap, her presence a weight that roots me to the spot.

She steps closer, measured, deliberate, her bare feet soundless on the hardwood. The air shifts with her, carrying that spiced scent of her perfume, wrapping around me until my head swims.

Her gaze flicks over me, cataloging every twitch, every falter.

“Baby,” she murmurs, softer now, but it’s a blade cloaked in silk. “I need this. I need you to try.”

Her words twist into me, tethering me with the raw plea beneath them, the weight of us, of everything I’ve already failed to be for her. My fingers dig into the doorframe, knuckles whitening, as guilt claws up my spine, sharper than I expect.

I open my mouth to argue, to push back, but the silence she leaves hangs heavy, demanding I fill it.

And I don’t know how to say no to her. Not when she looks at me like that, like I’m the only thing she’s ever wanted to fix.

She lifts the silky dress higher, letting it drape over her arm, a slow, intentional reveal. Her half-smile sharpens as she leans in, her breath grazing my ear, hot and intimate.

My skin prickles, a shiver I can’t suppress racing down my neck.

“Jamie.”

The name drops like a stone, rippling through me, heavy and final, like a collar clicking shut around my throat. I feel it settle, physical, a brand I didn’t ask for but can’t shake off.

My stomach flips, a mix of dread and something darker, hotter, curling tight at the base of me.

“Jamie,” she repeats, testing it, tasting it, her voice a low purr against my ear.

“Be a good girl for me.”

The phrase spears through me, igniting a jolt so sharp I almost gasp. My body betrays me instantly, a shiver ripping down my spine, my traitor of a cock twitching in my jeans, a small, shameful pulse I pray she doesn’t see.

But her eyes flick downward, just for a fraction of a second, and I know she’s caught it. The corner of her mouth tilts up, a silent acknowledgment of my failure to hide.

“I’m not — don’t call me that,” I manage, voice hoarse, barely above a breath. I’m shaking my head again, denial spilling out even as my face burns, that cursed flush creeping up my cheeks.

My hands twitch, itching to cover myself, to shield the evidence of my body’s reaction, but I’m paralyzed under her gaze.

She doesn’t back off. Instead, her free hand lifts, fingers brushing my jaw, light but possessive, tipping my chin up so I can’t look away.

Her touch is soft, disarming, but it holds me captive just the same. Her eyes bore into mine, searching, stripping me bare.

“Jamie,” she says again, slower, letting the name linger, wrapping it around me like a chain. “If you don’t trust me with this, what do we even have left?”

Her tone shifts, hurt threading through the firmness, a quiet accusation that slices deeper than any command. My chest caves under the weight of it, guilt surging up to drown out the last of my resistance.

I’ve let her down too many times already, haven’t I? The late nights buried in work, the excuses to avoid going out, the way I’ve pulled away when she’s reached for me.

My throat tightens, a lump I can’t swallow down, and I feel myself breaking, crumbling under the pressure of her disappointment.

I can’t lose her. Not over this. Not over anything.

My head jerks in a small, defeated nod, barely perceptible, but it’s enough. Her expression shifts, a flicker of triumph softening into something warmer, something that makes my heart stutter even as it aches.

She sets the dress aside on the bed, closing the distance between us in one fluid step, her hands sliding up to cup my face.

“Good,” she whispers, her lips brushing mine, the kiss soft but laced with victory. Her mouth moves over mine, slow, claiming, her breath mingling with mine as she presses closer.

I melt into it, helpless, my hands finding her waist, gripping like I need her to anchor me. The heat of her seeps through me, stoking that forbidden ache, making my skin hum where she touches.

Then she pulls back just enough, her lips hovering over mine, her voice a hushed, intimate caress that sends a tremor through every nerve.

“Good girl.”

The words pierce me, sinking deep, a trigger I didn’t know I had, flipping a switch inside. My breath catches audibly, a sharp intake, and that traitorous twitch below surges again, harder this time, undeniable.

My face flames, humiliation mixing with a rush of raw, confusing want. I’m left reeling, caught in the echo of her voice, in the promise of what those two words might mean.

Her thumbs stroke my cheeks, a tender contrast to the command still ringing in my ears, and her smile is a quiet, possessive thing. I’m locked in her gaze, trembling, knowing I’ve just crossed a line I can’t uncross, a name and a phrase now branded into me with a heat I’m too afraid, and too desperate, to pull away from.

I’m perched on the edge of the bed, my hands fisting the duvet, my knuckles pale against the dark fabric.

Before me, Mia kneels with a predator’s grace. Her movements are too smooth, too certain, as she lays out a pile of forbidden things beside me.

Sheer thigh-highs that shimmer like a dare.

A bralette with delicate straps that looks too small to contain anything.

And a silky robe that pools like liquid sin in her hands.

“It’s just us, baby,” she murmurs, her voice a velvet trap, soothing even as it tightens around me. My throat locks up, a protest dying before it forms, because her eyes hold mine with a quiet command I can’t dodge.

I’m already in too deep. The weight of that nod from earlier is still crushing my resolve.

She picks up the thigh-highs first, the fabric whispering between her fingers, and I flinch as she guides my bare foot into the opening. The nylon catches, then glides up my calf, a maddening, hair-raising smoothness that sends a jolt straight through me.

My skin prickles under the static crackle. Every inch becomes hyper-aware of the foreign cling as she rolls it higher, past my knee, until it grips my thigh like a secret.

Then she moves to the other leg. The same slow torture.

And I’m trembling, caught between the urge to yank them off and the sick thrill of how they reshape me.

“Stand up for me,” she says. It’s not a question. Her hands are steady on my hips as she pulls me to my feet. The stockings shift with the motion, a constant reminder of their presence, and I’m dizzy, unbalanced, as she reaches for the bralette.

My breath hitches when she lifts my arms like I’m a doll, sliding the straps over my shoulders.

The cool clasp at the band snaps shut behind me.

It compresses my chest into a new, unfamiliar shape. I feel it instantly, a subtle curve where there shouldn’t be one, and my face burns, that traitor flush creeping up again.

“Look at yourself,” Mia coaxes, her tone light but laced with something darker, hungrier. She nudges me toward the full-length mirror by the closet, her hand firm at the small of my back. “Just a peek, Jamie.”

The name stabs through me, a fresh wound.

I want to snap at her to stop, but my eyes betray me, flicking to the reflection before I can stop myself.

There I am. Or some version of me.

My legs look impossibly long in those sheer stockings, my chest framed by lace that shouldn’t fit but somehow does. My cheeks are scarlet, the blush a glaring confession, and I can’t tear my gaze away, even as shame churns hot and bitter in my gut.

“See how pretty you are?” she teases, stepping behind me. Her breath is warm on my neck as her reflection smirks over my shoulder. Her hands linger at my waist, fingers splaying possessively, then drift lower, tracing the edge of the stocking along my inner thigh.

The touch is electric.

A shiver races up my spine, and I feel it before I want to. My cock is stiffening, pushing against the thin lace of the bralette she’s draped over me. The fabric catches, a maddening friction, and I fumble for the silky robe still on the bed, yanking it over my hips to hide the evidence.

But it’s too late.

Her eyes catch the bulge. The faint damp spot is already forming at the tip, a humiliating betrayal of how my body is reacting. I want the floor to open up, to swallow me whole, as that smirk of hers widens, sharp and knowing.

“There she is,” Mia purrs. The words drip with triumph, each one a barb that hooks into me, pulling me deeper into this game I didn’t sign up for.

My fingers clutch the robe tighter, the cool silk a flimsy shield against the heat flooding my skin, but it does nothing to stop the throb below. Nothing to stop the way my body hums under her stare.

I hate this. I hate how much it’s working. I hate how that wet spot darkens even as I stand here, mortified.

Her fingertips keep moving, feather-light but deliberate, grazing along the lace boundary at my thigh, sending another jolt through me. I bite my lip, hard, trying to stifle the sound that wants to escape, but my breath comes in sharp, ragged bursts anyway.

The mirror throws it all back at me.

The flush. The trembling. The way my hands twitch at my sides, unsure whether to push her away or pull her closer. The cold air around the glass contrasts with the warm weight of the robe, a sensory clash that only heightens the chaos inside me.

I’m leaking now, I know it. The dampness is spreading, a shameful truth I can’t conceal, and the thrill of it, the sick, twisted rush, makes my stomach twist even tighter.

How can I want this? How can my body scream for more when my mind is scrambling for a way out?

Every brush of lace, every static pop of the stockings, feels like a brand, marking me as something I’m not ready to be.

“Don’t call me…” I start, my voice a hoarse whisper, barely audible as I turn from the mirror, desperate to escape my own image.

But Mia’s faster.

Her hand catches my chin, tilting my face up as her lips crash into mine, cutting off the protest. Her kiss is fierce, claiming, her tongue slipping past my defenses with a heat that steals the last of my fight.

“Jamie,” she breathes into my mouth, the name a vibration against my lips, heavy with promise, with ownership.

My chest stutters, a gasp I can’t hold back. She pulls away just enough to lock eyes with me, her gaze a mix of pride and smug satisfaction that burns through every layer of me.

“You’ll thank me later,” she murmurs, her voice a low, intimate threat, dripping with certainty as her thumb strokes my jaw, grounding me in the moment even as I spiral.

And I’m trapped.

Trapped in the aftershock of her kiss, in the damp heat between my thighs. Loathing how much that promise thrills me, how much I’m already aching for what comes next, even as I drown in the shame of it all.
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Chapter Two


I’m frozen in the doorway between the bathroom and bedroom, my bare feet cold on the tile, as the front door swings open with a burst of laughter that’s both bright and menacing.

Emma and Chloe spill in, a whirlwind of energy, their voices overlapping in a conspiratorial chorus as they haul a massive tote bag between them. It’s stuffed to the brim, brushes and bottles clinking, the glint of fake nails and a wig peeking out like contraband.

The air shifts instantly, thick with a floral haze of perfume that invades my lungs, making my head swim before they even reach me.

“Jamie, hi!” Emma chirps, her neon manicure flashing as she waves, her grin sharp enough to cut. Chloe’s right behind, her quiet smirk appraising me head to toe, rings clicking as she adjusts the tote on her shoulder.

Their excitement is shameless, buzzing, a slumber party with knives, and I’m the project they’ve come to carve up.

My mouth opens, a weak “I’m not sure” forming, but Emma’s already on me, her hand warm on my arm, steamrolling my doubt with a singsong, “You’re doing amazing, sweet girl.”

Mia leans against the bedroom doorframe, watching with a predator’s patience, her slow smile a silent stamp of approval as they herd me back toward the bed. My heart’s hammering, trapped, cornered by their relentless cheer. The pile of fabric from earlier — thigh-highs still clinging to my legs, the bralette’s straps biting into my shoulders — feels heavier now under their scrutiny.

I want to bolt, but there’s nowhere to go, not with Chloe dropping the tote on the mattress and unzipping it like a surgeon unpacking tools.

“Chin up, shoulders back — yes, that’s pretty,” Chloe instructs, her voice low and firm as her cool fingers tilt my face higher. Her touch lingers, a deliberate press, guiding me to stand straighter while Emma rummages through their arsenal.

They move like a pit crew, brisk and efficient, no wasted motion as they coordinate my undoing.

The snap of elastic echoes as Emma pulls out silicone forms, her palms cupping them, warming the smooth weight before she steps close. “Let’s get these in, pretty thing,” she coos, her breath teasing my ear as she slides them into the bralette, pressing them against my chest with a teasing reassurance.

The added shape is immediate, a foreign curve I feel before I see, and my skin prickles with a shocked heat that pools low in my gut.

“There we go,” Emma hums, stepping back to admire her work. Her eyes flick briefly to the subtle strain at my hips, a sly smirk tugging at her lips before she looks away.

My hands twitch, itching to cover myself, to hide the traitor response tenting the thin robe I’m still clutching, but Chloe’s already on me, a pink ribbon in her fingers. She pins it to the center of the bralette, the tug of fabric sharp against my skin as she secures it, her gaze meeting mine with a quiet, “Perfect, doll.”

The word lands like a brand, de-gendering me in a single breath, and I can’t suppress the shiver that races through me.

“I’m not sure about this,” I mumble again, my voice barely above a whisper, but Mia’s right there, stepping closer, her hand firm on my lower back as she cuts me off.

“You’re doing amazing, Jamie,” she echoes Emma, her tone soft but unyielding, a velvet-wrapped command that silences me. Her fingers linger, tracing the edge of the robe, and I’m drowning in the heat of her touch, in the weight of their combined attention.

Next, Chloe pulls out a waist cincher, the black lace and boning looking more like a weapon than clothing.

“Gotta shape you right, girl,” she says, wrapping it around me with clinical precision, her hands tugging the laces as Emma holds my hips steady.

The first pull knocks the breath out of me, a tight, unyielding squeeze that molds my waist into something smaller, something not mine. My lungs stutter, a gasp escaping as the pressure sends a surge of shocked arousal ripping through me, raw and undeniable.

I feel it pulse, hot and urgent, the strain at my groin growing, and Mia’s gaze locks on mine, her pupils dark and knowing.

“Good girl,” she murmurs.

The words are a quiet detonation in my chest, and I’m reeling, caught between terror and a sick, floating drunk on their approval.

“Look at you, already passing,” Emma teases, her fingers brushing my collarbone as she adjusts the bralette straps, the whisper of nylon against my skin a constant torment.

Her touch is casual but calculated, every instruction paired with contact that keeps me off-balance.

“That shy mouth is going to look so good glossy,” she adds, her tone layered with flattery and just a hint of menace, a promise of more to come that makes my throat tighten.

“Your lips are already slutty, Jamie,” Chloe chimes in, her voice a conspiratorial whisper as she spritzes perfume at my throat.

The floral bite is sharp in my nose, a haze that clouds my thoughts further.

And the scent clings, marking me. I’m hyper-aware of every sensory assault—the snap of the cincher’s laces as she gives one last tug, the tug of the ribbon at my chest, the sheer stockings shifting with every shallow breath I manage.

My body’s a traitor, responding to every word, every touch, the heat below my waist a humiliating truth I can’t escape.

Their sly glances catch it, their smirks a silent acknowledgment they don’t voice, holding me on this razor’s edge of want and shame.

“That ass in a skirt? Baby, please,” Emma laughs. Her hand grazes my hip as she steps back to grab a wig from the tote, the soft waves of brunette hair spilling over her fingers like a threat.

The layered praise and light degradation swirl in my head, a toxic cocktail of validation and humiliation that leaves me dizzy.

I’m terrified.

My mind is screaming to stop this, to push back, but their approval floats me higher, a drug I didn’t ask for but can’t refuse. Every “pretty,” every “good girl,” chips away at the edges of who I thought I was, reshaping me faster than I can resist.

“I’m not sure I can…” I start again, my voice trembling, but Chloe’s hand is on my jaw, tilting my face to meet her observer’s eyes, cutting me off with a calm, “You’re doing amazing, sweet thing.”

Her rings are cold against my skin, grounding me in the storm of their takeover. I’m trapped, cornered by their relentless energy, their hands and words weaving a cage I can’t break free from.

Mia watches it all, her slow smile widening, a silent promise that this is just the start.

And the heat in my body spikes again, a desperate edge I don’t dare name, leaving me aching for whatever they’ll do next.

The ring light hums to life, casting a golden halo around the full-length mirror that stands like an altar in Mia’s bedroom, and I’m guided toward it as if in a trance.

Emma and Chloe flank me, their movements precise, reverent almost, like priestesses preparing a sacrifice. The air is thick with the sharp sweetness of setting spray, the cloying warmth of skin prepped for painting. My breath feels shallow inside the cincher, my ribs compressed, every inhale a struggle that tightens the spiral in my gut.

Emma applies primer with the pad of her finger, slow and deliberate, smoothing it over my forehead, down the bridge of my nose. The cool slap of foundation follows, absorbed into my skin in light, swirling taps. She’s careful, calculating. Blush dusted high on my cheekbones lifts the planes of my face. My brows are brushed with wax, then shaved flat, the sensation weirdly intimate, the last trace of masculinity being erased with careful strokes.

“Close,” Chloe murmurs, her voice gentle but firm, and I obey. The first swipe of mascara drags across my lashes, a wet, sticky pull that makes them clump. She combs them with the wand, separating each strand into spiky, feathery weights that brush my lids every time I blink, foreign, heavy, heightened.

Liner comes next. A thin, precise black line arches my eye upward, giving me a shape I don’t recognize. Then the gloss — pink, syrupy, pressed onto my lips with the tip of Emma’s finger. It glistens immediately, sticky, the scent of sugar and vanilla filling my nose as I part my lips, catching the scent on my tongue.

The choker slides around my throat, black velvet, snug but not choking, locked with a small clasp at the nape. The moment it’s on, I feel it. Pressure. Ownership. The truth of it hits when I swallow and feel the fabric catch, a constant reminder that someone else controls what passes through my lips.

I’m still trembling when Emma reaches for the wig cap. It’s stretched tight over her hands as she pulls it down over my head, the tug sharp at my hairline, the elastic biting. Then, the wig — soft brunette waves, thick and lifelike — slides over it, settling around my face with a whisper of fiber against skin.

It kisses my cheeks.

Emma begins shaping it, fingers smoothing the ends, tucking, adjusting. Chloe parts the front into soft bangs, fluffing them with a teasing flick of her wrist. Ribbons, thin, pink, satin, are tied at the ends of the waves, fluttering with every slight motion.

Girlish. Taunting.

“Perfect,” Emma breathes, stepping back.

No one speaks. The room holds its breath.

Mia steps forward, her hand pressing flat against my back, guiding me slowly toward the mirror. My legs feel weak, unsteady, the sheer stockings whispering with each step, the skirt barely grazing the tops of my thighs as it sways.

Then I see.

Not a guy in drag.

Not a joke.

Not some costume.

It’s her.

Me — except not me.

Cinched waist. Soft curve of breasts beneath the bralette. Glossy lips parted in shock. Hair cascading in soft waves framed by those mocking pink ribbons. Legs bare under the skirt, sheer fabric catching the light like dew.

A cute girl stares back.

My heart slams against my ribs, a trapped bird trying to escape.

I freeze.

I want to look away, but I can’t. The reflection holds me. Claims me.

“Say it,” Mia commands, her voice low, velvet-wrapped steel.

I don’t move.

Emma tilts her head. “You don’t have to believe it. Just say the words.”

Chloe adds, softer, “Pretty things speak when they’re told.”

“I… I look…” My voice cracks. It’s higher already, trained into submission by the shape of the gloss, the press of the corset. “I look… pretty.”

The word burns coming out. Shame flares hot behind my eyes, a sudden heat I know too well. I want to retract it. But the moment it leaves my mouth, their smiles bloom.

“Again,” Mia says.

More pressure now. She steps behind me, her body flush against my back, her arms sliding around my waist. One hand rises, fingers curling around the choker, thumb pressing into the pulse point beneath my jaw.

“Say it right.”

My breath hitches. The weight of her against me, the whisper of the wig against my neck, the drag of my lashes when I blink — it’s too much. It’s all too much.

But the shame doesn’t win.

Because underneath it — hotter, louder, undeniable — is the thrill.

The rightness.

My tucked cock twitches inside the lace panties, a sharp, insistent throb I can’t ignore. A wet spot blooms, darkening the front, small but visible in the ring light’s unforgiving glow. I feel it spread, warm, slick. I clench, trying to hide it, but it’s too late. The heat is there. The proof.

Emma sees it. Her lips part in a silent hum of approval.

“Passing isn’t the goal, Jamie,” she murmurs, stepping close enough for her breath to tickle my ear. “Being pretty is.”

Tears prickle, but I don’t let them fall.

Instead, I close my eyes for a heartbeat.

And when I open them, the girl in the mirror is still there.

She doesn’t look away.

I swallow, the choker pressing back, and I say it — soft, shaky, but whole:

“I’m Jamie.”

The room stills.

Then, a chorus of quiet hums. Satisfied. Reverent.

Chloe brushes a fingertip along my ribbon-tipped wave.

Mia tightens her grip on the choker.

And beneath the skirt, trapped in lace now heavy with need, my body pulses; answer, echo, surrender.

The cocktail is cold in my hand, sweat from the glass soaking into my palm, and I don’t even know what’s in it, just pink, sweet, syrup-thick on my tongue, sticky where it clings to the gloss that still coats my lips.

Emma stirs another round with a tiny silver spoon, winking as she drags the concoction up the side. “Tastes like sin and shame,” she sings, passing a second glass to Chloe. “Perfect for a good girl.”

I take a sip. My mouth feels too big for my face, my lips too plush. The alcohol burns, and for a second, the panic behind my ribs loosens.

Then Chloe sets her phone on the coffee table. Screen up. Camera open.

Photos later.

My breath snags. I stare at it like a live wire, heart lurching. No. Not real. Not documented.

“I want angles,” Chloe says softly. “The blush. The choker. The way your hips move when you don’t know anyone’s watching.”

Mia moves fast. She plucks the phone off the table, tucks it into her back pocket with one smooth motion, then turns me by the chin, her thumb smudging my lip gloss as she kisses me — deep, slow, claiming. When she pulls back, her voice is a low promise: “Only if you ask for them.”

My pulse kicks. The kiss lingers, warm and wet. I should be relieved. I’m not. Something tighter coils low in my gut — not fear.

Want.

I want to be wanted. Captured. Owned.

And I realize, with a sick thrill, that I would ask.

If she let me.

The music pulses, all deep bass, slow synth, a heartbeat beneath the laughter and the clink of ice. Mia stands me up by the wrist, her grip warm, guiding. “Wrist here,” she says, folding my hand at my hip. “Soft. Loose. Like you’re about to take something pretty.”

Emma steps in, adjusting the angle. “Smaller steps, Jamie. Like you’re afraid to mess up your heels.”

I shuffle forward. Self-conscious. Stiff.

“No,” Chloe says, fingertips pressing into the small of my back. “Hips forward. Not a stomp. A sway. Like someone’s watching where you’ve been.”

I try again. The corset cinches tighter with motion. My thighs brush, the stockings whispering. I feel every movement amplified — exposed.

Then Mia laughs. A soft, dark sound. “He’s learning.”

He.

I flinch. Then she smooths her palm down my spine and says, “She’s learning. And she’s so sweet when she listens.”

Validation. Hot. Guttural. It unspools something deep.

Emma claps once. “Now the fingers. When you talk, don’t point. flutter. Like you’re shedding petals.”

I lift my hand, mimic the motion. Wasteful. Delicate. My face heats. I hate it. I want to do it forever.

Mia pulls me backward, settles me onto her lap with a firm hand on my waist. Her thighs are solid beneath me, her chest pressing to my back. The skirt rides up. Cool air skims my thighs.

Then her hand slides under the hem.

No warning. No hesitation. Her fingers glide high, high up, past the lace of my panties, brushing the wet spot I’ve been trying to ignore.

Just once.

A single stroke over the fabric, right over my clitty.

I jolt. A gasp rips out of me, sharp, helpless.

“Sensitive,” Mia purrs into my ear, her breath hot. “Look at her jump.”

Emma fans herself. “Aww, she’s needy.”

Chloe tilts her head, eyes gleaming. “Is that a little leak I see?”

I squeeze my thighs together. Too late. The dampness is spreading. I can feel it. Shimmering. Obvious. Humiliating.

And yet.

My length stiffens, taut beneath the lace, caged and aching. Denial flays like lightning—razor-edge, urgent. I crave the next stroke, crave it instantly.

But Mia withdraws, her hand coming free, fingers dry but knowing. She lifts them, shows them to the room. “Good girls don’t make messes before the club,” she murmurs. “Don’t they, Jamie?”

I swallow. My throat clicks against the choker. “Yes,” I whisper.

“Say it,” Chloe presses. “Say you’re a good girl.”

I can’t. Not yet. The words burn.

Mia doesn’t push. She just holds my hips, her thumbs digging in, and whispers into my hair, “You’re prettier when you’re empty. Waiting. Mine.”

I nod. Dizzy. Thirsty. The drink swirls in my stomach, warm and liquid, flooding the cracks in my resistance.

Another sip. Then another.

The room tilts. Sweet. Soft. Spinning.

The music blends with the rush in my ears. The lights blur at the edges. My body feels unmoored, floating, but every inch alive. The brush of lace, the weight of the wig, the scent of the perfume they spritzed at my throat, the hidden damp between my legs — it’s all more. Brighter. Realer.

They choose the heels—kitten, barely three inches. “You’ll grow into the taller ones,” Mia says, fastening the strap around my ankle. Her fingers linger.

Then the perfume again. Not sprayed at my wrist. Not dabbed behind my ears.

She parts my skirt. Crouches.

Presses the nozzle to the inside of my thigh.

A single hiss.

The scent blooms — vanilla, amber, something floral and dark. Familiar. Mine.

I inhale.

And my cock pulses.

A physical jolt. Pavlovian. Conditioned. Traitor.

Emma grins. “There’s the trigger.”

At the door, the city lights flicker. My body hums, drunk and desperate and soft. Mia turns me to face her, cupping my cheek. Her voice is low, rhythmic. “The rules,” she murmurs. “Say them.”

My voice is barely a whisper. “I am Jamie.”

She nods. “And?”

Emma’s fingers lace with mine. “I smile.”

“And?”

Chloe’s nails drag lightly down my spine. “I say yes.”

“And?”

I look into Mia's eyes... "I trust you," I murmur.

Mia's smirk is soft, triumphant. She kisses me, a benediction, a seal.

Then she opens the door.

And I walk through it: swaying, smiling, dripping, hers.
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Chapter Three


The bass hits my chest like a fist, vibrating through my ribs. I’m gripping Mia’s hand so tight my knuckles ache as we step through the club’s threshold, neon slashing across my vision in violet and electric blue.

I’m trembling.

The queue behind us is a blur of glitter, leather, fishnets, and bold lipstick, voices loud and laughing as they spill into the night. My heels click on the sticky floor, each step a jolt through my calves, the corset squeezing my waist into an hourglass I can’t ignore. I feel the skirt swish against my thighs, the lace panties clinging to the damp heat between my legs.

And then we're at the front. The bouncer, a mountain of a man with a buzz cut, barely flicks his eyes over us. “Have a good night, ladies,” he grunts, waving us through with a nod.

Ladies.

The word lands like a slap. I freeze for half a second, breath catching, my mind scrambling to catch up with my body. He didn’t even look twice. My reflection in a smudged mirror by the entrance shows a girl — flushed cheeks, glossy pink lips, soft waves of the wig framing my face, ribbons trailing from the ends. The choker gleams at my throat like a claim.

I’m not just passing. I’m her.

Jamie.

A stranger’s gaze slides over me, and a femme in a sequined top grins as she brushes past. “You’re gorgeous, babe,” she tosses over her shoulder, disappearing into the crowd.

My stomach flips. Humiliation burns hot, but it twists into something sharper, brighter; pride. Dizzy, sick pride. I’m seen. I’m wanted.

My fingers tighten on Mia’s, and she squeezes back, pulling me closer as she leans into my ear. “See, sweet girl? You’re not a boyfriend tonight. You’re my pretty thing.” Her voice drips with possession, cutting through the shame, and I can’t think. I don’t want to think. I let go, sinking into the haze of her control.

The club is a living beast — bodies pressed tight, sweat and sweet smoke from the machines curling through the air, the bass pounding like a second pulse in my veins. Mia drags me forward, Emma and Chloe flanking us with matching grins, their energy infectious as they weave through the crowd.

“Dance floor, now!” Emma calls, her glitter dress catching the lights as she spins, a drink already in her hand.

Chloe laughs, dark jumpsuit hugging her frame, and pushes a cold glass into my grip. “Drink up, doll. Dolls don’t object,” she murmurs, her tone half-tease, half-command, eyes glinting as she watches me sip.

The liquid is sharp, fruity, biting down my throat, and I’m already floating as Mia pulls me onto the packed floor. Bodies grind and sway around us, strangers’ hands brushing my hips, my arms, accidental but electric. My skin is a live wire. Every touch sparks, overloading my senses. The corset forces my posture — back arched, chest out, sexy without effort — and the heels tilt my balance, making my hips roll with each tentative step.

Mia’s hands slide to my waist, guiding. “Hips forward, Jamie. Like you’re begging to be looked at,” she purrs, her breath hot on my neck.

I obey. I can’t help it.

The motion is muscle memory now, drilled into me hours ago, hips sway, hands loose, hair flipping as I turn my head. The ribbons in the wig tickle my bare shoulders, and I catch a whiff of the perfume they spritzed on me earlier, vanilla and amber blooming at my throat and inner thighs. It hits like a trigger. My cock twitches hard in the lace, tucked tight, a wet spot spreading as arousal flares, unstoppable. I bite my lip, the gloss sticky, and pray no one notices.

But Emma does. She dances closer, her moves fluid, predatory, pressing her body to mine for a beat before pulling back with a smirk. “Look at that blush. Boys don’t blush like that. Girls do,” she teases, loud enough for anyone nearby to hear.

My face burns hotter, but a stranger, a guy with kohl-rimmed eyes, overhears and flashes me a smile. “Love your hair, cutie,” he says, voice genuine. I stammer a thank you, my voice pitching higher without thought.

Chloe spins me under her arm, laughing as my skirt flares, exposing more thigh. “You’re built to be looked at and used. So be looked at and used,” she says, her tone soft but cutting, fingers grazing my lower back.

The crowd presses tighter, the heat of strangers’ bodies mixing with the sweet haze of fog machines, and I’m drowning in it; sweat on my skin, bass massaging my core, every brush of contact a jolt to my frayed nerves. I’m overwhelmed, spiraling, yet I’m reveling.

I want more.

More eyes. More hands. More proof I’m not who I was when I walked out the door.

Mia’s grip tightens, possessive, grounding. She sways with me, her chest to my back, one hand sliding up to tug lightly at my choker. “Good girl,” she whispers, the words melting me from the inside out. “You make sense like this. On display. Mine.”

The validation hits harder than the humiliation. I lean into her, letting her move my body for me, hips rolling in sync with hers. My mind blanks, lost in the rhythm, the heat, the scent of her mixed with my perfume. Every inhale drags that amber-vanilla trigger deeper, and I’m hard again, throbbing, leaking into the lace, the denial a delicious ache.

Emma downs her drink, then mine, giggling as she hands me another from a passing tray. “Keep sipping, sweet girl. Girlfriend duties tonight,” she says with a wink.

I drink, the burn loosening my edges further.

Suddenly, Chloe’s camera flash catches me off-guard — her phone out, angled low, capturing the sway of my skirt. I tense, but Mia’s hand on my jaw turns me to face her. “Only if you say yes for me,” she reminds, voice firm, safe.

I nod, dazed, and Chloe smirks. “That’s right. Smile while you serve. That’s your job.”

A femme with neon lipstick dances closer, her gaze raking over me approvingly. “You’re killing it, babe,” she shouts over the music.

I flush, murmuring thanks as Mia’s fingers dig into my hip, proud. “See?” she says, her tone a mix of praise and de-gendering bite that twists my gut in the best way. “You pass so well because you were never anything else.”

The song shifts, faster, harder, and the crowd surges. I’m caught in the crush, bodies grinding, strangers’ skin slick against mine, and I’m laughing, breathless, my hair sticking to my neck with sweat. Emma and Chloe dance on either side, their hands guiding mine up, out, free. Mia’s smirk is pure triumph as she watches me bloom under the attention.

“You’re not a man here,” she murmurs, lips brushing my ear. “You’re my good girl. Say it.”

I hesitate, lips parting, but the perfume hits again, and my resistance cracks.

“I’m your good girl,” I whisper, barely audible, but she hears.

Her smile is a blade, cutting me open. And I’m raw, exposed, harder than ever as the lights strobe and the bass swallows me whole.

We dance on, lost in the glitter and heat, and I know I can’t go back — not tonight, maybe not ever.

But as a hand brushes my thigh, and Mia’s grip tightens with a possessive hum, I’m not sure I care.

Mia’s arms slide around me from behind, her grip possessive, her body a warm wall against my back as the bass throbs through the packed dance floor.

Her fingers splay across my lower belly, pressing down with deliberate force, flattening the tucked bulge of my cock against the damp lace of my panties.

A jolt of heat spears through me, sharp and undeniable.

I gasp.

My knees buckle for a split second before the corset forces me upright, chest out, posture locked into something feminine, something owned.

“Feel how right this is,” she purrs, her breath hot and tickling at my ear, sending a shiver cascading through my spine. Her voice weaves into the music, hypnotic, a rolling wave that drags me under.

“You look like my girlfriend.”

Her fingers press harder, grinding the lace into my aching skin, and I can’t breathe, can’t think past the sensation.

“You act like my girlfriend.”

Her words sink, heavy, rooting in my chest, and my head tips back against her shoulder, helpless.

“You want to be my girlfriend.”

Each line burrows deeper, conditioning me, reshaping me. And I nod, breathless, a whimper slipping past my glossed lips.

Yes. Yes, I do.

The crowd surges around us, bodies grinding in a neon haze, but all I feel is her. Her lips find my neck, a slow, wet kiss that burns my skin, and then her teeth graze my ear, a sharp nip that makes me jolt.

“Good girl,” she murmurs.

Her words are timed perfectly as a stranger — a femme with electric blue hair — leans close, voice cutting through the noise.

“Damn, those lips are fire,” she says with a grin, eyes raking over me.

I moan, loud, too loud, the sound spilling out raw and humiliating.

It’s hot as hell.

My cheeks flame, but the arousal stabs deeper, coiling tight in my core.

Emma and Chloe are nearby, their laughter a bright edge in the chaos. I catch the flash of Chloe’s phone, angled low but careful, capturing the flush on my face, the way my skirt swishes against my trembling thighs.

“God, Jamie, you’re glowing,” Emma calls, her tone half-tease, half-awe.

And I am; sweat slick on my skin, heart hammering, every inch of me alight under their gazes.

Then Mia's hand slides up, fingers hooking under my choker, a light tug that sends my mind blanking into compliance. The leather presses into my throat, a reminder, a claim.

I melt into her control, the corset cinching me tighter, forcing my hips to sway even as I stand still.

My body betrays me completely, responding to every sensation. Every pulse of my heartbeat sends another wave of need through me. I can feel it, slick and shameful, the proof of how much I want this, how much I need it, and how little relief I'm allowed.

My thighs tremble, pressing together, seeking friction that only makes the ache worse, the denial sharper. The corset digs into my ribs, forcing my breaths shallow, each one a reminder of how tightly I'm held, how little control I have.

My skin feels too tight, too sensitive, like every brush of air is a touch, every sound a vibration straight to my core.

I'm shaking now.

Arousal is a living thing clawing inside me, impossible to relieve. Each subtle swish of the skirt against my skin is torture, a teasing brush that stokes the fire without quenching it.

My thighs press together instinctively, desperate for friction, for anything to ease the ache that grows more intense with each passing moment.

I’m cracking, fracturing under the weight of it, my breath coming in short, ragged pants.

Mia notices. Of course she does. Her grip on my waist tightens, her voice dropping to a low, absolute command that cuts through the haze.

“Good girls don’t cum in clubs.”

I nod, desperate, the denial slicing into me like a blade, sharpening the need until it’s all I am. Her lips press to my neck again, a slow, lingering kiss that makes my eyes flutter shut. I’m lost in the heat of her breath, the scent of her skin mixing with the vanilla-amber of my perfume.

“Bathroom,” she says.

The word is a decree, a promise of something I can’t name but need with every fiber of my being. My legs are jelly, trembling as I turn to follow her, obedience a reflex now, carved into my bones.

Her hand stays firm on my hip, guiding me through the crowd, the bass still pounding in my chest as strangers’ bodies brush against mine, each touch a spark that keeps me on edge. Emma and Chloe trail behind, their smirks knowing, their voices fading into the noise as Mia leads me toward the shadowed hallway near the restrooms.

My heels click unevenly, the corset forcing my posture into that perfect, feminine arch, and the choker feels tighter with every step, a tether pulling me deeper into her world. I’m not sure what’s waiting in that bathroom, but I know I’ll do whatever she asks.

I’m her good girl.

I’m her girlfriend.

And as the door looms closer, my pulse races with a hunger I can’t deny, a need that begs to be fed.

Mia’s grip on my wrist is unyielding, pulling me through the shadowed hallway toward the bathroom as the bass thumps through the club’s walls, vibrating into my bones. My heart slams against my ribcage, a wild mix of dread and desire twisting in my gut as Emma and Chloe trail behind, their conspiratorial giggles piercing through the haze of my thoughts.

Each click of my heels on the sticky floor echoes my spiraling panic. The corset is cinching my waist into a feminine curve, and the choker is a constant tug at my throat, reminding me who I’m becoming.

“I need something from my girlfriend,” Mia announces, her voice slicing through the din. The word ‘girlfriend’ drips with a smirk that sends heat flooding to my cheeks.

I hesitate at the bathroom door, the sharp scent of perfume and sterile cleaner hitting me, but Mia tugs the choker gently, firmly, a silent command that drags me forward. My legs tremble, the sheer stockings pulling taut against my skin as I stumble after her into the upscale single stall, the waiting area just beyond where Emma and Chloe linger with knowing smirks.

“Wait right there,” Mia tells them, her tone casual but laced with intent as she pulls me into the stall with her.

The lock clicks.

It’s a sound that reverberates in my chest, sealing my fate.

She sits on the toilet lid, hiking up her dark dress with slow precision, baring her thighs as she fixes me with a stare that pins me in place. Her hand presses down on my shoulder, firm, undeniable.

I sink to my knees, the cold tile biting into my skin through the stockings, a jagged shock that contrasts with the heat pooling in my core. My skirt rides up, the lace of my panties already damp with unreleased need, and I can’t stop the shiver that racks through me.

“Boyfriends get blow jobs. Girlfriends give them. Show me which one you are,” Mia says, her voice low, a blade wrapped in velvet as she cups my face. Her thumb traces over my glossed lips, smearing the pink slightly.

From beyond the door, Emma’s voice rings out, teasing and bright. “Can’t wait to hear how good she is at her girlfriend duties!”

My breath hitches, shame and arousal warring inside me. But Mia’s grip tightens, pushing my head down between her thighs. The scent of her arousal hits me, musky and intoxicating, mixing with the sharp bite of her perfume. Her heat presses against my face, and my lips part on instinct, a traitor to any protest I might have had.

“Flatten your tongue. Slow circles. Gentle first, then harder when I tell you,” she instructs, her hand gripping the soft waves of my wig, controlling the pace with precise pulls that send tingles down my spine.

I obey, my tongue moving as she commands, tasting her, feeling the slick warmth against my mouth. My hips grind against nothing, a desperate bid for friction, but Mia’s fingers hook under the choker, a sharp tug that stills me instantly.

“Still. Good girls don’t get relief until they earn it,” she murmurs, her tone cutting through the fog in my mind.

I whimper, the sound muffled against her, my body trembling with denied need. But I don’t stop, can’t stop, driven by her control and the burning ache inside me.

Mia’s thumb spreads her slick across my upper lip like she’s sealing a letter no one else’s tongue will ever read.

“Smell yourself, pretty girl,” she whispers, pressing the wet pad up against my nostrils until I’m breathing her in sharp, choking little pants.

“Breathe in what a real dickling never would: pussy so strong you’ll taste it for days.”

She lets her heel slip off the toilet lid, stiletto arch forging down between my legs — pointed, precise — grinding against the warm bulge in my borrowed panties.

A single jab makes me grunt, but she covers the sound with the wet sheen on my mouth, smirking at how my hips betray me by chasing the pressure.

“Still think you can fuck, sweetheart?” she muses, rolling the spike in a slow circle until precome pearls dark on the lace. “That swollen thing? Decoration. The action’s above the waist, in your throat.”

“How’s she doing in there, Mia?” Emma calls, her voice loud enough to carry, a playful taunt that makes my cheeks burn hotter.

“Sounds like she’s learning fast,” Chloe adds, softer but no less humiliating, her words punctuated by a light knock on the stall door.

Mia’s gaze locks onto mine as I glance up, her eyes dark with dominance. “That’s not how a man does it. That’s how a girl pleasures her girlfriend,” she says, each word a hammer reshaping me. “Look at how wet you’re making me. Your mouth was made for this, not for pretending to be my boyfriend.”

Her words sear into me, and I moan against her, the vibration drawing a sharp gasp from her lips. My hands clutch at her thighs for balance, the nylon of my stockings catching on the rough floor, every sensation heightened to a screaming edge.

Then, a sudden flash of light startles me as Chloe slips her phone under the stall gap, the camera capturing the image of me on my knees, skirt hiked up, face buried between Mia’s legs. Humiliation crashes through me, but Mia pulls me up by the wig, forcing me to meet her gaze.

“Smile for Chloe. Show her what a good girlfriend looks like,” she orders, her thumb smearing my lipgloss deliberately across my mouth, marking me further.

“God, I can hear how wet she’s making you, Mia. My boyfriend could never…” Emma’s voice trails through the door, a dagger of comparison that twists in my chest.

“The pictures are gorgeous. So feminine on her knees,” Chloe adds, her calm tone amplifying the exposure as I hear the faint shutter of her camera again.

Mia pushes my face back down, her command sharp.

“Back to work, princess.”

I comply, tears prickling at the corners of my eyes from the intensity, mascara smudging slightly as I dive back in, tasting her, feeling her hips rock against me. My lipgloss leaves slick trails across her skin, the tang of her mingling with the sweet residue on my tongue. Her breathing turns ragged, her grip tightening in my wig, holding me firm as her thighs tense around my head.

I struggle to breathe, my own moans muffled against her, desperate and raw, but I don’t pull away, can’t pull away, lost in the act of serving her. Her body shudders, a wave building, and I feel it in the way she presses me closer, unrelenting.

“My boyfriend never made me feel this good—but my girlfriend? She’s perfect,” Mia gasps, her voice breaking as she climaxes, her release flooding my tongue, hot and overwhelming.

“That’s it, Mia. Show her what she’s good for,” Emma cheers through the door, her encouragement a final push as Mia holds my face against her, riding out the aftershocks.

After a moment, she pulls me up, my lips wet, cheeks flushed, and forces me to meet her gaze again.

“You’re my pretty girl now. Say it,” she demands, her tone a mix of victory and possession.

“I’m your pretty girl,” I whisper, breathless, my face slick with her, the words spilling out without resistance, arousal drowning any trace of shame.

Her smile is smug, satisfied, as she grabs a tissue from her clutch, wiping my face with a businesslike detachment that somehow stings more than her commands. “Can’t have anyone knowing what that pretty mouth was doing,” she murmurs, reapplying my lipgloss with careful strokes. The sweet scent barely masks the tang of her still lingering on my tongue.

She adjusts my wig, straightens the choker, and turns me toward the small mirror above the sink in the stall.

I see myself—wet lips glistening under fresh gloss, cheeks a deep pink, eyes wide and submissive. The image brands itself into my mind, a girl staring back, not the boyfriend I thought I was.

“Listen to those pretty sounds you’re making. Boys don’t moan like that,” Mia whispers in my ear, her breath hot against my skin as she watches my reaction in the reflection.

She opens the stall door, and Emma and Chloe greet us with soft claps, their smiles a mix of delight and mischief. Emma cups my face, her neon manicure cool against my heated skin.

“Such a good little mouth on this one,” she coos, her approval sending a shiver through me.

Chloe tilts her phone screen toward me, showing the images she captured—me on my knees, skirt flared just enough to hint at the stockings, my face obscured by angle but the position screaming submission. “Look how pretty you are serving your girlfriend,” she says, her voice calm but cutting.

I blush, a wave of shameful pride crashing over me. My knees are still aching from the tile, and my legs are trembling as I stand. The taste of Mia clings to my mouth, a constant reminder of what I’ve done, who I’ve become.

A stranger at the sink nearby catches my eye, taking in my slightly smudged appearance, the faint sheen on my lips. She mutters “Slut” under her breath as she passes, her tone oddly approving, and my stomach flips with a twisted thrill.

Mia’s hand rests possessively on the small of my back, guiding me out of the bathroom. “Good girl. More girlfriend training later,” she promises, her voice a low purr that sends fresh heat coiling through me.

I’m floating now, subspace wrapping around me like a cocoon, aroused beyond shame, the ache between my legs a throbbing constant I’m denied from touching. Her words, their validation, the images on Chloe’s phone—they cement something inside me, a new identity taking root. I’m not just playing a role anymore.

“You know what good girls get when they make their girlfriends cum? They get kept,” Mia murmurs as we step back into the pulsing chaos of the club, her grip tightening for a moment, a claim I no longer want to escape.

I’m hers.

Her pretty girl.

And as we rejoin the neon-lit crowd, the weight of that truth settles into my bones, a hook that drags me deeper, leaving me desperate for whatever training comes next.
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Chapter Four


The door to Mia’s apartment slams shut behind us, the sound a gunshot in the charged air as I stumble inside, my legs wobbly from the frantic tumble back from the club.

My heels catch on the rug, nearly tripping me, and the smeared pink gloss on my lips feels tacky, a sticky reminder of where my mouth has been. Mia’s hand is a firm claim on my hip, steering me forward, her smirk radiating smug triumph as she surveys me—wrecked, mussed, my brunette wig askew with ribbon tips tangled, perfume thick and cloying in the low-lit space.

My corset pinches with every shallow breath.

The damp lace between my thighs chafes, a constant pulse of need I’m not allowed to touch.

Emma kicks off her glittery shoes with a theatrical groan, flopping onto the plush couch, her short dress riding up as she sprawls, legs wide in casual invitation. Chloe follows, shedding her boots and tucking herself cross-legged beside Emma, her dark jumpsuit stretched tight over her frame. Both of them are flush with a secondhand arousal that crackles in the room.

And their eyes, they just devour me.

Glittering with a mix of jealousy and delight, I feel the weight of being the center, the toy, the star of this afterparty where no one even pretends at heterosexual normalcy anymore.

“God, she sucked so pretty at the club,” Emma purrs, her neon manicure tapping against her thigh as she grins at me, her voice dripping with playful menace. “I could hear it through the door. Nearly made me jealous.”

“I thought she was going to cum with nothing touching her,” Chloe adds, her calm tone a cutting contrast to the way her gaze lingers on my flushed cheeks, on the faint sheen of sweat at my throat where the choker sits snug. “Look at her now, still trembling. Such a needy little thing.”

My face burns hotter. The praise and teasing twist inside me like a live wire, sparking shame and a desperate craving in equal measure. I bite my lower lip, tasting the residue of Mia’s gloss on mine, and my hands fidget with the edge of my skirt, unsure where to settle. The air in the apartment hums, electric and predatory, everyone buzzed from drinks and the night’s earlier heat. The vibe screams celebration—like I’m both the prize and the entertainment.

Then, Mia steps behind me.

Her presence is a looming heat as her fingers graze the nape of my neck, adjusting the wig with a possessive tug that sends a shiver racing down my spine.

“You’re not a boyfriend messing up my night anymore,” she murmurs, her breath hot against my ear. “You’re my good girl, making it perfect. Look how beautiful you are when you obey.”

Her words melt into me, validation soothing the raw edges of my nerves even as they stoke the fire in my core. I nod, barely a whisper of movement, my body already leaning into her touch, presenting without being told—shoulders back, chin tilted up, eyes huge and pleading for whatever comes next.

“Get the toy bag, sweet girl,” Mia commands.

Her voice is a low, firm directive that bypasses any thought of resistance. Her hand slides down to my lower back, a brief press that urges me forward.

I obey instantly.

Not coerced, but reflexively, my body moving before my mind catches up. My stocking-clad legs brush together as I cross the room, the friction igniting fresh tingles, and I bend to retrieve the black duffel from beside the bedroom door. The weight of it pulls at my arm, promising things I both dread and ache for. I can smell the faint leather of the strap harness inside, a sharp, earthy note that foreshadows more training, and under the dim lamp, I catch the gleam of a plug nestled among the contents, polished and ready.

My breath catches.

A traitorous throb between my legs answers before I can think to suppress it.

Emma claps lightly from the couch, her laughter a teasing lilt. “Look at her go! No hesitation. She’s built to be used, isn’t she?”

“Brave girl. My girl,” Mia adds, her validation a soft balm as I return with the bag, dropping it at her feet like an offering. Her smile, rare and approving, lights something in my chest, even as Chloe’s observer eyes track every tremble, every flush on my skin.

“You make surrender look elegant,” Chloe says, her voice quiet but piercing.

I feel the urge to squirm under the combined scrutiny, under the weight of being seen so thoroughly as this—not Jake, not a boyfriend, but Jamie, their pretty plaything.

Emma pats the space between her and Chloe on the couch, her grin widening. “Come on, Mia, set up the show. We’ve been good, haven’t we? We want a turn watching her up close.”

Chloe’s rings click as she gestures vaguely toward me, her tone hinting at hunger. “Or more than watching. Those pictures from earlier… I keep thinking about that mouth.”

My heart stumbles at the suggestion, at the predatory edge in their voices, the way they’re making space for something inevitable. Mia’s hand finds the choker again, a gentle pull that centers me, grounds me in her control as she steps closer, the scent of her perfume wrapping around me like a tether.

“Hush, dolls. I decide what my girl gives and who she gives it to,” Mia says, her tone sharp with ownership but soft with promise.

“But don’t worry.”

“There’s plenty of her to go around tonight.”

I swallow hard, the ache in my body flaring at the implication, at the thought of being shared, displayed, used under their collective gaze. My knees weaken, and I sway slightly, caught between fear and a desperate, clawing want. Whatever show Mia’s planning with that toy bag, I’m already hers to direct, and as her fingers linger at my throat, I know I’m not just ready—I’m starving for it.

My knees dig into the edge of Mia’s mattress. The soft give of the comforter offers no comfort at all. I’m posed like a display piece—chest lifted, back arched, thighs spread wide.

The warm lamplight bathes my skin. It casts shadows that flicker in the mirrors angled around the room. They reflect every inch of me. Flushed. Vulnerable. Dressed in lace and surrender.

Emma and Chloe lounge on the bed behind me. They’re propped on pillows like an eager audience. Their gazes feel heavy with anticipation. Their soft giggles prick at my fraying nerves constantly.

I feel the choker tight at my throat. It’s a reminder of ownership. The damp heat between my legs pulses traitorously. It already anticipates what’s coming.

Mia stands before me. A queen commanding her stage. The jeweled remote-control plug glints in her manicured hand. She tilts it under the light. Letting me see the delicate engraving on the base—Property of Mia.

The words hit like a brand. They sear into my mind before the toy even touches me. Her smirk looks clinical, almost detached. But her eyes burn with reverence. She coats her fingers with a slick layer of lube. The sharp, sterile scent cuts through the haze of my arousal.

“Breathe, sweet girl,” she instructs. Her voice is a soft command that brooks no refusal. Her free hand presses into the small of my back. Urging my hips higher. Exposing me completely. “Take it.”

I suck in a shaky breath. My body tenses as her slick fingers tease at my entrance. Circling with deliberate, agonizing slowness. The coolness of the lube contrasts with the heat of her touch. I bite my lip to stifle a sound. But it slips out anyway—a soft, needy whine.

Then, the tip of the plug presses against me. Unyielding. Smooth. The stretch begins. It burns. A sharp sting radiates outward as she eases it in. Slow. Merciless. Letting me feel every inch as it breaches me.

My thighs tremble. My breath hitches in jagged gasps. But I can’t pull away—not with her hand steady on my back, not with Emma and Chloe watching every twitch of my body.

“Good girl,” Mia coos. Her tone is reverent now. Almost worshipful. As the widest part forces past my resistance. The burn morphs into a deep, aching fullness. Overwhelming. Intrusive. I gasp. My vision swims as it seats itself inside me. The jeweled base presses flush against my skin.

I feel stuffed. Claimed. The weight of it grounds me even as it sets every nerve alight.

“Look at her little hole swallow it,” Emma murmurs. Her voice tinged with glee as she leans closer. Her breath hot on my shoulder. “So greedy.”

“She’s already leaking through her panties,” Chloe observes. Her calm, cutting tone slices through me. Her boots shift on the bed as she adjusts for a better view. Her rings glint as she gestures. “It disappears so well in her. Like she was made for this.”

The humiliation twists in my gut. Hot. Bitter. But it feeds the fire between my thighs. The damp lace clings to me as proof of their words. My hands twitch at my sides. Desperate to cover myself. To hide.

Before I can act, Chloe moves. She slides forward with predatory grace. Catching my wrists. Pulling them above my head. Pinning them to the mattress with a firm, unyielding grip. Her rings bite into my skin. Cold. Sharp. I writhe instinctively, testing her hold. But it’s useless.

“Practice surrender,” she says. Her voice low, almost a purr. “Keep them here. Let us see you break.”

I whimper. The position stretches me open even more. Every movement makes me hyper-aware of the plug inside me. Heavy. Intrusive. My chest heaves. Mascara-streaked eyes glassy as I stare at the ceiling. Trying to anchor myself.

Mia doesn’t give me a chance. There’s a soft click.

Then a high-frequency buzz erupts through me. Trembling from the plug deep into my core. It melts my spine. Turns my bones to liquid heat. A high, helpless moan tears from my throat. Echoing in the quiet room.

“That’s it,” Mia says. Her thumb brushes over the remote as she watches me crumble. Her expression mixes clinical fascination and possessive delight. “Feel how I own you, even from here.”

The vibrations shift. A pulsing pattern drags another sound from me. My hips jerk involuntarily as the sensation surges. My mind blanks. Reduced to the trembling heat. The fullness stretching me. The humiliating awareness of their eyes on every shudder.

I’m leaking more now. The fabric of my panties soaked. The scent of my own arousal mixes with the sharp tang of lube. A sensory assault I can’t escape.

“Messy,” Mia tutts. Stepping closer to palm my crotch over the damp lace. Her touch firm and assessing. Her fingers press just hard enough to make me squirm. To make the plug shift inside me. Intensifying the buzz. “Such a sloppy little toy.”

Emma smirks. Her head tilted as she watches Mia’s hand work. “We’ll check how needy our girl smells later. Bet it’s desperate.”

The promise—or threat—sends a fresh wave of shame crashing through me. My cheeks flame as I whimper again. Caught between mortification and a clawing, desperate need for more. Chloe’s grip on my wrists tightens briefly. A reminder to stay still. To surrender. I bite my lip hard. Fighting the urge to beg.

“Say it,” Mia commands. Her voice a blade wrapped in silk. As she clicks the remote again, dialing up the intensity until my entire body quakes. “Who do you belong to?”

I hesitate for half a heartbeat. The words stick in my throat. But the vibrations rip through me. Demanding obedience.

“I… I belong to Mia,” I gasp out. My voice high and broken. Each syllable a surrender.

“Again,” she orders. Relentless. Her hand still pressing against me. Feeling every twitch of my trapped arousal through the fabric.

“I belong to Mia,” I repeat. Louder this time. The words searing themselves into my mind as the buzz spikes. Pushing me to the edge of something I can’t control. My vision blurs. Tears of overwhelm prick at my eyes. But there’s no stopping now—not with Chloe’s hands pinning me, not with Emma’s delighted hum of approval, not with Mia’s gaze locking me in place.

“Our pretty toy,” Emma purrs. Her fingers brushing lightly against my thigh. A teasing contrast to the unyielding pressure inside me. “She takes it so well.”

“Good girl,” Chloe adds. Her tone softer but no less piercing. As she holds me steady. Forcing me to feel every moment of this display.

The praise. The degradation. The relentless buzz—it’s too much. Spiraling me higher. My body a live wire under their control. My breath comes in shallow pants. The fullness of the plug a constant throb. The jeweled base a cold pressure against my heated skin.

I’m theirs to watch. To toy with. To break apart. As Mia’s thumb hovers over the remote, promising another shift, another test, I know I’m teetering on the brink of something irreversible. My surrender isn’t just practiced—it’s branded into me now. And I ache to see how much deeper they’ll push.

I’m on my back, splayed across Mia’s bed, legs hoisted up and pinned wide by my own trembling hands.

The position exposes every inch of me, raw and vulnerable, to the mirrors reflecting my shame and to the hungry eyes of Emma and Chloe, perched like vultures on the edge of the mattress.

The air is thick with the scent of lube, sharp and sterile, mixing with the creak of leather and the floral bite of my own perfume clinging to my skin.

My chest heaves, the lace of my bra scratching against my nipples with every jagged breath.

I can’t hide.

I don’t want to.

Mia looms above me, the leather harness cinched tight around her hips, squeaking faintly as she adjusts the thicker toy strapped to her.

The dildo gleams under the warm lamplight, a menacing promise, thicker than anything I’ve taken before.

My gaze flicks to it, then to her face—her expression a mask of control, lips curled in a smirk that says she already owns every shattered piece of me.

The plug still buzzes inside, a relentless hum deep in my core, keeping me on a razor’s edge of desperation.

I’m soaked.

The damp lace of my panties is a humiliating testament, clinging to my skin like a second layer of shame.

Her fingers dip into me first, slick with more lube, teasing around the jeweled base of the plug.

They circle, press, stretch me open with a clinical precision that makes my thighs quiver.

The buzz vibrates through her touch, amplifying every nerve until I’m a whimpering mess, heels digging into the sheets.

“Relax, sweet girl,” she murmurs, voice smooth as velvet but edged with steel.

Then, with agonizing slowness, she eases the plug out.

The stretch reverses, a slick, obscene pull that leaves me gasping, empty, aching for something to fill the void.

She holds it up, glistening with lube and my own desperation, letting it catch the light for Emma and Chloe to see.

Their soft chuckles scrape at my dignity.

“Look at this,” Mia says, her tone mockingly reverent, turning the plug in her fingers.

“Proof of how well my toy takes it.”

My face burns, but I can’t look away from the mirror—my reflection shows a flushed, ruined mess, mascara already smudged, lips parted in a silent plea.

Emma shifts closer, her manicured nails snagging the waistband of my soaked panties.

She peels them down just enough to expose me, then tugs them free with a sharp yank, the fabric dragging over my sensitive skin.

The damp lace dangles from her fingers as she brings it to my face, the scent of my own need hitting me like a slap.

“Smell how needy girls get?” she purrs, pressing the fabric under my nose.

I whine, high and helpless, the humiliation twisting into a dark, clawing arousal in my gut.

I try to turn my head, but her hand grips my jaw, holding me still.

“Breathe it in, pretty. Own it.”

My breath shudders, inhaling the musky evidence of my submission.

The scent floods my senses, drowning me in my own degradation, while Mia’s hand moves between my legs again, smearing fresh lube over the strap-on.

The slick sound of her coating it—slow, deliberate—makes my hips twitch despite myself.

She lines up, the blunt tip nudging against me, unyielding and cold at first.

My body tenses instinctively, thighs trembling harder, but her hand steadies me, thumb brushing over my hip.

“Breathe,” she commands.

“Take it for me.”

The first press stings, a sharp burn as the thick head breaches me, stretching wider than the plug ever did.

My breath catches, a choked sob escaping as the pain blooms, radiating outward.

But then, as she pushes deeper with a slow, claiming slide, the sting melts into a heavy, overwhelming fullness.

Every inch forces me open, mapping every nerve inside until I’m panting, toes curling in my heels, pointing to the ceiling.

She bottoms out, hips flush against me, the harness creaking with the contact.

I feel split apart, invaded, owned in a way that rewires something primal in my brain.

A moan rips from my throat, unbidden, high and broken.

“That’s it,” Mia growls, pulling back only to thrust again, setting a rhythm that starts slow, deliberate, each stroke dragging against my inner walls with excruciating precision.

The harness squeaks rhythmically, leather on leather, punctuating the wet slap of her hips against my thighs.

Lube squelches with every movement, obscene and inescapable, blending with the ragged sounds of my breaths, the involuntary whines spilling from my lips.

My legs shake uncontrollably, muscles failing under the strain of holding them up, but I can’t stop—can’t silence the noises she’s wrenching from me.

“Look at our toy take it,” Chloe mutters, her voice dripping with filthy delight.

She’s closer now, propped on her elbow to watch every thrust, every shudder of my body.

“Fucked so pretty on her back like this.”

“Smile for the camera, pretty,” Emma adds, her phone angled carefully—consensual shots only, as agreed, but the idea of being captured like this, splayed and wrecked, sends a fresh wave of heat through me.

I try to force a shaky smile, but it’s more of a grimace as Mia picks up the pace, her thrusts turning sharper, harder, punching the air from my lungs.

The fullness inside me shifts from claiming to punishing, each stroke slamming against that spot that makes my vision blur, my entire body convulse with raw, electric need.

Chloe’s fingers brush my lips then, tracing the gloss-smeared edge before pushing inside.

“Practice swallowing,” she orders, sliding two digits deep into my mouth.

I gag at first, the intrusion sudden, drool pooling as my tongue fumbles around them.

But her other hand cups my jaw, tilting my head back, forcing me to adjust.

“Suck like a good girl.”

My lips close around her fingers, sucking sloppily, the taste of her skin mixing with the salt of my own desperation.

She keeps them there, unmoving, while Mia fucks me harder, the dual invasion splitting my focus, breaking me apart.

“Who are you?” Mia demands, her voice a blade cutting through the haze.

Her thrusts don’t falter, each one driving deeper, faster, the wet slap of our bodies echoing in the room.

“Your girl,” I mumble around Chloe’s fingers, the words garbled but fervent, spit dripping down my chin.

I suck harder, desperate to please, as the pressure inside builds to a shattering peak.

“Whose hole is this?” Mia snaps, gripping my hips tighter, her pace now a relentless piston thrust that rocks the bed, shakes my entire frame.

“Yours,” I gasp, the word barely audible as Chloe’s fingers press deeper.

Mia hears it.

Her smirk widens, a flash of triumph as she angles her hips, hitting that spot inside with ruthless accuracy.

My body locks up, trembling on the edge, every muscle taut, heels digging into the air, thighs burning from the strain.

She edges me mercilessly, slowing just enough to keep me teetering, then slamming back in with a force that steals my breath.

My moans turn to sobs, mascara streaking down my cheeks, the heat coiling tighter, unbearable.

I’m nothing but sensation—her thrusts, Chloe’s fingers, Emma’s gaze, the harness creaking, lube squelching, my own pathetic sounds filling the room.

Finally, Mia leans down, her breath hot against my ear.

“Cum for me.”

The command breaks me.

My body detonates, a white-hot explosion from deep inside, prostate stimulation ripping through me like a tidal wave.

I convulse, full-body shudders wracking me, soaking the lace still tangled around my hips, hot and messy.

Sobs tear from my throat, raw and unrestrained, as Mia fucks me through it, relentless, wringing out every aftershock until I’m a whimpering, trembling shell.

Chloe’s fingers stay in my mouth, keeping me docile, grounded, as I suck weakly, drool streaking my chin.

In that peak, as the pleasure sears my nerves, a single thought burns into my core: I need this. I’m yours.

Mia slows at last, her thrusts gentling but not stopping until I’m a boneless heap beneath her.

She withdraws with a slick, obscene sound that makes me wince, the emptiness sudden and aching.

Her lips crash into mine, kissing my ruined mouth with a possessive hunger, tasting the mess Chloe’s fingers left behind.

Then her teeth graze my shoulder, a sharp bite that leaves a mark, followed by a press of her lips to my throat—a smear of lipstick branding me there.

I feel the cool metal of the plug again as she eases it back inside, keeping me full, claimed, even now.

The buzz is off, but the weight anchors me in this new, shattered reality.

Emma and Chloe crowd closer, their hands petting my sweat-damp skin, cooing over their wrecked girl.

“So beautiful like this,” Emma murmurs, brushing a strand of hair from my face.

“Our perfect toy,” Chloe adds, her fingers trailing down my trembling thigh.

I’m glassy-eyed, a faint, broken smile on my lips, destroyed in the best way.

The ache of being used, owned, fills me with a strange, overwhelming warmth.

I’m in love with this feeling—with being theirs.

And as Mia’s gaze locks with mine, promising more, I know I’ll never be the same.
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Chapter Five


I stir awake, tangled in the cool embrace of the sheets. My body is heavy with the echoes of last night.

Late morning light seeps through the blinds, casting a soft golden haze over the room. But all I feel is the weight of my own skin, adorned and claimed, as I blink into consciousness.

My breath catches. It is shallow and slow as I take stock of myself.

The choker still clings to my throat. It is a tight, grounding band of leather that sends a shiver through me the moment I register its presence.

I reach up. My fingers tremble just a bit. I trace its edge and a sigh spills from my lips, unbidden.

A wave of calm submission washes over me. It’s like a tether, pulling me back to her—to Mia—even though she’s not here.

The ache in my body blooms as I shift. My thighs and calves are tender from the strain of heels. A sweet soreness radiates from where I’ve been stretched, used, owned.

The plug hums low inside me. It is a quiet purr that syncs with the steady thrum of my heartbeat, keeping me full, keeping me hers.

It pulses occasionally. A soft nudge sends a ripple of heat through my core, grounding me in this new, shattered version of myself.

My hole feels tender. It is a raw edge of sensation that somehow soothes as much as it stings. A reminder of every thrust and every shattering moment of surrender.

My lips feel swollen. They are still tacky with dried gloss, swollen from taking Chloe’s fingers and from Mia’s bruising kisses.

I drag a shaky hand across them. I feel the uneven smear of last night’s makeup. The sensation drags me right back to those hours of abandon.

The taste of my own submission lingers on my tongue. It is salty and sharp.

It melds with the floral bite of perfume that clings to my skin. It mixes with the musky scent of sex that hasn’t yet faded.

I turn my head. I catch my reflection in the mirrors scattered around the room and the sight steals my breath.

My brunette wig sits slightly askew. Soft waves, tipped with ribbons, frame a face smudged with mascara tracks and faded blush.

The gloss on my lips shines faintly, a glossy stamp of my transformation.

I can’t look away from the girl staring back—Jamie, vulnerable, wrecked, and somehow right.

The corset cinches my waist, creating a silhouette that feels like mine.

The lace of my damp panties clings to me, sticky with the evidence of my need.

Stockings hang halfway down my calves. The sheer fabric is bunched from restless sleep.

But even disheveled, every piece feels like a badge of belonging.

My hands wander over the curve of the breast forms beneath the corset. They are still trembling.

A soft sigh escapes me at the rightness of the shape.

My fingers graze the lace at my hips. They trace the damp edge where it bites into my skin. The contact sends a shiver racing through me, a quiet echo of last night’s ferocity.

I’m a canvas of her making. Touching these markers — the choker, the lace, the silhouette — feels like tracing the lines of a map that leads back to Mia.

I roll onto my side. I bury my face in the pillow and inhale deeply.

The ghost of her perfume clings to the sheets. It is a heady, comforting scent that floods my senses, wrapping me in her absence.

It’s intoxicating, pulling a low hum from my throat as I press closer, chasing that connection.

It smells like her, sharp, elegant, commanding, and it binds me to her even now. It makes my chest ache with a strange, floaty warmth.

I want her here, to see me like this, to run her hands over the mess she’s made of me.

There’s no shame in me this morning. There is no bitter hangover of doubt.

Instead, there’s a deep, settling yes that roots itself in my bones.

I mouth my name, Jamie, testing it silently.

I roll it over my tongue and it tastes like relief.

It tastes like arousal.

It is a quiet spark that flares in my gut.

It fits. I fit.

This body, this role, this hunger — it’s mine. I’m hungry for more of it, for more of her.

The plug hums again. It is a gentle pulse that nudges me out of my thoughts. It draws a soft gasp as it reminds me of my place.

I’m owned. Marked in ways I can’t erase.

The thought sends a devotional heat spreading through me.

The muffled sound of heels clicking on hardwood cuts through the quiet.

Emma’s whisper floats through the door, sharp and amused: “He’s already lost, isn’t he?”

Chloe’s laugh follows, soft but sure, “Completely hers now, total sissy, just like she planned.”

Then footsteps fade away, leaving me hollow and aching for Mia all the more.

Emma and Chloe's whispers linger softly in my thoughts. Their teasing murmurs and harsh endearments form a faint undercurrent beneath Mia's dominance.

Yet, as I reflect on my own breathless replies from last night, my mind snaps back to their taunts, the way they lingered, sharp and playful, before I find myself pulled once more to her, the one who truly binds me in this peaceful echo.

I rest in the pink throb of every place she’s left her mark, wallowing in the heat that only obedience feeds.

The feeling folds around me like slow incense.

My thumb finds the collar again; I pet it like prayer beads.

Jamie isn’t only what they call me, it’s the brand curling through every inch; I’m owned bone-deep.

And as that truth settles deeper, I can’t help but wonder how soon she’ll come to claim me again.

The soft pad of Mia’s footsteps against the hardwood snaps my attention up before she even crosses the threshold.

She stands in the doorway, one hand resting on the frame, her silhouette framed by the soft glow of the hallway light.

Her gaze sweeps over me, taking in every detail: the corset still snug around my waist, the lace clinging to my hips, damp from the night before.

I feel the heat rise in my cheeks instantly, my pulse skipping under the choker’s weight, like a collar she never even had to fasten herself.

The wig’s waves are mussed, my lips still sticky with gloss from last night’s surrender, and the smudged remnants of my makeup only make the flush worse.

Every breath tightens the corset’s embrace.

Beneath it all, the steady buzz of the plug hums low in my core, a reminder that even in stillness, I’m hers.

The dim lamplight softens the shadows in the room, but the mirrors don’t lie.

They reflect the mess of me, the claimed mess, tangled and surrendered.

Mia steps inside, and the air shifts with her.

Her smirk is slow, knowing, already tasting my reaction before she even speaks.

"Look at you."

Her voice drips satisfaction, curling around me like smoke.

"Still wearing everything I left you in."

My breath catches.

Because she’s right.

I didn’t dare take anything off.

An oversized tee drapes over her shoulders, a casual contradiction to the lethal elegance below, but it only sharpens her allure, making my chest tighten with a mix of awe and need.

Her sculpted brows arch slightly as she catches my stare, and a slow, knowing smirk curves her lips.

I’m hers before she even speaks.

“How do you feel, pretty girl?”

Her voice is soft but deliberate, cutting through the haze in my mind as she crosses the room, her eyes locked on mine.

She stops just in front of me, close enough that I catch the faint, elegant bite of her perfume, and my pulse stumbles over itself.

I meet her gaze, my breath shallow.

The words come before I can overthink them, raw and honest.

“Mia, can I... can I talk to you about something? About how I’m feeling?”

My voice trembles at the edges, but I don’t look away.

The weight of her stare feels like a caress, urging me to spill everything.

“Of course, Jamie.”

She sits on the bed beside me, one leg crossing over the other, the slit in her dress exposing a flash of thigh that makes my mouth dry.

Her fingers reach out, running through the waves of my wig with a gentle tug, adjusting the strands with care.

“You know you can always talk to me. What’s on your mind?”

I swallow, the choker shifting against my throat, grounding me.

“I just... I feel so connected to you, Miss.”

The title slips out instinctively, and her faint smile tells me she approves.

“Like, I’ve never felt this close to anyone before. It’s intense, but... I love it. I want more.”

My confession tumbles out.

“I want to practice nights like last night. I want to learn makeup, to be better at being... your girl. Sometimes. Often. Whenever you want.”

Her expression softens, but there’s a glint of triumph in her eyes, a cat who’s just caught her prize.

“I’m glad to hear that, Jamie. I care about you deeply, and I love having you as my girl.”

Her hand drops to the choker, fingers tracing its edge, sending a shiver down my spine.

“But remember, you’re still mine, and I expect you to address me properly.”

“Yes, Miss,” I murmur, my cheeks heating as her touch lingers.

My reflection in the mirror across the room catches my eye — smeared makeup, glossy lips, a flush that betrays every ounce of my devotion.

I look owned.

And it feels so right.

She beams, smug and satisfied.

“Knew you’d be perfect.”

Her fingers slip from the choker to my jaw, tilting my chin up so I’m caught in her gaze again.

“Let’s set some plans, then. Weekly girls’ nights, time for you to shine with Emma and Chloe as your glam squad. A plug training schedule to keep you ready for me. A little chastity for weekdays to build that ache. Photo rules, always consensual, for our private collection. Dress-up dates to show you off. And safe words, always, for when you need a pause. How’s that sound?”

My heart races at the structure, the promise of more. I nod, breathless. “It sounds... perfect, Miss. I want all of it.”

“Good girl.” Her smirk widens, and right then, the plug inside me pulses, a light throb that catches me off guard.

I gasp, a giggle escaping as my body reacts, heat pooling low in my belly. Mia’s eyes gleam with mischief. “Language protocol; ‘Yes, Miss’ when the plug buzzes.”

“Yes, Miss,” I stammer, flushed and slightly breathless, the buzz still humming through me. My thighs press together instinctively, lace biting into my skin, and I can’t hide the way my body lights up for her.

She laughs, a low, playful sound, and shifts to sit in my lap, her weight a delicious pressure as her arms loop around my neck. “You’re adorable when you squirm.” Her fingers toy with the choker again, and she leans in, her breath hot against my ear as she murmurs, “Jamie.”

The name rolls off her tongue like a command.

I shudder, automatic arousal spiking through me, sharp and undeniable. I’m Pavlov’s slut, conditioned to respond to her voice, her touch, her ownership, and the realization only deepens the heat coiling inside me.

She flicks the plug to a gentle pulse again, and I bite my lip, stifling a whimper as my body betrays me, melting under her control.

“Mine,” she purrs, her hand sliding down to adjust the corset, her touch possessive yet careful, as if she’s appraising her work. I lean into it, craving more, my mind a haze of contentment, devotion, and aching need.

The mirrors reflect us—her poised and commanding, me soft and surrendered, and I know there’s nowhere else I’d rather be.

But as her fingers tighten on the choker, a spark of curiosity flares in me.

What will the next girls’ night bring, and how much deeper can she take me?

I’m curled into Mia’s lap on the bed, my head resting against her thigh, the warmth of her body seeping into mine.

The corset still cinches my waist. Lace panties cling to my skin, damp with lingering arousal. My choker presses against my throat, a constant claim, while the wig’s soft waves tickle my neck.

My makeup, smeared from the night, frames a face I barely recognize in the mirror across the room. My lips are still glossy, catching the dim lamplight.

Beneath it all, the plug hums inside me, a quiet pulse that keeps my nerves buzzing, tethering me to her control even in this tender stillness.

Her fingers weave through the wig, nails grazing my scalp with a gentle scratch that sends shivers cascading through me. I sigh, melting deeper into her touch, my body soft and pliant.

The mirrors reflecting us show a picture of devotion—me, small and surrendered, her, commanding even in this quiet.

My chest tightens with something warm, something overwhelming.

Contentment.

Love.

A need to be hers, always.

“You’ve done so well, pretty girl,” Mia murmurs, her voice a soothing blade, cutting through any doubt I might’ve held. “I’m so proud of you.”

Her hand slips down to adjust the delicate anklet around my leg, the cool metal brushing my skin, a tangible mark of her ownership. It’s a small charm, an intertwined M and J, glinting faintly, and each graze of it against me feels like a promise.

I tilt my head up, catching her gaze, my smile wrecked and blissed, every ounce of my devotion pouring out through my eyes.

“Thank you, Miss,” I breathe, the words trembling with raw emotion. “I love you.”

My voice cracks on the last syllable, but I don’t care. It’s true. I’m bare under her stare, defenseless and cherished.

Her lips curve, smug yet soft, and she reaches for her phone on the bedside table. “Let’s capture this moment, pretty girl. You look so beautiful, so perfect.”

She shifts me slightly, tugging her oversized tee over my frame, leaving the choker exposed, the edge of my panties just visible beneath the hem. I’m a mess of afterglow and submission, and I don’t resist as she angles the phone.

The intimate click of the camera snaps through the quiet, a sound that prickles my skin with a thrill of exhibitionism. She shows me the shot—my eyes soft, needy, utterly hers—and I grin, a shy, eager nod giving my approval.

“Perfect,” she purrs, setting the phone aside.

Her hand returns to my scalp, scratching again through the wig, and I lean into it, craving every touch. She pulls out a small makeup bag, her movements deliberate.

“Time for a little afterglow glam.”

With careful strokes, she applies a subtle day look—fresh gloss that makes my lips shimmer anew, a touch of powder to smooth the smears. Her fingers re-tie the ribbons in my wig, each tug a quiet ritual of care. I’m clay under her hands, reshaped with every motion, and the plug’s hum underscores it all, a constant reminder of what’s to come.

Then she grabs her phone again, typing swiftly, a smirk playing on her lips. “Let’s see what the girls think. Next weekend?”

She hits send, and within moments, the replies buzz in.

Emma’s “Fuck yes” pops up first, followed by Chloe’s “Our girl needs a new dress.”

I read the words over her shoulder, and a jolt shoots through me, my cock stirring instantly beneath the lace. The thought of being shown off, dressed up, claimed again—it’s a drug I can’t resist.

“Please,” I say before I can stop myself, the word slipping out, raw and hungry.

My cheeks heat, but Mia’s grin only widens, triumphant.

“That’s my girl,” she coos, her thumb brushing my jaw. She slides off the bed, standing before me, and I move without thinking, slipping to my knees on the bedroom carpet.

It’s not a scene, not a command, just correct.

My hands rest on her thighs, the fabric of her dress smooth under my palms, and I tip my chin up, meeting her gaze. The plug purrs inside me, a comforting throb, grounding me in this posture of surrender.

I’m hers, down to my bones, and kneeling here feels like the truest place I’ve ever been.

She towers above me, poised and lethal, even in the softness of this moment. Her fingers return to my scalp, scratching through the wig with a tenderness that makes my breath hitch.

“Good girl, Jamie,” she says, her voice thick with pride. “My good girl.”

I smile up at her, wrecked and blissed, the warmth of her words seeping into every corner of me. The mirrors catch us — one last reflection of my surrender, her ownership — and I know I’m exactly where I belong.
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So, what happens when you discover your ex-US Army boyfriend is as obedient in the bedroom as he was in the barracks, with a hidden taste for silk lingerie and feminization fantasies? You start writing.

Dolly Darling is the mischievous secret pen name of a bestselling contemporary romance author. While she's most used to crafting tales of dominant alphas and submissive heroines, her real-life adventures with her bisexual switch boyfriend and their shared motto of, "I wouldn't do anything to you, that I wouldn't let you do to me," led her to discover the tantalizing thrill of watching those same alpha men melt into a pretty little puddle of compliance. Turns out that true power sometimes falls to whoever is holding the lipstick.
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Thank You for Reading!

Did you enjoy watching Jake's transformation into Jamie?

If so, please consider taking a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Your feedback is incredibly valuable and helps other readers discover this story.

To be the first to know when a new deliciously degrading story is released, be sure to follow Dolly Darling on Amazon.

Thank you for your support!
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