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House Rules



Drew adjusted the straps of his duffel bag as he stood on the cracked stone path, eyeing the old house with a mix of hesitation and relief. Nestled just past the edge of campus, it looked like something out of a vintage romance movie—three stories tall with ivy climbing its wood-paneled siding and wide bay windows that shimmered in the late afternoon sun. The porch sagged slightly but looked clean, cozy, lived-in. He could already hear music floating faintly from an open window: slow, dreamy, feminine vocals that didn’t sound like anything on his playlist.

This was it. His new home.

He climbed the steps, and before he even had a chance to knock, the door swung open.

“You must be Drew.” The woman standing there didn’t wait for confirmation. She opened the door wider and stepped aside, motioning him in with a slow, fluid wave of her hand. “I’m Marla. Matron, den mother, general bitch—depends who you ask.”

She was tall, toned, and barefoot, with waist-length black hair parted in the middle and a fitted tank top that didn’t do much to hide the barbell through her left nipple. There was a confidence in her posture, in the way her gaze flicked across him like she already knew every secret he had. Drew swallowed hard and stepped inside.

The interior was warm and dim, walls the color of honey and floors a mix of faded rugs and weathered hardwood. Incense drifted from somewhere he couldn’t see. The air felt thick with something he couldn’t name—comfort, maybe, or expectation.

“I thought you’d be…” Marla tilted her head and studied him, lips curling just enough to tease. “Less cute.”

Drew laughed awkwardly. “Uh, thanks? I think?”

“Relax,” she said, already leading him down the hallway. Her hips swayed with a subtle, lazy grace. “There are seven of us here right now, but it varies. You’re the only new addition this semester. Mostly women, a few who don’t fit labels. You’ll figure out who’s who soon enough. Nobody here bites unless you ask nicely.”

That earned a nervous chuckle from him. He couldn’t tell if she was joking. He hoped she was joking.

At the end of the hallway, she opened a door to a small, sunlit bedroom. Hardwood floors, queen bed, full-length mirror. One corner was filled with plants climbing a trellis near the window, and a small bookshelf sat waiting for someone to fill it.

“Nice, right?” Marla leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed beneath her breasts. “We take good care of the place. But we do have… expectations.”

“Expectations?” Drew set his bag down carefully on the bed.

“House rules,” she said, like it was a phrase she’d spoken many times before. “Three of them. One: no guests without permission. Not even sneaky boyfriends or tearful moms.”

“Got it.”

“Two: everyone shares chores. That includes the bathtub, which has seen some things I won’t describe until you’ve signed your lease.”

He winced, nodding.

“And three…” She paused, just long enough to make it feel rehearsed. “Participate in rituals.”

He blinked. “Rituals?”

Marla smirked and stepped fully into the room, brushing past him to sit on the edge of the bed. The mattress dipped beneath her, and her legs opened just slightly, her bare thighs gleaming under the afternoon light.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “Nobody’s gonna ask you to sacrifice a goat. It’s just a tradition around here. Energy balancing. That sort of thing.”

“Like… astrology?” Drew asked.

Marla tilted her head. “If that helps you sleep. Call it hippie bonding, whatever. But it’s important to us. And now that you live here, it’s important to you.”

He nodded too fast. “Yeah, totally. I mean, I’m open-minded. As long as nobody makes me dance naked under the moon or anything.”

Marla’s smile widened just slightly. “Not unless you want to.”

Drew looked away, his ears burning. He wasn’t used to this kind of openness, this strange mix of friendliness and flirtation. His dorm RA had been a guy in cargo shorts who talked like a spreadsheet. This was… different.

She rose from the bed, walking to the door again. “You’ll meet the others tonight. They’ve been curious about you. One even asked what you looked like in silk.”

His heart skipped. “Wait, what?”

Marla paused in the doorway. “Kidding,” she said. “Mostly.”

And then she was gone, leaving only the faint scent of sandalwood and a flutter in his stomach he couldn’t explain. Drew turned slowly back to the mirror across the room. The light caught his face just right, softening the edges. He tilted his head.

Silk, huh?

He shook the thought away, but it lingered like perfume.
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Drew spent the rest of the afternoon unpacking and trying not to overthink what Marla had said. They’ve been curious about you. The words stuck with him like the subtle warmth of her perfume. Every now and then he caught himself glancing at the mirror again, tilting his head, wondering just how serious she’d been about the silk comment.

As the sky turned dusky violet, a soft knock came at his door. He opened it to find a girl with tousled red hair and a cheeky half-smile, barefoot and wrapped in a gauzy pink robe that slipped low on her shoulder.

“You’re Drew,” she said, as if tasting the name. “I’m Tessa. Welcome to the madhouse.”

Her voice had a teasing lilt, the kind that made him feel immediately self-conscious. “Uh, thanks.”

She looked him over slowly, like she was deciding something. “Come with me. It’s Wednesday.”

“I—what?”

She grabbed his wrist with light but insistent fingers. “Ritual night. Don’t worry. You’ll catch up.”

He barely had time to process the word ritual before she pulled him down the hall. The living room had been transformed. The coffee table was pushed aside, and the floor was scattered with pillows, silk throws, and tall candles flickering in a warm circle of light. Soft ambient music played from somewhere, all synth swells and breathy moans that made Drew’s pulse pick up.

Five other housemates lounged around the room, draped in lace, satin, or nothing more than body glitter and lingerie. Some looked at him with open curiosity. Others just smiled as if they’d been expecting this exact moment.

Tessa pushed him gently toward a low stool near the center of the room. The candlelight glinted off a silver compact she held, the kind with a tiny mirror inside. She popped it open with a practiced flick of her thumb.

“Tonight’s theme is feminine energy,” she said, her voice light but purposeful. “Everyone picks a persona. A name. A new way of being.”

Drew hovered awkwardly beside the stool, rubbing his wrist. “I don’t really think this is my thing. I was just going to hang back.” Drew was still new. Surely they wouldn’t make him go through a ritual on his first night there.

Tessa looked up at him with that same teasing smile, but her tone shifted—gentle, coaxing. “You’re already here. Trust me, no one’s going to laugh at you. Not in this house.”

“I didn’t even bring anything… girly,” he muttered, glancing around at the sea of satin and glowing skin. He felt hopelessly out of place, still in his jeans and T-shirt.

Tessa stood and slipped behind him. “That’s the easy part.” She reached for the hem of his shirt.

He stepped back, eyes wide. “Wait—what are you—?”

“Relax,” she said, her fingers pausing just short of contact. “We dress the part. You don’t have to strip all the way down. Just enough.”

“I’m kind of the only guy here. Dressing girly is easy for the rest of you.”

“That’s why you’re so important. Transforming you will be a bigger gift than we have to offer. I told you this was part of the arrangement.”

He hesitated, heart thudding. But the others weren’t even looking at him with judgment. They were watching with warm, open curiosity, like they were waiting for a gift to unwrap itself. And he felt the pressure—the heat of their attention, the unspoken dare.

Tessa tilted her head. “It’s just us. And you’ll feel better once you stop clinging to those boy clothes anyway.”

Swallowing, Drew reached for the hem of his shirt and peeled it off, slow and uncertain. His skin prickled in the cooler air. He kicked off his shoes and unbuttoned his jeans, leaving on his boxers as a final line of defense. Tessa gave him an approving nod and guided him onto the stool.

She straddled the seat behind him, thighs pressing against the backs of his legs, her robe parting just enough to reveal smooth skin and a hint of lace beneath. Her presence was warm, enveloping. She brought the compact up to his face and tilted the mirror.

“This is Drew,” she murmured. “But Danielle’s right beneath the surface.”

“Why Danielle?” he asked, throat tight.

“It suits you,” she said simply. Then she set the compact aside and uncapped a lipstick tube with a slow, deliberate twist. The faint scent of rose and vanilla filled the air.

“Close your eyes.”

“I’m not—”

“Yes,” she said softly, “you are.”

His lids fluttered shut.

The first sweep of lipstick across his mouth was startling—cool, slick, too intimate. He almost flinched, but Tessa’s hand steadied his chin. Her finger followed the curve, smudging gently at the edges, tracing him into someone new.

Next came blush, dusted high on his cheeks with a feathery brush that made him shiver. Mascara followed, her wrist brushing against his temple, her breath hot at his neck. She took her time—not rushing, not forcing, but unfolding him.

“You’re holding your breath,” she whispered. “Let it go.”

He exhaled shakily.

“There she is,” Tessa murmured. “You’re pretty like this. But Danielle… Danielle’s going to be breathtaking.”

When she held the mirror back up, he opened his eyes—and froze.

He didn’t look like himself. Not exactly. The boyish awkwardness was softened, shaded. His lashes looked darker, his lips fuller. His eyes, wide and uncertain, had an unfamiliar gleam to them. Not just nervousness—something deeper. A question taking shape.

He didn't know what to say.

Tessa stepped around him and lifted something folded and pale from a nearby cushion. A slip dress—lavender, sheer, and whisper-light.

He blinked. “I’m not wearing that.”

Her smile was soft. “Not even to know what it feels like?” She let the dress dangle from one hand like a dare, the hem brushing against her thigh. “Just try it on.”

Drew hesitated. His skin already tingled from the makeup. He was aware of every part of himself—the exposed parts, the painted parts. His boxers felt too stark now, too plain.

He stood slowly, legs tense, and let her slip the dress over his head.

The fabric kissed his shoulders as it fell, cool and silken, sliding down his chest, hugging the faint taper of his waist. It swirled around his thighs, catching on the edge of his boxers, riding up just enough to make him gasp.

It didn’t feel wrong.

That was the problem.

Tessa stepped back and looked him over with open approval. Around the circle, murmurs rose.

“She’s perfect,” someone said.

“Look at her blush.”

Drew—Danielle?—flushed deeper. The candles glowed brighter. And despite being new in the house, he didn’t feel like an outsider. He felt a deep connection to every woman there. Like he was a version of himself that had always been waiting to be seen.

“Danielle,” Tessa said, announcing him like a debutante. “She’s ready.”

The circle formed slowly, everyone settling onto the pillows with languid movements, like cats in heat. The candles flickered higher. Marla knelt across from Drew, topless under a velvet shawl, her eyes dark with something that didn’t feel entirely human.

“Tonight, we honor what flows through us,” she said. “We honor softness. Surrender. Creation. Seduction.”

The circle echoed back, breathy and slow: Creation. Seduction.

One by one, they spoke their names—their ritual names. Tessa became “Violet.” Marla, “Mother Lux.” Another girl introduced herself as “Jinx,” wearing nothing but a pearl harness and thigh-high socks.

When it came to Drew, he hesitated. But the eyes on him were warm. Open. Wanting.

“I’m… Danielle,” he said finally, the name sitting on his tongue like honey.

They smiled. “Welcome, Danielle.”

The affirmations began. “My body is not a cage.” “I receive pleasure like light.” “I create desire with every breath.” They spoke in rhythm, eyes half-lidded, voices low.

Danielle—he—sat quietly at first, unsure. But with each repetition, the room felt warmer. Not just temperature—something deeper. A pulse beneath the floorboards. A hum inside his chest.

Then Tessa—Violet—leaned over and kissed his shoulder. Just a press of lips, soft and unhurried, but it sent a shiver down his spine. Jinx crawled forward and painted a shimmering sigil over his heart with the tip of her finger. Marla took his hands in hers and whispered, “Feel it. Let it in.”

He did.

And the rush came like a wave—sudden heat, tight in his belly. A softness in his limbs. His nipples tightened under the slip, brushing against the fabric in a way that made his breath catch. His thighs pressed together reflexively.

The dress suddenly felt too thin. Too dangerous.

They kept chanting. Their eyes never left him. And he couldn’t stop trembling—not from fear, but from want. From sensation. From something unlocking inside him with a slow, aching stretch.

Danielle arched her back and exhaled with a moan she didn’t recognize.

The candles flared. A low sound rumbled through the house—like satisfaction. Like breath.

And then the circle erupted into applause. Not loud. Not mocking. Gentle and reverent, like something sacred had happened.

Danielle blinked.

Her lips still tingled with gloss. Her chest still buzzed. And when Tessa wrapped her arms around her from behind, it felt like the most natural thing in the world.

“See?” she whispered. “The house likes you.”

Danielle didn’t know what that meant. Not yet.

But she couldn’t deny how good it felt to be wanted.
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The sunlight hit him before anything else.

It streamed through the gauzy curtains like spun gold, warm and soft across his face. Drew blinked awake slowly, his limbs oddly light, his body tingling with something he couldn’t quite place. The sheets were twisted around his legs, the lavender slip still bunched around his thighs.

Wait.

He sat up abruptly, heart stuttering. His hands flew to his face—his lips felt sticky, faintly sweet. In the mirror across the room, he saw a blurred echo of what had been done to him last night. The lipstick had smudged into a dusky halo around his mouth. His lashes still looked dark, and there was the faintest shimmer on his cheekbones.

He looked… soft.

Drew exhaled, bringing his fingers to his collarbone, tracing the place where the fabric had rested, where Tessa had whispered to him in the dark. Danielle. The name came back to him in a wave—along with the feeling of slipping into it like warm bathwater.

He didn’t remember getting back to his room. Didn’t remember falling asleep.

But he remembered the ritual.

The candles. The chanting. The way their voices wrapped around him. The heat in his chest, in his hips, in places that still hummed if he shifted too fast beneath the sheets.

And the dream.

It had felt real—more than real. Floating. Drifting naked in warm, velvety dark, arms stretched above him, soft hands guiding him downward into something plush and enveloping. Lips at his neck. Whispered praises he couldn’t quite decipher. There’d been a pull in his core, a growing warmth, like something inside him had been turned on and was now impossible to switch off.

He pushed the covers off and swung his legs over the edge of the bed.

And froze.

His skin—was glowing. Not glowing like glitter or body oil. Not fake. Just… clear. Smooth. Luminous. The faint redness and razor burn he always had around his jawline was gone. His neck looked elegant, longer somehow. He rose, startled by how light he felt. His back straightened without thought, and his hips shifted with a subtle sway that hadn’t been there before.

Was he imagining this?

He padded barefoot to the mirror and studied himself. Nothing drastic. Nothing impossible. But the lines of his face looked different. Less blunt. His lips were plumper. His posture was relaxed in a way that felt instinctual, not practiced.

Drew ran a hand down his chest, over the fabric of the slip he hadn’t taken off. The brush of satin against his nipples made him catch his breath. They were—more sensitive. Tender. He swallowed hard and tugged the slip off, letting it fall around his ankles.

His boxers were tented slightly, his arousal subtle but present. He told himself it was just morning wood, the remnants of a sensual dream. Nothing more.

He dressed quickly in jeans and a soft hoodie, trying to shake the feeling that Danielle was still with him—just beneath the surface, waiting to peek through.

When he stepped into the kitchen, the scent of cinnamon and coffee hit him immediately. Tessa was sitting on the counter in a cropped tank and boyshorts, her bare legs swinging lazily. Marla stood at the stove in a bralette and joggers, flipping something in a skillet with unnerving grace.

“Morning, sunshine,” Tessa cooed, eyes sliding over him. “Sleep okay?”

Drew hesitated, then nodded. “Yeah. I think so. I, uh… had weird dreams.”

“That’s normal,” Marla said without turning. “The house tends to do that. Especially after your first ritual.”

He blinked. “Wait, so that… that wasn’t just some game you all play?”

Marla finally looked over her shoulder, her dark hair pulled up in a messy knot. “I guess it’s sort of a game. But games have power when everyone believes in the rules.”

“Besides,” Tessa added, hopping down from the counter and walking up to him, “you looked gorgeous last night. You really let go.”

“I didn’t exactly volunteer,” he said quietly.

She raised a brow. “Didn’t you?”

He opened his mouth—but didn’t have an answer. Because he had put on the dress. He’d let her do his makeup. And when they chanted his name, he hadn’t run.

Tessa offered him a coffee mug with a painted pink lip print on the rim. “You’re not the first to wake up confused. You won’t be the last.”

He took it without meeting her eyes. The coffee was perfect—sweet, creamy, just the way he liked it. Had he told her that? Or did she somehow already know his preferences? The ‘house’ was beginning to creep him out.

“You might want to check your class portal,” Marla said as she plated something that looked like vegan French toast. “Heard the house was in a generous mood last night.”

Drew frowned, pulling out his phone. He’d had a pop quiz yesterday in Philosophy 101. He’d barely skimmed the notes. He clicked into the app and stared.

97%.

He refreshed the page. Same result.

“That… has to be a mistake,” he murmured.

“It’s not,” Marla said simply. “The house rewards participation. Encouragement, you could say.”

Tessa winked at him over her mug. “Imagine what kind of reward you’d get if you really leaned into it.”

His cheeks flushed. He took a long sip of coffee and tried not to think about how good it had felt to be Danielle. To be touched. Seen. Celebrated.

To not be Drew, just for a little while.

Marla watched him too carefully. “The house is very intuitive. If it thinks you’re resisting something you want… it’ll keep nudging.”

Drew glanced toward the living room. The pillows and candles were gone. The space looked perfectly normal again. No sign of the ritual. No sign of who he'd been for a few hours.

But the way Tessa smiled at him—the way his body still tingled in small, secret places—made it impossible to pretend nothing had happened.
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Drew told himself it was nothing. Just a glow from the ritual. A psychosomatic trick. A weird dream and some flattery—nothing more.

But the mirror disagreed.

By Friday, he couldn’t stop noticing things. His jawline looked smoother, the usual hint of stubble conspicuously absent even after skipping a shave. His lips were fuller. Not swollen—just plump, naturally pink, like they’d been touched too often. His chest felt sensitive, nipples brushing the inside of his T-shirt in a way that made him shift, awkward and flushed. And every time he got flustered, he swore he could feel it bloom down there—soft heat, low in his belly, like a secret waiting to be let out.

It didn’t help that the house seemed to be encouraging him. He kept finding things in his room that hadn’t been there before: a rose-scented lotion on his nightstand, a silk scrunchie draped over the lamp, a tiny heart-shaped mirror tucked inside the drawer.

And worst of all, he hadn’t thrown any of them away.

Tessa had been acting normal—maybe too normal. She didn’t bring up the ritual. But she also didn’t miss a thing. Her eyes lingered on him longer than they used to. She complimented his skin in passing. Once, she reached out to fix his hoodie collar and let her fingers trail just a little too long over his shoulder.

That afternoon, when he heard the soft click of the front door and recognized Tessa’s voice calling out “Be back in an hour!” to no one in particular, something in him snapped.

He didn’t think. He just moved.

Her bedroom was two doors down from his. The door wasn’t locked. He waited and waited, fighting the urge to poke around, before he finally relented and stepped inside.

The room smelled like Tessa—warm vanilla and something floral. A little messy. The bed was unmade. A candle had been burned halfway down. On the edge of her dresser sat an open drawer, bright with lace and satin.

His fingers hovered. Then slipped inside.

He told himself he was just looking. Just touching.

But when he pulled out a pale pink bralette, something fluttered in his chest. He pressed the soft cups to his bare skin and shivered. The fabric kissed his nipples through his shirt. He wanted it tighter. Closer. Like the bra could hold something in that was already pushing to be let out.

He reached for matching panties—barely there, trimmed in delicate white lace. He stared at them. Then at the mirror.

Then he started undressing.

The bra didn’t quite fit, but the pressure against his chest made him gasp. The panties slid over his hips with a silky stretch, hugging everything too intimately. He stood there in front of her full-length mirror—blushing, unsure, impossibly hard beneath the fabric—and didn’t recognize the person staring back.

But she looked good.

“Danielle?” a voice said behind him.

His stomach dropped.

He turned sharply. Tessa stood in the doorway, eyes dark and unreadable, a shopping bag hanging forgotten from her wrist.

“I—I didn’t mean to—” Drew stammered, backing away from the mirror, arms flinching to cover himself.

But Tessa shut the door behind her. Slowly. Silently. Then she walked forward, setting the bag down, her gaze never leaving his body.

“Don’t apologize,” she said softly. “You look beautiful.”

His breath caught. “You’re not… mad?”

She stepped closer, eyes dragging over the curve of the bra, the swell of his thighs beneath the lace. “I’d be mad if you didn’t look so fucking hot like that.”

He flushed, chest rising fast, every nerve on edge.

Tessa raised her hand and brushed a strand of hair from his cheek, her fingers trailing down his jaw.

His mouth opened to speak, but she kissed him before he could say a word—soft, slow, and unbearably warm. Her lips were full of promise. She tasted faintly of honey. One hand cupped the side of his face. The other slid down his waist and pulled him gently closer.

Drew melted into her, into the kiss, into the body that no longer felt fully like his.

When they parted, she held his gaze, breathing hard. “Do you want to see what Danielle feels like—with me?”

He hesitated. Just for a second.

Then nodded.

Tessa guided him to the bed and eased him down, her hands unhurried. She pulled the bra off slowly, brushing her lips over each nipple, sucking gently until he whimpered. The panties followed, revealing the evidence of his arousal—hard, trembling, aching to be touched.

But she didn’t stroke it right away.

Instead, she kissed down his thighs, murmuring his name—Danielle—like a chant, a spell. Her fingers explored every part of him with patience and care, cupping him from beneath, massaging his hips, teasing the sensitive skin just behind.

When she finally took him into her mouth, it was slow and intentional. Her lips moved gracefully, her tongue curling around him, coaxing pleasure like it was her craft.

He writhed beneath her, fingers gripping the sheets, thighs trembling.

But what undid him wasn’t just the sensation—it was the way she kept whispering, You’re beautiful. You’re Danielle now. Let her take over.

He came with a sharp gasp, his whole body tightening, curling forward as a wave of heat crashed through him.

Afterward, she curled beside him, kissing the edge of his jaw.

“The house chose you,” she said again, softer this time. “You’re not just playing a role, Drew. You’re becoming her.”

He lay there, dazed, the lace still tangled around his thighs, his chest rising and falling in soft, shallow breaths.

And he didn’t correct her when she said his name. “Danielle.”
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Drew lay beside Tessa long after she’d fallen asleep, her head nestled in the crook of his arm, the soft weight of her leg draped over his hips. Her breath was slow and steady, her lips still parted like she’d fallen into her dreams mid-kiss. The sheets tangled around their bodies, still warm from what they’d done.

But Drew couldn’t sleep.

His body was thrumming. Not just from release. Something deeper. Something alive.

The way she’d touched him—called him Danielle like it wasn’t just a name but a truth—had settled into his bones. He didn’t correct her. He couldn’t. Because it had felt real. Right.

He slipped out of bed carefully, trying not to wake her, and slipped his boy clothes over the bra and panties. Then he padded barefoot down the hall back to his room. The house creaked around him, but it felt less like a house now and more like a living thing. Breathing. Watching. Wanting.

His room was dark. But the moment he opened the door, he saw it—like it had been waiting.

A book.

Thin, leather-bound, worn smooth along the spine. It lay on his pillow, surrounded by nothing else. No note. No explanation. Just presence.

Drew picked it up, hands already tingling.

Inside, the pages were handwritten in looping, intimate script. No title. No dates. But page after page chronicled names and notes. Residents—like him—who had come to the house and been changed.

Clara – never felt at home in her body until she wore the red heels. Stayed six months. Left with softer skin, longer lashes, and a permanent hunger for praise.

Tyler (now Lila) – resisted for weeks. The house waited. The night she wore lipstick and came during the ritual, the house opened to her. Stayed. Never left.

Marcus – denied it completely. Grew bitter. Started forgetting his name. Left early. House went cold for a week.

Some names were crossed out. Others had hearts drawn beside them. One entry was just a sketch of a pair of panties hanging from a doorknob, captioned with: he begged to keep them on.

Drew read until his hands shook.

The house gave gifts. That’s what it said, over and over again. Surrender brought rewards. Better sleep. Heightened focus. Improved mood. Heightened libido. Body changes, small at first. But if you kept indulging—kept leaning into her—the transformation deepened.

Not forced. Not stolen. Invited.

He stared at the final line on the last page:

Let the house love you, and it will show you who you really are.

His mouth was dry. His heart was loud. He shut the book gently, holding it against his chest like a secret.

Then he went to the mirror.

He peeled off his shirt, his pants, revealing the bra and panties still underneath. His body was leaner than it had been two weeks ago. His waist was tighter. His hips held the faintest curve, just enough to suggest something new emerging. And his nipples—already hard, already tingling—had darkened slightly around the edges, the areolas rounder, fuller. He touched them and gasped.

His voice cracked. Higher. Lighter. It wasn’t in his head anymore. His hips rolled without him thinking, the sway in his step subtle and sure as he turned slowly in the mirror.

Danielle wasn’t pretending.

She was breathing.

He let out a slow breath, leaned forward, and tried out the name aloud: “Danielle.”

It came out breathier. Natural. Like a purr.

And that’s when the heat began.

It started in his chest—an ache, a throb that spread to his belly, his thighs, his scalp. He gripped the edge of the dresser to steady himself, heart pounding. The world blurred, not from dizziness, but from something smoother. Like the edges of reality had softened.

And then he was falling.

Not literally—but sinking inward, slipping past consciousness like a stone sliding into warm water.

That night, his dreams were vivid.

She sat in a velvet chair, legs crossed, arms resting lightly along the curved arms like she belonged there.

Her.

Danielle.

Or maybe it was him, in her shape. He couldn’t tell anymore.

She wore a black slip with lace at the bust, her hair long, loose, gleaming like ink. Her mouth was painted deep rose, parted slightly. She breathed softly, and every exhale seemed to carry perfume.

Someone watched her.

She could feel it—eyes, warm and hungry, from just beyond the flicker of the firelight. A presence circling her like wind in the grass. Not touching, but promising.

Danielle tilted her head, baring her neck.

The air moved. A sigh. A breath. A whisper: You’re almost ready.

Hands slid up her thighs—gentle but firm—spreading her slowly, reverently. Lips grazed the inside of her knee. Her breath hitched. Her back arched. She offered herself up without thinking.

Without fear.

Because she wanted it.

Whoever they were, she wanted them to take her. To mold her. To worship her and reshape her all at once.

And when their lips finally kissed the silk between her legs, she cried out.

Drew woke with a gasp, sprawled across the floor in front of the mirror.

He was still in the lingerie. His skin glistened. His body ached in the best way—like he’d been thoroughly worshipped and used and held.

And when he sat up and caught his reflection again, he didn’t panic.

He smiled.

Danielle was closer now. And the house knew it.
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Drew woke late the next morning, disoriented and damp with sweat. The glow he’d carried since the last ritual—the softness, the lightness—was gone. The mirror didn’t lie.

His skin had dulled. There was a pimple forming on the side of his chin, angry and red. The smooth flush of his cheeks looked faded. Even his lips seemed thinner, like the color had been drained out of them overnight.

His throat burned when he cleared it.

“Shit,” he whispered. The sound came out scratchy, too low. He sounded… rough. Like he’d spent the night shouting instead of dreaming.

He pressed his fingers to his face, to the place where his cheekbones had once seemed higher, more defined. Now they just felt like his. His old ones. The ones he used to hide behind hoodies and hunched shoulders.

The panties he’d worn to bed were twisted around one thigh, the bralette crumpled on the floor. Neither felt like a comfort this time. They felt like a mistake.

He shoved them under the bed and pulled on a pair of jeans, ignoring the way the waistband pinched where it hadn’t before.

It was ritual night.

He knew that.

But this time, he didn’t want to go.

Not because he didn’t crave the feeling—he did. He craved it so badly it scared him. That’s why he skipped it.

He told himself it would be fine. He told himself he needed to “come up for air,” to be normal for a while. One night without slipping into the name, the clothes, the body. One night where he wasn’t being watched by the house or seduced by Tessa’s voice in the dark.

He sat at his desk and tried to study. His eyes ached. The words blurred. He scrolled through old photos on his phone, looking for something to anchor him—but even the selfies from just a few weeks ago looked foreign now. He looked tired in them. Empty.

He stayed in his room the entire evening.

No one knocked.

No one came looking for him.

The silence was worse than judgment.

By morning, the house felt different.

The air was heavy. The walls moaned faintly, old wood groaning like it was straining to hold something in—or out. The kitchen was empty when he went to grab coffee. The lights flickered twice before he could fill the mug. He thought he saw something in the corner of the room—a shadow shaped like hips and bare thighs—but when he turned, there was nothing.

He found Marla in the hallway later, adjusting a crystal on the window sill. She didn’t smile at him. Not even the usual smirk.

“You missed last night,” she said, her tone flat.

“I… wasn’t feeling it,” he said. “Needed to reset a little.”

She nodded once, too slowly. “The house noticed.”

He blinked. “Okay, well—”

“Don’t test it, Drew,” she said, already walking away. “It doesn’t like to be teased.”

He stood there long after she was gone, heart pounding. He didn’t know if she meant herself. Or the house.

That night, the mirror changed.

He was brushing his teeth when the bathroom light flickered hard enough to make him stop mid-rinse. The bulbs buzzed, dimmed, then flared back to life. The mirror went black for a second.

And in the reflection—it wasn’t him.

Not exactly.

It was her.

Danielle.

Not the halfway version. Not the boy in panties. The real one.

She stood in his place, full and flawless, mouth glossed and parted, tits straining against a sheer lavender bralette, hair spilling in soft waves over one shoulder. Her thighs were thick, smooth, wrapped in garters that dug just enough to tempt. Her eyes were wide and dark, pupils blown out with something too deep to be desire alone.

She looked straight at him.

And smiled.

It was a smile he hadn’t earned. Not that night.

And in the next blink—she was gone.

Just Drew again. Pale. Rough. Confused. Staring at himself, toothbrush still in hand.

He backed away from the mirror and didn’t brush the rest of his teeth.

That night, the dreams didn’t come.

He lay in bed alone, heart aching for the velvet chair, the watching eyes, the touch that made him bloom.

But all the house gave him was cold sheets and silence.
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Drew found Leo on the back porch, half-lit by the soft flicker of citronella candles. The night air was thick and warm, and Leo sat cross-legged in a threadbare kimono that clung to their slender frame like it had been painted on. Their nails were black. Their lips shimmered faintly with gloss. And they looked up like they’d been expecting him.

“You look like shit,” Leo said with a smile, tapping ash from a clove cigarette into an empty mug.

Drew leaned against the railing, arms folded tight. “I skipped a ritual.”

Leo raised a brow. “Ah. So the house is punishing you.”

“I didn’t think it was real,” he admitted, voice low. “Not like this. Not this fast.”

Leo tilted their head. “The house doesn’t care how fast you believe. It only cares how fast you surrender.”

Drew looked away, ashamed. “I feel... disconnected. Like something’s been taken out of me. Or someone.”

Leo rose, moving with slow grace, and stepped close. Too close. Drew could smell them—spice, something floral and sharp underneath. Their fingers grazed his arm, just a brush, like an invitation.

“You’re halfway there,” Leo whispered. “We’ve all seen it. You’re already glowing when you let her in.”

Drew didn’t move. Couldn’t.

“I’m scared,” he admitted.

Leo smiled, and it wasn’t cruel. It was knowing. Intimate. “Let me take you further.”

Before he could answer, Leo took his hand and led him back inside, down the quiet hallway toward Tessa’s room. The door creaked open like it had been left unlocked on purpose.

Tessa lay sprawled on the bed in a short silk robe, her copper hair loose, eyes half-lidded. She looked up, lips curving as she saw who Leo had brought.

“I was wondering when you’d come back,” she murmured. “I missed you.”

Drew hesitated in the doorway, heart hammering in his chest. But Tessa reached out, curling her fingers around his wrist and drawing him forward. Her touch burned.

“Let’s help her,” Leo said softly behind him. “Let’s bring Danielle home.”

Tessa stood and undid Drew’s hoodie, slow and deliberate. Her fingers moved down to his waistband, easing his jeans over his hips, guiding him to step out of them. Leo circled to the other side, unbuttoning his shirt with a gentleness that made his breath catch.

They peeled him out of his clothes like unwrapping something sacred.

When he was down to nothing but boxer-briefs, Leo held up a familiar set: the pink bralette and matching lace panties. Drew didn’t need to be told.

He put them on himself.

The moment the fabric touched his skin, something inside him clicked back into place. His body responded instantly—tingling, warm, pliant.

Tessa kissed his shoulder as he pulled the straps over his arms. Leo pressed a soft kiss to his cheek. “There she is.”

They guided him back to the bed like he was something precious—fragile, feminine, desired. Tessa climbed in first, curling her fingers around the hem of his panties to pull him closer, while Leo moved in beside him, draping themselves against his side with lazy, elegant ease.

Danielle’s breath caught. The moment she lay between them, everything else faded.

Tessa leaned in and kissed her—soft at first, teasing, tongue just brushing the seam of her lips. Danielle opened for her with a shiver, her hands instinctively sliding up Tessa’s sides, feeling the slick warmth of skin under silk.

Leo’s fingers trailed up her thigh, feather-light, until they reached the delicate bulge in the panties she wore. They cupped it gently, knowingly, and gave a soft, approving hum.

“She’s aching,” Leo whispered, their lips close to her ear, breath hot. “You’ve been starving her.”

Danielle moaned, helplessly, head tipping toward Leo’s shoulder. “I didn’t mean to.”

“I know,” Tessa murmured, lips grazing her jaw. “But you’re here now. And we’re not going to let you go hungry again.”

Leo’s hand slid higher, kneading gently through the thin fabric. Danielle’s hips bucked into their touch before she could stop herself.

“Sensitive little thing,” Leo murmured. “So ready. So sweet.”

Tessa reached up and pushed the bralette straps down, exposing Danielle’s chest. Her nipples were already tight and flushed, the soft swell beneath them more prominent than before. Leo didn’t wait. They leaned down and took one into their mouth, sucking gently, rolling it between their lips while their fingers pinched the other.

Danielle gasped. “Fuck…”

“Yes,” Leo murmured, tongue flicking. “Say it again.”

Tessa kissed her again, deeper this time, messier. “Say what you want, baby.”

Danielle writhed between them, lips glossy, body arching for more. “I want to be touched. I want to be—fuck—used.”

Leo chuckled, dark and delighted. “She’s ready.”

Tessa slipped down between Danielle’s legs, fingers tracing the edge of the panties, tugging them down slowly like she was unwrapping a gift. She kissed her thighs as she worked, tongue flicking over the inside of one before pulling the lace fully away.

Danielle’s cock stood hard and flushed, leaking slightly from how long she’d been teased. Tessa brushed her cheek against it, smiling up at her.

“Look at her,” she said, breath hot. “So pretty when she’s desperate.”

Then she took her into her mouth.

Slow. Deep. All the way to the base, her throat tightening around her as she swallowed her whole. Danielle choked out a sob, hips trembling, back arching off the bed.

Leo’s hands roamed her body, tracing her ribs, down her waist, between her legs, lightly teasing the spot just behind.

“You feel it, don’t you?” Leo murmured. “How good it feels to stop pretending. To just be Danielle.”

Tessa moaned around her, the vibration making Danielle cry out again. Her fingers twisted into the sheets, toes curling, as her whole body sparked with sensation.

They were worshipping her.

Claiming her.

Teaching her what it meant to surrender.

Leo kissed her neck, her collarbone, her parted lips. “Tomorrow you’ll wake up and know. You’ll walk down the hall in something sheer, and you’ll sway your hips just to feel our eyes on you. You’ll love it when we call you good girl. When you’re touched like this every night.”

Tessa pulled back long enough to murmur, “You’re going to come for us, Danielle. Not because we make you. But because you need to.”

“I—I can’t—” Danielle whimpered.

“You can,” Leo whispered, sliding two fingers between her legs, behind, slick with spit, circling gently. “She’s ready.”

Tessa took her back in again, one hand stroking what her mouth didn’t reach.

And Danielle let go.

The orgasm ripped through her—deep and full, starting low and blooming outward until her whole body seized and cried out for more. Her thighs clenched. Her voice broke. And she came harder than she ever had in her life—pulse after pulse pouring out into Tessa’s mouth, down her chin, over her hand, as Leo held her trembling frame and whispered, “That’s it. That’s our girl.”

Danielle sobbed into Leo’s neck, overwhelmed, shining, undone.

She collapsed between them, lips parted, chest heaving, her body slack with pleasure. Tessa kissed her cheek. Leo stroked her hair.

Everything felt slow. Sacred.

Complete.

The house exhaled. The walls warmed. The air thickened, sweet and honey-rich, the lights dimming into a soft glow.

Leo stroked her hair, their voice barely audible. “She’s not leaving again.”

Later, when they helped Danielle to her feet and walked her to the mirror, she didn’t flinch.

She stood there in the soft light, her lips still kiss-swollen, hair mussed, chest rising in slow, sensual breaths.

And the reflection smiled.
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Danielle woke before the sun.

The room was cool, quiet, the sheets around her tangled with the faint scent of perfume, skin, and sex. Tessa and Leo still slept on either side of her, warm and soft and slow-breathing, their bodies curled toward hers as if gravity wanted to keep them close.

She sat up, letting the silk sheet slip down her chest.

And she felt it.

Not just in her body—but in her skin.

She padded across the room and stood before the mirror. Her hair fell in soft waves across her collarbone. Her lips looked kissed-sore and perfect. Her waist tapered more visibly now, curving into hips that had the subtle rise of something designed to sway. Her chest still bore the mark of Leo’s mouth—flushed and full, nipples darker, firmer, achingly sensitive.

But it wasn’t just the changes. It was the stillness in the reflection. The confidence. She didn’t see Drew’s awkward uncertainty peeking through.

She saw herself. Danielle.

She wore a cropped tee and denim shorts to class that day—Tessa’s clothes, low-cut and tight, hugging her in ways that felt natural now. Her own jeans had refused to button that morning, the hips too snug, the rise too low. The T-shirts hung strangely, the necklines stretched as if trying to make room for a body that no longer fit.

It wasn’t subtle anymore. The house had moved beyond suggestion.

Then the whispers started. In the hallway. In the kitchen. In the soft rustle of girls braiding each other’s hair on the porch swing.

“We haven’t had a Danielle in years…”

“She’s further than Lila ever got…”

“I think she might stay.”

Danielle kept her chin up, her lips glossed, her walk fluid. But her heart was a storm.

She found Marla in the garden, barefoot in the dirt, planting fresh lavender in the clay beds. Her tank top was streaked with soil. She didn’t look surprised when Danielle approached.

“I want to know what this is,” Danielle said. “What you are. What the house is.”

Marla pressed a final bulb into the dirt before rising. Her hands were dirty. Her eyes weren’t.

“This house is old,” she said. “Older than any of us. It was built by women who understood what it meant to live in-between. Who knew that transformation wasn’t a trick—it was a truth. They designed this place to feed off surrender. Off becoming.”

Danielle frowned. “Becoming what?”

“Whatever you’re brave enough to be,” Marla replied. “But it craves femininity. Ritual. Power through softness. Pleasure through yielding. It doesn’t just watch change—it amplifies it. If you give it something real... it gives back.”

Danielle folded her arms, chest tingling where her nipples pressed against the thin fabric of her tee. “And what happens to the ones who fight it?”

Marla looked past her, to the house itself. “They fade. They forget. The house can’t give to people who lie to themselves.”

Danielle’s voice softened. “Was that going to be me?”

“For a while,” Marla said. “But then you stopped pretending. You let her in. And now…”

She gestured toward Danielle’s body. “Now she’s blooming.”

Danielle looked down at herself.

The flat chest was gone. Not replaced with cartoonish curves—but something more believable, more hers. Fullness. Tenderness. Weight that made her posture shift. Hips that rolled when she walked. A waist that cinched just enough to be feminine.

Marla wiped her hands on her shorts and stepped close. “There’s still a choice to make. The house won’t force you to finish this. But if you want her—if you want to become Danielle fully—we can hold the binding ritual tonight.”

Danielle hesitated. “Will it hurt?”

“No,” Marla said gently. “Not if you’re ready. It’ll feel like being wanted. Like being seen.”
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That evening, Danielle stood before the mirror again. Her reflection didn’t flicker. Didn’t falter. It moved in perfect sync, hips cocked slightly to one side, bare legs shining under the room light.

She opened the drawer and pulled out a dress.

It was silk. Deep violet. Thin straps, low back. She hadn’t dared wear it before. It was too much. Too her.

But now…

She stepped into it slowly, drawing it up over her thighs, sliding it up her torso until it settled across her chest like a lover’s hands.

She looked radiant.

Feminine.

Real.

Tessa met her in the hallway, dressed in a similar slip. Leo followed soon after, wrapped in something sheer and open, exposing their chest and thighs, their hair tied with a silk ribbon.

The others waited in the living room—Marla, Jinx, a few of the girls whose names Danielle didn’t even know yet. Everyone wore something revealing. Ritualistic. The lights were dimmed. The candles glowed gold.

The air was thick with anticipation.

Marla stood in the center and raised her hand. “We gather,” she said, “to bind the name. To anchor the becoming. To give the house what it desires.”

She turned to Danielle. “You are here of your own will?”

“I am,” Danielle said, voice clear, soft, sure.

“You have felt the house,” Marla said. “You have tasted its gifts.”

“I have.”

“And do you wish to stay? As her? As Danielle?”

Danielle didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

The girls stepped forward one by one. Tessa kissed her collarbone and whispered, “You’re ours now.”

Leo kissed her lips and said, “You’re yours now.”

Jinx placed a thin gold chain around her neck, the pendant a tiny key. “To every locked door.”

And Marla painted a mark over Danielle’s heart with her fingertip—an old symbol, curving and feminine, like a spiral wrapping inward. As the mark sank into her skin, warm and tingling, the house sighed.

A low, subtle hum echoed through the walls. The lights pulsed.

And Danielle felt it.

Not like before.

Not just arousal or fantasy or heat.

This was truth.

Her spine lengthened. Her hips shifted. Her voice, when she moaned, rose half an octave. Her breath came quicker. Her skin flushed in waves.

The house loved her. But more importantly, she finally loved herself.

The golden ribbon around her neck shimmered with heat. Her dress clung damply to her skin, baring the curve of her breasts, the flush of her chest, the need rising between her thighs.

She’d said the words.

The house had answered.

But the circle hadn’t broken.

Not yet.

Tessa stepped forward, gaze locked on Danielle like she was prey and prize all at once. She reached out and stroked her knuckles along Danielle’s jaw, slow and sensual.

“You’re almost done,” she said, voice thick with affection and heat. “But the house likes a proper finish.”

Danielle’s lips parted, unsure whether to speak or simply whimper.

Leo moved beside Tessa, fingers ghosting down Danielle’s shoulder as they stood behind her. “She gave us her name,” they purred. “Now let’s take her body.”

Soft laughter rippled through the circle—warm, hungry.

Marla raised a brow and stepped forward, shedding her robe in a single motion.

“Let her feel what it means to be ours.”

Danielle lay back on the velvet cushions, the golden ribbon still knotted at her throat, her dress peeled down to her waist. Her chest rose and fell in soft waves, breasts flushed and full, her body humming with the aftershocks of the binding.

The ritual was complete. But it wasn’t finished.

The air had thickened around her. She could feel the house watching, waiting—not for her name, but for her offering.

Tessa moved first.

She knelt between Danielle’s legs and kissed the inside of her thigh, her lips soft and reverent. “We seal what we summon,” she whispered. “We welcome what’s born.”

Leo joined her, their mouth brushing over Danielle’s collarbone as they straddled her waist. “The house feeds on energy,” they said. “But it celebrates pleasure.”

Marla approached—bare, graceful, unhurried. Her body was mature and confident, hips swaying, breasts soft with the kind of weight that comes from power, not age. She knelt beside Danielle and kissed her temple.

“You gave her your name,” Marla murmured, hands sliding down Danielle’s arms. “Now give her your body.”

And then they touched her.

All of them.

Tessa’s mouth moved lower, kissing over the lace of Danielle’s panties before peeling them down with care. Leo leaned down and captured one nipple between their lips, tongue swirling. Marla cradled her from behind, fingers stroking over her waist, her hip, then lower, guiding Danielle’s thighs apart as if she were being opened like a ritual gate.

Danielle gasped, trembling beneath the attention, her cock already hard—delicate now, slimmer than it had once been, but pulsing and eager. Tessa took her into her mouth slowly, sucking and moaning as she worked her deeper.

The others joined in.

Hands everywhere—stroking, teasing, caressing.

Jinx kissed along her ankle, her tongue tracing circles over the top of Danielle’s foot while her fingers slid under her knee to keep her legs open. Another girl—Nia, the quiet one—straddled Danielle’s chest, grinding gently against her, whispering, “Touch me, pretty girl,” and pressing her slick heat against Danielle’s fingers.

Danielle was overwhelmed. Filled. Fed upon.

She felt like a temple. And they were worshiping.

Her moans filled the room, soft and high and helpless, as her body rocked between mouths and hands. Tessa sucked her with deep strokes, cupping her balls, now tender and drawn tight to her body. Leo guided Nia’s hips, whispering in Danielle’s ear, “Let them take you. Let us finish what the house started.”

Marla’s fingers found her ass, slick and slow, circling, pressing in just enough to make her whimper. “You belong to us now,” she breathed. “We shape what the house gives.”

Danielle sobbed out a moan, her body arching into every touch. Her thighs trembled. Her lips parted in disbelief at the sheer ecstasy.

They wanted her. Not just to watch—but to take. To claim. To make her theirs.

She came hard—long, messy, uncontrollable.

Tessa moaned around her cock as it pulsed down her throat. Nia ground harder against her fingers, crying out. Marla kept her steady, kissing her shoulder as Danielle shivered through it, overwhelmed and glowing.

But it didn’t stop.

It shifted.

The orgasm didn’t fade into silence—it deepened into unity. The other girls were kissing now, touching, climbing over each other like vines. Leo was between Tessa’s legs, licking her until her hips bucked off the cushions. Jinx was curled up behind Danielle, teasing her hair, trailing her nails down her back.

Danielle didn’t just witness it. She belonged to it.

When her body stopped shaking, when her moans turned to soft sighs, when she was kissed from every angle and held close by the women around her, Danielle knew: the ritual wasn’t just symbolic. This was her initiation.

Her body, her name, her surrender—sealed not with fire or ink, but with touch.

And the house approved. The walls shivered with warmth. The candles steadied. The floor beneath them vibrated in time with her breath.

Danielle lay in the center of them all, spent and held, one leg hooked over Leo’s thigh, one hand cupping Tessa’s breast, her lips brushing Jinx’s shoulder.

And as her eyes drifted closed, she smiled. The house had claimed her. But she had claimed it, too.

[image: ]


The next morning, every inch of Danielle’s new body hummed with the soft ache of pleasure and transformation. Her skin glowed in the morning light, dewy and unblemished. Her nipples pressed lightly against the fabric, sensitive and tight. She smiled to herself without thinking.

There was no more Drew.

No trace of him in her hips or her voice or her posture as she rolled onto her back, one arm bent lazily behind her head, the other sliding down her stomach. Her body felt right—not in an exaggerated, fantasy sense, but in the real way a home fits when you’ve finally returned to it.

Last night was still a warm pulse in her memory.

She’d stepped into the circle, spine bare, name burning on her tongue. She had looked into the eyes of her housemates—not strangers anymore, not even friends. Sisters. Lovers. Witnesses.

“I am Danielle,” she had said, voice steady and sure, breasts heaving with the weight of breath and becoming.

The house had answered with light, with heat, with a low groan of approval that vibrated through the floors. Candles flared. The girls cheered and kissed her. Some wept. Some simply smiled like they'd seen a flower open.

The name had taken root.

Now it bloomed in her throat with every breath.

Danielle.

She rolled out of bed, naked, and padded to the mirror without hesitation. There was no flicker. No ghost behind the glass. No shadow of the boy who’d walked in on move-in day, small-shouldered and uncertain.

Only her.

Hair mussed and soft, lips pouty and still kiss-bitten. Her breasts—small but undeniably there—rose and fell gently with her breath. Her hips curved, not wildly, but enough to make the movement of her walk hypnotic. Her cock was smaller now, more delicate, nestled between her thighs like something half-retired, still hers, but quieter. Feminized. Softened.

Danielle ran a finger across her nipple and gasped. Her knees almost buckled from the sharp spark it sent through her core. Every part of her was alive now, wired for sensation.

And she loved it.

She slipped into a cropped camisole and a pair of high-waisted cotton panties trimmed in lace. Nothing elaborate—just soft, feminine, hers. She didn’t have to borrow from Tessa anymore. Her own drawer had filled overnight.

Of course it had.

The house rewarded those who stayed.

She ran a brush through her hair, slicked on a gloss that deepened her lips to a subtle plum, and curled onto the edge of her windowsill, letting the morning breeze kiss her skin. It was so quiet outside. But inside her, everything buzzed with promise.

There was a knock at the door. She stood without question and opened it.

Tessa leaned in the frame, wearing nothing but a thin satin robe tied loosely at the waist. One of her legs was bare to the thigh, and her red curls were still damp from the shower. Her eyes sparkled the moment they locked on Danielle.

“Good morning, beautiful,” she purred.

Leo was behind her, shirtless, their pajama pants hanging low on their hips, a mug in hand that read You Wish You Were This Fluid. They smirked when they saw her.

“You’re glowing,” Leo said. “Which is good. Because we have another ritual tonight.”

Danielle tilted her head. “Another one?”

Tessa grinned. “It’s different now. You’re not being transformed anymore. You’re one of us.”

Leo sipped their coffee, eyeing her slowly. “You’re part of the current. That means you help guide it now.”

Danielle stepped into the doorway, letting the light fall fully on her form. “What kind of ritual?” she asked, knowing she’d say yes no matter what it was.

Tessa stepped close, her hand drifting down to rest lightly on Danielle’s waist. “We’ve got a new guest moving in.”

Leo raised a brow. “And they could use a little… encouragement.”

Danielle smiled, her voice soft, certain. “Then I’ll show them how it’s done.”

The three of them laughed—low, sultry, conspiratorial—as the house settled around them, warm and ready. Danielle didn’t just belong to the house anymore. She was part of what made it thrive.

And tonight, the circle would open again.
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But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/cNUGC1

No spam, just romance goodies!


Want More Stories?



Check out my full catalog!

New Releases:

Pretty Enough to Pass

Obedience Training

Whatever She Needs

Girlfriend Games

Asking for It

Spoil Me Rotten

Private Audition

A Tent in My Skirt

The Feminization Trial

Pop Star’s Package

Wife Knows Best

Listen and Obey

Promoted to Sissy

They Made Me Pretty

Initiated

Sissy on Display

Obeying Her Rules

Good Girl

His Secret Sissy

The Cheerleader’s Toy

Transformed

Pretty Little Lies

The Panty Trap

Like What You See?

The Girl Potion

Risky Business

Fantasy Girl

His Big Prize

Dared by My Wife

Girly Transformation

Dream Body

Dirty Nurse

Maid to Be a Girl

Up To No Good

Trucked

Girly Dancing

Pay the Price

New Best Friend

Come Inside

Body Chemistry

Be Gentle

All Girls

You’ll Love It

Trying It Out

Girls Night

Sweet Dreams

Girly Injection

Rebound

Lesson Learned

Taking Her Place

Touch Me

Retail Therapy

Shameless

Kiss Me

Rivals

Rehabilitation

Just One Night

Under Her Spell

Costume Party

Big Changes

Girly Side Effects

Act Like A Girl

The Right Medicine

My Secret Is Out

Big Trouble

Transgender and Feminization Series:

Hungry Femboys (7 Books)

Thirsty Femboys (7 Books)

Pretty Femboys (7 Books)

Femboys (8 Books)

Fabulously Feminine (10 Books)

Ready for Anything (8 Books)

A New Woman (7 Books)

Sissified and Feminine (10 Books)

Feminized (4 Books)

Transitions (8 Books)

Big Hard Girls (8 Books)

Sissy Girls (9 Books)

Transgender and Crossdressing Explicit Erotica (9 Books)

Deep Desires (10 Books)

Girly and Dirty (10 Books)

Girl Boys (10 Books)

Feminized Men and Transgender Women Romance Novels (6 Books)

The Catch (chronological, 5 Books)

Pretty Girls (8 Books)

Dirty Femmes (8 Books)

First Time Feminization (8 Books)

Turned Into A Girl (7 Books)

Boy to Girl (5 Books)

Male to Female Collection (8 Books)

First Time Sissy (8 Books)

Sissies and Crossdressers (7 Books)

Husband to Wife (4 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 1 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 2 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 3 (10 Books)

Crossdressing Bundle (15 Books)


About the Author



Jane is a gender-fluid author of transgender, feminization and crossdressing short stories, who identifies as female.

When she isn’t writing, she is (clumsily) attempting yoga and chatting with friends in her home, Vermont.

To read more of Jane’s stories, click below.

Books by Jane
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