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Chapter 1
Just a Distraction


Ididn’t knock. I just stood there for a moment—shoulders hunched against the cold, hoodie up, heart somewhere in my stomach—until Sadie opened the door and blinked at me like I was a stray dog left on her porch.

“God,” she said, her voice equal parts affection and alarm. “You look like shit.”

I didn’t argue. I didn’t have the energy. Instead, I gave her the weakest of smiles and trudged inside, dragging my overnight bag like it weighed more than just a hoodie, a change of sweats, and the fragments of my pride. Her apartment smelled like vanilla candles and clean linen. Too soft for the mood I was in.

She closed the door behind me, locked it, then turned with that sharp-eyed look she always gave me when she knew I was pretending to be okay.

“So, what are we drinking?” I asked, trying for casual. My voice came out flat, like I hadn’t used it in days.

She crossed her arms and leaned against the door. “You didn’t even say hello.”

“I thought ‘you look like shit’ kind of covered it.”

She rolled her eyes, but her mouth twitched. “Fine. Hello, Josh. I missed you. Even though you’re a complete mess and probably haven’t showered in two days.”

“Three,” I muttered, scratching the back of my neck.

Her eyes softened. “Jesus.”

I kicked off my sneakers, one of them still flecked with dried mud, and dropped onto the couch. It was plush, velvet, pale gray—too nice for someone like me to be sinking into. I suddenly felt dirty just sitting there. Like I was leaving a film of regret behind.

Sadie didn’t say anything right away. She moved into the kitchen, barefoot and confident, her robe swishing at her calves. I heard the clink of glass, the glug of bourbon.

When she came back, she handed me a drink and curled up in the corner opposite me, tucking her feet under her.

“So,” she said, “how bad was it?”

I stared into the glass, watching the amber swirl. “You sure you want the play-by-play?”

“No,” she said, blunt as ever. “Just the headline.”

I took a sip, let the burn sit in my chest. “She said I made her feel small. That I never listened. That she didn’t even like who I was anymore. That I always came off as if I was performing, like I wasn’t being my true self.”

Sadie didn’t blink. “Any of that true?”

I swallowed. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

She nodded once and let the silence stretch. Her eyes traced me—my slouched posture, my greasy hair, the way I couldn’t meet her gaze.

“I don’t think you’re a bad person, Josh,” she said finally. “I just think you’ve forgotten how to be one.”

I flinched. But she wasn’t being cruel. Just honest. “I didn’t come here to get roasted.”

“No,” she said. “You came here to feel something again. And I’m going to help you do that.”

I expected her to suggest another drink. Maybe a dumb movie. A joint, even. Sadie always had ways of coaxing me out of my own head—mischief dressed up as therapy. But instead, she stood up, padded across the room, and extended her hand like we were about to dance.

“Come on.”

I looked at it. “Where?”

“The bathroom,” she said, matter-of-fact. “You’re getting a makeover.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me.” Her tone was bright, teasing—but the look in her eyes was something else. Intent. Like this had already been decided.

“Sadie…”

“I’m not kidding, Josh. You look like a walking breakup meme. You showed up here for help. Let me help.”

“I thought we were drinking and distracting.”

She raised an eyebrow. “This is the distraction. I’m not going to sit here and pretend a bottle of bourbon can fix what’s actually broken.” She tilted her head. “You used to be hot, remember? All hair and cheekbones and attitude. Where’d he go?”

“Buried under three layers of shame and a hoodie from college,” I muttered.

“Exactly.” She wiggled her fingers at me. “Up. Bathroom. Now.”

I stared at her hand like it was a trap. Because it was. I knew it. And I didn’t care. Not really. Not enough to resist the tiny, electric thrill of being seen—of her seeing me. When you’ve felt invisible long enough, even a trap can feel like kindness.

So I set the glass down, stood, and let her lead me down the hall.

Her bathroom was warm with diffused light, shelves full of skin care bottles and soft brushes, everything smelling faintly of lavender and honey. She patted the edge of the stool near the counter. I sat like I was about to get my teeth cleaned.

“You’re not cutting it, are you?” I asked, already half-regretting my agreement.

She picked up the brush and ran it through my hair—slow, practiced strokes. “Was that the plan?”

“I assumed. That’s what people do after breakups, right? Chop off the baggage.”

She laughed, the sound soft and genuine. “If I cut this, I’d have to kill myself. It’s beautiful. It just needs some love.”

I scoffed. “It’s a mess.”

“It’s neglected,” she corrected. “There’s a difference.” She kept brushing, and each pass over my scalp felt like a little balm, soothing and hypnotic.

Then she began to part it. Her fingers were gentle, nails short and clean. She twisted a section and began to braid, her body moving in that quiet rhythm you only notice when someone’s very close and very focused.

“Honestly,” she murmured, “with the right care, this could flow like silk.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. My throat tightened.

“You’re lucky,” she continued, her voice dipping a little lower, “that you’re pretty even when you’re falling apart.”

I met her eyes in the mirror. She smiled—but there was something simmering underneath it. Something dangerous.

“You’re…” she tilted her head, braid still in her fingers, “kind of beautiful like this.”

That hit harder than it should’ve. I looked away.

But she didn’t.

The word beautiful hung in the air like steam. I should’ve laughed. Brushed it off. Told her she was crazy. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. My tongue felt too thick, my heart fluttering too fast for something so still. All I could do was stare into the mirror, and see what she saw.

The braid was neat, tight near the crown and looser toward the end, resting over my shoulder like it belonged there. My jaw looked softer framed that way. My eyes bigger, the angles of my face strange and almost delicate in this lighting.

Not me. And yet… not not me either.

“Do you see it?” she asked softly, hands resting on my shoulders now. Her thumbs moved in small, idle circles, almost absentmindedly. “How much you’ve been hiding?”

I swallowed. “It’s just hair.”

“No,” she whispered. “It’s you—finally visible.”

I tried to laugh but it cracked in my throat.

She leaned forward, chin resting beside mine so we both looked into the mirror. “You don’t have to be anyone right now. Not her boyfriend. Not whoever your parents raised. Not the sad guy who doesn’t know what to do with himself.”

Her breath tickled my ear. “You can just be this.”

“Sadie…”

“Shh,” she said, brushing her fingers down my braid. “Let me finish.”

She moved away suddenly and began opening drawers, rifling through palettes and compacts like a woman on a mission.

I stood up halfway. “Wait, what are you⁠—?”

“Sit.”

The command came with a look. Firm, confident, completely in control. I sat.

She popped a compact open with a click, dipped a brush into a soft powder, and began sweeping it across my cheeks with light, practiced flicks. Then came foundation, something dewy and warm that melted into my skin. Then highlighter on the tip of my nose. Then mascara, even though I blinked too much and winced every time she got close.

“You’ve got great lashes,” she said, completely focused.

“This is insane,” I mumbled.

She paused just long enough to smirk. “You said you wanted a distraction.”

“I didn’t think it involved eyeliner.”

“Well, here we are.” She stepped back to admire her work, then bit her lip. “Almost.”

“Almost what?”

“Almost perfect,” she said. “But something’s still missing.”

She studied me for a long moment, eyes narrowing. Then a slow, wicked grin spread across her face.

“I know exactly what you need.”

And before I could ask, she was gone—leaving me breathless, half made-up, and suddenly desperate to know what “perfect” looked like.


Chapter 2
Made Up


Sadie came back with a little black case and a wicked glint in her eye. I didn’t even know where it had come from—maybe her bedroom, maybe some secret drawer of transformations she reserved for nights like this. Nights when rules didn’t matter. When wine blurred the lines between friends and something more. When boys like me sat in her bathroom with braided hair and no idea who they were becoming.

I sat up straighter, the panic starting to seep in around the edges. My spine stiffened. My palms went clammy.

“Okay, I think I’m good,” I said, voice cracking just slightly.

She didn’t stop walking.

“I mean it,” I added, sharper this time. “This was fun or whatever, but⁠—”

She set the case on the counter and opened it with a quiet click, like she hadn’t heard me at all. Inside was a neatly organized row of shadows, brushes, lip colors—all perfectly arranged like little weapons of seduction.

“You’re halfway through a portrait, Josh,” she said, pulling out a lipstick. “You don’t stop in the middle and throw paint on it.”

“I’m not a portrait,” I muttered.

She looked up through her lashes. “Then why are you blushing?”

I clenched my jaw, unsure what irritated me more—how easily she could read me, or how right she was.

“Because I’m sitting here like your little dress-up doll,” I snapped.

Her smile widened, but it wasn’t mocking. It was soft and patient. Dangerous.

“And yet,” she said, stepping between my knees, “you haven’t moved.”

Her thigh brushed mine through the fabric of my sweatpants. Her skin was warm, bare just above the knee, her robe parting slightly with the movement. I saw a flash of smooth skin, a hint of dark lace underneath, and every cell in my body buzzed.

I should’ve gotten up. I should’ve told her this was too much, that we were crossing a line we couldn’t uncross. But her scent—faint jasmine, the warmth of her body so close—stole the words from my mouth.

She leaned down, both hands braced on the counter behind me, her face inches from mine. I could feel her breath fan across my cheek.

“Tell me to stop,” she whispered. Her voice was velvet, but there was steel underneath it. A dare.

I didn’t.

She kissed my cheek—soft, slow—and dipped a finger into a small pot of gloss. Then she brought it to my mouth and dragged it over my lips in one long, sensual stroke. I shivered, parting my lips without meaning to.

“Good,” she murmured. “Just like that.”

Her other hand settled on my thigh, featherlight but deliberate. Her fingertips traced lazy shapes across the fabric, never dipping too high—but never quite still. I felt every brush like static beneath my skin.

“You need this,” she said, almost like a confession.

And God help me… I knew she was right.

So I let her do it.

She moved with focus—like an artist in a trance. A touch of cheek tint. A swipe of shadow that made my eyes look impossibly large. She added a bit of shimmer to my brow bone, some light mascara to define the lashes she kept praising.

“You’ve got great lashes,” she said. “You know that?”

“No,” I muttered. My voice sounded wrong—too breathless, too eager.

She leaned in, pressing the side of her hand gently against my jaw, angling my face like I was a sculpture. Her breath tickled my cheek. “You do. They’re wasted on a hoodie and regret.”

My thoughts were slipping. My whole body felt like a tuning fork—vibrating, ready, confused. I didn’t know where to put my hands. I kept shifting them on my thighs, trying not to tremble, not to give away how hard I was under my waistband.

But she saw. Of course she did. Her eyes flicked down, then back to mine.

“You like it, don’t you?” she asked, voice low and rich.

I opened my mouth, but the answer wasn’t there. Or maybe it was, but it was stuck behind shame. Behind heat. Behind the way her glossed lips looked when she smiled at me like that.

So I didn’t say anything.

And she kept going.

She picked up a lipstick—something soft and petal-pink—and twisted it open with a delicate snap. “This one,” she said, “is called ‘New Beginnings.’ Fitting, right?”

I didn’t answer.

She painted it on in two slow passes, then pressed her thumb lightly into the center of my bottom lip to blur it. The pressure sent a jolt straight to my cock.

When she stepped back, finally finished, the silence in the room shifted. Not awkward. Not waiting.

It was reverent.

“Look at you,” she murmured.

I turned to the mirror and froze. The face staring back at me wasn’t mine. Not exactly. It was softer. Sharper. Smoothed by blush and gloss and shadow. My eyes looked bigger, rounder. My lips pink and wet. The braid framed my cheekbones so perfectly I didn’t recognize them.

I looked like a girl. A pretty one. At least almost.

Something in me buckled. My throat tightened—not with shame, but with confusion. With arousal. With awe.

Sadie came up behind me, her hands gliding over my shoulders. Her voice, when she spoke, was softer than before. Not teasing. Not playful. Just… true.

“You’re beautiful,” she said.

I let out a shaky breath. My cock twitched. I gripped the stool under me like I was afraid I’d float away.

“But,” she added, tilting her head, “you’re not finished.”

I blinked. “What do you mean?”

She reached for the braid and ran her fingers along it. “Makeup’s just part of it. You still feel like a guy in his ex’s hoodie.” She looked at my reflection. “You need to feel it. On your skin. In your body.”

I swallowed. “What are you saying?”

She smiled again—that slow, knowing smile that curled at the corners and made my stomach flip. “I’m saying we should get changed.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but she raised her hands gently.

“Wait. Hear me out.” She leaned against the counter, arms crossed under her breasts. “I’ll change too. Something casual. Something soft. We’ll match. Just… try it. For me.”

“For you?” I asked, voice thin.

She shrugged, eyes gleaming. “Maybe for both of us.”

There was a heat in the air now—thicker than steam, deeper than lust. Something unspoken twisting between us like a string being pulled tighter and tighter.

I should have said no. I should’ve told her this was already too far. But all I could think about was the way she looked at me. Like I was something rare. Like I was worth unwrapping.

She leaned in and kissed my cheek again—this time leaving a faint smudge of gloss—and whispered, “I’ll go grab the good stuff.”

Then she left, her robe floating behind her like a dare.

And I sat there—pretty, aching, unfinished.

Waiting.


Chapter 3
Slipping Into Something Else


Iheard her before I saw her—soft footsteps on hardwood, a quiet rustle of fabric, the faint creak of a drawer opening somewhere down the hall.

Then silence.

My hands were clenched on my thighs, still warm from her touch. I stared into the mirror and barely recognized myself. Not just because of the blush on my cheeks or the gloss on my lips. But because of what I felt underneath all that. A kind of... hum. A low, constant vibration inside my chest and between my legs. I wasn’t just dressed up. I was coming undone.

The bathroom door opened, and she slipped in, barefoot, carrying something draped over her arm.

“Okay,” Sadie said, voice playful but low, like she knew exactly what she was walking back into. “Ready for the final step?”

I turned to look at her.

She was holding two garments—both sheer and lacy, pale rose and soft ivory. Thin satin ribbons caught the light as they swayed. They weren’t dresses. They weren’t pajamas. They were lingerie.

I blinked. “You’re kidding.”

She grinned. “I never joke about underwear.”

She held one up—a delicate lace teddy, the cups scalloped and translucent, the body cinched in with satin trim. It was… small. In every sense.

“Where the hell did you get that?” I asked, trying to sound exasperated instead of terrified.

“I bought it months ago. It was too pretty to return. And I always had a feeling…”

She didn’t finish the sentence. Just trailed off with a shrug and stepped closer, letting the matching robe slide off her arm into her free hand. “You don’t have to wear it. But if you do…” She held it out and placed it gently in my lap. “I’ll wear mine too.”

I stared at it, heart pounding.

“This is…” I shook my head. “This is something else entirely.”

She sat on the counter beside me, close enough that her thigh pressed against my arm. “Is it?”

“Yes,” I said. But I didn’t move. Didn’t push it away.

She leaned in. “Then why are you still holding it like it’s sacred?”

I didn’t have an answer. It felt like I was on the edge of something. A cliff. Or maybe a curtain. One tug and I wouldn’t be able to go back.

“I’d look ridiculous,” I said quietly.

Sadie reached up and brushed her thumb across my cheek, just beneath the highlighter she’d blended minutes ago. “You’ll look curious.” She stood and gave me a tiny smirk. “Go ahead and dress and I’ll go change in the bedroom.”

She turned and walked out as if I had agreed, her hips swaying in a way I’d never noticed before—not like a friend, but like someone who knew exactly what she was doing to me.

I looked down at the teddy in my hands. It was absurd, feminine, practically see-through—and yet I decided to wear it.

I stepped out of my sweatpants, then my hoodie. I peeled off my boxers and stood naked in the warm light, my cock stiff and embarrassed, my chest flushed pink. The cold air kissed my thighs. I hesitated, then I stepped into the teddy.

The fabric slid up my legs like a secret. It was tighter than I expected—but soft. Hugging me in ways nothing ever had. My cock pressed forward against the lace, awkward and obscene—but not wrong. Just undeniable.

I grabbed the robe and slipped it on, the satin cool and luxurious against my arms. It tied just below my navel. I looked down at myself—made up, robed, wrapped in lace.

I didn’t know whether to panic… or purr.

Then she came back in and everything inside me went quiet.

Sadie paused in the doorway and stared. Her eyes traveled slowly—starting at my bare legs, up to the delicate satin tied at my waist, the swell of lace over my chest, the braid resting like a ribbon over one shoulder. Her gaze caught on my lips. Then my cock—because it was hard. Pressing against the lace. Obvious and shameless.

I wanted to hide. But I didn’t. I just stood there, my whole body buzzing like an exposed nerve.

She leaned against the doorframe, wearing her own version of the same outfit. A matching lace teddy—ivory instead of rose—with a sheer satin robe that didn’t even try to conceal the way it clung to the curve of her hips. Her braid had been redone, loose and low, resting against her collarbone.

She looked… incredible.

I couldn’t stop staring.

She smirked. “You’re staring.”

“Yeah,” I said, my voice dry. “So are you.”

She stepped forward, slow and deliberate, her bare feet silent against the tile. The robe slipped open a little as she walked, exposing a flash of her inner thigh. I felt my breath catch.

When she reached me, she didn’t speak. Just looked at me. Studied me. Like I was something she’d been waiting to unwrap.

She reached for the belt of my robe, tugging it loose and letting it slip open. Her fingers grazed the edge of the teddy, tracing the seam at my waist. Her touch was featherlight, but it sent a shock through me.

“This shouldn’t be so sexy,” she said.

“It really shouldn’t,” I breathed.

She looked up at me. Her pupils were wide, her lips slightly parted.

“And yet…” she said.

She leaned in and pressed a kiss to my neck. Soft and lingering.

I exhaled through my nose, fists clenched at my sides.

“I know we’re friends,” she whispered, brushing her lips along my jaw. “I know we shouldn’t… ruin anything.”

She pulled back slightly, enough to look me in the eye. Then her hand cupped me through the lace, fingers slow and exploratory.

“But when you’re dressed like this?” she murmured. “It doesn’t feel like it counts.”

I shuddered.

“Maybe this is exactly what you need to get over her,” she added, biting her bottom lip.

And then she kissed me.

It wasn’t tentative. It wasn’t sweet. It was hungry.

Her hands curled into the robe at my hips. Mine gripped her waist. Our bodies pressed together—lace against lace, heat against heat.

I could feel her nipples through the teddy, hard and taut. Her thigh slipped between mine. The kiss deepened, her tongue brushing mine, claiming me.

We broke apart for a breath—just long enough for her to whisper, “Come to bed.”

I nodded because I wasn’t Josh anymore. Not in that moment.

I was hers.


Chapter 4
First Time, Fully Dressed


The bedroom was dim, lit only by the soft amber glow of a lamp on the nightstand. Everything looked warm. The air was heavy with the scent of vanilla and skin.

Sadie walked ahead of me, barefoot and silent, the satin of her robe fluttering just behind her calves. I followed like I was in a dream. No plan. No defenses. Just lace clinging to my body and a heartbeat that refused to slow down.

She turned at the edge of the bed, her eyes catching mine.

“Lie down,” she said softly.

I did.

The mattress was soft. Too soft. I sank into it, breath quick and shallow as I stared at the ceiling, unsure of what to do with my hands, my body, my want. The robe slipped open around me, leaving the teddy fully exposed—tight, sheer, stretched over my cock. I could feel how wet the tip was, leaking against the lace.

I wanted to hide. I wanted her to see everything.

She climbed onto the bed beside me, knees straddling my hips. Her hands smoothed over my chest, fingertips grazing the mesh cups as she looked down at me with something between amusement and hunger.

“I can’t believe how right this looks on you,” she murmured.

I tried to speak. To say something clever. But all I could do was gasp when she leaned down and kissed my collarbone, her mouth hot and slow.

“You’re trembling,” she whispered.

“I know.”

“Do you want to stop?”

God, no.

I shook my head.

She kissed lower. Down my chest. Across the line of the teddy’s neckline. Her fingers ran down my sides, slowly, reverently, until they found the curve of my waist—the tightest part of the bodysuit. Her thumbs circled there as she looked up at me, smiling faintly.

“You feel it, don’t you?” she asked.

I nodded.

“The way this… fits. Not just your body. But you.”

I swallowed hard. “I don’t know what I feel.”

She leaned forward, lips brushing mine again, and this time the kiss was slower. Deeper. Her tongue moved lazily, teasing mine, as her hands began to move again—this time sliding down my thighs, up the inside, spreading me open with the faintest pressure.

I moaned into her mouth.

The lace at my crotch was soaked now. I could feel the friction of it as she moved against me. She kissed down my jaw, over my throat, letting her teeth scrape gently against my skin.

Then she pulled back, just enough to sit up on my lap, her eyes fixed on my cock through the lace. She ran one finger along it, slow and deliberate, watching me squirm.

“You’re so sensitive like this,” she whispered.

I groaned, hips twitching.

Sadie leaned forward again and kissed me, harder now, her hands bracing on either side of my head. Her body pressed against mine, all curves and heat and need. I reached for her instinctively—slid my hands up her thighs, beneath her robe, to cup her ass through the thin lace.

She gasped into my mouth. Then she ground down.

It was all heat and pressure and soft, wet friction. Her teddy rubbed against mine, lace against lace, bodies writhing together with nothing between us but lingerie and lust. Every movement made me cry out softly. Every slide of her hips sent pleasure spiraling through my spine.

She pulled back just far enough to watch me squirm beneath her. “I’ve never seen you like this,” she said.

“I’ve never been like this.”

Her hand curled behind my neck. “You’re beautiful.”

My eyes blurred. I didn’t want to cry. But something inside me was breaking open—something tender and raw and buried so deep I didn’t know it had a voice. I blinked quickly and wrapped my arms around her, holding her tighter, needing the contact, the realness of her weight and warmth.

“Sadie…” I whispered, not even knowing what I was asking.

She kissed my ear. “Shhh. I’ve got you.”

She reached between us and pulled the fabric of the teddy aside, freeing my cock. It twitched in the air, slick and flushed. She reached down and tugged aside her own, then lowered herself—slow, unhurried, steady.

I felt her heat before I felt her take me.

And when she did—when her body wrapped around mine, swallowing me whole—I moaned like I’d never known what it meant to be touched before.

She was so wet. So tight. Her pussy clung to me with every inch, and when her hips pressed flush to mine, I cried out.

“F-fuck,” I breathed. “Sadie…”

Her eyes fluttered closed as she rocked her hips, rising slowly, then sinking again. She was still wearing everything. I was still wearing everything.

And I’d never felt so naked in my life.

Her rhythm was slow. Steady. Deep. She fucked me like she wanted to memorize me. Like she wanted to rewrite every touch I’d ever known.

Her fingers tangled in my braid, pulling it gently to tilt my head up so she could kiss me again. And again. And again.

Every kiss stole something from me. My shame. My name. My past.

All that was left was this—lace and breath and the woman I loved rocking into me like I was hers.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered. “Just like this.”

I clung to her hips, hips lifting to meet every thrust, chasing her rhythm, drunk on how she felt around me. The teddy clung to my thighs, my ass, my chest. I could feel the lace dragging with every movement, heightening everything.

“Don’t stop,” I begged, my voice high, desperate. “Please don’t stop.”

She didn’t. She moved faster. Harder.

Her hands roamed everywhere—cupping my cheek, my chest, my hips, like she couldn’t decide what to worship first.

I felt the orgasm coming, high and tight and overwhelming. It wasn’t like anything I’d ever felt—because it wasn’t just physical.

It was her.

It was me.

It was this.

I came with a cry, shaking, hips jerking up as she gasped and moaned above me, still grinding, still taking everything I had.

When I finally stilled, she curled down into me, her forehead resting against mine, both of us panting.

And for the first time in weeks… maybe longer…

I felt whole.


Chapter 5
Lingering Lace


Iwoke up to the smell of coffee, and the ache of… everything.

My hips were sore. My lips felt swollen. My thighs were sticky with dried release and leftover heat. The satin robe was tangled around me, one shoulder bare, the lace teddy still clinging to my body like it had melted onto my skin overnight.

I rolled over and realized that Sadie was gone. For a second, I panicked—eyes flicking open, breath catching. But then I saw the mug on the nightstand. Still steaming. And a little note folded beneath it in her sharp, familiar handwriting.

Keep it. I think it suits you.

I sank back into the pillow with a quiet exhale. The sheets smelled like her. Everything smelled like her.

I stayed there for a while—minutes, maybe more—letting the air touch my bare legs, the lace cool against my skin. My cock twitched faintly, still tender and spent. I didn’t even try to hide it.

There was no one to hide from.

Eventually, I sat up. Swung my legs over the side of the bed. The robe shifted open again, and I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror across the room.

I looked wrecked. My braid was messy. My lipstick had smeared. There was a smudge of mascara beneath one eye, a bruise blooming on my collarbone from where she’d kissed—no, bitten—me.

And I looked… Beautiful.

A different kind of beautiful. The kind that wasn’t trying anymore. The kind that just was.

I touched the curve of the lace where it clung to my hip. Ran my fingers along the ribbon under the bust. My skin prickled with memory—her mouth, her voice, the rhythm of her body on mine.

My cock stirred again.

I didn’t move. Just sat there, slowly sipping the coffee she’d left, wearing the things she’d chosen for me. The sun was coming through the curtains in pale gold slats. The city was quiet outside. But inside me, something new had begun to hum.

Not just arousal. Not just curiosity. Something that felt suspiciously like… longing.

Everything felt wrong once I left. My apartment was cold and cluttered. My sheets smelled like detergent and nothing else. The hoodie I threw on felt like armor I no longer needed—but didn’t know how to take off.

I told myself I wouldn’t think about it, about last night. Her touch. The way the lace felt against my body as she rode me into silence.

We were friends and we didn’t want to ruin our relationship—but it was impossible not to think about it. I did constantly. It was like I’d been branded.

The teddy stayed folded in my drawer and I didn’t forget it was there, not even for a second. I saw it every time I reached for a pair of boxers. Every time I opened that drawer, I looked at it a little longer.

On the third night, I took it out. Just to… look. Just to feel it again.

The lace was still slightly stiff from where I’d cum in it, despite being rinsed clean. My hands shook as I brought it to my face and inhaled. Not her scent. Mine. Ours. The ghost of arousal embedded in fabric.

I shouldn’t have, but I stripped.

My body remembered how to step into it—legs first, then hips, then the slow tug up my chest, the high snugness of the crotch as it trapped me in place. My cock twitched. The air kissed my thighs. I was already hard before I tied the robe around me.

I stood in front of the mirror and I wanted it. Not the joke. Not the tease. Not the thrill of being dressed up for someone else. I wanted this. To look like this. To feel like this. To be seen—by her, by myself—as someone soft.

My breathing hitched. I slipped a hand beneath the lace and cupped myself—gentle, curious, reverent.

The first stroke made my knees go weak. I didn’t rush. I watched myself as I touched—watched the tension in my face, the way my lips parted, the flush crawling up my chest. I whispered her name once, twice.

By the time I came, it was overwhelming. Hot and sudden and real. I didn’t even grab a towel. I just sat on the edge of my bed, panting in the lingerie she’d given me, hands sticky, heart racing, brain spinning.

I’d told myself it was a one-time thing. A mistake. A moment of grief wrapped in silk.

But it wasn’t. It was me.

When the trembling stopped, I picked up my phone. I didn’t even think. I just called.

She answered on the first ring. “I was wondering how long it’d take,” she said, voice low and amused.

“Sadie…” I breathed. “Can I come over?”

She giggled, soft and warm and full of promise. “Of course you can. But this time…” Her voice dropped a little. “This time, I’m not just going to make you pretty.”


Chapter 6
What You Really Need


Ididn’t knock this time either, but I hesitated. One breath, two. I was still wearing the robe and teddy beneath a baggy jacket and pants I had covered it with. I could feel it pulsing against me as my hand hovered near the door.

One more breath, and then I opened it.

Sadie was waiting. Already barefoot, already dressed in something sheer and impossible—charcoal lace clinging to her curves, a robe as translucent as smoke, her braid undone and falling loose over one shoulder.

She looked like a goddess—or maybe a witch. The kind that lured men in and turned them into whatever they secretly wanted to be.

Before I could speak, she stepped forward and kissed me. There was no greeting. No small talk. Just lips and heat and the subtle taste of red wine. Her hands curled around my waist, pulling me inside as the door clicked shut behind me.

“I knew you’d come back,” she whispered.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about⁠—”

She pressed a finger to my lips. “You don’t have to explain,” she said. “You came back in lace. That tells me everything.”

She pulled back and looked me over, her eyes full of approval. “Still wearing it?”

I nodded, blushing, as I removed my outer layers.

“Good.” She took my hand. “Then let’s finish what we started.”

I followed her down the hall, my heart pounding in my throat. The apartment looked different this time—dimmed lights, candles flickering softly, a playlist humming low in the background. The energy wasn’t playful. It was charged. Intentional.

She opened the bathroom door. The room was warm and steamy. A fresh towel lay folded on the counter. Beside it, a razor. A bottle of lotion. A small bowl of water.

She turned to face me and took the robe’s belt in her fingers. “Take it off,” she said.

My fingers trembled as I untied it and let it slip off my shoulders.

I stood there in the teddy, flushed and already half-hard. She cupped my face in her hand and kissed me again—softer this time. Sweeter. Then she dropped to her knees.

I gasped.

But she didn’t touch my cock. She just ran her hands down my legs, inspecting me.

“You haven’t shaved your legs.”

“I… didn’t know that I was supposed to.”

She looked up at me, smile gentle. “You’re not supposed to do anything. But if you want to feel it—really feel it—then I want to help.”

I nodded, breath caught in my throat.

She pulled the teddy down, slowly, revealing inch after inch of pale, unshaven skin. She helped me step out of it, folded it carefully, and set it aside. Then she guided me to sit on the closed toilet lid, legs open, towel beneath me. The bathroom light caught the shimmer in her eyes as she dipped the razor into the water and lathered up my leg.

“Let me do it,” she said. “Let me take care of you.”

The first drag of the blade was surreal. Not painful. Just surprisingly intimate.

She worked slowly, carefully, scraping away hair like she was peeling away layers of memory. Her fingers followed the razor, smoothing lotion into the bare skin. Every stroke was a kind of praise. Every inch she uncovered made me feel smaller. Softer. New.

By the time she was done, both legs gleamed. My thighs were impossibly smooth. My skin tingled.

She leaned in and kissed my inner thigh—just once.

I gasped.

“You feel that?” she asked, lips still brushing me.

“Yes…”

She kissed higher, teasing. “You’re more sensitive already.”

She stood, rinsed her hands, then pulled me to my feet. Her palms slid over my now-silky legs, down my ass, around my hips. She grabbed a bottle of lotion from the counter and began rubbing it into my skin—slow, firm circles. Her hands glided up my thighs, my calves, my belly. When she reached my chest, she paused, brushing over my nipples.

I moaned with every touch. Her hands never stopped.

She kissed my neck and whispered, “You’re mine now.”

She led me to her bedroom, a towel wrapped around my waist, my body still warm and glistening from the lotion. The room had been transformed again. A single lamp lit the room now, casting everything in gold and shadow. The bedding had been changed—soft peach sheets, a dusky pink blanket folded at the end of the bed.

In the center of it all lay what she’d prepared: another teddy. This one was softer. Pale lavender mesh with tiny satin bows at the straps and lace so sheer it felt like breath. Beside it, a matching robe and a brush.

My stomach fluttered.

She walked ahead of me, lifting the towel from my waist without asking. She let it fall to the floor, and I didn’t even flinch. Her hands moved like they’d done it a hundred times—delicate but unhurried, gliding up my freshly shaven legs, smoothing over my hips.

“Step in,” she whispered, holding the teddy open for me.

I did.

The fabric pulled up my thighs like a kiss. She adjusted the straps carefully, tugged at the hem until it hugged just below the curve of my ass. Then she wrapped the robe around me, tying it low, right at the waist. Her fingers grazed my navel as she cinched the bow.

My cock was already aching. Trapped in lace. Tucked against my body in a way that made it feel small—soft, girlish, like it didn’t belong to me anymore.

She stood behind me and gently gathered my hair. It had come undone while she shaved me. Now, she brushed it again—long, slow strokes that made me lean back into her touch. My scalp tingled. My whole body was humming, lit up from the inside.

Then she began to braid. This time, slower than before. She wove a silk ribbon through the strands—careful, reverent, tying it at the end with a bow that brushed the top of my spine.

“You’re beautiful,” she whispered.

“Stop saying that,” I breathed, eyes still closed.

“No,” she said. “You need to hear it. Over and over. Until you believe me.”

She turned me toward the full-length mirror at the end of the room. “Look.”

I did and nearly stumbled back.

That wasn’t me. That was… That was her. A girl. A soft, sweet girl. Slim, smooth, legs bare, cock hidden beneath lace. Ribbon in her braid. Gloss on her lips. Cheeks flushed pink. Wrapped in satin.

My throat caught. I reached for the mirror. Touched it. Touched her.

“I’m…”

Sadie moved beside me. “You’re perfect.”

I didn’t speak. She was right. Seeing myself, I felt like a pretty girl. A pretty girl who wanted to be touched. Who wanted to be claimed.

And she saw it, too.

She leaned in, kissed the back of my shoulder, and whispered, “Now that you’re mine…” Her hand slid down my belly, fingers brushing just under the hem of the teddy. “…there’s something I’ve been waiting to do to you.”


Chapter 7
What She Made Me


Sadie stepped behind me and untied the ribbon on my robe. It slid off my shoulders in silence. The lavender teddy clung to my skin, tight and sheer, brushing the curve of my ass with every movement. My cock strained beneath the lace, already leaking.

She walked past me and tugged back the sheets, revealing what she’d prepared beneath—four silk cuffs, already looped and waiting at each corner of the bed. The sight made my legs weak.

“Climb up,” she said softly.

I did without thinking.

My heart pounded as I moved to the center of the bed, my legs shaking slightly as I lay back. I felt the sheets cool against my skin. The cuffs waited like open hands.

She took her time. First my wrists—left, then right. She fastened each with a click and a tug, testing the tension, watching me squirm. My arms stretched above my head, my chest rising with every shallow breath. Then my ankles, splayed and tied wide.

I was helpless. Exposed. Her doll to do with as she pleased.

Sadie stood at the foot of the bed and looked at me like she owned me. Like she’d made me. And in a way… she had.

“You’re so pretty like this,” she murmured, slowly walking up along the edge of the mattress. “All smooth and soft… and tied up.”

Her fingers traced along my thigh—bare now, lotion-slick and shivering under her touch.

“I remember when you showed up here in a hoodie,” she said. “Mumbling about your ex. Looking so lost. So empty.”

She leaned over me, lips brushing my jaw.

“And now look at you. My little girl. My good girl.”

I moaned, straining against the cuffs instinctively. She hadn’t even touched me yet—not really—but my body was already lit up.

Her hand slid between my legs, pressing against the lace where my cock pulsed beneath it.

“You’re so wet, baby,” she whispered. “All that need, all that heat… for me.”

I gasped, hips twitching, and she pressed down harder. Not rubbing. Just pinning me.

“You like being helpless, don’t you?” she asked. “You like that I can do anything I want to you?”

I nodded frantically.

She smiled. Then she slapped me. Not hard. Not cruel. Just a quick, open-palmed tap over the lace, right across the head of my cock.

I cried out.

“Good girl,” she said, voice husky. “You’ll take whatever I give you.”

She leaned down and kissed my lips, then my throat, then lower—her tongue licking between the cups of the teddy. She pulled it aside with a casual motion, exposing my chest, and dragged her nails across my nipples.

“God, I wish you had tits,” she whispered.

Her mouth closed over one nipple, sucking it slowly, while her fingers pinched the other. I arched off the bed as much as the cuffs would allow, panting, moaning, my cock throbbing uncontrollably under the lace.

When she pulled back, her lips were flushed, her eyes glassy with need. And then she reached under the bed and pulled out something small and pink and buzzing softly in her hand.

She let the vibrator hum between her fingers for a moment—just long enough for me to hear it, feel the tension rise in my belly. Then she turned it off and set it aside.

She wasn’t going to start with it. She was going to make me earn it.

Sadie knelt on the bed between my spread thighs and hooked her fingers into the lace panel of the teddy, tugging it gently aside to expose my bare, vulnerable hole. I felt the air kiss it—cool, sharp, intimate. I writhed against the restraints instinctively, but she laid a calming hand on my thigh.

“Shhh,” she whispered, reaching for the lube.

She poured a slick line onto her fingers and brought them between my cheeks. The first touch made me gasp—a slow, deliberate circle over my rim. She didn’t push in. Not yet. She just traced it, over and over, watching me squirm.

“You’ve never been touched here, have you?” she murmured.

“N-no…”

Her smile was warm, wicked. “You’re going to love it.”

She pressed a single finger inside, slow and patient. The pressure built steadily until it slipped past that ring of resistance and I moaned—high and needy.

“There she is,” Sadie purred. “My pretty girl, opening up just for me.”

She fingered me in long, gentle strokes, twisting slightly, her other hand stroking the inside of my thigh. I felt stretched. Warm. Full. But not enough.

Not nearly enough.

By the time she pulled her finger out, I was panting, my cock twitching uselessly beneath lace. I was dripping. Aching.

She picked up the vibrator.

It was small, tapered, rose gold at the base, with a smooth silicone curve that made me tremble just looking at it.

Sadie slicked it up with lube and crawled between my legs.

“You ready?”

I nodded quickly, breathless. “Please.”

She positioned the tip against my entrance and leaned in, her legs brushing my thighs as she whispered, “Good girls ask so sweetly.”

Then she pushed.

It didn’t force its way in. It melted. The first inch made me cry out—too much, too fast—but she paused, let me breathe, then slid it deeper.

When the plug seated fully, I felt stuffed. Owned. Like every part of me had been claimed.

Then she pressed the button. The buzz started low. A purr inside me.

And I lost my mind.

My back arched. I moaned uncontrollably. My cock strained against the teddy, pulsing with every vibration. It wasn’t just the physical sensation—it was what it meant. I was plugged. Feminine. Helpless. Beautiful.

Hers.

She kissed my stomach, my chest, my neck, whispering as the vibrations got stronger.

“Feel that?” she breathed. “That’s mine. Inside you. Filling you.”

I moaned, pulling at the restraints, body twitching with every pulse.

“You wanted to be a girl so badly,” she said, sliding her fingers up to squeeze my chest again. “Now you are. A beautiful, fucked-open, perfect little girl.”

“Sadie,” I whimpered. “I—I can’t⁠—”

She pressed a finger to my lips. “You can.” She climbed up, straddling my chest, still fully clothed in lace, her thighs wet and trembling. “Because I’m not done yet.”

She reached back, grabbed the base of the plug, and rocked it gently inside me.

I screamed. Not from pain. From bliss. And as I shook and moaned and begged, she slid down my body.

Her pussy—slick, flushed, aching—poised just above the head of my cock, which strained beneath the last bit of lace stretched taut across it. The plug inside me buzzed steadily, and every second it stayed buried sent tremors through my spine. I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t speak.

And she smiled like she knew. “Look at you,” she whispered. “Tied down. Plugged. Dressed up like my little girl.”

She reached down and tugged the crotch of the teddy to the side, freeing me just enough.

My cock stood rigid, wet with pre-cum, twitching in rhythm with the plug inside me.

Sadie leaned in. Her breasts, barely veiled in sheer lace, swayed just above my chest. She cupped them in her hands and moaned.

“I want you to watch me,” she said. “Every second.”

Then she lowered herself. The heat of her swallowed me in a single, wet glide.

I cried out, head tossing back into the pillow, but the cuffs held me in place—splayed, trembling, open.

She moaned as she sank down, bottoming out, her thighs spreading wide as her pussy gripped every inch of me.

“God, you feel so good,” she panted. “So deep. So fucking perfect.”

Her hands found my chest. She squeezed. Hard. Digging her thumbs into the padded curves of the teddy.

“If you had tits,” she growled, “I’d ride you like this every night. Watch them bounce while I fuck you like a good little doll.”

My cock pulsed inside her. The plug buzzed harder.

“I want them,” I gasped. “I want to be yours.”

“You already are,” she said, breath ragged, hips beginning to move.

She rode me slow at first—rolling her hips in deep, rhythmic circles, grinding her clit against me, fucking me with the kind of hunger that made me ache.

Each movement pushed the plug deeper into me by extension, double-stuffing me with sensation. I couldn’t tell where she ended and I began. Her rhythm became my heartbeat. Her pleasure became my purpose.

“You were made for this,” she whispered, leaning down to kiss me hard. “To be taken like this. Dressed like this. Fucked like this.”

I moaned into her mouth, every nerve ending stretched tight.

Her pace quickened. The slap of skin-on-skin. The creak of the mattress. The wet sounds of her body claiming mine over and over again. Her hands slid from my chest to my throat, not squeezing, just holding. Controlling. Marking.

“You’re mine,” she growled.

“I’m yours,” I begged. “Please—fuck—please don’t stop⁠—”

“I want to feel you cum inside me.”

“I’m close—Sadie—God⁠—”

“Cum for me.”

Her voice cracked like a whip.

And I exploded.

My orgasm ripped through me, white-hot and devastating. My whole body spasmed beneath her, limbs jerking against the restraints, muscles taut as I came hard, crying out her name.

Sadie didn’t stop. She fucked me through it, riding my release with greedy, relentless motion. Her nails dug into my chest. Her breath came in ragged gasps.

Then she came—grinding down, her body trembling, her head thrown back as she screamed through clenched teeth. Her walls clamped down on my cock, milking me, keeping me inside her until we both collapsed.

She sank forward onto my chest, still joined. We lay there tangled, her weight grounding me, our sweat-soaked skin cooling in the candlelight.

My wrists ached from the cuffs. My ass throbbed from the plug. My cock pulsed weakly inside her.

And I had never felt more euphoric.


Chapter 8
Pretty Boy, Pretty Girl


The only sound was the soft buzz of the vibrator still humming inside me. Everything else was still—my limbs splayed across the bed, my wrists still cuffed to the headboard, my legs spread wide and trembling, the lace teddy clinging to my skin like it had fused there. I wasn’t even sure I was breathing properly. My lungs were working, but nothing felt real yet.

Sadie lay on top of me for a while, her cheek resting against my shoulder, her breath cooling on my sweat-damp skin. I could feel her heartbeat slowing, her body softening, her slickness still coating my cock where we remained joined, unmoving, fused.

And then, at last, she stirred.

She kissed the side of my throat and whispered against it, “We should probably talk about this. About… us.”

It was the gentlest slap imaginable.

I exhaled a shaky breath and managed a weak laugh. “Yeah.”

She sat up, slowly, like her body didn’t want to leave mine just yet. Her breasts lifted beneath her lace teddy, her robe slipping off one shoulder in a way that seemed both accidental and perfectly choreographed. Candlelight turned her into something mythical.

“Don’t move,” she said.

“Like I could.”

She reached for the headboard and began to unbuckle my right wrist. The leather slipped loose with a whisper, and I felt the blood rush back into my fingers. She rubbed my forearm gently, then moved to the other side. The cuffs fell away one by one, and my limbs dropped limply onto the bed—free, but not free of her.

When she undid my ankles, her hand brushed the inside of my thigh and lingered just long enough to remind me how completely she’d owned me only moments before.

She didn’t remove the plug—I noticed that immediately.

I was still full. Still vibrating. She’d only lowered the setting, not shut it off. My body kept clenching around it involuntarily, little pulses of pleasure sparking through me in quiet aftershocks.

Sadie climbed off the bed and crossed the room to fetch a cool washcloth. She cleaned between my legs without saying a word. Not rushed or clinical. Intimate. She dabbed away the evidence of what we’d done—but she left the lingerie on me. She didn’t even suggest taking it off.

When she was done, she pulled the duvet over my body like I was something fragile. Tucked in—kept and owned. Then she sat on the edge of the bed, one knee pulled up, and looked at me like I was a question she had finally answered.

I cleared my throat. “So…” I said, my voice small and hoarse, “what now?”

She raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

“I mean… are we… in a relationship or something?”

I held my breath. It felt like a stupid question, loaded and desperate, but how could I not ask?

Sadie laughed—not cruelly, but like she was amused that I even needed to say it. “Oh, sweetheart,” she said, brushing my hair away from my face, “I’m not looking for a boyfriend.”

The words hit like a splash of cold water. I flinched, looked away.

“But,” she added, her voice dipping into something lower, silkier, “having a girlfriend might be nice.”

I turned back to her slowly.

Her smile curled. Her eyes shimmered with satisfaction.

I swallowed hard. My cock—still tucked and held beneath the lace—throbbed helplessly at the word.

She saw it. Of course she did.

Her hand slid under the covers and pressed lightly against the bulge in the teddy. “Oh?” she teased. “Did that do something to you, baby?”

I gasped. “Yes.”

“Say it, then.”

“I’m your girl.”

Her fingers circled slowly.

“Say more.”

“I’m yours to dress. Yours to play with. Yours to… to keep.” I blushed, but didn’t look away. “You can do whatever you want to me.”

Her hand stilled. “Anything?”

“Anything.”

Sadie stood and walked to the dresser, humming under her breath. She opened a drawer and pulled out something sheer and white—lace panties with tiny ribbons, a matching camisole. She held them up and turned slowly, watching me melt.

“Oh, baby,” she said. “You have no idea what I want.”

I squirmed under the covers, the plug still vibrating inside me, soft and deep. My whole body pulsed with need again.

She turned back to me, eyes gleaming, voice playful. “I have plans for you,” she said, “but not tonight. Tonight, you need sleep. You’ve earned it.” Then, with a wink she added, “Girlfriend.”

My cock twitched hard beneath the sheets, but I didn’t say another word. I just nodded, melted beneath the sheets, and waited—to be hers again.


Newsletter


Want to stay up-to-date with Sasha Bloom?

Sign up to her newsletter!

Subscribers get access to updates on her latest books as well as notices about her ongoing specials and promotions.

Sign up here: https://sashabloom.com


About the Author


Sasha Bloom writes romantic and erotic transgender fiction filled with sensual fantasy-based transformations, tender awakenings, and the thrill of discovering what it means to be soft, sexy, and seen. Her stories explore gender transformation, body swap, feminization, and all the delicious, emotional chaos that comes with slipping into something silky and realizing you never want to take it off.

Sasha writes for anyone who’s ever looked in the mirror and wondered what it would feel like to become the woman inside—and be loved for her.


Also by Sasha Bloom


Feminized By My Ex-Girlfriend: A Reluctant Feminization Story

[image: Feminized By My Ex-Girlfriend: A Reluctant Feminization Story]


He came crawling back. She welcomed him in—with conditions.

When Jake moves back in with his ex-girlfriend Riley and her seductive new roommate, he expects awkward silence and a couch to crash on. What he doesn’t expect is to be slowly unraveled—teased, tempted, and transformed.

It starts with soft clothes and playful mockery. A painted nail here. A silky robe there. But under Riley’s knowing smile and Lexi’s wandering hands, Jake begins to shed more than just his pride. They don’t want the man who used to live here.

They want Jade.

And once she emerges, there’s no going back.
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He only wanted to see how it felt. He never expected it to fit so perfectly.

When Dylan buys an old steamer trunk from a mysterious antique shop, he doesn’t expect to find lingerie inside—much less a teddy that transforms his body the moment he slips it on. Suddenly he has curves, breasts, and a trembling body that responds to every brush of satin and lace.

Panicked and confused, Dylan returns to the shop, desperate for answers. But Vivian, the alluring shopkeeper, has no interest in undoing what’s been done. She offers him guidance… if he’s willing to submit to her.

Vivian dresses him, trains him, and teases him—until the name Dylan no longer fits. Until he sees someone else in the mirror. Someone beautiful.

Someone meant to be Delilah.

Get Claimed in Lace: A Transgender Feminization Fantasy

OEBPS/image_rsrcSC.jpg





cover.jpeg
SASHA BLOOM






OEBPS/image_rsrcSA.jpg
B
u mlrim:d
e 6|rlfr|end

A Reluctant Feminization Story






OEBPS/image_rsrcSE.jpg
| A
“ ;
!‘%“a.mzd

in Lace

A Transgender Feminization Fantasy







page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   





