
        
            
                
            
        

    
  
  
[image: ]








      
        
          Made Rachel's Girl

          Feminized and Broken to Reveal the Girl Within

		      
          

        

    





Carina Amores

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2025] by Carina Amores 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Hope You Enjoy This Carina Amores Story
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Loretta's Rules
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        The Bet
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        The First Break
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Samantha Emerges
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        On Her Knees
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
         Mac’s Arrival
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Real Life Intrudes
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        The Confrontation
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Learning Her Role
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Final Demonstration
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Thank You For Reading This Carina Amores Story
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Other Books by Carina Amores
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author - Carina Amores
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Hope You Enjoy This Carina Amores Story


If you like this book, please give it a rating and a review. 

And f you want to get updates on new releases, sign up for my newsletter and get a bonus book:





[image: ]
Sign up for my newsletteror use the QR code below:





[image: ]





























  
  Chapter one








Loretta's Rules


Café Zinnia kept a polite hum—porcelain noise, steam sighs, a bell on the door that didn’t quite commit. Sam sat near the back with a mocha he’d stopped tasting, watching the heart in the foam drift apart into an unconvincing continent. He had been making small bargains with himself all week—finish this email, fold those shirts, don’t text Rachel—and the bargains had kept, technically. The quiet that followed them felt like the kind that slipped under the weather stripping and sat on his chest. 
“Sammy,” said a voice, bright as a lighter flicking. “You are about thirty seconds from marrying that drink out of pity.”
He looked up. Loretta treated entrances as if she’d rehearsed them: charcoal coat, a scarf that seemed to have ideas, hair that the rain failed to move. She slid into the chair across from him without waiting to be invited and unbuttoned her gloves like she was removing jewelry.
“If a mocha wants to assume responsibility for my well-being,” he said, “I’m open to delegating.”
“Delegation,” she said. “Didn’t that go out of style in your last relationship?”
“Too soon,” he said.
“Everything is too soon until it isn’t.” She lifted a hand a quarter inch; a barista looked up, nodded, and began pouring. “Sit up.”
He blinked. “What?”
“Your posture,” she said, tapping the table twice with one finger. “I refuse to have serious conversations with men who slump. Shoulders back. There. Drink.”
He obeyed before he decided to, took a sip, and realized the mocha had managed to go from lukewarm to metaphor.
“What brings you into my tragic phase?” he asked, straighter now.
“Curiosity. Boredom. The rain.” She accepted her coffee—black, no sugar—from the barista with a smile she rationed carefully and turned back to him. “Catch me up. You’re allowed to use three words from the list: grief, growth, doomed. If you say journey or closure, I’m confiscating your thesaurus.”
He laughed despite himself. “You’re a public menace.”
“I’m a private service. Go.”
He stared at the window, where the street layered itself over the pastry case: buses and muffins sharing a plane. “We wanted different versions of the same thing,” he said. “Rachel and I.”
“Which were.” Not a question. A prompt. Loretta’s voice had the unhurried firmness of someone who expected to be answered.
“She wanted…” He looked for a neutral noun and felt it dissolve. “More initiative. I wanted fewer arguments about initiative.”
“That’s not a thing,” she said gently. “Say it like a person and not like a memo. What did she want you to do that you didn’t do?”
He made a joke without meaning to. “Kick down doors?”
“Start with turning the handle,” Loretta said. “You wait to be invited. Yes?”
He lifted a shoulder.
“Answer,” she said, not unkind.
“Yes,” he said. “I knock. I prefer not to be wrong.”
“Good,” she said, as if he’d correctly named a bone. “You’re attentive. That’s rare and not nothing. But attention isn’t the same as… satisfaction.”
Heat rose into his face. “Wow. Straight to Yelp.”
“Don’t be dramatic. I’m not leaving a one-star review. I’m making a note: admirably careful, could arrive sooner.”
He tried a grin. “I arrive.”
“On time,” she said. “Sam. In the kitchen, in conversation, in bed—Rachel didn’t want to be the event planner and the entertainment.”
He looked down at the ruined heart. “I tried.”
“I’m sure you did,” she said, and there was no pity in it, only acceptance. “Tell me one thing she loved about you.”
“We’re doing a quiz now?”
“Two questions,” she said. “Answer without qualifiers. No ‘maybe,’ no ‘I think.’ What did she love?”
“She said I made things feel safe,” he said, and even in saying it he felt the way the word safe could be blessing and bruise.
“And what did she love less?”
“That I made things feel safe.”
“Good,” she said. “Drink.”
He drank. It was easier to obediently swallow lukewarm chocolate than to stand there in the open sentence. Loretta watched him the way a tailor watches a client’s shoulders set under a jacket, assessing structure and habit rather than opinion.
“Your sense of permission is off,” she said. “Not your ethics. Your timing.”
“I like to be invited.”
“Of course you do,” she said. “Half the world’s romances are built on invitations. But some rooms don’t have doorbells. In those rooms you have to choose to arrive.”
He attempted defense by deadpan. “Is this a TED Talk?”
“Drink,” she said again, and he did, and the small victory of compliance registered in them both.
The bell on the café door chimed; a gust of damp coats moved through; chairs scraped. Loretta didn’t look away from him. Her attention had weight without heaviness. People told her things because she created the shape for the telling.
“What are you working with, post-Rachel?” she asked. “What facts?”
“I don’t know,” he said.
“Try. List three.”
He thought. “I’m sleeping. I’m cooking too much pasta. I’m… not good at weekends.”
“Good,” she said. “Less pasta. More unstructured daylight. Make your bed on Saturdays with military precision; it will trick your mind into believing you’re competent.”
“Do you charge for this service?”
“Drink,” she said, smiling now, and he found the smile harder to withstand than the instruction.
He set the cup down to keep his hands from fussing with the napkin. His fingers did it anyway; they’d already begun rolling the edge into a ribbon. Loretta glanced at his hands, reached across, and took the napkin out of them.
“Hands on the table,” she said. “Look at me.”
He went still. It wasn’t an order barked; it was a placement, like she was setting cutlery in the right spots. He met her eyes. They were the gray of wet sidewalks and gave nothing away but alertness.
“You have good hands,” she said, as if reading a label. “Precise, patient. Useful for the right tasks. Useless for the wrong ones.”
“What are the wrong ones?” He meant it as a quip; it came out softer.
“The ones that wait in their lap while someone undresses for you,” she said, and let the sentence hang. “Do you understand the difference?”
He swallowed. “I—yes.”
“Say it,” she said. “In your words.”
He took a breath. “I’m careful when decisive would be more… satisfying.”
“Good,” she said again, and he felt—ridiculously—praised.
She checked the time with a glance that seemed to confirm her earlier plan. “Work?”
He told her about the project manager who scheduled five-minute gaps between thirty-minute meetings like she was trying to teach time a lesson. Loretta listened, cut his complaints in half with a single “Stop explaining your competence to incompetent systems,” and moved on.
“Do you always fix the problem before anyone asks?” she said.
“If I can.”
“And in bed,” she added, utterly matter-of-fact, “did you ask? Or did you wait to be asked?”
He stared, then gave up the dignity of evasion. “I asked,” he said. “Too much, probably. Too late.”
“Not a crime,” Loretta said. “But a tell. You want to be right more than you want to be interesting.”
“That’s harsh.”
“It’s accurate,” she said. “And fixable.”
“How?”
“Practice wanting something out loud,” she said. “Practice choosing first without apologizing for the choice.”
He rubbed at his jaw like he could smoothing-plane the discomfort. “You make it sound like a calisthenic.”
“It is,” she said. “Wanting is a muscle. You’ve exercised courtesy so much you can bench-press it. The rest atrophied.”
He didn’t know whether to be grateful or offended. The relief of being read correctly won. “Where do I practice?” he asked, and the question surprised him by meaning itself.
Loretta looked satisfied, like a chess player who sees three moves ahead and likes how the board will look. “Here,” she said. “Now. In the smallest ways. Let me set the rules; you follow; then I give the rules back.”
“That sounds—balanced,” he said, though part of him heard the structure and registered something like relief at being told what shape the conversation would take.
“Rule one,” she said. “When I ask a question, answer without hedging. Rule two: when you want to deflect with a joke, wait three seconds. If the joke still feels necessary, tell it; if not, don’t. Rule three: if I say drink, you drink.”
“This is manipulative,” he said, testing the word.
“This is generous,” she said, amused. “You want practice; I have a gym. Drink.”
He did. The heat flushed his face more than the mocha did.
“Good,” she said. “Now: tell me one part of your body that you like. Do not say I guess.”
He closed his mouth on three useless phrases. “My shoulders,” he said. “When I remember to stand like I believe in them.”
“Sit like you believe in them,” she said. “There. Better. What part of Rachel did you love that she didn’t know you noticed?”
“Her wrists,” he said immediately, surprised by the clarity of it. “Where her watch left a pale circle.”
“Excellent,” Loretta said softly. “You pay exquisite attention. You did not, perhaps, cash it in.”
“I… waited.”
“Yes,” she said. “You waited to be told that the watch could be unbuckled. You waited to be told to arrive.”
He went quiet. She let the quiet be a tool, not a punishment.
A trio of students came in trailing wet air and loud sincerity. The bell on the door jangled; the espresso machine sighed. Loretta’s coffee had cooled and she drank it anyway. She had the look of someone who didn’t require the world to arrange itself around her preferences to be pleased.
“Do you still talk to her?” Sam asked, because the question had been knocking.
“Rachel?” Loretta said. “Occasionally. We are the kind of adults who can exchange practical information without setting fires.” She considered him. “Does that make me suspect?”
“It makes you… connected,” he said carefully.
“It makes me accountable,” she said. “If you’re worried I’ll carry this conversation back to her like a carrier pigeon, relax. I tell the truth in the smallest possible number of sentences. If she asks, I will say you were sad and functional and you told the truth when asked directly. If she asks if you were good in bed, I will tell her to ask you.”
He laughed, involuntary and sharp. “I… would prefer not to cross-examine myself.”
“You already are,” Loretta said. “You just use softer verbs. Drink.”
He did, for something to do with his mouth.
“Okay,” she said, shifting the table a half inch with two fingers until it lined up with some internal grid. “Now I decide what happens for the next ten minutes. Then you decide something that could be wrong.”
“What happens for the next ten minutes?” he asked, warier than the content demanded.
“We practice not hedging,” she said. “We practice not apologizing. We practice you answering without auditioning for Most Considerate Man. Then we leave.”
“Where?”
“My apartment,” she said, as if noting the weather. “It has better light. Also wine I don’t trust you not to ruin with commentary if I describe it here.”
Everything in him that was loudly reasonable sat up. The other part—the one that had been sitting straighter since she told him to—registered the inevitability of it as calmly as an announcement about train platforms.
“You can say no,” she added, and the permission did not reduce the directive; it framed it.
“I—okay,” he said. It was not even reluctant. He heard it and was surprised by how natural it sounded. “Ten minutes first.”
“Good,” she said. “You’re improving already. Question: If you could change one thing about how last month went, what would it be? No speeches.”
“I would have made a decision without asking if it was the right one,” he said. “Once.”
“Which decision?” she said, faster.
“Where to go on her birthday,” he said. “I asked three times; we stayed home; it felt like relief and failure.”
“Good,” she said. “Next time: decide, and if it’s wrong, enjoy being wrong loudly.” She looked at his hands again. “When did you learn that asking first was survival?”
“Our house was… audible,” he said. “Asking, clarifying, avoiding the wrong switch—those were strategies.”
“And now they’re habits,” she said. “Useful in offices. Less useful on a sofa.”
He smiled ruefully. “Thank you for the cross-application guide.”
“You’re welcome. Question: what do you want this Thursday at eight p.m.? Pick something that can be wrong.”
He inhaled to buy time and heard his breath. “Spicy noodles,” he said. “Live music after, if it’s terrible enough to be charming.”
“Excellent,” she said. “See? Decision. Ownership. If you text me what do you want, I will block you for twenty-four hours.”
“You have a blocking policy?”
“I have standards,” she said. “Now pay for your drink; we’re leaving.”
He fumbled his wallet out. “I—”
“Put it away,” she said, already reaching for her card. “You can make it up to me by choosing the noodles without asking me about my dietary restrictions.”
“I care about your dietary restrictions,” he said, and the sentence arrived earnest and foolish.
“And I will tell you if I have any,” she said. “You don’t have to preempt my mouth using yours.”
“That sentence is… loaded,” he said, heat licking his ears. He waited the prescribed three seconds. The joke remained. He let it go with a breath and she nodded, satisfied.
“Coat,” she said, standing. He put it on. “Scarf?” He obeyed. “Phone?”
“Yes.”
“Keys.”
“Yes.”
“Good boy,” she said under her breath, amused, as if to herself, and the words threaded straight through his chest. She opened her umbrella; they stepped into the weather.
Rain made a clean gloss of the street. Loretta walked like sidewalks belonged to her by previous arrangement, neither hurried nor accommodating. People moved around her, and it felt like manners rather than deference. Sam matched her pace because matching was a skill he had honed to muscle memory. With every block, some interior noise dialed down a click.
“Breathe,” she said once, at a crosswalk, without looking at him. He did and discovered he hadn’t been.
“Do you always tell people what to do?” he asked, curious rather than defensive.
“Only people who want to be told,” she said. “And only about things I can see I can improve in ten minutes.”
“And the rest?”
“I let them make their mistakes in peace,” she said. “I’m not the city.”
“What am I improving?”
“Your spine is remembering itself,” she said. “Your sentences are using verbs. Your mouth is learning the difference between humor and hiding.”
He didn’t argue. It would have been untrue.
They turned onto a narrow street with old brick that had learned to enjoy its age. Loretta took the stairs to her building two at a time without panting. He followed with the sense of stepping into a scene he hadn’t auditioned for and had oddly been cast in anyway.
The lobby mirror made everyone taller. Loretta’s reflection looked directly at his and held it a beat too long. “Up,” she said, and her hand ghosted the small of his back—not a touch, not even a promise, just the idea of pressure. He went up.
Her apartment smelled like orange peel and books. The plants had the confidence of good care. Knives in the kitchen accused no one. She hung her coat on a peg, pointed him toward another peg, and he found himself moving without waiting for more specific directions, which surprised and soothed him in equal measure.
“Shoes,” she said, pointing with her chin at a mat. He set them there, paired, the laces tucked in. She nodded approval and went to the kitchen.
“Red or bubbles?” she called.
“Red,” he said, then, catching himself: “Red.”
“Better,” she said, and brought two glasses. She handed him one without ceremony, then sat on the edge of the arm of her couch instead of all the way down, as if the furniture was there to be directed as well.
“To Tuesday,” she said.
“To weather,” he said. She arched an eyebrow. “To choosing,” he corrected.
“Better,” she said again, a small smile acknowledging the adjustment.
They drank. She watched him watch the room—the bowl by the door with buttons and a coin, the framed photograph of an older woman with Loretta’s eyes, a stack of cards on a low shelf. When she had taken his measure and found it acceptable, she set her glass down and placed her feet flat, knees together, posture like a metronome.
“Last exercise,” she said. “Then we talk about anything else you want until you decide it’s time to go and then you’ll tell me when we’re meeting on Thursday without asking me what I want. Ready?”
“Ready,” he said, and discovered that he meant it.
“Say, without apologizing: one thing you did well with Rachel and one thing you will do differently with the next person you love.”
He swallowed, sifted, chose. “I listened,” he said. “I noticed the small things and remembered them. I was… steady.” He didn’t wait for praise. “I will decide more. First. I will arrive without being asked.”
She held his gaze for three seconds that did not feel long and then nodded once, as if stamping a document. “Good,” she said. “You can stay.”
He laughed and felt lighter for the permission. She didn’t laugh back; she was already on to logistics.
“Thursday,” she said. “Eight. You will text me an address for spicy noodles you chose without polling strangers. After, you will take me to live music you chose without reading reviews. You will be prepared to be wrong. If you text what do you want, I will not respond until Friday.”
He opened his mouth, closed it, and then—because she had asked him to practice—said, “Yes.”
“Good.” She lifted her glass. “And now, we can talk about anything you like. The rain. The museum’s dress that would lay you flat. The way you keep glancing at that little coin like it’s a verdict.”
He glanced at the bowl, startled. “I…”
“Leave it,” she said, amused. “You’re not flipping anything tonight. You’re following instructions.”
He felt the flush again and didn’t hate it. “And after tonight?”
“After tonight,” Loretta said, “you decide. That’s the point. But for now—” She tipped her head, considering him like a tailor with one more pin to place. “For now, when I say drink, you drink.”
He lifted his glass; she watched him swallow like the word itself was a line he walked on. It felt absurd to be grateful for sentences as simple as sit up, answer, coat, come with me. It also felt like rescue, the kind that didn’t call itself that out loud.
“Good,” she said, satisfied. “Now tell me about a coat you saw today that made you want to touch it. Use verbs.”
He did. And if the verbs landed heavier than adjectives and his shoulders stayed back and his jokes waited their three seconds and sometimes didn’t arrive at all, neither of them remarked on it. The rain pressed its soft palms against the window. Tuesday stopped apologizing for itself.
When he left an hour later, it was because he said, “I’m going,” and not because he half-stood and waited for a cue. At the door, she reached past him—close, not touching—and turned the knob to open the hallway air.
“Text me the address,” she said. “Don’t ask. Decide.”
“Yes,” he said, and the word fit him better than he’d expected.
“Good,” she said. “Go.”
He went, without checking his phone for permission from anything but himself, and on the walk home he realized that when Loretta had said come with me, he’d never thought to ask where until they were already out the door. It felt less like surrender than like being moved by a hand placed squarely between his shoulder blades toward a door that had been waiting a long time to be opened without a bell.







  
  Chapter two








The Bet


Loretta refilled his glass as if the motion had already been agreed to. The room smelled faintly of orange peel and good varnish; rain stippled the window in a rhythm that made decisions feel inevitable. The cards were already on the table. She didn’t ask if he wanted to play—she said, “We’ll play a game,” and the deck slid toward him like a signed contract. 
“High card,” she said. “Highest card wins. Loser does what the winner says. Three rounds.”
Sam huffed a laugh, aiming for relaxed and hitting something just left of it. “You always start with rules?”
“Order is mercy,” she said, tapping the deck with two fingers. “Shuffle.”
He did, because shuffling was a neutral act, because his hands needed employment, because it was easier than thinking about Rachel in sentences that had hard corners. His ribboned wrist (Loretta’s souvenir from last night) flashed a small, defiant red as he bridged the cards and let them fall. He offered the deck; she cut it neatly, returned it, nodded once.
“Before we begin,” she said, as if the preface were part of the ritual, “let’s calibrate the stakes. Rachel left because you weren’t good enough in bed. True or false?”
He jolted. “Objection. Leading the witness.”
“Prove me wrong,” Loretta said, perfectly mild. “Tell me you satisfied her.”
He swallowed. He could throw up the scaffolding of jokes—there were so many—yet underneath them lay the simple unaccommodating shape of the truth. “She said I asked too much,” he managed. “Asked permission. Asked if this was okay. She wanted—” He stopped.
“—you to stop asking,” Loretta supplied, not unkind. “To start doing.”
He stared at his card hand as if it might supply an alibi. “Something like that.”
“Mm.” She smiled without warmth or cruelty, a mathematician finding a variable. “So maybe what you need is to learn the other side—how to be the girl.”
He barked a laugh that tried to be dismissive. “Right. That’s… That’s a sentence.”
“It is,” she said. “And look, it didn’t kill you.” She flicked her wrist, as if dusting off resistance. “Round one.”
She turned over a queen of hearts; he turned over a nine. Loretta didn’t gloat. She hummed, pleased at the predictability of gravity.
“Command one,” she said. “Hold out your wrist.”
He hesitated; her eyebrow went up. He extended his right hand, palm up, feeling ridiculous. Loretta tied the small red ribbon again, this time bowing it tighter, like a signature corrected. She checked the knot, tugged once, nodded.
“There,” she said. “Now it’s official.”
“Officially what?” he muttered.
“You’re playing,” she said. “That’s all. Don’t fuss with it.”
“I wasn’t—”
“Round two,” she said.
He shuffled badly. She let him. She turned over a king; he exposed a six. It felt rigged because of course it was. Loretta’s smile moved into her eyes.
“Command two. Stand.”
He stood. Loretta opened the top drawer of the coffee table and produced a narrow silk scarf—navy, a field of tiny white flowers. She stepped close, draped it over his shoulders, tilted his chin with one knuckle so the fabric fell the way she liked. “Better,” she said. “Turn.” She adjusted the line down his chest, smoothed the ends with calm, practiced hands. “There. Shoulders back.”
“This is absurd,” he said, because it was.
“This is posture,” she corrected. “Round three.”
“Wait,” he said, finding his footing in argument. “You keep saying ‘loser does what the winner says’ like this is summer camp. I didn’t agree to—”
“Rule two,” she reminded him gently. “No arguing once rules are set.”
He exhaled through his nose, discovered he was obeying the posture anyway, discovered that the scarf made him more aware of his shoulders than any reminder ever had.
Round three: she turned over an ace; he revealed a jack and nearly smiled at the closeness before catching himself. Loretta gathered the cards, squared them, tapped them twice—a judge concluding a hearing.
“Command three,” she said. She took out a small tube of gloss, pale rose, the kind you notice more by how it changes light than by color. “Pucker.”
“No,” he said, actually laughing this time at the audacity of it.
“Prove me wrong,” she said, and the words landed exactly where she knew they would. He hesitated. She didn’t. She leaned in and, with the lightness of a calligrapher, traced the wand over his lower lip, then the upper. Vanilla. A hint of something floral. She capped the tube and sat back, appreciative. “Adorable.”
“I look ridiculous,” he said, feeling the sweet slickness when he swallowed.
“You look softer,” she said. “Which is occasionally the point.”
He rubbed his lips together and stopped when she said “Don’t.” He had no idea why “don’t” worked as well as it did. It did.
“Again,” Loretta said, laying out the deck. “Three more.”
“Three? I thought—”
“Do you want to get better,” she said, “or do you want to alphabetize another Saturday?”
He sat. She dealt. He lost. Of course he lost.
“Command one,” she said, standing. “Walk to the door and back. Slowly. Let the scarf suggest the pace.”
“The scarf suggests…?” He made a helpless gesture.
“The scarf knows things,” she said. “Go.”
He went. The silk slid cool against his neck. He felt ridiculous and noticed, horrifyingly, that ridiculousness took up less room than he’d expected. He turned; she watched his shoulders like a teacher.
“Again,” she said. “Less marching. More… intention.”
He tried again, felt heat in his face, and did not die.
“Command two,” she said. She crossed to a low dresser near the bookshelf, pulled a drawer, and returned with a pair of dark jeans—slim cut, embroidered vines along the pockets—and a soft cream blouse with a row of tiny buttons like a bracelet. She set them on the arm of the chair. “Put these on. Bathroom’s there.”
He stared. “No.”
“Why?”
“Because—” He gestured at the blouse, at the delicate buttons, at the embroidered vines. “Because you’re—this is—come on.”
“Prove me wrong,” she said, maddening. “Tell me you satisfied her. Tell me you don’t need to learn anything new. Or take five minutes and put them on. It’s only a bet, Sam. Are you a good sport?”
He stood there, hands suspended in outrage a few inches from his body, like punctuation marks that couldn't find their clause. He could say no. He could. He was a grown man with a set of keys and a lease and the word “no” available in multiple registers.
“Five minutes,” she said, as if soothing a dog. “And then you can make a speech about how absurd it all is. But you’ll have kept your word.”
He took the bundle and went to the bathroom for the petty dignity of a door. The mirror caught him from the shoulders up—the scarf, the gloss catching light, the fractional lift in his posture as if an unseen hand had placed his head on a better axis. He told his face to look normal. It obliged.
The blouse felt impossibly light. The buttons made him patient. The jeans hugged differently, the embroidery swirls a small secret against his hands as he pulled them up. He breathed, surprised at the way breath announced itself in fabric. He stood there longer than he intended, because exiting the bathroom meant the moment would become real, and real was irreversible in ways that pretending was not.
“Sam?” Loretta called. Not impatient. Expectant.
He opened the door.
Loretta looked at him once, from the ribbon at his wrist to the scarf, to the blouse and the way it changed his shoulders, to the jeans and the way they re-drew his legs. She didn’t laugh. She didn’t clap. She nodded, as if a problem had been solved by a correct application of attention.
“Better,” she said.
He leaned on jokes because they were oxygen. “I look like a high school theater understudy.”
“You look like someone who could stop apologizing long enough to be interesting,” she said. “Turn.”
He did. She stepped close, adjusted the scarf the smallest amount, smoothed the blouse beneath it, tugged one corner of the tucked hem to soften the line.
“Command three,” she said. “Sit.” He sat. “Feet together. Hands on thighs. Chin up.” He complied, and the compliance settled in him like a well-made chair.
They didn’t speak for a few breaths. The rain found a new tempo against the glass.
“How do you feel?” she asked, at last.
“Like a joke,” he said, then heard the way the word tried to preempt whatever else might want to be said. “And… not entirely a joke.”
“Good,” she said, and it sounded like praise for honest arithmetic, not for performing a role.
“Again,” she said, cards already sliding. He half reached, half resisted; she dealt; he lost. On purpose, of course—she asked museum trivia he couldn’t possibly know; she dealt from where he wasn’t looking—not with a hustler’s twitch but with a hostess’s calm.
“Command one,” she said. “Voice. Answer my next questions in a lower register, then higher, then softer. Learn the range.” She smiled, seeing the protest forming. “It’s a party trick. Humor me.”
He humored. It felt foolish, then technical, then possible. He could hear himself step into different rooms just by moving a note.
“Command two,” she said. “Hair.” She reached up and pushed his hair back with both hands, fingers gentle but decisive, revealing his forehead. “Better. You’ve been hiding. Stop.”
“I was growing it out,” he said, defensive in small ways.
“For whom?”
He didn’t answer.
“Command three,” she said, now almost idle with her own momentum. “Look at yourself.” She angled the mirror on the wall. He faced it because she had said to, and because he wanted to and needed an excuse. The person in the mirror was him, was also a version he wouldn’t have predicted: shoulders set, chin level, mouth with a faint sheen that made it look considered, fabric that asked for better posture and got it. If he held very still, he could feel something like relief arrive—a quiet admission that attention looked good on him, even if the attention came wrapped in expectation.
“You’re making a face,” Loretta said, amused.
“I’m cataloging,” he said.
“Of course you are,” she said. “Again.”
He thought she would reach for the cards, but she reached instead for the shallow box under the coffee table, the one with the hidden implements of minor transformation. She set it on the table and opened it without drama. Inside: combs, hair ties, a tin of pins, a corset folded in on itself like a secret.
“Absolutely not,” he said, seeing it.
“Yes,” she said, as if he’d asked permission to stand. “Final forfeit.”
“That’s not a forfeit; that’s a… historical reenactment.”
“It’s posture,” she said, which he was beginning to recognize as a word that did more work for her than in the dictionary. “And instruction. If you want to learn how not to ask, you need to learn what you look like when you stop apologizing for taking up shape.”
“I don’t—”
“Prove me wrong,” she said. “Tell me she left because you were too much. Go on.”
He looked at the corset again. It was black, the kind of satin that changed with light, boning stitched with patience. Not a costume; a tool. He realized in a small stunned moment that he could tell the difference now, that a day earlier it would all have been theater to him and now it had categories.
“I’m not—”
She stood and he stopped speaking. Loretta moved with unhurried authority, the kind that made disobedience feel not dangerous but silly. “Arms up,” she said, not loud.
He lifted his arms, somewhat because he was being a “good sport,” somewhat because the routine had established itself—the rule, the game, the command—somewhat because the yes had been easier all evening than the no. She wrapped the corset around him and began to hook, to lace, to pull. The pressure arrived gradually, like a hand backing him away from an edge he hadn’t known he stood on. He breathed; she said “Out,” and he breathed out, and the laces came tighter.
“It will ask you to inhabit yourself differently,” Loretta said, not breathless, not triumphant. “Let it.”
The squeeze gathered him toward the center. The blouse slid smoother under the corset; the scarf suddenly mattered; his spine found a line and stood on it. He felt contained and oddly—God—safer. He hated that word and trusted it anyway.
“Too tight,” he said, because he needed to say something.
“Not yet,” she said. “Breathe in. Out. Good.” She tied off the laces, checked the knots, then pressed her palm for a second between his shoulder blades as if testing a wall. “Stand.”
He stood. The mirror caught him again and did not laugh. The corset drew a shape from him that had been hiding under shrugged shoulders and apology. He was still himself; he was also, undeniably, something other than what he’d been when he walked in.
“I can’t—” He lifted his hands helplessly, then let them fall, having nowhere to put them that didn’t look posed.
“You can,” she said. “And you will choose where to put your hands if I ask, and you will not ask permission first.” She tilted her head, considering. “Turn.”
He turned.
She circled him once, not a predator, not an appraiser, exactly, but something that combined both in useful ratios. When she faced him again, her smile was small and satisfied.
“See?” she said softly. “This is the other side. It’s not an insult. It’s an angle. You’ve been living head-on. Rotate. Learn what the room does when you change your axis.”
He breathed and the corset made breath a thing with edges. He didn’t hate it. He didn’t have a category for it, and the lack of category made him itchy and awake.
“Sit,” she said. He sat, careful now, attentive to fabric. “Chin up. Mouth soft. Look at me.”
He did. He had never been particularly good at holding someone’s gaze this long without performing; now the performance was in the posture and the looking was simply looking.
“You were not enough for Rachel,” Loretta said, and it should have landed like a slap and didn’t. “Not because you were small, but because you were absent from the moments that wanted you—your weight, your decision, your hands. Learn this shape, and Thursday you can practice the other: walking into a room because you chose the door.”
He nodded. It didn’t feel like defeat. It felt like someone had moved all the furniture in a familiar room and he’d stubbed his toe, and the pain was information.
“Again?” she asked, lifting the deck.
He shook his head, a small, decisive no, and surprised himself. “No more cards,” he said. “You won.”
She inclined her head, accepting the concession, pleased that he had finally named it. “I did.”
He stood because she hadn’t told him to and because he wanted to know if he could. The corset held him to the line it had promised. He tested a breath. It was there.
“What now?” he asked, finding that he could ask it without the old flinch.
“Now,” Loretta said, as if the answer were the simplest physics, “you take off nothing. You walk to the mirror and back once more because I said so, and because routine is how the body learns. Then you drink water, because I am not a monster. Then you put your shoes on and go home and choose Thursday’s restaurant without asking me for a menu of my preferences.”
“And the scarf?”
“Leave it on,” she said. “You can remove it at the door if the hallway makes you shy. Or not. Decide.”
He walked to the mirror and back in the blouse, the embroidered jeans, the corset tugging him into a posture he had long outsourced to chairs. The scarf brushed his neck with each step, a quiet metronome. He didn’t overthink his hands. He was not yet good at this. He did it anyway.
When he returned, Loretta held out a glass of water like a rite. He drank. She watched his throat like a line to be held.
“At the risk of ruining your thesis,” he said, setting the glass down, “this is still ridiculous.”
“Of course,” she said. “Most practices look ridiculous to onlookers. Have you ever watched someone learn scales? Or a child sounding out letters? Ridiculousness is just the price of entry.”
He laughed, and it was the first laugh all evening that didn’t sound like a lifeline. He glanced at the shallow box again, at the neat coil of the unused pins, at the small tube of gloss now a thin line of light on the table.
Loretta reached toward his scarf one last time, adjusted the fall, then stepped back and tilted her head. “One more gift before you go.”
“Oh God.”
“Language,” she chided softly, then: “I mean a sentence.”
He braced.
“See?” she said, satisfaction low and warm. “You look more convincing than Rachel ever did.”
It should have stung more than it did. He let the words land and discover their purchase. He looked at himself—the shape, the line, the soft mouth—and felt the old impulse to refute, to joke, to slide away from the implication. Instead he breathed (in, out), and the corset held the breath accountable, and he said nothing at all.






  
  Chapter three








The First Break


The shallow box on Loretta’s coffee table opened like a stage curtain. Inside: compact mirror, brushes, powders, gloss, things Sam had never allowed himself to touch, much less imagine being the subject of. 
He laughed, brittle. “You can’t be serious.”
“Completely serious,” Loretta said, cross-legged on the couch. She placed each item with a deliberate precision that made them feel ceremonial. “Tonight, we move from posture to presentation.”
“I’m not your doll.”
“Not yet.” She smiled. “But you are my volunteer. Or conscript. Pick whichever makes you feel more dignified.”
“Neither,” he said.
“Then good sport. You are a good sport, aren’t you?”
He sat back in the chair, feigning ease. “This is a setup.”
“It’s a beginning,” Loretta corrected. “Rule one: if you want to stop, say no with your whole chest. Rule two: if you don’t stop, you obey.”
He raised his brows. “And if I don’t obey?”
“Then you prove Rachel right.”
The name landed heavy. “That’s cheap.”
“It’s honest.” She picked up a brush, turned it between her fingers like a conductor’s baton. “She didn’t leave because you were kind, Sam. She left because you wouldn’t risk looking foolish. Well, here we are.”
He leaned into humor. “Guess I’m Cinderella now. Where’s the pumpkin?”
“No,” Loretta said smoothly. “Cinderella had a transformation thrust upon her. You’re more the damsel. You always did like waiting for rescue.”
That cut deeper than he’d expected. He opened his mouth, then closed it, then tried to grin. “So what, I faint on the chaise?”
“Perfect,” Loretta said, as if he’d just read his cue. She opened the compact mirror and held it toward him. “Eyes here.”
The brush was soft against his skin, a whisper of bristles tickling across his eyelid in slow, deliberate strokes. He twitched involuntarily; she steadied his chin with her free hand, fingers firm but not harsh. "Relax," she murmured, her voice taking on the patient tone of someone accustomed to nervous subjects. "It's only color. The Romans painted their statues to make them vivid, you know. Brought them to life with pigment and gold leaf. You're just marble that's been waiting centuries to catch up."
"I'm not marble," he said, trying to inject some levity into his voice even as another careful stroke made him blink. "More like plywood. Particle board, maybe."
"Not tonight." She traced again with confident strokes, her hand steady as a surgeon's. The brush swept along his lash line, then higher, blending something warm and earthy into the hollow of his socket. "Tonight you're canvas. Fresh and primed and ready for something beautiful." 
She paused, studying her work with the critical eye of an artist, then made a small adjustment near the outer corner. "Now look."
She angled the compact mirror toward him, tilting it to catch the lamplight just right. His eyes looked darker, sharper, more intent—framed now with subtle definition that made them seem larger, more expressive. The difference was subtle but undeniable, like stepping from shadow into flattering light. He wanted to scoff, to make some joke about drag queens or Halloween, but the reflection refused to be dismissed so easily.
Loretta set down the brush. “You see it.”
“I see a guy who lost a bet.”
“You see someone who doesn’t look boring. There’s a difference.”
The word boring stung in a way ridiculous hadn’t.
Loretta leaned in closer, her breath warm against his cheek as she selected a deeper shade from her palette. The darker color swept across his eyelid in careful layers, building depth and mystery where before there had been only the plain honesty of his natural coloring. She worked with the practiced precision of someone who had done this countless times, each stroke deliberate and sure.
"Hold still," she murmured, switching to a smaller brush loaded with something that caught the lamplight like crushed pearls. The shimmer went to the inner corners of his eyes, just a whisper of light that seemed to make his gaze luminous from within. Each touch was feather-light, barely there, but the cumulative effect in the mirror made them impossible to ignore.
His reflection had transformed incrementally, stroke by stroke, until he found himself staring at eyes that seemed to belong to someone else entirely. His lashes looked longer, darker, framing his gaze with an intensity that made him uncomfortable to witness. There was something more deliberate in the way his eyes looked back at him now, something that spoke of secrets and softness rather than the straightforward earnestness he was used to seeing.
“Now lips.” She uncapped the gloss, pale rose. “Pucker.”
He balked. “Loretta—”
She leaned closer, her tone deceptively kind. “You were never good at leading in bed. Maybe you were meant to follow. This is how following looks. Pucker.”
His pride winced at the command, every instinct telling him to pull away, to assert some remnant of masculine authority. But his body betrayed him completely, moving without conscious decision. His lips parted obediently, forming the shape she'd demanded, and he felt the strange surrender of it — how easy it was to simply do as he was told when the alternative was navigating the minefield of his own uncertainty.
She painted his mouth with calm, methodical strokes, the brush gliding across his lower lip with the same confidence she'd shown with everything else. The gloss felt foreign and slick, coating his lips in a way that made him hyperaware of their shape, their softness. Sweetness bloomed on his lips as the formula settled — faint vanilla and sugar, like something meant to be tasted, to invite closeness. The scent made him think of dessert, of indulgence, of things that were meant to be savored rather than simply endured.
When she finished, she pressed the compact mirror into his palm, her fingers briefly covering his as she positioned it just so. The weight of it felt significant, like a test he wasn't sure he wanted to pass.
The face staring back at him was him — and not him. His mouth gleamed with that pale rose sheen, catching the lamplight in a way that made his lips look fuller, softer, strangely vulnerable. The gloss had transformed the firm line of his mouth into something that seemed to invite rather than assert, something that looked like it was waiting to be kissed rather than doing the kissing.
“I look—” he tried.
“Say it,” she urged.
“Ridiculous,” he whispered.
“Pretty,” she corrected. “And don’t rub your lips together. Let it sit.”
He exhaled, shoulders stiff, but when she said, “Fold your hands in your lap,” he obeyed without pause.
“Now tilt your head. Lower your eyes. Yes.”
He chuckled weakly. “Oh no, sir knight, save me from the tower.”
“Again,” she said. “But mean it.”
This time, he tried without the protective shield of exaggeration. His head dipped with genuine submission, chin tucked low in a gesture that felt both foreign and strangely natural. His hands folded properly in his lap, fingers interlaced with the careful precision of someone who'd been taught to sit like a lady. His lips parted slightly, the glossy sheen catching the light as his breath came shallow and uncertain.
He caught himself in the compact mirror and felt the heat spread down his neck in a slow, burning wave. The flush crept beneath his collar, staining his chest with the evidence of his reaction. He looked helpless—truly helpless—like someone waiting to be rescued or claimed or simply told what to do next. The boyish uncertainty in his face had transformed into something almost ethereal, vulnerable in a way that made his stomach clench with equal parts shame and arousal.
And he had to admit it, even as the thought made him want to hide—he looked compelling. Not handsome in the way he'd always tried and failed to be, but compelling in an entirely different way. Like something delicate that invited protection, something soft that begged to be handled with care. The realization sent another wave of heat through him, and he had to resist the urge to press his thighs together against the growing pressure there.
Loretta’s gaze sharpened. “There it is. You feel it, don’t you? The relief. The want. You’ve been trying so hard to be solid and safe. But look how free you are when you’re allowed to be taken.”
“I—” He shifted, embarrassed at the pressure in his jeans, arousal inconveniently betraying him.
She didn’t miss it. “See? Rachel didn’t leave because you were weak. She left because you never gave her dominance to meet. You made her carry it all. And yet…” She gestured toward him, seated, glossed, compliant. “Here you are. You’re begging for it without saying a word.”
His voice cracked. “That’s not—”
“Don’t lie, Sammy.” Loretta’s voice was velvet over iron. “You love being the damsel. Admit it.”
His throat worked. Every instinct screamed for a joke. But the mirror betrayed him. He did look like what she said. And worse, it felt… easier.
“Maybe…” he forced the word, grudging. “Maybe I don’t hate it.”
Her smile bloomed, slow and triumphant. “Good boy.”
But Loretta wasn’t finished.
“Clothes,” she said. She disappeared into the bedroom, returned with a cream blouse and another pair of slim embroidered jeans. She dropped them into his lap. “Change.”
Sam stared. “Loretta—”
“You said you were a good sport. Prove it.”
He looked down at the blouse, his fingers hesitating before making contact with the fabric. The material was impossibly light, flowing like water between his fingertips, almost shy in the way it seemed to retreat from his touch before yielding to it. The sensation sent an unwelcome shiver through him—he hated the way touching it stirred something deep in his chest, something he couldn't name and didn't want to examine too closely. 
His T-shirts at home suddenly felt brutally coarse in comparison, functional and unforgiving where this was soft, indulgent, almost decadent in its gentleness. The contrast made his usual wardrobe seem like armor he'd been wearing without realizing it, protection against a vulnerability he'd never acknowledged. He wanted to pretend that was the only reason he lingered over the fabric, letting it slip through his fingers again and again, but the truth sat heavy in his throat.
"Bathroom," Loretta said, her voice cutting through his trance as she turned away with practiced casualness, offering him privacy he wasn't sure he deserved.
He gathered the clothes and retreated, closing the door behind him with trembling fingers. The changing was a ritual of small surrenders. The buttons were tiny, deliberate things that demanded patience his shaking hands could barely provide. Each one slipped through its hole like a whispered secret, and he found himself taking longer than necessary, savoring the unfamiliar ritual of dressing in something that required care rather than efficiency.
The jeans were snug in ways that made him hyperaware of his body, the embroidery brushing against his thighs like secret handwriting spelling out words he couldn't read but somehow understood. The fabric clung and released, clung and released, with each step, each breath, each unconscious shift of weight.
When he finally looked up at the mirror, his breath caught. The blouse framed the gloss still gleaming on his mouth, the soft cream fabric making the pink shimmer seem both more obvious and somehow more natural. The softness of the material seemed to pull something taut in him that had never been allowed to surface before—something that had been buried so deep he'd forgotten it existed until this moment when the mirror refused to let him look away.
“Sam?” Loretta called.
He opened the door.
Her eyes swept him head to toe, then settled on his face. “Better,” she said simply.
“I look like—”
“You look free,” she said. “Don’t you?”
He swallowed. “It feels… different.”
“Different how?”
“It’s…” He groped for the words. “Not boring.”
The admission escaped before he could catch it.
Loretta’s smile widened. “There it is. You’ve worn clothes that made you disappear your whole life. Tonight you wear clothes that let you exist. Doesn’t it feel like breathing?”
He wanted to argue, to find some defensive retort that would rebuild the walls he'd spent decades constructing around himself. He wanted to deny it with the same reflexive dismissal he'd used whenever anyone got too close to the truth about what he really needed. But the fabric whispered against his skin every time he moved—a constant, gentle reminder that something fundamental had shifted. The silk seemed to murmur secrets with each breath, each subtle adjustment of his posture, telling him things about himself he'd never allowed his conscious mind to acknowledge.
And the mirror—God, the mirror refused to conspire in his lie. It reflected back not the awkward, apologetic man he'd trained himself to be, but someone softer, more yielding. Someone who looked like they belonged in flowing fabric and gentle submission rather than the rigid armor of masculine expectations he'd worn like an ill-fitting suit his entire adult life.
He sat when she told him to. He tilted his chin when she guided it. He held the damsel pose again, and this time his body didn’t resist.
“You’re learning,” Loretta said, pleased. “Learning to follow. Learning that following isn’t weakness. It’s release.”
Sam let out a shaky laugh, half defiance, half surrender. “Release from what?”
“From the endless pressure of being the man who must decide, must control, must satisfy. Tonight you let that go. Tonight you get to be wanted instead of responsible.”
He swallowed hard, arousal and relief twisting together. For the first time, he didn’t try to deny it. He only whispered, grudging but honest:
“…I like it.”
Loretta leaned forward, eyes glinting. “Say it again.”
He looked at her, at the mirror, at the damsel he’d become. His voice was quiet, almost reverent.
“I like it.”
* * *






  
  Chapter four








Samantha Emerges


Loretta had been quiet for longer than he expected. That, more than anything, unnerved him. She stood at the wardrobe in her bedroom, sliding hangers one after another with a slow rhythm, as if considering which note would best follow the last. Sam sat on the edge of the bed in the embroidered jeans and cream blouse she’d chosen, the scarf brushing his neck, the faint taste of gloss still clinging to his mouth. He wanted to joke that he looked like a mannequin rescued from a closing boutique. The words rose, then fell, because he couldn’t quite get his throat to cooperate. 
At last Loretta turned. She held a suit: tailored charcoal jacket, crisp white shirt, narrow tie. She laid them across the chair like she was setting down cards in a hand already won.
“You’ve been waiting for me to say it,” she said.
“Say what?” His laugh was too thin.
“The name.”
He shifted. “What name?”
“The one you’ve been wearing all evening without admitting it.” Her eyes gleamed. “Samantha.”
The word hit him harder than the ribbon, the gloss, the scarf. It felt deliberate, irrevocable. “That’s—” He swallowed. “That’s not me.”
“Tonight it is.”
He tried for bravado. “And if I don’t answer to it?”
“Then you lose the game.” She picked up the suit jacket, shook it once to straighten the shoulders, and slipped her arms into it. “And you hate losing, Samantha.”
He opened his mouth. Closed it. Loretta buttoned the jacket and fastened the tie with a practiced knot. When she straightened, she looked less like the woman who’d teased him in a café and more like the confident figure who might take someone like him out for dinner.
“Stand,” she said.
He stood.
“Say it.”
“What?”
“Your name.”
Heat crawled up his neck. “I’m—” He almost said Sam. But Loretta’s eyes held him, steady and expectant. His tongue stumbled over itself. “…Samantha.”
“Good girl.” Her smile was quiet, satisfied.
The phrase sent a jolt down his spine. He clenched his fists, tried to joke. “What’s next? You take me to prom?”
“Better.” Loretta reached into the stereo cabinet, pressed a button. A slow jazz tune filled the room, warm trumpet and low bass, the kind of music that expected bodies to be close. She stepped toward him, extended a hand. “Dance with me.”
He stared. “You’re kidding.”
“No.”
“I don’t dance.”
“You follow,” she said simply. “That’s all dancing is. Following well.”
His pulse tripped, the rhythm erratic and sharp against his throat. She stood there, hand extended with the kind of patient certainty that made refusal feel impossible. He thought of refusing anyway, of sitting back down on the couch and proving that some shred of control still remained his. That he could still say no. That underneath the blouse and scarf and corset, Sam still existed.
But the silk scarf whispered against his neck with every shallow breath, a constant reminder of how it had felt when she'd tied it there. The blouse brushed against his ribs with each rise and fall of his chest, the fabric soft and foreign, clinging in ways his usual polo shirts never did. And the corset—God, the corset still shaped his body into something that demanded attention, something that curved and dipped in all the wrong places, or maybe all the right ones. His hand lifted almost against his will, fingers trembling slightly as they reached for hers.
She closed her fingers around his, and her grip was firm, guiding, with none of the hesitation he would have shown. Her hands were warm and sure as she placed his other hand at her shoulder, the fabric of his own jacket—her jacket now—smooth beneath his palm. Then she set her own hand at his waist, fingers spreading slightly to encompass the narrowed space the corset had created.
The closeness jolted him like an electric shock. Her body in the suit felt unfamiliar, commanding in a way that made his knees weak. She stood taller somehow, broader, while he felt diminished, softened, pulled into her orbit like a satellite with no choice but to follow her gravitational pull.
“Relax,” she said, stepping.
He stumbled. “I told you I don’t dance.”
“You don’t lead,” she corrected. “Let me.”
She moved again, slow and deliberate, her body shifting with a confidence that seemed to fill the entire room. He resisted for half a second, his muscles tensing instinctively against her lead, before realizing that resistance only made him look clumsier—made his feet stumble and his shoulders stiffen awkwardly. So he let her take the step, surrendering to the rhythm she was setting, and when he did, the movement smoothed into something almost graceful.
She turned them in a gentle arc, and he felt the silk scarf sliding against the sensitive skin of his throat with each rotation, the fabric whispering secrets he wasn't ready to hear. The blouse caught the lamplight with each sway of their bodies, the material flowing and shifting around his torso in ways that felt both foreign and strangely natural. The hem brushed against his hips as they moved, and he became acutely aware of how the fabric seemed to dance with him, following the curves the corset had carved into his frame.
With each step, he found himself leaning more into her guidance, his body learning to follow rather than fight, to bend rather than break.
“See?” she murmured. “You’re better already.”
“This is ridiculous.”
“Say that again, softer. Higher. Like the girl you are tonight.”
He tried to laugh it off, forcing a chuckle that came out more breathless than dismissive, but the command had already lodged itself deep in his chest like a splinter he couldn't extract. The words felt dangerous, transformative in a way that made his pulse quicken with something between panic and anticipation. "This is… ridiculous," he whispered, and even as the protest left his lips, he heard how his voice had shifted—pitched higher without conscious thought, taking on an airy, almost musical quality that seemed to float between them like smoke.
The sound of his own voice startled him. It was softer than he'd intended, more yielding, carrying a breathiness that made the words feel less like resistance and more like invitation. He felt exposed by it, as if that higher register had stripped away another layer of his carefully constructed defenses.
"Good girl." The words fell from Loretta's lips like silk against his ear, her breath warm and intimate as it ghosted across the sensitive skin. Her voice was rich with satisfaction, heavy with approval that made something deep in his stomach flutter and clench. The praise wrapped around him like the corset itself—constricting, reshaping, impossible to ignore.
His breath hitched. The words coiled tight in his stomach.
Loretta guided him through another turn, pulling him slightly closer. Her chest pressed against his, firm through the jacket. He felt the corset squeeze him in reply, shaping his body into something that fit naturally against hers. His legs brushed hers with each sway, the hem of the blouse moving lightly across his hip.
“Speak again,” she said. “Say something sweet. Something a girlfriend would say.”
“I don’t—”
“Try.”
His throat burned. “You’re… you’re leading too fast.”
Loretta chuckled, low. “Perfect. Already nagging your boyfriend.”
“I didn’t—”
She cut him off by pressing her forehead briefly against his. “Yes you did. And it’s adorable. Keep going.”
“I’m not adorable,” he muttered.
“You’re the most adorable Samantha I’ve ever met.”
He wanted to shove the word away, but each time she said it, the fight left him faster. Samantha. The sound was soft, flowing. It curled into him like smoke finding the cracks.
“You’re flushed,” Loretta observed.
“It’s hot,” he said.
“It’s you.” She turned them again, and the room spun slightly. “Do you feel it? The difference between control and release?”
He exhaled. “It’s… easier.”
Her smile widened. “Of course it is. All those years you were told to lead, to decide, to prove. Now you don’t have to. I decide. You follow. You get to be wanted instead of responsible.”
He closed his eyes, surrendering to the rhythm as she swayed him gently from side to side. The fabric of her suit jacket brushed against his cheek with each movement, soft and expensive against his skin. The silk scarf had begun to slip lower across his throat, the delicate material creating a whisper of sensation that made him hyperaware of his own breathing.
"This is humiliating," he whispered, his voice barely audible above the music. But even as the words left his lips, he made no move to pull away from her guidance, no attempt to break free from the gentle prison of her arms.
“Liberating,” she corrected. “Admit it.”
He opened his eyes, met hers. “Maybe… both.”
“Good girl.”
The music slowed, the bass thrumming steady as Loretta spun him once, guiding his body into a turn that made the blouse flare lightly at the hips. He gasped at the sensation — the movement unfamiliar, almost theatrical — but when she steadied him again, he was laughing under his breath.
“What’s funny?” she asked.
“I feel like…” He struggled. “…like a girlfriend. Like I’m being… shown off.”
“You are,” Loretta said. “My Samantha. Beautiful, attentive, sweet. Everything Rachel wanted, only she didn’t know how to claim it.”
His chest tightened. “Don’t bring her into this.”
“Why not? You’ve been bringing her in yourself all along. Every protest, every joke — they’re all still about her. Let her go. Let Samantha take her place.”
He shook his head weakly. “I’m not Samantha.”
“You are when I say you are. And you don’t want to disappoint me.”
The truth of it hit him harder than he could deny. He didn’t want to disappoint her. He didn’t want to see the satisfaction leave her face, or feel the heat of her gaze cool. The desire for approval outweighed his shame, and that realization both thrilled and terrified him.
Loretta pressed her palm to his lower back, guiding him closer. “Say it. Who are you tonight?”
He hesitated. His lips trembled against the gloss. “…Samantha.”
“Again.”
“Samantha.”
Her smile was triumph itself. “Good girl.”
The dance went on, slow and hypnotic. Loretta slipped deeper into the masculine role: she loosened her tie, rolled her sleeves, moved with an easy swagger. Her hand at his waist was firm, her steps confident, her voice teasing.
“You make a lovely date,” she murmured.
“I’m not your date,” he said, but his voice lacked conviction.
“You’re my girlfriend,” she corrected, dipping him suddenly. He yelped, clutched her shoulder, the corset pinching, the blouse flowing open at his chest.
“Loretta!”
She brought him upright with ease, eyes dancing. “You sounded just like a girl then.”
His face burned. “That’s not—”
“Shh.” She touched his lips, smearing the gloss slightly. “No excuses. Only yes.”
“Yes,” he echoed, dazed.
“Again. What’s your name?”
“…Samantha.”
“And what are you to me tonight?”
His throat locked. He swallowed. “Your… girlfriend.”
Her smile widened. “Exactly.”
The song ended. Silence filled the room, thick with unspoken things. Loretta loosened her tie further, set her hands at his shoulders, and kissed his forehead.
“You see?” she said softly. “You don’t need to lead to be loved. You only need to let yourself be taken.”
Sam’s knees felt weak. He sank onto the bed, the scarf slipping down, the blouse rumpling around him. He should have felt humiliated. Instead, he felt strangely light, as though something heavy had been lifted from his chest.
For the first time, he admitted it to himself — not aloud, not yet, but deep where the words rang truest:
He liked being Samantha.






  
  Chapter five








On Her Knees


Sam should have felt triumphant. He’d danced, he’d obeyed, he’d even called himself Samantha without flinching. That should have been the final humiliation — a neat, terrible crescendo to the madness of Loretta’s game. But Loretta’s smile told him otherwise. 
“You did well,” she said, lounging back in her chair with the suit jacket still hugging her shoulders. “But you’re not finished.”
Sam tried to laugh. “Finished? Loretta, I’m practically a one-woman drag revue at this point.”
“Not quite.” Her voice was calm, deliberate, a scalpel finding the right incision. “Rachel left you because you couldn’t satisfy her. Do you remember her words?”
He shifted, throat dry. “She said I… didn’t take charge. That I was too cautious.”
Loretta tilted her head. “That’s the polite version.”
He flushed, the heat creeping up from his collar to burn across his cheekbones. The memory hit like a physical blow — Rachel's voice, exasperated and tired, cutting through the post-coital silence that had become their norm. 
"Okay, she said I was hopeless," he admitted, the words scraping his throat raw. "That I never knew what to do with my hands, where to touch, how to read her signals. That half the time it felt like she was directing traffic instead of enjoying herself." His voice dropped to barely above a whisper. "She said making love to me was like teaching a teenager how to drive — constant instructions, white-knuckle anxiety, and the persistent fear that someone was going to get hurt."
The shame of it settled in his stomach like a stone. Rachel had tried to be patient at first, guiding his hands, whispering suggestions, but eventually even her kindness had worn thin. He remembered the way she'd started checking her phone afterward, the way she'd roll away from him with a barely concealed sigh.
“There we are,” Loretta said softly. “And you hated it, didn’t you? Not just her leaving. The way she was right. The way you didn’t know.”
His chest tightened. “It’s not like there’s a manual.”
“There is.” She rose smoothly, walked toward him with quiet certainty. “It’s called obedience. If you can’t fuck like a man, Samantha, then you’ll serve like a girl.”
The words hit him like a lash. He blinked, feeling his neck flush with warmth.“That’s… cruel.”
“It’s true.” She stood over him now, a hand on her hip, eyes glinting. “You weren’t born to lead in bed. And that’s fine. Some people are born to follow. To serve. To make their partner shine by listening.” She leaned down, voice a whisper at his ear. “On your knees.”
Sam froze, his entire body locking up like a mechanism jammed in place, every muscle taut with a instinctive rebellion that clashed against the deeper pull stirring inside him. The command hung in the air between them, Loretta's voice still echoing softly in his ears, authoritative and unyielding, the kind of directive that made his skin prickle with unwelcome heat. He could feel the corset's tight embrace around his midsection, a constant reminder of the feminine role he'd been thrust into, its boning digging into his ribs as his breath came shallow and quick. His wiry frame, usually so unassuming in his bland work clothes, now felt exposed and vulnerable under her gaze, shoulders hunching further in that familiar awkward posture, as if he could somehow shrink away from the inevitability of it all.
Deep down, his body screamed resistance—a visceral protest born of years of fumbling insecurities, the lingering echoes of Rachel's disappointed sighs replaying in his mind like a looped recording, reminding him of every time he'd failed to measure up as a man. He'd always deferred, always second-guessed, convincing himself that gentleness was his preference when really it was fear holding the reins. Yet here, on the precipice of submission, his pulse thundered wildly in his veins, a betraying rhythm that pounded through him with each heartbeat, awakening that hidden craving for direction, for being useful in this twisted, humiliating way. The more the shame twisted in his gut, the more it fueled a forbidden hunger, his arousal building despite himself, every nerve ending alive with the electric promise of obedience.
He glanced up at her, those soft brown eyes wide with uncertainty, his boyish face flushed beneath the faint stubble, searching for some escape in her glinting stare. But there was none—only the quiet certainty of her stance, hand on her hip, towering over him like a figure from one of his half-buried fantasies.
“No,” he whispered, the syllable escaping his lips like a fragile wisp of smoke, unconvincing even to his own ears, more a desperate plea for mercy than any real stand of refusal. His voice cracked on the edge of it, high and wavering, betraying the boyish uncertainty etched into his soft features, those brown eyes darting away as if they could hide from her unyielding gaze.
Deep down, the act of denial sparked a familiar wilting—his cock shrinking, growing flabby and limp against the confining lace of the panties, a physical echo of his faltering resolve. It was as if his body recognized the doom in this fleeting bid for independence, punishing him with softness where submission had promised electric heat, leaving him teetering on the precipice, hunger clashing with the shame that only fueled his hidden cravings.
“You’ll lose the game,” Loretta said evenly. “And you hate losing more than you hate shame.”
She was right, damn her. He swallowed, legs trembling, then slid down off the bed. The rug pressed against his knees; the corset pinched as he bent. He folded his hands, trying to look casual, and ended up looking exactly like a supplicant.
Loretta smiled. “There. Doesn’t that feel more natural already?”
He blurted a joke, weak. “Yeah, I’ve always wanted rug burn as a fashion statement.”
“Keep talking,” she murmured, “and I’ll make you describe exactly what Rachel said about your tongue.”
His words died.
Loretta undid her trousers with unhurried grace. His face flamed.
“Open,” she ordered.
He shook his head, voice cracking. “Loretta—”
Her hand threaded through his hair, firm but not cruel. “You hated the guessing. Remember? Rachel rolling her eyes, nudging your head this way, pulling you back when you pressed too hard? You never knew what she wanted. I’ll tell you exactly what to do. No guessing. No failure. Only obedience.”
Something in him buckled. His lips parted.
“Good girl,” Loretta murmured, her voice a velvet coil around his fraying resolve, and she guided him forward with that steady hand in his hair, pulling him closer to where her trousers hung open, the air thick with the scent of her arousal mingling with his own mounting shame.
She paused there, letting the moment stretch, her eyes locking onto his flushed face. Then, with deliberate calm, she instructed him to lower her panties—sliding them down her thighs herself at first, just enough to expose her, before making him take over, his fingers trembling against the lace. “Now lick my cunt,” she said, emphasizing the word with a sharp, commanding edge that made it sound both filthy and inevitable. But she wasn’t done; she tilted his chin up, forcing him to meet her gaze. “No, ask for it first. Ask to kiss my cunt, in the sweetest, girliest voice you have. Beg like the eager little thing you are.”
The words hit him like a spark to dry tinder—humiliating, emasculating, yet they surged through him, stiffening him further against the confines of his jeans, his body betraying him with a rush of excitement that left him dizzy and achingly hard. He hesitated, throat tight, but the command pulled at that hidden core of him, the part that craved this direction, this erasure of his fumbling uncertainty. In a voice pitched high and soft, almost a whisper of feigned innocence, he obeyed: “Please, may I kiss your cunt? Pretty please?”
Her approving hum vibrated through him, stoking the fire. She nodded, and as he leaned in, the first taste overwhelmed him: the intimate heat of her skin against his lips, the salty tang that bloomed on his tongue, sharp and musky like nothing he’d ever truly savored before, not in all his awkward attempts with Rachel. Panic flared instantly, a reflexive urge to pull back, to escape the intensity and the raw vulnerability of it all—his mind screaming that this was too much, too exposed, too far from the man he pretended to be.
But her hand in his hair tightened, not harshly, but with an unyielding grip that anchored him there, reminding him without words that retreat wasn’t an option, that obedience was his only path now.
“Stay,” she said.
He stayed.
“Now listen. Slow circles. Gentle. Not frantic. Rachel hated when you were frantic.”
Humiliation blazed, but he obeyed. His tongue moved in slow arcs, deliberate, careful.
“Yes,” Loretta sighed. “Better. Already better than you ever were with her.”
A visceral shudder wracked his body at her words, starting from the nape of his neck and cascading downward like an electric current. His swollen cock strained against the rough denim of his jeans, each brush of fabric sending sharp jolts through him—half pain, half unbearable stimulation—but he clenched his jaw and kept dutifully working. Even the discomfort felt like praise when it came from her.  
"Now softer," she commanded, voice dripping with that casual authority that made his breath hitch. He could hear the smirk in her tone without looking up. "Taste, don't devour. That was always your mistake—rushing, clawing, desperate to prove something instead of actually pleasing anyone."  
He willed himself to slow further, his tongue now barely grazing her skin with deliberate restraint. The flavor of her filled his senses, heady and intoxicating, as he drew his tongue slowly across his palate, savoring every trace of her on his lips. His throat tightened with involuntary pleasure as he lapped gently at her, swirling the warm, salty-sweet tang in his mouth like a fine wine—something to be relished, not rushed. The weight of her approval settled heavier between his legs than any physical touch ever could.  
He nearly whimpered then, intoxicated not just by taste but by the sheer, dizzying correctness of it—no second-guessing, no clumsy urgency, just perfect, aching obedience. Beneath the layers of shame, euphoria bloomed.  
This was what he'd been starving for.
good.  
And god, nothing had ever felt sweeter.
“See? You’re learning. You just needed someone to tell you how.”
His shame twisted with something darker. He wasn’t failing. He wasn’t fumbling. He was doing exactly what she wanted. And for once, he knew it.
“Flick now,” Loretta breathed. “Quick, light. Yes. That rhythm. Hold it. Don’t lose it.”
His tongue ached, jaw tightening, but he held steady. Each time she groaned, relief surged through him like a drug. I’m not clueless. I’m not failing. I’m doing it right.
“Stop,” she ordered suddenly.
He froze.
“Describe it,” she said, eyes blazing. “As if Rachel were watching. Tell me what she’d say.”
He groaned. “Loretta…”
“Say it.” She tugged his hair, forcing him to look up at her. “Tell me.”
Humiliation clawed at his throat. “She’d… she’d say I finally stopped fumbling.”
“Again.”
“She’d say I was doing it right. That I was—serving her the way she wanted.”
“And how do you feel, Samantha?”
He shook, shame and arousal tearing through him. “…Relieved.”
Loretta’s smile was pure triumph. “Exactly. You hate not knowing. You love being told. This is why you were never meant to lead. This is why you’re mine.”
She pressed him back into place. “Now firmer. Yes. Stay steady. Don’t falter.”
He obeyed, lips slick, tongue straining, but each command pulled him deeper into the rhythm. Her praise came sharp and sweet — “good,” “better,” “that’s right” — and each word lit through him like current.
His cock throbbed uselessly, ignored, forgotten. All that mattered was her voice, her approval, her hand guiding him.
“Say it,” she gasped. “Say you like being told what to do.”
His pride rebelled.
“Say it!”
His voice broke. “I like being told what to do!”
“Again!”
“I like being told what to do!”
Her cry tore through the room. She shuddered, climax breaking over him, her thighs trembling against his face. His mouth filled with her taste. His body shook with hers.
At last she loosened her grip, let him draw back. His lips glistened, chin wet, eyes wide and dazed.
Loretta looked down at him, suit rumpled, tie loose, hair wild. She smiled like a queen surveying her knight.
“There,” she said softly. “Now you understand. Rachel didn’t want fumbling hands. She wanted this — devotion, obedience, precision. And you, Samantha, you were always meant to give it.”
He wanted to deny it. To stand, to wipe his face, to reclaim something. But his body betrayed him: trembling, aroused, strangely at peace.
And in that peace, the truth whispered through him like confession:
He liked being told what to do.






  
  Chapter six








 Mac’s Arrival


“Perfect timing,” she said. 
Sam’s stomach dropped. “Who—who is that?”
“You’ll see.”
“Loretta, I can’t—”
“You can.” She crossed to the door, heels clicking with deliberate rhythm. She opened it.
The man who entered filled the doorway like a shadow. Broad shoulders, close-cropped hair, confidence radiating from his easy stance. His voice was low, unhurried. “Evening.”
“Mac,” Loretta said warmly. “Right on time.”
Mac’s gaze flicked to Sam, still on his knees in blouse and scarf, corset tugging at his ribs. A grin spread across his face, equal parts amused and hungry. “So this is him.”
Sam scrambled to his feet, face burning. “Loretta, what the hell—”
Loretta's command sliced through the air with sharp precision, her voice carrying that familiar effortless dominance that always made Sam's stomach flutter. "Sit." The single syllable landed like the crack of a riding crop, snapping him to attention despite the whirlwind of protest still forming in his throat. 
He felt his knees weaken instantly, that instinctive subservience overriding everything else—his objections, his male pride, even the lingering discomfort from the corset's tight embrace around his ribs. Before he could think, his body obeyed, sinking back onto his knees with an ungraceful thud. The stockings rasped against the carpet as he adjusted his posture, humiliation pooling hot in his gut even as it sent a traitorous thrill up his spine. 
A blush crept up his neck—part shame, part dizzying arousal—as he realized how naturally he'd complied, how thoroughly conditioned his submission had become. He hated it. He craved it. Loretta watched with satisfied amusement, her manicured fingers tapping idly against her thigh while she let him stew in the silence.
Loretta gestured to Mac. “This is the real man you need. The one who doesn’t fumble. The one who knows what to do without being told.”
Sam's throat constricted. "You— you orchestrated this?"
“Of course,” Loretta said smoothly. “Did you think all this was just for my amusement? Samantha, everything has been for your education. And tonight’s lesson requires Mac.”
Mac stepped closer, towering over Sam. He smelled of cologne and smoke, his presence heavy in the room. “Cute,” he said, tilting Sam’s chin up with two fingers. “She already looks half-trained.”
Sam jerked back, but Mac’s grip tightened.
Loretta watched with cool amusement. “She’s still learning. That’s where you come in.”
Sam’s pulse thundered in his ears like a trapped bird, his breath coming in shallow, panicked hitches. The admission clawed its way up his constricted throat, each word tasting like bile. “N-no,” he stammered, voice cracking under the weight of decades-old fears. “I can’t— I’m not—” 
His fingers twisted in the fabric of his skirt, the delicate material crumpling in his clammy grip as if it might anchor him. The denial was reflexive, desperate, the same hollow protest that had echoed through every locker room and whiskey-fueled confession since puberty. But here, kneeling between them, the lie dissolved like sugar on his tongue—too sweet to hold any substance.
Loretta arched one perfectly sculpted brow, her gaze dissecting him with surgical precision. “You’re not what, Samantha?” The name slithered through the room, wrapping around his ribs like a branding iron.
Sam shuddered. Fourteen years of Catholic school, his father’s sneers at pride parades on TV, the way the guys at the office joked about “faggots” after Friday beers—all of it condensed into a single, trembling syllable. “I’m not… g-gay.” The word barely made it past his lips, choked by the phantom taste of communion wafers and teenage shame. 
Somewhere beneath the stockings and lace, his traitorous body thrilled at the lie.
Loretta chuckled. “Of course you’re not. Only men are gay. You’re not a man. You’ve proven that again and again.” She leaned close, voice dripping. “You weren’t good enough for Rachel. No man would want you. But as a girl? Straight men like Mac can enjoy you just fine.”
The words gutted him. He stared at her, mouth opening and closing.
“On your knees,” Mac said flatly.
Sam froze. “No.”
The slap came fast, sharp across his cheek. His head snapped to the side, breath catching. He gasped, stunned less by the pain than by the hot jolt of arousal that surged through him in its wake.
Loretta’s smile widened. “See? He loves it.”
“I—” Sam stammered, horrified at himself.
Mac’s hand pressed his shoulder. “Down.”
And he went. Knees hitting the rug again, breath ragged, shame pouring over him.
Loretta's voice curled around him like smoke—soft at the edges, but with a core that wouldn’t bend. "Open for him, Samantha." The command slithered through the air, honey-thick and unyielding. "Let Mac see how eager you are to please. Prove you finally understand what you’re for." Her fingers traced the line of his jaw, nails scraping just enough to sting. "You were never any good as a man. But like this?" A laugh, low and knowing. "Sweet thing like you could make a man forget what you used to be."   
Sam shuddered. His pulse hammered in his throat as the words soaked into him—filthy, shameful, electric. Being a girl. That was the trick of it, wasn’t it? The loophole that let his body sing instead of recoil. If he was Samantha, then the rough grip in his hair, the ache in his knees, the thick press against his lips... none of it made him a fag. Just a girl doing what pretty girls were made to do. The thought unspooled hot and dizzying in his gut: obedience as absolution.  
And God help him, it worked.
Sam hesitated, trembling. Mac’s hand gripped his hair, yanking his face close.
“Do it,” Mac growled.
Sam’s fingers trembled as he reached for the zipper of Mac’s pants, the metal teeth parting with a slow, rasping sound that echoed in the charged silence of the room. He tugged downward, and there it was—Mac’s cock springing free, thick and veined, towering in a way that made Sam’s stomach twist with a fresh wave of inadequacy. It dwarfed his own in every sense, a brutal reminder of everything he’d never measured up to as a man: the girth, the insistent hardness, the sheer masculine presence that mocked his wiry frame and timid desires. Panic clawed at him, urging him to bolt, to scramble away from this looming threat that screamed wrongness in his gut—but good girls didn’t run. Good girls knelt and obeyed, and wasn’t that the salvation he clung to now? Samantha wouldn’t flinch; she’d open wide and prove her worth.
His lips parted on a shaky breath, soft and painted in that cheap lipstick Loretta had smeared across them earlier, the crimson stain a badge of his surrender. Humiliation burned through him like liquid fire, scorching his cheeks and pooling low in his belly as Mac’s rough hand shoved him forward, guiding—no, forcing—his mouth toward the waiting heat.
The taste hit first, salty and musky, invading his senses like an unwelcome intruder claiming territory. Then the heat, radiating off the skin in waves that made his own body flush in confused response, and the weight—God, the impossible weight of it sliding across his tongue, filling him until his jaw ached with the strain. It was all so alien, so overwhelmingly male, stirring instincts buried deep: pull back, gag, spit it out, resist this violation that threatened to unmake him. His throat tightened, a reflexive choke rising, but Mac’s fingers tightened in his hair like iron vices, holding him steady, pinning him in place with that unyielding grip that stripped away any illusion of choice.
Loretta’s voice cut through the haze, smooth and commanding, wrapping around his fracturing thoughts like a lifeline he didn’t deserve.
“Already better at pleasing a cock than you ever were using yours.”
Sam let out a low, trembling moan that escaped his lips despite himself, a sound laced with raw shame that vibrated through his chest and settled like lead in his gut. It was the kind of noise he'd never made before—not in moments of triumph or fleeting pleasure, but born from this twisted surrender, this forcible remaking of who he thought he was. His body betrayed him utterly, every nerve alight with the humiliation of it all, as if his very skin recoiled from the truth unfolding in that dim, stifling room.
Beneath the constricting hug of those jeans—pulled tight like a corset around his narrow hips, the denim biting into his flesh and emphasizing the feminine curve Loretta had forced upon him—his cock throbbed with insistent, futile urgency. It strained against the fabric, ignored and unwanted in this act of service, a humiliating reminder of his inadequacy as a man, yet it pulsed with a hardness he'd seldom known in his ordinary life, rigid and aching in ways that mocked his usual softness, his chronic failures. The more the shame washed over him, the more it fueled that treacherous arousal, turning degradation into a dark, intoxicating hunger that made him crave the very commands stripping him bare.
“Slow,” Loretta coached. “Don’t rush. Let him feel your mouth. That’s it. You’re serving him, not yourself.”
Sam obeyed, cheeks burning, tears pricking his eyes. Each movement felt impossible, degrading. And yet, with every groan Mac gave, relief flickered through him. He wasn’t failing. Not this time.
“Look at that,” Loretta murmured. “So desperate."
Mac thrust harder, slapping Sam’s cheek lightly when he gagged. “Take it.”
And Sam obeyed without hesitation, his body buzzing with the sickening rush of shame and need. The rough way Mac gripped his hair, the authoritative pressure forcing him deeper, the absolute certainty of the older man’s control—it all seared through him, hotter and more relentless than anything he’d ever known. Every humiliation crackled through his nerves, sharpening the desperate pleasure until he was trembling with it, his breath ragged and his skin on fire.  
The realization struck him like a punch to the gut: this was what he craved, had always craved, even when he didn’t know the name for it. The surrender. The helplessness. The way Mac used him, the way Loretta orchestrated it, proved he was exactly where he was meant to be—not a man failing to measure up, but a girl whose only purpose was to serve.  
A choked sound escaped him, part sob, part moan, as the sick truth coiled tight in his chest. He hated it. He loved it. He wanted to be disgusted, wanted to pull away—but instead, he leaned into Mac’s grip, greedy for more.
Loretta leaned close, whispering so only he could hear. “You don’t want to fail again, do you? Not here. Not now. Not with him watching. Prove you can be worth something. Prove you can be my good girl.”
Sam whimpered around Mac, desperate, frantic to please. He hollowed his cheeks, tried different rhythms, listened to Mac’s groans as cues. Each sound of approval lit through him, each slap sent him deeper into obedience.
He was no longer thinking of Rachel, of protest, of pride. Only of not failing. Only of being enough at last.
When Mac finally climaxed, his grip tightening on the back of Sam's head like a vise, yanking him forward with unyielding force, Sam nearly choked on the sudden, overwhelming rush. The man's body shuddered against him, hips bucking in sharp, insistent thrusts that filled Sam's mouth with a bitter, scalding heat—thick and unrelenting, spilling down his throat in waves that made his eyes water and his stomach twist in protest. 
Humiliation crested like a tidal wave, crashing over him, drowning out everything else; it wasn't just the act itself, but the way it stripped him bare, exposed the desperate hunger beneath his boyish facade, the wiry frame that trembled now not from fear alone, but from a twisted, aching need. He swallowed convulsively, gulping it down because Mac's fingers dug into his scalp, holding him pinned there with no escape, because Loretta's sharp gaze bored into him from across the room, silently commanding obedience, expecting nothing less than total surrender—and because, in that moment, there truly was no other choice, no room for the timid sales manager in his bland khakis to assert himself, only this girl, this vessel, proving her worth through submission.
The heat lingered on his tongue, a lingering reminder of what he'd become, even as Mac's groans tapered off into heavy breaths. Sam's soft brown eyes, rimmed with unshed tears, flicked upward briefly, catching the satisfaction in Mac's face, the casual dominance that made Sam's own body respond with an unwelcome throb of arousal—hard proof that every humiliation only fueled his craving, turning revulsion into something darkly exhilarating. He hated how it excited him, how the fear of being seen as gay twisted into relief at embracing this feminine role, where it all made a sick kind of sense.
At last, Mac released him with a dismissive shove, his hand falling away as if discarding a used toy. Sam collapsed back onto his heels, his knees aching from the hard floor, his wiry frame slumping forward in exhausted defeat. His lips were swollen and tender, slick with residue, and his face was a mess—wet streaks of tears mingling with spit and worse, tracing salty paths down his uncertain jawline, past the faint stubble that suddenly felt out of place on this body he was learning to redefine. He looked up at them both, dazed and utterly ruined, his hunched shoulders quivering, his mind a fog of lingering obedience and the faint, flickering hope that he'd finally been enough.
Loretta’s smile was radiant. “Perfect. See, Samantha? You’re not gay. You’re not a man. You’re a girl. And straight men like Mac want you.”
Sam’s chest heaved. The truth slammed into him with brutal clarity: she was right. He’d been a failure as a man. But as a girl, he had a chance not to fail.
And that chance — the desperate, burning need not to disappoint again — was enough to make him whisper, trembling:
“Thank you.”
* * *






  
  Chapter seven








Real Life Intrudes


Sam arrived at the warehouse Monday morning with a skull-splitting headache and a nervous stomach. The weekend had blurred into something surreal: Loretta’s instructions, Mac’s heavy presence, the sting of his hand across Sam’s cheek, the humiliating obedience that had followed. It clung to him now like a film, and no amount of hot shower water had rinsed it away. 
The fluorescent lights in the sales office buzzed faintly, the chatter of clerks and the beep of barcode scanners echoing in the distance. Sam, sales manager for Unit 12, was supposed to be the steady hand — the one who smoothed over client calls, settled disputes with the pickers, and motivated the sales reps to hit quota. Authority. Confidence. Direction.
He felt none of it.
He tried to bury himself in spreadsheets, the familiar columns of numbers and quarterly projections offering a refuge from the chaos in his head. But concentration felt impossible. Every few minutes, his eyes would drift upward from the glowing screen, pulled by movement in the hallway beyond his glass-walled office.
A woman from Accounts stopped at the copier just outside his door, her navy pencil skirt hugging the gentle curve of her hips with professional precision. Sam found himself transfixed by the way the fabric stretched taut when she bent slightly to pull a fresh packet of paper from the lower tray, the seam running straight down the back of her legs. His face burned with embarrassment as he realized how long he'd been staring. He yanked his gaze back to his monitor, the Excel cells blurring together as his pulse hammered in his throat.
Focus. Just focus on the numbers.
But then it happened again — another rep walking past, this one wearing a silk blouse patterned in soft florals, pale pink roses scattered across cream fabric. The material swished gently against her torso as she walked briskly toward the breakroom, catching the fluorescent light with each step. Sam's eyes lingered on the way the blouse draped over her shoulders, the delicate shimmer at the collar where a thin line of lace peeked through.
He realized, with a sick twist in his stomach, that he wasn't thinking about how attractive she looked so much as how it would feel on him — the cool silk against his skin, the way it would move when he walked, the softness of those tiny roses under his fingertips.
He dug his nails into his palm under the desk. Stop. Stop. You’re at work. You’re Sam, not…
But the thoughts wouldn’t stop.
Even worse was the creeping awareness that had started to consume him—his attention snagging now on the men that moved through the office with casual masculine ease. The younger sales associates striding past his cubicle in their tailored chinos that hugged lean thighs, the warehouse supervisors lounging by the printer in worn jeans faded soft from countless washes. His gaze, traitorous and restless, kept flickering downward—brief, furtive glances at the folds of fabric between their legs. He catalogued the faint impressions beneath denim and twill, the way some bulges tapered while others swelled prominently against seams. Every glimpse sent heat licking through him even as his throat tightened with self-loathing.  
No, no. Look away—  
But the thoughts came anyway: phantom sensations of warmth and weight in his palms, the imagined musk of skin, the taste of salt. His pulse stuttered wildly at the images his brain conjured without permission.  
Then—revulsion, crashing over him like ice water. He’d squeeze his eyes shut, nails biting into his thighs under the desk.  
Christ, what’s wrong with you? You don’t—you can’t—  
Yet beneath the disgust, electric and undeniable, his body betrayed him, stirring hungrily against the confines of his dull work khakis.
The day dragged on in that tortured rhythm. Every time he thought he had his focus back, his gaze betrayed him again. By mid-afternoon, he felt a cold bead of sweat trickle down his spine.
“Sam?”
The voice made him jump. He turned. It was Rachel.
She stood at his doorway, clipboard in hand, her hair pulled back into the tidy bun she always wore for work. Rachel, the ex-girlfriend who had left him months ago, who had once sighed in his bed with exasperation, who had once told him he never seemed to know what to do.
And now she was here as Human Relations, the one role he couldn’t afford to cross.
“Can you come by my office for a few minutes?” she asked. Her tone was polite, professional. But her eyes lingered on him in a way that made his skin prickle.
“Uh… sure,” he said, voice too fast. “Now?”
“Now would be good.”
Her office was small but organized — HR binders on the shelf, a neat desk, a pot of fake ivy drooping in the corner. She gestured for him to sit.
“Everything okay?” Sam asked, forcing a smile.
Rachel folded her hands. “I wanted to talk about some concerns that were raised.”
His stomach dropped. “Concerns?”
“About you seeming… distracted.” She glanced at her notes. “A couple of employees mentioned you’ve been staring at them in ways that made them uncomfortable.”
Sam’s chest tightened. “Wait — what? Rachel, I—”
“I’m not accusing you,” she said quickly, but her tone was measured, careful. “It’s my job to follow up when these things come in. You’re in a management position. Even the perception of impropriety is serious.”
His mind raced. Did they see? Was I that obvious? He forced a chuckle. “You know me, Rachel. I’ve probably just been zoning out. End-of-quarter stress, staring into space — maybe someone thought it was about them.”
Rachel didn’t smile. She studied him. “Maybe.”
He shifted in his chair. “Look, I’d never… you know me.”
Her gaze softened slightly, but only slightly. “I do know you. That’s why I wanted to handle this myself instead of escalating. Just… be mindful, Sam. People notice things.”
“Right. Of course. Thank you.”
Her eyes flicked down his face, paused on his lips. For one chilling second, Sam wondered if she could see the faint shine left from Loretta’s gloss two nights ago. He licked his lips nervously, which only seemed to confirm something for her.
Rachel tilted her head. “Are you seeing someone?”
The question hit like a slap. “What? No. Why?”
She shrugged lightly, though her eyes stayed sharp. “You look… different. Softer, maybe. Happier? Or distracted. Hard to tell.”
His laugh cracked. “Just… trying a new moisturizer, I guess.”
Rachel raised an eyebrow, unconvinced, but let it go. “Alright. Just keep things professional. Please.”
“Of course,” Sam said too quickly.
When she dismissed him, he left with his pulse hammering in his ears.
Back in his office, Sam closed the door and slumped into his chair. His mind whirled.
Loretta.
This had her fingerprints all over it. The timing, the way Rachel had honed in, the suspicion. Loretta had joked just last week that she could “pull HR strings if she needed to.” He hadn’t thought she meant it literally.
But now… now he wasn’t sure.
The thought made his stomach churn. Loretta wasn’t just in his bedroom anymore. She was in his workplace. Manipulating his reputation. Making Rachel suspicious. Tightening the leash.
And the worst part? Some part of him thrilled at it. The danger. The humiliation. The sense that Samantha was being dragged into daylight against his will.
He buried his face in his hands. God, what is wrong with me?
The rest of the day passed in a haze. Rachel’s eyes seemed to follow him everywhere, even when she wasn’t near. At lunch, he caught her glancing his way when he nearly dropped his fork while staring at a male coworker’s lap. He covered with brittle humor, joking about clumsiness, but his cheeks burned hot.
By four o’clock, Sam felt like his skin was too thin for the world. Every glance felt like scrutiny. Every whisper in the breakroom sounded like his name.
When the shift ended and the warehouse emptied, he locked himself in the men’s bathroom. The mirror showed him a pale, tense man with lips still faintly soft, eyes still too wide. He splashed water on his face, gripping the sink until his knuckles whitened.
“Pull it together,” he muttered at his reflection. “You’re Sam. Sales manager. You’re not—”
But the words faltered. His reflection looked almost delicate in the harsh fluorescent light. His lips really did look softer. His posture slumped in a way that seemed almost… submissive.
He closed his eyes, but Mac’s voice slammed into his memory: Take it. Loretta’s voice followed: Only men are gay. You’re not a man.
His cock stirred despite himself. He bit his lip hard, willing it away.
“I can stop this,” he whispered to the mirror, voice trembling. “I can stop anytime.”
But he didn’t believe it. Not anymore.







  
  Chapter eight








The Confrontation


The adhesive was cool against his chest, tacky in a way that made him want to flinch back, but Loretta’s hand was steady and insistent. 
“Hold still,” she said, voice calm, professional, like a tailor fitting a suit. Her fingers pressed the silicone form against his bare skin, smoothing it outward so the edge vanished into him. Then she repeated the motion on the other side, stepping back to study her work with a critical eye.
Sam glanced down, expecting the usual absurd parody — something cartoonish he could laugh off. But these weren’t novelty lumps. They moved. They sat against his ribs with a natural weight, tugging faintly at his shoulders as if they belonged. When Loretta adjusted his bra straps over them, the pressure settled, and the fabric of the cream camisole she had chosen curved naturally, buttons straining in the exact way he had seen countless women complain about.
He gulped loudly. "Holy smokes, Loretta... these things feel... legit."
“That’s the point.” She smirked, tucking a stray thread from the blouse back into place. “You can’t play a role halfway.” The breasts that rattled him. His body was being rewritten in front of his eyes, and part of him wanted to tear it all off, to shout that this wasn’t him.
Loretta’s hand came to rest lightly against his chest. “See how they rise when you breathe? How they press when you cross your arms? You’ll forget they’re not real soon enough.”
“I don’t want to—” He stopped, because he didn’t know how to finish the sentence. He didn’t want to, and yet his heart was racing, his palms damp. The mirror pulled his gaze back again and again.
“Not bad for a start,” Loretta mused, stepping behind him now. “But you need more than breasts to pass.”
He tried to joke, voice hoarse. “What’s next, hormone therapy?”
“Not yet.” Her grin flashed in the mirror as she set the wig on its stand beside him. “Hair.”
The wig was heavier than he had expected. Not a Halloween piece, but human hair, glossy, dark, cut into a style that brushed the shoulders and framed the face. Loretta adjusted the cap over his head, smoothing it snug. Her fingers combed the strands forward, parting them with quick, deft movements. She fussed with the lace at his hairline, blending it so convincingly that when she finally pulled her hands away, the transformation jolted him.
The person in the mirror wasn’t a man in drag. The long hair softened his jaw, shaded his eyes, draped against the blouse in a way that looked alarmingly natural. Combined with the breasts, the corset’s pinch at his waist, and the soft sweep of color Loretta had brushed into his cheeks earlier, the effect was… devastating.
His stomach flipped. “That’s not me.”
“Of course it is.” Loretta’s voice was warm now, coaxing. She rested her chin on his shoulder, her lips near his ear. “Look at you. Nearly complete. Nearly perfect.”
He shook his head, but his reflection shook back, and the denial felt hollow.
But now Loretta's voice took on that commanding edge he'd come to crave and fear in equal measure. "You're going to be properly dressed," she announced, moving to the closet with predatory grace. When she turned back, a slinky red dress hung from her fingers like liquid shadow, and beside it on the bed, she placed a pair of sleek heels that gleamed under the bedroom lights.
"Put them on," she ordered, her tone brooking no argument.
Sam's hands trembled as he reached for the dress. The fabric was softer than anything he'd ever owned — some kind of jersey material that seemed to flow like water between his fingers. As he pulled it over his head, the sensation was unlike anything he'd experienced. The dress didn't just cover his body; it seemed to caress every curve the corset had created, every line Loretta had sculpted. The material whispered against his skin as it settled, clinging in all the right places, the hem falling to mid-thigh with a sultry confidence that made his breath catch.
The heels were another revelation entirely. As he slipped his feet into them, the added height changed everything — his posture, the way his hips moved, the gentle sway that seemed to happen automatically. Each step sent little shocks of awareness through his body, the unfamiliar balance forcing him to move with a feminine grace he'd never known he possessed.
When he finally turned to face the mirror, the sight nearly buckled his knees. The sensuous creature looking back at him bore no resemblance to the awkward sales manager who'd walked through Loretta's door. This was someone else entirely — someone beautiful, desirable, completely and utterly feminine. His lips parted in shock, and even that small gesture looked seductive in the reflection.
“Now,” Loretta whispered, her smile visible in the mirror, “you’re ready for company.”
Sam’s breath stuttered, dread and anticipation warring in his chest. “Company?”
But Loretta only pressed her finger to his glossed lips and winked.
The doorbell rang, sharp and ordinary, yet it struck Sam like a gunshot. His whole body stiffened.
“Who—who is that?” His voice cracked.
Loretta’s smile widened in the mirror. “Company.”
“Loretta, no—don’t you dare—”
But she was already striding to the door, heels clicking on the wood floor. Sam stumbled forward, clutching at the scarf at his throat as though it could erase everything else, but it was too late. The door swung open.
Rachel stood framed in the doorway, her hair pulled into a neat bun she always wore for work, her blazer still buttoned. She looked ordinary, professional — until her eyes landed on him.
Her jaw dropped.
The silence stretched, a second, then two. Sam’s heart thundered in his ears.
“Sam?” Rachel’s voice was sharp, incredulous. “What the hell—”
He shook his head wildly, the wig swishing around his face. “Rachel, it’s not—it’s not what it looks like!”
“What it looks like?” She stepped inside, eyes darting over the dress caressing his body, the painted lips, the wig. “It looks like you’re dressed up like a woman.”
Loretta closed the door softly behind her, smile curling. “Exactly what it looks like.”
Rachel’s gaze cut to her. “You did this?”
Loretta’s tone was smooth, amused. “Oh, he was more than willing.”
“Liar!” Sam blurted. “Rachel, no—she made me—this is a stupid game, hers, not mine.” He forced a laugh, high and brittle. “Just a joke, okay? A crazy joke.”
Loretta tilted her head, circling behind him like a predator. “A game, is it?” Her hand slid between his thighs, pressing against the corset-tight denim. Sam yelped, stumbling back, but her grip was firm.
Rachel’s mouth fell open. “Oh, my God.”
Loretta’s voice was velvet over steel. “Then prove it. If you’re still a man, if this is just dress-up, fuck her right now. Take her.” She gave his crotch a squeeze. “Show her.”
Sam’s face went scarlet. His body betrayed him utterly — flat, lifeless, no response.
Loretta’s laugh was low, cruel. “Not even a twitch. Not even the thought of her gets you hard anymore.”
Rachel’s breath caught, horror and realization mixing in her eyes. Her voice came out hoarse. “God… it’s true.”
Sam looked at her helplessly, mouth opening, closing, no words left.
And Loretta only smiled, stepping back, letting the silence crush him.
Rachel’s eyes stayed locked on Sam, disbelief still etched across her face. He was frozen there in blouse and wig, chest straining against breasts that weren’t his, lips trembling with gloss. Shame radiated off him like heat.
Loretta’s voice slid into the silence, low and cutting. “You see? He never satisfied you as a man.” She stepped around, close to Rachel now, her hand resting lightly on the back of a chair as if she owned the room. “Not once did he take control, did he make you feel claimed. You told me yourself, Rachel — he fumbled, he hesitated, he left you cold.”
Rachel’s lips parted, the protest stalling on her tongue. Memories flickered unbidden: long nights of Sam’s “gentleness,” his endless checking, asking, apologizing, the way she’d eventually just turn away and murmur she was tired. She had loved him once, truly, but she had never been satisfied.
Loretta’s smile deepened. “But as your girl…” She gestured at Sam, who flinched. “As your obedient little thing, on his knees, licking, serving — he could worship you properly. Devotion without fumbling. Service without ego.”
Rachel shook her head, though softer now. “This is insane. You can’t just… flip someone.”
“Flip?” Loretta’s laugh was silken. “He’s been falling into this for weeks. You see how quick he was to drop his excuses just now. You saw what I saw — no arousal, not even with you in front of him. But he did obey me. He always obeys. That’s who he is.”
Sam croaked, “Rachel, please…”
Loretta silenced him with a glance before turning back. “Don’t believe me. Test it. One word. Just try it.”
Rachel’s brows knit. “What?”
“Tell him to kneel.” Loretta’s whisper was coaxing, intimate. “Just try. See what happens.”
Rachel’s eyes darted between them — Loretta’s poised certainty, Sam’s stricken face. Her throat worked. “I can’t.”
“You can.” Loretta leaned in, her lips brushing Rachel’s ear. “Don’t think. Just say it.”
Rachel exhaled slowly, nerves trembling through her body. Finally, barely audible: “Sam… kneel.”
Sam’s breath hitched. He shook his head once, twice — but his body betrayed him. Slowly, awkwardly, he sank to his knees, wig falling across his cheeks, dress tightening over the false swell of breasts. And he could feel himself hardening, the fabric of his dress straining against his arousal.
Rachel’s hand flew to her mouth. “Oh my God.”
Loretta’s voice purred. “See? He can’t resist. You hold the leash, Rachel. Not me. Not him. You.”
Rachel laughed, shaky and incredulous. “He actually—he really—”
“Say it again,” Loretta coaxed.
Rachel’s eyes widened, her pulse drumming. She tried again, voice steadier this time. “Stay there. On your knees.”
Sam stayed. His cheeks burned, eyes downcast, humiliated, aroused.
And something inside Rachel shifted. The embarrassment didn’t vanish, but it tangled with something sharper — a thrill sparking at the sight of him kneeling, not from accident or apology, but because she told him to.
Her cheeks flushed. She looked at Loretta, breathless. “He did it. Just… like that.”
Loretta’s hand settled gently on her shoulder. “Yes. Because that’s who he is. And now you see it, don’t you? He was never meant to lead you. He was meant to serve you.”
Rachel’s lips pressed together, hiding the tremor of a smile she didn’t want to acknowledge. But her eyes stayed fixed on Sam, kneeling, humiliated — and hers to command.
Sam’s knees ached against the rug, but the greater pain was in his chest — the sheer impossibility of the moment. Rachel, the woman he’d once held, the woman he’d once dreamed of marrying, stood above him now, her eyes narrowed with confusion and something else, something sharper.
“Have him kiss your foot,” Loretta purred, her hand brushing Rachel’s arm. “Command him.”
Rachel laughed nervously. “That’s… ridiculous.”
But Sam’s stomach flipped. Ridiculous? Or inevitable? He wanted her to laugh it off, to walk out, to tell Loretta this had gone far enough. And yet, a traitorous part of him clung to the possibility — the image of Rachel looking down at him, not with disappointment, but with command.
Rachel hesitated, then said softly, “…Sam. Kiss my foot.”
Sam’s eyes darted up, searching hers. They had once exchanged I love yous across pillows, whispered in the dark. Now her voice, hesitant but firm, cut through him like a blade.
“Rachel, please—” His voice cracked, humiliatingly thin.
She bit her lip, uncertain. Loretta only tilted her head, urging her on.
Rachel tried again, louder this time. “Do it.”
Sam felt his body betray him. His head bent, lips brushing the leather of her shoe. The taste was faintly bitter, the gesture absurd — and yet the air in the room shifted. Rachel gasped, her breath catching.
Sam’s stomach twisted. He wanted to die from shame, but beneath it a dangerous heat flared. He had failed her in every way as a man; maybe this, this abasement, was the only way left to be near her.
Rachel’s eyes widened. “He really—he actually…”
Loretta’s voice cut in, but Sam barely heard it. His focus was on Rachel’s face — the flush on her cheeks, the tremble in her lips, the thrill she was trying not to admit.
“Again,” Rachel said suddenly, testing. “Kiss it again.”
Sam obeyed. His lips pressed to her shoe once more, and something in Rachel’s posture shifted. She straightened, shoulders squaring, a smile flickering across her face.
“Take it off,” she commanded.
His fingers trembled as he unbuckled the strap and slid the shoe free. He had undressed her feet before, on nights of wine and laughter, but never like this — never while kneeling, never while she looked down at him with such sharpness.
“Now…” She hesitated, then: “Kiss me there.”
Sam bent, lips pressing to the arch of her bare foot.
Rachel gasped again, but this time she didn’t laugh it off. Her toes curled, her blush deepened, and her voice grew steadier. “Higher. My ankle.”
Sam obeyed, kissing up her skin, humiliation burning him alive. He had dreamed of worshipping her body once — but as a man, in control, in possession. This was something else: stripped of dignity, stripped of pretense, allowed to stay close to her only by lowering himself.
He felt tears sting his eyes. Is this what it takes to keep her? Is this what I am now?
Rachel’s laughter bubbled out, no longer nervous but exhilarated. “Oh my God, look at him! He’s really doing it!”
Sam kissed higher, each command binding him tighter. With every “kiss” and “lick,” her voice grew stronger, and his will shrank smaller. He realized with a jolt of terror that Loretta wasn’t directing him anymore. Loretta had given Rachel the script, but Rachel was improvising now — finding her rhythm, her authority.
“Lift my skirt,” she ordered, eyes glittering.
Sam froze, shame locking him in place. But Rachel’s voice cracked like a whip: “Do it.”
His hands obeyed. He raised the fabric, baring her thighs, baring his own surrender.
Rachel laughed again, giddy, drunk on the sight. “Yes… just like that. Higher.”
Sam’s heart thudded. This wasn’t Loretta’s game anymore. This was Rachel’s world now — and he was nothing in it but her girl, her servant, her worshipper.
And the worst part? Some part of him welcomed it. Definitely the part that was rock hard.
Rachel’s skirt bunched in Sam’s trembling hands, the fabric rising inch by inch under her command. His breath came shallow, the weight of humiliation pressing down heavier than any corset. She leaned back in the chair, her eyes dark, her blush high.
And then, steady now, certain: “Lick me. Now.”
The words landed like shackles. Sam’s chest seized. His first instinct was to plead, to shake his head, to beg her not to see him this way. But Rachel’s tone was iron wrapped in silk, stronger than it had ever been in their years together. He couldn’t resist.
He bent forward.
Loretta, standing a few feet away, only folded her arms and smiled, silent. The teacher letting her student run the lesson.
Rachel’s hand slid into his wig, fingers fisting tight, holding him in place. “Good,” she murmured, voice trembling but commanding. “Do it right. Don’t stop.”
Sam’s lips brushed her skin. The scent of her filled his senses, familiar and foreign all at once. His tongue darted tentatively, and Rachel gasped — not in embarrassment, not in disappointment, but in pleasure.
“Yes,” she breathed. Her hips shifted against him. “More. Right there. Don’t think. Just obey.”
Sam’s shame burned through him, but beneath it, something opened. He wasn’t fumbling anymore, wasn’t failing, wasn’t guessing. For the first time in his life with her, he was exactly where she wanted him, doing exactly what she told him to do. His humiliation twisted into bliss. He was helpless, completely hers, and it felt like relief.
Rachel moaned, low and raw. “God… finally. Finally.” Her hand tightened in his hair, pushing him deeper, guiding him without hesitation. Her confidence grew with every gasp, every whimper from her own throat. This was what she’d wanted all along — not his weak attempts at dominance, not his nervous questions, but certainty. Control. Power.
Sam’s tongue obeyed every subtle tug of her hand. His own cock stirred, stiffening in his jeans, betraying him utterly. He hated himself for it — hated how much joy surged in his chest at the sound of her moans, how good it felt to be told exactly what to do.
Rachel’s voice rose, urgent now. “Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop.”
Sam clung to her, desperate, licking, worshipping, everything he couldn’t give her as a man spilling out of him now as her girl.
Rachel cried out, back arching, hips pressing against his face. Her climax tore through her, sharp and shuddering, her voice breaking in a way he had never heard in their bed before.
Sam drank in the sound of it, humiliated and yet incandescent with pride. He had finally pleased her.
When Rachel sagged back into the chair, breathless and glowing, her chest heaved, sweat beading at her temple. She looked down at him — lips wet, cheeks flushed, still kneeling between her legs — and her expression was shaken, radiant, powerful.
Sam’s head bowed. His cock throbbed painfully, hard not from conquest but from surrender. He was broken, humiliated, his pride shattered — and yet he was aroused, desperately aroused, by the very act of obedience that undid him.
Rachel touched her lips with trembling fingers, still dazed. “Oh my God…” she whispered, not disbelief now, but wonder.
Loretta finally stepped forward, her smile wide and merciless. “Beautiful,” she said softly. “You see? He was never your man. But he is your girl. And he will serve you for the rest of his life if you let him.”
Sam’s breath hitched at the words, terror and longing tangling in his chest.
Loretta bent, brushing a finger under his chin, lifting his face toward hers. “Good girl, Samantha.” Her tone was honeyed, triumphant. “Rachel is pleased with you. And that pleases me.”
Sam’s eyes filled, humiliated tears spilling down his cheeks. He wanted to deny it, to scream that this wasn’t him — but his hard cock and trembling body betrayed him completely.
But suddenly, unexpectedly, a flicker of hope sparked in Sam's chest — fragile and desperate, but undeniably real. His mind raced through the implications of what had just happened, the way Rachel had looked at him with that mixture of wonder and newfound power. If he could do this — if he could play the girl for Rachel when she needed it, slip into this role that seemed to unlock something primal in both of them — maybe there was a path back to her.
The thought terrified and thrilled him in equal measure. He could be her man when she needed strength, her girl when she craved control. Maybe this wasn't the end of everything they'd built together, but a twisted new beginning. Maybe he could navigate this strange territory Loretta had opened up, use it to reclaim what he'd lost.
His cock still throbbed insistently under his new dress, his body betraying just how much the fantasy excited him. The idea of being Rachel's secret, her hidden indulgence, sent heat coursing through him even as shame burned in his cheeks.
Loretta straightened, smoothing her skirt, her smile sharpening into something wicked. “And now…” She glanced toward the door. “It’s time for more company.”
Sam’s stomach dropped, dread and anticipation twisting together, as Rachel gasped softly beside him.
Loretta’s hand settled on the doorknob. “The night has only just begun.”






  
  Chapter nine








Learning Her Role


Rachel pulled her skirt down with shaking hands, color high in her cheeks. She couldn't look at Sam — still kneeling there, lips glistening, mascara streaked — without a confused mix of arousal and shame flooding through her. 
"I shouldn't have..." Rachel's voice cracked. "That was—"
"Perfect," Loretta interrupted smoothly, settling into the armchair across from them. "You felt it, didn't you? The power. The control you've been craving."
Rachel's breath caught. She had felt it — God help her, she'd never felt anything like it. The way Sam had submitted completely, the way her body had responded to his total surrender. But guilt twisted through the heat.
Loretta leaned forward, her voice dropping to silk threaded with steel. "I think Samantha still thinks this is a game, that she can play at being your girl but then magically transform back into your boyfriend whenever it's convenient." Her eyes glittered with cruel amusement as they fixed on Sam's kneeling form. "I think she needs to be thoroughly disabused of that little fantasy."
The words hit Sam like ice water. He felt something cold and sharp twist in his stomach as the implications sank in. What did she mean by that? Of course he could be a man again — this was all just roleplay, wasn't it? A elaborate performance designed to spice things up, to bring him and Rachel closer together. That had been the plan from the beginning, hadn't it?
But even as those thoughts raced through his mind, Sam found himself studying the carpet pattern beneath his knees, hyperaware of the way the stockings felt against his legs, the weight of the wig on his shoulders. When had kneeling started to feel so... natural? When had waiting for permission to speak become second nature?
A flutter of panic mixed with something else — something that felt disturbingly like excitement — as he realized he couldn't quite picture himself standing up right now, couldn't imagine interrupting the conversation or asserting himself. The thought of being Sam again felt foreign, like trying on clothes that no longer fit properly.
"And you," Loretta said to Rachel. "You've only experienced half of it, haven't you? You know how to take control now... but you've never been truly taken."
"What?" Rachel's eyes snapped to her.
"You've never felt what real dominance looks like from the other side." Loretta's smile curved, predatory and knowing. "How can you truly appreciate what Samantha gives you if you don't understand the difference between..." She paused, glancing at Sam's trembling form, "...this, and actual masculine power?"  Sam felt humiliated by their double dose of disdain directed at him. 
The door opened. Mac filled the frame — six-foot-three of carved muscle and easy confidence. His presence changed the air in the room, made it thick and electric.
Rachel's breath hitched. "No. I'm not... I wouldn't cheat on—"
"It's not cheating," Loretta said calmly. "It's education. For both of you." Her gaze pinned Sam. "Samantha needs to see what she can never be. And you need to feel what you've been missing. Not to replace Sam — to retrain him."
Sam's stomach hollowed out. He understood immediately what Loretta wanted. The words stuck in his throat like broken glass.
Loretta's voice turned to honey-coated steel. "Ask her, Samantha. If you truly care about Rachel's happiness, if you're not just selfishly thinking of yourself... ask her."
Sam's mouth opened, closed. His whole body screamed against it, but Loretta's eyes promised consequences if he refused. And worse — some twisted part of him wanted to see it, wanted to watch Rachel experience what he could never give her.
"Rachel..." His voice emerged, strained and girlish. "You really ought to... you know, give it a whirl. For the sake of understanding. To assist us."
The words murdered something inside him even as his cock pulsed traitorously.
Rachel's eyes widened, staring between them all.
Loretta moved with the grace of a conductor orchestrating a symphony. She plucked a velvet cushion from the chair and dropped it at the foot of the bed with deliberate ceremony.
"There, Samantha. Your viewing spot."
Sam's legs buckled as he sank onto the cushion. The plush fabric pressed against his knees through the thin material of his dress, grounding him in his humiliation. From here, he would see everything — every expression that crossed Rachel's face, every response Mac drew from her that Sam never could.
"Rachel, sweetheart." Loretta's voice turned maternal, guiding. "Come lie down. You're safe here."
Rachel hesitated at the edge of the bed, her fingers twisting the hem of her blouse. "I don't know if I should—"
"You should." Mac's voice rolled through the room like distant thunder. He stepped closer, and Rachel's breath caught audibly. "Trust me, you're gonna enjoy the ride. Maybe for the first time from the looks of it."
Heat flooded Rachel's cheeks, but she didn't deny it. Sam watched her shoulders relax as Mac's confidence washed over her — the same confidence Sam had never possessed, could never fake.
Loretta smoothed the bedspread with practiced hands. "Lie back, honey. Let yourself feel the difference."
Rachel climbed onto the bed with trembling hands, her skirt riding up as she settled against the pillows. She looked small against the expanse of white cotton, vulnerable in a way that made Sam's chest tight with something between protectiveness and envy.
Mac moved to the side of the bed, his presence filling the space above her. Tall, confident with easy dominance — everything Sam wasn't. Rachel's eyes traveled up the length of him, pupils dilating.
"See that look?" Loretta murmured to Sam, settling into the chair beside his cushion. "That's hunger, Samantha. Real hunger. When did you last put that expression on a woman's face?"
Never. The answer hit Sam like a physical blow. He'd seen Rachel interested, affectionate, even aroused — but never hungry. Never desperate. Never looking at him like he might devour her whole and she'd thank him for it.
Mac's hand found Rachel's ankle, thumb tracing a slow circle over the bone. Such a simple touch, but Rachel's back arched off the bed like he'd struck lightning.
"Easy," Mac's voice dropped to gravel. "We got all night."
From his position on the floor, Sam could see the precise moment Rachel's composure cracked. Her breathing turned shallow, needy. Her hands fisted in the bedspread.
"This is what you've been missing," Loretta whispered, leaning down to Sam's ear. "This is what a real man does to a woman. Watch carefully, Samantha. Take notes."
Sam's throat worked soundlessly. His own arousal felt distant, disconnected — a pale shadow compared to the raw electricity crackling between Mac and Rachel. He was witness to his own inadequacy made manifest.
Mac's hand traveled higher, fingers ghosting along Rachel's calf. She whimpered — actually whimpered — and Sam felt something fundamental inside him shrivel and die.  
"Please," Rachel breathed, and the word contained multitudes of need Sam had never inspired.
The hierarchy crystallized in that moment: Rachel spread across the bed like an offering, Mac towering above her with predatory grace, and Sam — forgotten on his cushion, reduced to nothing more than an audience to his own replacement.
Loretta's hand found his shoulder, squeezing with mock comfort.
"Beautiful, isn't it? How she blooms under real dominance."
Mac's hand slid up Rachel's inner thigh, fingers pausing just shy of where she ached. When he curled them into the heat between her legs, she stiffened.
A collective breath held in the room. Sam's knuckles turned white on his knees.
Then Mac's grip tightened. He lifted her bodily by the cunt, repositioning her like a doll. Rachel's resistance lasted a heartbeat before her spine curved. A sound ripped from her throat — raw, animal. Not the polite moans Sam remembered. This was something feral.
Mac worked her with practiced ease, his wrist rotating. Rachel's hips lifted off the bed, seeking more. Her fingers clawed the sheets. Sweat beaded at her temple.
Sam swallowed against a throat gone tight. His memories of Rachel in bed — muffled sighs, controlled movements, the way she'd bite her lip to keep quiet — all dissolved against the image of her now. Arched and trembling, rocking against Mac's hand with abandon. This wasn't the quiet sex they'd had. This was Rachel unchained.
Mac's other hand pinned her hip to the mattress, fingers digging deep enough to leave marks. Rachel gasped, then moaned again, longer this time, ending in a whimper. "God — yes —"
Sam flinched. He'd never heard that tone from her, never felt her body strain toward him like that. Never held her down and had her beg for more. His own arousal felt like a betrayal — hard and aching, while shame burned through every nerve.
Rachel's head tossed against the pillows. Her eyes were closed, mouth slack, lost in sensations Sam had never been able to conjure. This wasn't tolerance or compliance. This was surrender. Relief. Release.
Sam watched Rachel shudder, watched Mac claim her in ways he'd never dared. The realization settled like lead in his gut: Rachel wasn't just letting this happen. Every cell of her was alive with it, electrified by it. This wasn't just what she'd wanted—it was what she'd been missing all along.
The sounds filling the room left no space for Sam to hide. His eyes were locked onto Rachel, onto the way her body moved beneath Mac's touch, the way her breath hitched and fell, then hitched again. Each response was a great unknown in their bedroom, silent things Sam had spent his sexual life chasing.
A light touch on Sam's shoulder made him flinch. Loretta's smiled down at him from her perch. "Samantha, darling. Water. Rachel looks thirsty." She gestured toward the table.
Sam blinked, disoriented. For a moment he was still Sam in an apartment before drinks and bets and corsets. Then Rachel's broken cry brought him back. He scrambled to his feet, knees stiff, every movement drawing the eyes in the room.
The glass felt slick in his hands. He returned to find Mac had shifted, Rachel draped over one arm while his other hand worked between her thighs. Her face was flushed, lips parted. Her breathing came in ragged little pants.
"Here," Sam whispered, his voice cracking.
"Kneel," Loretta said, pointing beside the bed. "Offer it properly."
Sam sank to the floor again, holding up the glass like a supplicant. Mac didn't break his rhythm as Rachel drank, her eyes barely registering Sam's existence. He might have been furniture.
Mac slowed his thrusts. Rachel moaned in protest, her fingers tangling in his hair. "Feisty," he murmured. "I like that." He cupped her face then, thumb brushing across her cheekbone. Sam felt an absurd urge to do the same, a gesture he'd often made during tender moments with Rachel that now seemed inadequate beyond measure.
"Mmm," Rachel breathed into Mac's touch. "More."
Loretta's hand rested on Sam's nape, fingers threading through the short hairs there. "Samantha, help Rachel relax. Her hair's a mess."
Forcing himself to move, Sam reached toward Rachel's head. She flinched away from his touch, her brow furrowed in concentration on Mac. The rejection was physical, sharp. Sam's hand froze, then retreated.
"You see?" Loretta purred. "Even your touch feels wrong now. She doesn't want you." Her other hand found Sam's knee, nails digging through the fabric. "Say it Samantha. Tell Rachel what she deserves."
Sam's throat closed. His eyes darted to Rachel—lost in sensation, oblivious—and then back to Loretta.
"Loud enough for everyone to hear," Loretta commanded.
"I—" Sam swallowed hard, his composure dissolving. "Mac is the man Rachel deserves."
Mac's fingers stilled inside Rachel, who whined at the loss of friction. "Wasn't finished, princess," he growled. A sharp slap to her inner thigh made her gasp.
"And what about you?" Loretta pressed, squeezing Sam's knee until pain shot up his thigh. "Finish it."
"...I was never enough," Sam choked out, the words burning his throat. "I shouldn't have tried to be like a man."
Rachel's eyes fluttered open at that. Recognition dawned, followed by something like horror. Disgust? "Sam?" Her voice was husky, barely audible, questioning the man she once knew compared to the girl before her.
Loretta squeezed Sam's neck this time. "What's your full name?"
"Samantha," he whispered.
"Samantha serving the real man." Loretta's smile was pure venom. "Your replacement. Not your rival."
Each word carved away Sam's world. From his vantage point on the floor, he could see everything: Mac's confident ministrations, Rachel's honest pleasure, the place where he had failed and now had actual documentation of that failure.
Mac's fingers found their rhythm again. Rachel's eyes rolled back. Her spine stiffened then bowed acutely. A guttural moan tore from her throat, half-pleasure, half-pain. The sounds climbed higher, ragged, uncontrolled. Nothing like the whispered moans Sam knew from their bed. This was animal, raw.
Her body seized violently, back arching off the mattress. Her thighs locked around Mac's wrist, heels digging into his back. A series of choked cries escaped her, ending on a shuddering wail.
Something fundamental broke inside Sam as he watched. Every lie he'd told himself about Rachel's satisfaction, about their intimacy, about his own adequacy—shattered. She would never look at him the same way again. How could she? He'd never drawn this response from her, never even known it existed.
He tried to picture himself trying to fuck Rachel and realized both of them would just think how inadequate Sam was compared to Mac, compared to almost any other man for that matter. 
The last shred of Sam's pride snapped as Rachel collapsed spent against the pillows, her chest heaving.  Sam's only chance to be with Rachel was to be her girl; he saw now anything else was doomed to fail.
Loretta's hand slid to the back of Sam's neck, fingers pressing into the base of his skull. Her voice dripped venomous tenderness.
"Do you see now? You are not her man. You are her girl. Samantha. That's all you've ever been."
The words settled like stones in his stomach. Irrevocable. Final.
Rachel lay glowing, skin dewy, eyes half-closed in satisfaction. A soft smile curved her lips as she reached out to touch Mac's arm. Mac stretched beside her, confident, at ease, ownership radiating from every line of his body.
Loretta surveyed her work, triumph gleaming in her eyes.
And Sam trembled on the floor, humiliation burning through every nerve, while traitorous arousal pulsed through him at the complete and utter collapse of his old self.
* * *






  
  Chapter ten








Final Demonstration


Mac rolled off Rachel, his chest still heaving. The room smelled of sweat and sex, and Sam knelt beside the bed in his corset and stockings, mascara streaking down his cheeks. His cock strained against the lace panties Loretta had picked out, betraying everything he wanted to deny. 
Loretta circled him like a predator studying wounded prey. Her fingers traced along his jaw, tilting his chin up.
"We're not done yet." Her voice cut through the heavy air. "There's one final lesson before Samantha can truly serve."
Rachel propped herself up on her elbows, hair wild, skin flushed. "What are you talking about?"
"Mac needs to take her virginity." Loretta's grip tightened on Sam's face. "Only then will she be reborn as yours."
Sam jerked back. "No. No fucking way—"
The slap came fast, sharp enough to sting but not bruise. Loretta's expression remained calm, almost maternal.
"Language, Samantha."
Rachel sat up fully now, pulling the sheet around herself. "Loretta, that's... I mean, Sam's not like that."
"But Samantha is." Loretta's smile carved itself across her face. 
"Girls need to be fucked, don't they?" Loretta laughed. "And look at her—" She grabbed Sam's chin again, forcing him to face Rachel. "Does this look like a man to you?"
Sam's protest died in his throat. The corset crushed his ribs, the stockings clung to his shaved legs, and he could taste the waxy remnants of lipstick. Every part of him screamed to run, but his cock throbbed harder, and that terrified him more than anything Loretta could do.
"This is insane," Rachel said, but her voice wavered. She studied Sam—no, studied Samantha—with an expression he'd never seen before. Not love. Not even lust. Something closer to ownership.
"You wanted dominance," Loretta said, moving behind Rachel, hands on her shoulders. "You wanted power. Real power means making decisions. Giving orders." Her lips brushed Rachel's ear. "Tell her what to do."
Mac stretched on the bed, already hardening again. He watched with lazy interest, like this was just another Tuesday night.
Rachel's breathing changed. Sam recognized it—the same rhythm from when she used to ride him, right before she'd complain he wasn't doing enough, wasn't being enough.
"Sam..." Rachel started.
"Samantha," Loretta corrected.
Rachel's tongue darted across her lips. "Samantha. Get on the bed."
Sam's legs trembled. "Rachel, please—"
"Did I ask for your opinion?" The words came out sharp, unfamiliar. Rachel's eyes widened at her own voice, then narrowed with something like hunger. "Loretta's right. You need to learn. We both do."
She leaned forward, the sheet falling away.
"Get on the bed. On your hands and knees. Show Mac what he's working with."
Sam's body moved before his mind could process the betrayal. The mattress dipped under his weight. Behind him, Mac shifted, and Sam felt the heat of another body closing in.
"Good girl," Rachel breathed, and Sam's cock leaked through the lace.
Rachel slid off the bed, her bare feet padding across the hardwood. She snatched a robe from the hook by the door, wrapping it around herself with a deliberate slowness before sinking into the worn leather armchair across the room. Her legs crossed, one foot dangling, as she leaned back, chin resting on her knuckles. The posture screamed authority—a queen on her throne, not a lover tangled in the sheets. Her gaze pinned Sam to the spot, cold and evaluating, stripping him barer than any fabric could.
Mac didn’t wait for permission. He grabbed the frilly edge of Sam’s dress, the cheap satin bunched in his thick fingers, and yanked. The seams tore with a jagged rasp, the sound slicing through the room as the fabric split down Sam’s back. Cool air slapped against his skin, prickling every inch as Mac’s rough hands shoved the remnants aside. The corset came next, laces snapped with a grunt of impatience, the tight embrace falling away to reveal Sam’s pale, trembling torso. His panties, flimsy and pink, clung to his hips for only a heartbeat before Mac hooked a finger under the waistband and ripped them down to his knees. Sam’s breath hitched, his body curling inward instinctively, shoulders hunching as if he could disappear into himself. Naked now, save for the degraded scraps of lace around his thighs, he felt smaller than he ever had—raw, exposed, a shivering thing under too many eyes.
“Face down,” Mac growled, not bothering with softness. A meaty hand pressed between Sam’s shoulder blades, forcing his chest into the mattress. The sheets scratched against his cheek, smelling of sweat and Rachel’s lingering perfume. Sam’s hands clawed at the fabric, fingers digging in as Mac’s other hand jerked the panties further, the elastic biting into his skin before it stretched taut aside. Heat flooded Sam’s face, a burning shame that spread down his neck and chest. His body lay splayed, every private part on display, and the weight of Rachel’s stare from across the room crushed him heavier than Mac’s grip. Words died in his throat, replaced by a tight, suffocating silence as his mind screamed against the violation of being seen like this.
Loretta stepped closer, her shadow falling over him. “You can cry out—but only as a girl.” Her voice dipped low, a velvet blade. “Samantha squeals, not Sam.”
Sam bit his lip, teeth grinding into flesh, determined to hold in whatever sound threatened to escape. He wouldn’t give them that. He couldn’t. But then Mac positioned himself, the blunt pressure of him nudging against Sam’s entrance, and the resolve splintered. The first push seared—a sharp, splitting ache that ripped through him, muscles clenching against the intrusion. It burned, a raw stretch that felt like being torn open, every nerve howling as Mac forced deeper. Sam’s breath stuttered, chest heaving, as the sensation shifted to a heavy, unyielding fullness. It consumed him, this weight inside, pressing against places he’d never known, each inch stripping away the man he’d tried to be. He wasn’t leading, wasn’t taking—he was being taken, filled, fucked like something soft and pliant, and the thought carved itself into his core, shredding any lingering pride.
His jaw locked tighter, muffling the sounds clawing up his throat. Pain pulsed with every thrust, Mac’s rhythm relentless, the slap of skin against skin echoing in the room. But beneath the sting, a treacherous heat bloomed, coiling tight in his groin. Sam’s fists tightened in the sheets, knuckles white, fighting the rising tide, his cock ready to explode. Then Mac shifted, hitting something deep inside—a jolt of electric pleasure that shattered his silence. A high, keening sound broke free, thin and feminine, spilling from his lips before he could choke it back. The cries came faster after that, each one pitched higher, more desperate, as the intensity overwhelmed him.
Rachel’s eyes never wavered from the armchair, her expression unreadable but piercing. Loretta chuckled softly, a sound like dark honey. “There’s my girl.”
The words pushed Sam over the edge. His body seized, pleasure crashing through the pain, and when release came, it tore out of him with a shrill, girlish squeal. The sound rang in his ears, humiliated him to his marrow, as his body shuddered under Mac’s weight. Every muscle quaked, spent and broken, as the reality of what he’d become settled like ash in his chest.
Sam’s body slumped against the mattress, the aftershocks still trembling through his limbs. His breath came in shallow, ragged gasps, the high-pitched echo of his own cries clawing at the inside of his skull. The sticky heat of his release soaked into the sheets beneath him, and the weight of Mac easing off only deepened the hollow ache where resistance used to live. 
He didn’t feel like a man—not even a shadow of one. Instead, his skin prickled with the phantom sensation of being split open, used, molded into something soft and yielding. A girl. Samantha. The thought burrowed deep, not as a game or a taunt, but as a jagged truth that fit too well.  
And Rachel had witnessed every moment, would never again see him as anything beyond that shrieking creature. Any attempt to reclaim something else would only earn her mockery, given the unforgettable scene burned into her mind from these past minutes.
He dragged his gaze up, slow and heavy, to where Rachel sat in the armchair across the room. Her silhouette cut a stark line against the dim lamplight, legs crossed with deliberate precision, one bare foot dangling like a pendulum. No trace of disgust marred her face. 
Instead, Rachel's eyes burned with a sharp, dissecting fascination, pinning him to the bed as though he were a specimen under glass. Not a person, not her ex, not even a failure of a man—just a toy, twitching and broken for her amusement. The weight of that look stripped him rawer than Mac’s hands ever could, shredding the last threads of who he’d been. Sam didn’t exist in her stare. Only Samantha did, sprawled and spent, a thing crafted for whims and orders.
The name Sam rattled in his mind, a rusty key that no longer turned any lock. It felt like a stranger’s label, a ill-fitting skin he’d worn too long. Samantha, though—that name pulsed with the rhythm of his shame, but also the thrill he felt, syncing with the throb of his bruised body. It wasn’t just Loretta’s voice whispering it now; it was his own, low and resigned, curling around the edges of his thoughts like smoke. Samantha whimpered. Samantha obeyed. Samantha shattered under the weight of being wanted this way. And as much as it stung, it fit.
Rachel shifted in her chair, the faint rustle of her robe slicing through the stillness. Her posture sharpened, shoulders squared, chin tilted just enough to cast a shadow of command. The woman who’d once curled against him in bed, murmuring frustrations about his hesitance, was gone. In her place sat someone new—a mistress carved from cold curiosity and untapped power. Her lips parted slightly, not to comfort or question, but to measure. Those eyes, glinting with something hungry, didn’t seek connection; they demanded submission. She leaned forward, elbows resting on the armrests, fingers steepled as if weighing her next move.
“You’re not who I thought you were,” she said, her voice a low thread of steel, slicing through the fog in his head. “But I’m starting to like this version better.”
Loretta’s shadow loomed over the bed as she turned to Rachel, her voice smooth and commanding, a velvet whip in the dim light. “Now he’s yours. But not as before. Show her who owns her.” She reached into a drawer by the bedside, pulling out a double-ended dildo, its glossy black surface catching the faint glow of the lamp. She pressed it into Rachel’s hands with a smirk, fingers lingering just long enough to underscore the weight of the act.
Rachel’s grip tightened around the toy, her breath hitching. Her eyes flickered to Sam—Samantha—sprawled on the bed, still trembling from Mac’s brutality. A sliver of doubt creased her brow, her teeth grazing her lower lip as if she could taste the finality of this step. One more boundary to cross, one more shred of the past to burn. Then her jaw set, resolve hardening her features into something fierce. She shed the robe, letting it pool at her feet, and eased one end of the dildo inside herself. A low, shuddering moan slipped from her lips as she adjusted, her body arching slightly, eyes half-lidded for a moment before they snapped back to Sam with predatory focus.
She stepped toward the bed, the other end of the toy jutting forward like a weapon. Sam’s body tensed, his face still pressed into the damp sheets, but he didn’t dare move. The mattress creaked under Rachel’s weight as she positioned herself behind him, her hands gripping his hips with a firmness that felt both foreign and inevitable. His skin prickled under her touch, a wave of conflicting currents tearing through him—shame scorched his insides, branding him with every degrading second of this night, yet a desperate, aching joy bloomed at the contact. Rachel’s hands on him again, even like this, even as a broken thing, sparked a pathetic gratitude he couldn’t suppress.
Loretta’s voice cut through the charged silence, her tone sharp and guiding. “Slap her. Tell her what she is. Make her thank you.” She stood at the bedside, arms crossed, a conductor orchestrating every twisted note.
Rachel hesitated for half a heartbeat before her palm cracked against Sam’s flank, the sound ricocheting through the room. His body jolted, a gasp escaping in a high, fractured pitch. “You’re mine now,” Rachel growled, her voice rough with newfound authority, though it trembled at the edges. “Not Sam. Not some half-assed boyfriend. You’re my girl, Samantha. Say it.”
Sam’s throat bobbed, forcing the words out past gritted teeth. “I’m… I’m your girl.” The shame burned through him, but the admission ignited a twisted, pulsating fire within. Rachel’s dominance, her authority, was the leash he’d secretly yearned for all this time.
“Good. Now thank me.” Rachel’s hand hovered, ready to strike again, as she pressed the toy against him, the cool tip a stark warning.
“Thank you,” Sam whimpered, the words barely audible, drenched in defeat and perverse relief. Rachel pushed forward, and his body yielded, torn between agony and the sick thrill of being claimed.
Rachel’s rhythm turned fierce, each thrust a declaration carved into Sam’s trembling frame. Her breaths grew ragged, spilling into low moans that reverberated through the room as she drove deeper, the double-ended toy linking their bodies in a brutal, shared dance. “You feel that, Samantha?” Her voice rasped with authority, sharp and unyielding. “This is what I need. This is what you’re for.” Her gasps punctuated each word, her pleasure building audibly, a crescendo of raw, unfiltered sound.
Sam’s fingers clawed at the sheets, knuckles whitening as he anchored himself against the storm of sensation. His body rocked under Rachel’s force, split open by the relentless push and pull, shame scorching his insides like wildfire, but also joy that Rachel was enjoying sex with him. Beneath the burn of his ass being ripped, a twisted bliss coiled tight, dragging high, keening cries from his lips—thin, feminine, shattering any illusion of control. “Oh… oh please…” The words slipped out, unbidden, a desperate soprano plea that humiliated him further but fueled the heat pooling in his core.
Rachel’s grip on his hips tightened, nails digging into flesh as her moans peaked into a ragged shout. Her body seized, quaking with triumph, a shudder ripping through her as she cried out—a sound of conquest, raw and exultant. She held Sam in place, pinned beneath her trembling weight, riding out the waves of her release with possessive ferocity. Her chest heaved, sweat gleaming on her skin as she slowed, each breath a victory inhale.
Loretta drifted nearer, looming over the bed like some grim fortune-teller who'd already read the tea leaves. "She just had more fun than she ever had during your masculine glory days." Her words cut through the fog, each syllable another helpful reminder of life's new pecking order. "Because this is your actual identity. Your permanent gig. No returns, no exchanges." Her voice carried the kind of finality usually reserved for court verdicts, etching the tutorial into Sam's scrambled consciousness like a cosmic joke with no punchline.
Rachel, still panting, radiant with the glow of dominance, gazed down at Sam. Her eyes held no trace of the past—no flicker of equality, no shadow of the man she’d once lain beside. Instead, they burned with ownership, appraising him as a possession sculpted to her will. Her lips curved faintly, a conqueror’s smirk, as she traced a finger along his shivering spine. 
Samantha lay beneath her, claimed and utterly remade, every nerve ending singing with the profound truth of existing only for Rachel's command. The weight of that reality—so complete, so irreversible—both terrified and electrified him in ways his former masculine self could never have comprehended. This wasn't the tentative, fumbling dynamic of their old relationship, where he'd second-guessed every touch and stumbled through intimacy like a man walking in the dark. This was crystalline clarity, a purpose so sharp it cut through all his old uncertainties.
The fear was there, coursing through him like ice water—fear of how far he'd fallen, how completely he'd surrendered the illusion of control he'd once clung to. But underneath that terror bloomed something infinitely more powerful: a bone-deep thrill at being Rachel's, at serving her, at finally having a role that fit him like a glove tailored to his hidden shape. His old self had always been reaching for something he couldn't name, always apologizing for taking up space. Now he knew exactly what he was for.
A profound calmness settled over him, seeping into his bones like warm honey. The constant static of masculine performance—the exhausting pretense of knowing what he wanted, of being the one who decided things—had finally gone quiet. In its place was this deep, almost spiritual happiness that Rachel wanted to own him completely, that he could be Rachel's in every sense that mattered. 
The very thought sent another shiver of arousal through his transformed body, confirmation that this wasn't just acceptance but genuine hunger for his new reality.
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