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The scalpel is sharp. The mirror is waiting.
Enjoy the descent.





The Perfect Creation A Gothic Tale of Feminization and Obedience.

Synopsis:
Thalia’s transformation is complete—her body sculpted, her voice dulcet, her past erased under the weight of bergamot and bone. But Blackthorn Hall’s gilded doors open onto a darker education: here, femininity is a performance staged with scalpels and silk, and submission is the only script.

Under Dr. Voss’s watch, Thalia navigates a world where every curtsy hides a surrender, every whispered "good girl" tightens the invisible leash. Yet within the doctor’s meticulously staged utopia, cracks emerge—Lenore’s stifled rebellion, Iris’s cryptic warnings, Vesper’s predatory smiles. When an unexpected ally offers a key to freedom, Thalia must choose: cling to the exquisite safety of her chains, or risk unraveling the masterpiece Dr. Voss has made of her.

But autonomy has a price. And in this house of perfumed lies, the final transformation… is treason.





Previously at Blackthorn Hall…

Once, there was a man named Trevor Mercer—a doctor with shaking hands and dreams of healing. Now, only his ghost lingers in the lacquered halls, drowned under the whisper of petticoats and the sigh of corset laces.

It began with an offer. A chance to study under the legendary Dr. Claire Voss, pioneer of aesthetic recalibration. It ended with ether-drenched nights and scalpels tracing his hips into new curves, his voice pared into something sweet and hollow. Resistance earned him the cold kiss of a needle; escape attempts, the humiliation of being dragged back, trussed in his own stockings.

The others watched. Vesper, with her surgeon’s smile. Lenore, her wrists scarred from old shackles. Iris, who wept into her champagne as Trevor’s trousers were burned. They knew the truth: in Blackthorn Hall, men were not cured. They were corrected.

And so Trevor Mercer died—not with a scream, but with a whimper, dissolving into the perfume that clung to Thalia’s throat. What remains? A reflection of impossible beauty. A voice trained to beg in prettier pitches. And between her thighs, the last, cruel joke: a reminder swaddled in lace, because even perfection must bear its maker’s signature.

But mirrors lie. And in the dark, when the laudanum fades… Thalia feels something stir.


CHAPTER 1: THALIA’S PRESENTATION

Dawn bled through the curtains, pale as a surgical lamp, finding Thalia already seated before the mirror. Her gloved hands trembled—just slightly—as she fastened the high collar of her morning dress. The black silk whispered against her skin like a lover’s tongue, still damp from the night before. That slickness between her thighs, the muffled cries she’d buried in the pillows… A flush warmed her cheeks, real this time. Was it wicked to crave the very body the doctor had carved for her?

Behind her, Vesper lifted the silver brush, its bristles glinting like scalpels. The eldest of the Ladies, her porcelain face fissured with the ghost of early experiments, began unraveling Thalia’s curls with the precision of a clockmaker.

“One hundred strokes,” she murmured, each pull of the brush a measured sacrament. “Not one less. The doctor demands it.”

In the mirror, their reflections warred: Vesper’s cracked beauty against Thalia’s flawless mask, as if the doctor had finally perfected her craft. Beyond the window, Lenore moved through the mist-laced garden, her silver scissors snipping roses with a surgeon’s grace. Petals pooled in her basket like congealed blood.

From the kitchen, the scritch-scritch of Iris’s polishing cloth—vinegar and something darker beneath—itched at Thalia’s memory. Had metal always clinked so softly? Had Iris’s hands once flinched at the doctor’s footsteps? Now, the castle pulsed with pink-lit serenity: the Ladies’ smiles, the doctor’s lullaby hum, the very walls exhaling lavender and compliance.

“Your hair shines more than yesterday.” Vesper held up a coiled strand, slick with rose oil. “See?”

Thalia tilted her head, watching gold dance in her tresses. When had she stopped tearing at her gloves? When had the walls ceased to whisper of escape?

The doctor’s bell chimed down the hall, clear as a guillotine’s drop.

“Time,” Vesper announced, offering a hand.

The Ladies assembled at the threshold, their black dresses rustling like funeral shrouds. Lenore cradled her bowl of severed roses; Iris balanced the breakfast tray, steady as a marionette’s strings. And Vesper… Vesper smiled.

Thalia fell into step, her heels click-click-clicking against marble. Perfect. They were all so perfect. And the doctor—

—the doctor had saved them, hadn’t she?

The hallway stretched like a throat, its walls papered with portraits of former Ladies—how many had there been? How many more would come?—but Thalia no longer saw their hollow eyes. She saw only pink. Always the pink.

And when Dr. Voss appeared in the parlor doorway, her gloved hands outstretched like a saint offering benediction, Thalia felt the world click into place.

The morning had dissolved into a silver drizzle as the doctor assembled her Ladies in the grand hall. Her voice, sweet and sharp as a scalpel wrapped in velvet, rang through the vaulted arches:

“Today, we grace the town with our presence.” She extended her hands, the gesture both blessing and command. “Provisions are scarce, and Blackthorn Hall cannot subsist on elegance alone.”

The Ladies dipped their chins in unison, a choreography of obedience. A flutter stirred in Thalia’s belly—when had she last seen the world beyond these walls?

The dress chosen for her was oppression perfected: a bodice reinforced with steel whalebone chiseled her waist into an impossible hourglass, each breath a conscious effort. The satin skirt pooled around her like liquid night, its rustle the sound of conspirators whispering.

Lenore approached, holding aloft a veil of tulle embroidered with silver tears. “For the people,” she murmured, “to see the price of perfection.”

Thalia held still as Dr. Voss fastened a filigree necklace around her throat—the black diamond at its center devouring the light. “Don’t forget this.” The clasp clicked, a sound that vibrated in Thalia’s marrow. “My mark. So they know to whom you belong.”

The metal settled against her skin, cold as a guillotine’s blade.

Vesper materialized in the doorway, her voice polished smooth as the silver she cleaned. “The carriage waits. The town won’t pause forever.”

The Ladies glided forward, shadows given purpose. Thalia, adorned with her new collar, followed in the doctor’s footsteps. A fleeting thought: Does the air beyond the gates still taste of freedom?

Then she met Dr. Voss’s gaze—arctic, possessive—and the question evaporated.

The carriage in the courtyard was no ordinary vehicle. The creature hitched to it resembled a horse only in silhouette: its flesh stitched to brass mechanisms, amber fluid weeping from glass eyes. Steel-reinforced legs struck the cobblestones with metronomic precision.

“My finest transport,” the doctor crooned, stroking the beast’s sewn-shut neck. “Death is but the first step toward elegance.”

Thalia felt a shiver as she climbed in, noticing how the velvet cushions inside were embroidered with initials she didn’t recognize—how many ladies had occupied this same seat before her? The others settled quietly, their dresses rustling like dry leaves.

The town smelled of freshly baked bread and rotten secrets.

The carriage advanced down the main street, the metal hooves of the horse-not-horse clattering on the cobblestones like impatient fingers clawing at a coffin. The windows, veiled with black lace, did not hide enough: Thalia saw how the villagers averted their eyes, how mothers pushed their children into the houses, how men pretended to busy themselves with sudden tasks.

“See how they fear,” whispered the doctor, opening her fan of bone rods in front of her lips. “But not me. You.”

In the market square, silence fell like a guillotine. Martha Blythe dropped her basket of apples, the fruit rolling on the ground like severed heads. Reverend Crowe, on the church porch, made the sign of the cross with a trembling hand. And there, in the shadows of the blacksmith’s alley, stood Alden—the traitor, the spy, the man who sold information to the doctor for coins that always smelled of camphor. He bowed with a smile that showed too many teeth.

The carriage stopped. The doctor descended first, her black skirt unfurling like the wings of a raven. Then, with a gesture, she motioned for Thalia to step down.

“I want you to take this,” she said, placing a crimson velvet pouch in her gloved hands. Inside, the metallic clink of coins was almost a whisper. “Perfect ladies know how to buy their own silk… and keep the receipts.”

The message was clear: it was a test. One more.

Thalia nodded, feeling the weight of the filigree necklace around her neck. All around, the people held their breath.

In the haberdashery, the air smelled of freshly ironed fabric and poorly stitched lies. Thalia felt the weight of the stares before she heard the words:

“They say it was a man,” murmured the baker’s wife behind her fan, her eyes glittering with ill-concealed morbidity.

“They say he tore out her soul with silver scissors,” replied the seamstress, crossing the needles between her fingers as if conjuring something.

Thalia passed in front of them with her head erect, the satin of her dress rustling against the floor. The voices were suddenly muffled, as if someone had cut the thread of their courage.

“Two crimson satin rods,” she asked, extending her gloved hand toward the counter.

Her voice was no longer any other: cold, polished, perfect, like the marble of the statues that adorned Blackthorn Hall.

The seamstress blanched. Her fingers, accustomed to measuring and cutting, trembled slightly as she unrolled the fabric.

“Anything else, Miss…?” The question remained suspended, incomplete.

Thalia smiled—not the warm smile the villagers expected, but the one the doctor had taught her: a calculated fold of the lips, without showing teeth, without compromising the eyes.

“Nothing else,” she replied, as the red silk, as vivid as her now-permanent lips, fell onto the counter like spilled blood.

As she left, stares followed her, but she no longer felt them. A man? What an absurd idea. The doctor had always pampered her, had always whispered how beautiful she was, how perfectly she was becoming.

She remembered—or did she dream it?—nights when the doctor sang as she injected her with amber liquid, turning muscles into smooth hills, skin into porcelain. How could she ever have been a man? Her body, now so familiar, so undeniably hers, belied it.

The filigree necklace weighed heavy around her neck, a reminder of its true owner. Of the hands that forged it.

And as she walked back to the carriage, shopping bags swaying like pendulums, she knew one truth:
She had never been as free as now—now that she was someone else’s masterpiece.

The carriage lurched along the winding road, the not-horse’s metallic hooves pounding a dirge into the earth. Inside, bergamot and soon-to-be-shattered secrets clung to the air.

Dr. Voss held a book open on her lap—Parisian Fashions, though the illustrations twisted into impossible contortions, ink slithering like live things.

“In a month, we host guests,” she announced, turning a page with gloved fingers. “Collectors of rarities. Admirers of… my magnum opus.”

The Ladies exchanged glances. Vesper’s fists clenched until her gloves strained white. Lenore’s painted lip split under her teeth, leaving a crimson smudge she licked away. Iris, ever fragile, stared through the window where fog coiled around trees like strangling hands.

Thalia felt the threat in those words before she grasped them.

“Your debut,” the doctor purred, tracing the filigree necklace at Thalia’s throat. The lock tinkled like a warning bell. “And then…” She let the pause linger, a poison-sweet promise. “More volunteers will come.”

The carriage groaned through Blackthorn Hall’s gates, rusted chains screeching. Above, gargoyles leered, their grins glinting like knives in the dying light.

Inside, candles already burned.
As if the house had hungered for their return.
As if it knew its halls would soon echo with fresh screams.

End of Chapter 8.


CHAPTER 2: THE LINGERIE TEST

The nights at Blackthorn Hall had taken on a new rhythm, a liquid cadence that slipped through the shadows like rose oil seeping through the pages of a prayer book.

Thalia now dreamed of needles.

She would wake in her lace-draped bed, lips parted, sheets coiled around her legs like silken serpents. Sometimes, passing the corridor mirrors, she caught reflections not her own: an angular face where curves now swelled, broad hands where delicate fingers unfurled like petals. But they were only ghosts—remnants of a self she’d shed.

The doctor pampered her above the others. Poured her tea first, let her pick from the perfume phials on the dresser, whispered into her ear while the amber needle pierced her hips to “refine the architecture.”

“You are my magnum opus,” the doctor murmured, twirling a lock of Thalia’s hair around the scalpel at her belt. “The one who’s learned to bloom under the knife.”

And Thalia bloomed.

Mornings were spent polishing surgical tools with Iris, steel gleaming under their gloves. Afternoons, she watched Lenore sketch corset designs, the doctor’s wordless lullaby humming through the air—a melody sharp as a scalpel’s edge.

But evenings were her true sacrament.

When the castle groaned like a living thing and the Ladies retreated, Thalia slipped into the doctor’s cabinet. Among poison jars masquerading as perfumes and journals filled with smoke-tangled script, she found the sketches.

Men reshaped into maidens. Warriors rendered porcelain.

And at the center—a drawing labeled Thalia. Version VII. Condition: Perfect.

She touched her filigree necklace and smiled.

Soon, there would be more like her.

And when the doctor pressed the scalpel into her hand, when she finally invited her into the art, Thalia would not falter.

What greater love than gifting perfection?

Dr. Voss cradled Thalia’s hand with a tenderness bordering on sacrament, painting her nails with a thick, burning lacquer that stained them eternal crimson—matching the weeping portraits in the hall. “To spare you the temptation of biting, my dear,” she whispered, blowing on Thalia’s fingertips, her breath bitter-almond sweet.

The other Ladies observed their ritual from assigned stations:

Vesper lined her eyes in funereal charcoal, her posture a study in manufactured grace. Lenore dusted her cheeks with pearl-pink blush, false lashes glistening like insect wings. Iris, the eternal teenage maiden, with golden glitter on her eyelids, though her eyes remained empty shafts.

Dr. Voss was a specter of velvet and restraints: her attire that day consisted of a black brocade corset with steel-reinforced whalebone stays, which sculpted her torso into an impossibly narrow silhouette. Over her shoulders, a starched lace ruff—like the wings of a stuffed bat—framed her powdered face into a cadaverous pallor. But it was her makeup that was most hypnotic: lips painted such a deep red that they looked like gaping wounds, eyebrows shaved and redrawn with ink in arcs of eternal surprise, and, above all, those eyelids shaded with ghostly green powder that glowed even in the dark—like the eyes of a stalking predator.

Before her, Thalia was the embodiment of her supreme art: eyebrows plucked into a maiden’s bow, eyelashes surgically curled to maintain their perpetual curve, and that pearly blush that was not makeup but grafted skin. As the Ladies finished their preparations, the doctor adjusted the brooch on her cape—a silver chandelier with rubies for eyes—and smiled.

The corridors of Blackthorn Hall buzzed with a macabre frenzy, as if the walls themselves were trembling at the early arrival of the guests. Vesper, erect and stern in her vintage velvet gown, directed with precise gestures the mute servants—creatures with glassy eyes and mechanical movements, their lips sealed by thin sutures, suggesting they had once had voices, perhaps even names. Garlands of black roses hung on the steps, each flower treated with a solution that kept them fresh as if they had just been plucked, though their sweetish scent concealed notes of formaldehyde.

In the dining room, Lenore tested the silverware with an obsessive ritual: she would bite them one by one, leaving little dents that only she could perceive, searching for that metallic sound that would give away a fake. Her nervous giggles, like broken bells, rang out every time she found a fork that didn’t meet her standards. Meanwhile, Iris, kneeling before the gramophones, sharpened her needles with an almost religious delicacy. The tunes that would soon fill the halls could not afford a mistake, nor a misplaced beat—the music, like everything else in Blackthorn Hall, had to be perfect, even if its notes hid muffled screams between the grooves of the records.

Thalia watched from the staircase landing, her gloved hands resting on the polished ebony banister. Time had become elastic, impossible to measure. How long had it been since her arrival? Since her transformation? The filigree necklace, now an extension of her skin.

“Don’t just stand there, my flower,” Dr. Voss’ voice cut through the air like a scalpel, making Thalia spin on her heels. “Your debut must be flawless.”

The doctor emerged from the shadows, her black dress fluttering like a flag of conquest. In one hand she held a fan of bone rods; in the other, a vial of amber liquid that glowed with a light of its own.

“Come,” he commanded, extending his arm. “It is time for you to learn how gentlemen are received at Blackthorn Hall.”

And Thalia, with a last glance at the black roses that now adorned her home, followed the doctor into the main hall, where the mirrors multiplied her reflection to infinity.

The doctor’s bedroom breathed opium and vanilla, a thick mixture that clung to the palate like a poisoned kiss. The maroon velvet curtains, heavy as theater drapes, filtered the evening light until it tinged the room with the color of a badly healed wound. In the center, in a leather armchair worn by decades of silent trials, Dr. Voss sat with her hands clasped in her lap and her gloves rustling slightly.

“Undress,” he ordered, and his voice left no room for questions or delay.

Thalia restrained the impulse to protect her body—that instinctive gesture that still sometimes came to her at the most unexpected moments. Her fingers, now agile and precise, descended the buttons of the dress as if they were executing a score practiced a thousand times. The black fabric fell from her shoulders with a sigh, pooling at her feet in a jumble of satin that looked like the well-dressed corpse of the person she had once been.

She stood revealed in her armor of lace and silk: the black corset that chiseled her waist to the impossible, her ribs protesting with every held breath; the crystal stockings with their perfectly lined back seam, tracing forbidden paths along her thighs; the satin slippers with tiny heels that resonated like clock strikes against the aged wood of the floor.

“Walk,” the doctor said, resting her chin on a gloved hand, cold eyes scrutinizing every tremor, every imperfection. “Show me that my lessons have not fallen on barren ground.”

The first step was a confession of shame, her leg muscles rebelling against years of masculine body memory. The second, a stab of pain shooting down her spine as the bones of her feet—reshaped by hammer-blows of surgery and willpower—groaned under her redistributed weight. But by the third step, something changed: her hips found their natural sway, her shoulders relaxed into a posture she no longer feigned, and suddenly she was walking as if it had always been this way—as if every cell in her body had waited centuries to move with this feline grace.

The doctor did not smile—she never smiled—but something in the angle of her head betrayed satisfaction as Thalia completed the walk to the window and returned, now with her head held high and her hands folded just below her navel, as she had been taught.

“Fine,” he conceded, pulling a black leather case from his pocket. “But the real test begins now.”

He opened the case, revealing a row of hypodermic needles filled with a golden liquid that glistened ominously in the dim light. Thalia felt her mouth flood with saliva—not from fear (never fear, not anymore)—but from an emotion she dared not name.

Because she understood, in that moment, that tonight would not only be her debut.

It would be her baptism.

The needles glowed like sacred instruments on the altar of that private ritual. The amber liquid inside was not the same as Thalia remembered from her first transformations—this one was denser, more vivid, with coppery glints that writhed under the glass like fish in a poisoned pond.

“My final formula,” whispered the doctor, sliding a finger over the lined syringes. “Blood of Artemis lachrymose, distilled with lunar essence. For what is to come.”

Thalia felt the urge to pull back, but her feet, so perfectly molded in her debutante slippers, refused to move. It wasn’t fear that paralyzed her—it was that sudden warmth in her belly, that electricity she now associated with the doctor’s approval.

“The guests don’t come just to admire you,” the doctor continued, raising a needle into the light. “They come to be added to, to volunteer more, to finance. And you, my masterpiece, will be my right hand.”

The golden liquid dripped from the tip of the needle, burning a small hole in the Persian carpet. Thalia watched as the smoke rose in spirals, drawing shapes that looked like screaming faces.

“Tomorrow,” the doctor took her arm with a tenderness that made what was to come all the more terrifying, “you won’t just be a lady. You will be a mermaid. Your voice, your touch, your mere presence… all will carry my venom. They will ask to be transformed, and you will give them the first kiss of fire.”

The case closed with a click that resounded like a prison lock.

Thalia extended her arm, offering her wrist.

The needle penetrated her skin with a pain that was more pleasure than suffering—as if the edge of a dagger was melting in her bloodstream. Thalia held back a moan as the golden liquid began to flow into her veins, transforming into liquid fire that spread from the point of injection to her belly. A wet, insidious heat swept over her, causing her knees to waver and her fingers to clutch the edge of the dressing table.

“Now, my dark flower,” the doctor whispered close to her ear as she withdrew the needle with an expert movement, “you will feel the true purpose of your transformation.”

And Thalia felt it.

Something was awakening inside her—a primal urge that made her arch her back and wet her lips. The corset pressed too tightly, the stockings rubbed against her like foreign tongues, and every gasp perfumed the air with bergamot and desire.

The doctor, with calculated movements, began to untie the laces of her corset.

“Physical perfection is only the beginning,” he explained, dropping the garment to the floor. “What comes next is the art of seduction. Of making them believe they are the hunters… when in reality, they are prey walking into your net.”

His gloved hands rested on Thalia’s bare shoulders, guiding her toward the full-length mirror.

The needles glowed like sacred instruments on the altar of that private ritual. The amber liquid inside was not the same as Thalia remembered from her first transformations—this one was denser, more vivid, with coppery glints that writhed under the glass like fish in a poisoned pond.

“My final formula,” whispered the doctor, sliding a finger over the lined syringes. “Blood of Artemis lachrymose, distilled with lunar essence. For what is to come.”

Thalia felt the urge to pull back, but her feet, so perfectly molded in her debutante slippers, refused to move. It wasn’t fear that paralyzed her—it was that sudden warmth in her belly, that electricity she now associated with the doctor’s approval.

“The guests don’t come just to admire you,” the doctor continued, raising a needle into the light. “They come to be added to, to volunteer more, to finance. And you, my masterpiece, will be my right hand.”

The golden liquid dripped from the tip of the needle, burning a small hole in the Persian carpet. Thalia watched as the smoke rose in spirals, drawing shapes that looked like screaming faces.

“Tomorrow,” the doctor took her arm with a tenderness that made what was to come all the more terrifying, “you won’t just be a lady. You will be a mermaid. Your voice, your touch, your mere presence… all will carry my venom. They will ask to be transformed, and you will give them the first kiss of fire.”

The case closed with a click that resounded like a prison lock.

Thalia extended her arm, offering her wrist.

The needle penetrated her skin with a pain that was more pleasure than suffering—as if the edge of a dagger was melting in her bloodstream. Thalia held back a moan as the golden liquid began to flow into her veins, transforming into liquid fire that spread from the point of injection to her belly. A wet, insidious heat swept over her, causing her knees to waver and her fingers to clutch the edge of the dressing table.

“Now, my dark flower,” the doctor whispered close to her ear as she withdrew the needle with an expert movement, “you will feel the true purpose of your transformation.”

And Thalia felt it.

Something was awakening inside her—a primal urge that made her arch her back and wet her lips. The corset pressed too tightly, the stockings rubbed against her like foreign tongues, and every gasp perfumed the air with bergamot and desire.

The doctor, with calculated movements, began to untie the laces of her corset.

“Physical perfection is only the beginning,” she explained, dropping the garment to the floor. “What comes next is the art of seduction. Of making them believe they are the hunters… when in reality, they are prey walking into your net.”

Her gloved hands rested on Thalia’s bare shoulders, guiding her toward the full-length mirror.

“Look at you,” she commanded. “You are every gentleman’s wet dream. A virgin with the lips of a courtesan, an angel with hips of sin. And tonight, you will learn to use every curve, every sigh, every slow blink as weapons.”

The reflection returned an image that made Thalia shudder: her pupils dilated, her skin radiating a barely perceptible golden glow, her nipples erect. Between her legs, that last vestige of masculinity now seemed an absurd relic, out of place on a body so deliberately feminine.

The doctor slipped a hand between her thighs.

“The last lesson is simple,” she murmured, as her expert fingers began a slow stroke. “Men only need three things: that you admire them, that you desire them… and that you make them believe it was they who dominated you.”

Thalia stifled a scream as the doctor’s mouth settled on her neck, her sharp teeth biting into the place where her pulse beat. The golden liquid in her blood turned every caress into electricity, every word into a command burned into her mind.

“Repeat after me, Thalia,” the doctor took her hand and guided it downward, “A true gentleman deserves to be destroyed with gentleness.”

Thalia learned. She learned that pleasure was just another scalpel.
And that she, at last, was sharp.

The morning slipped by like poisoned honey, every minute an ordeal of silk and whispers. Thalia ate breakfast in lingerie, feeling the weight of the Ladies’ stares on every morsel she brought to her lips—as if even the way she chewed could shatter the spell of perfection enveloping her. The poached eggs tasted like ashes, the tea like wilted flowers, but she smiled as if it were ambrosia.

In the music room, shoulders bare and back arched over the harpsichord, her trembling fingers found the keys. The notes rose into the perfume-laden air, but the portraits frowned, their painted eyes tracking her with silent disapproval.

And then—the heat.

The golden fire the injection had left in her blood burned brighter with every breath. Between her legs, a constant wetness no silk could conceal. She shivered at the slightest touch, the faintest rustle of fabric against her skin. Even the sound of the doctor’s footsteps in the corridor sent a thrill of anticipation through her.

That afternoon, as the sun slanted lazily toward the horizon, the doctor summoned her into the cabinet. The air smelled of dried herbs and something metallic—like freshly polished copper.

“Open your mouth,” the doctor ordered, holding up a cut-glass vial that glinted sharply.

Inside, a thick pink liquid oozed with viscous slowness, like raspberry syrup laced with mercury.

“A gift before your big night,” she whispered, dropping a single drop on Thalia’s tongue. “So that your voice will never break the spell again.”

Thalia swallowed.

The taste was of forgotten kisses, of tears she no longer remembered shedding, of promises made in the dark and then abandoned. She felt the substance slide down her throat, leaving in its wake a trail of freshness that contrasted with the fire already dwelling in her.

When she spoke, the doctor’s voice was a melodious whisper, so perfect that even the shadows seemed to lean in to listen.

“Thank you, Doctor.”

In final preparations, the Ladies surrounded her like ghoulish fairies in a ritual transformation. Vesper rinsed her hair with rosewater, each drop scented with essences that promised to fix the ebony color for eternity. Lenore, with expert hands, painted her eyes—though she had little to do; Thalia’s face was already a finished work of art, each feature a statement of femininity carved with surgical precision. Iris, the youngest, attached the jewelry—all with tiny locks that glittered like insect eyes—to her wrists and ankles, ensuring each piece was in place.

When she was finally left alone in front of the full-length mirror, Thalia barely recognized the woman staring back at her.

Almost.

At the last second, something moved in the depths of the glass. A flash of a face that was not her own—a shadow with a square jaw and thick eyebrows. A name, his name, floated in her mind like a bubble struggling not to burst.

Trevor.

But then the door opened, and the doctor entered, dressed in mourning and victory, her figure cut out against the light of the chandeliers.

“Come, my masterpiece,” she said, extending her hand, gloved in black. “It is time for your birth.”

And when Thalia looked in the mirror again, she saw only what she should have always been: a red-lipped, bright-eyed goddess, ready to receive her worshippers.

The dress that awaited her—black as midnight and tight as a second skin—glittered with silver threads that formed spiderwebs.

That night, Blackthorn Hall would open its doors.

And Thalia, complete at last, would be ready to weave her first spell.

End of Chapter 9.


CHAPTER 3: THALIA’S DEBUT

The carriages rolled along the cobblestone road with funereal heaviness, their wheels screeching like mourning souls. The torches of blue fire flanking Blackthorn Hall’s entrance cast dancing shadows on the stone façade, making the gargoyles seem to contort in grotesque welcome. Each bluish flare revealed the mute servants lined along the steps—pale creatures with glassy eyes and mouths sewn shut with black thread, their stiff torsos clad in liveries that reeked of mothballs and freshly turned earth.

Dr. Voss stood atop the steps, swathed in a velvet gown so dark it devoured the light like an open wound. Beside her, Thalia struggled to breathe under the presentation corset—a whalebone-and-silk prison that turned each inhalation into an act of submission. Her black dress rustled like the carapace of a newly molted insect, and her elbow-length gloves ended in obsidian buttons—pupiless eyes that tracked the arriving guests.

“Remember,” the doctor murmured without moving her lips as the first carriage groaned to a halt, “never stop smiling. Not when they touch you. Not even when they bleed.”

The mute servants jerked to life, marionettes with abruptly yanked strings. Their movements were too fluid, too precise—Thalia noted the dirt still caked under their fingernails. How long had they waited in the castle crypts before being “reanimated” for tonight?

The first guest emerged: Mr. Pembrooke, an industrialist with a florid face and spidery hands, his gaze raking over Thalia like claws.

“My dear Doctor,” he simpered, voice dripping saccharine malice, “and this must be your… famous creation.”

The doctor inclined her head, her gloved hand pressing subtly against Thalia’s spine—a silent command.

“Welcome to Blackthorn Hall,” Thalia replied in a voice that no longer belonged to her, but to the doctor’s design. “The pleasure will be… mutual.”

In the main hall, chandeliers blazed with black wax candles that wept rivulets of red. The gramophones swelled into a waltz—its highest notes sharp as stifled screams.

As Thalia descended the staircase, the golden liquid seared through her veins. Guests parted before her, some breathless, others fingering hidden knives or coins in their pockets.

At the threshold, the doctor offered her a cut-crystal goblet.

“For the nerves,” she muttered.

The wine inside was the same dark red as her lips.

And when Thalia drank, she knew there would be no turning back tonight.

Somewhere, deep in the recesses of her mind, the last vestige of Trevor Mercer cried out in vain.

But no one—not even she—could hear it anymore.

The drawing room at Blackthorn Hall pulsed with the rhythm of a sick heart, each beat marked by the rustle of silk and the clink of glasses filled with wine so dark it bled against the crystal. The guests slithered like living shadows, their grotesqueries outshining even the jewels they wore.

Lord Mortimer, gaunt as a blighted oak, dragged behind him a wife swathed in a black veil—concealing not grief, but what he called “the vulgarity of fleshly beauty.” Whenever the woman dared part her lips, he pressed a skeletal finger to the lace, hushing her with the devotion of a man silencing a yapping lapdog.

Lady Eleanora, draped in violet gauze, rattled her necklace of knuckle bones as she laughed. “Each phalanx is a memento from a lover,” she proclaimed to no one in particular—though none asked whether these were gifts… or trophies.

Viscount Duvall, rodent-faced and sweating, inspected Thalia through a gold monocle, his rheumy eyes scouring for any remnant of masculinity. When his gaze snagged on the junction of her silk stockings and garters, his lips glistened with saliva.

“Fascinating,” hissed a woman with emerald-poison lips, her arthritic fingers seizing Thalia’s arm like talons. “My butcher of a footman has the grace of a hog. Do you suppose the Doctor could… refine him?”

Thalia felt the doctor’s gaze slice across the room, an invisible scalpel poised at her throat.

“All it requires is patience… and the right tools,” she replied, honey laced with arsenic. “The Doctor has transmuted coal into diamonds before.”

A man with a sapphire-dyed beard shouldered through the crowd, reeking of brandy and entitlement.

“I,” he announced, baring teeth filed to points, “offer twenty thousand pounds for a wife like this. Young. Flawless. Obedient.” His eyes devoured her, as if she were already his commissioned porcelain doll.

Just then, Lenore materialized beside a cluster of gentlemen, her laughter like shattered wind chimes as she allowed one to nuzzle at her corset laces like a starved hound. Vesper, ever the specter, observed from the shadows as a love-struck poet stammered verses at her—his eyes already wet with the delusion that she’d be his muse by dawn.

Iris, frail as a moth, wove through the guests with a tray of crimson-jellied canapés that none dared touch—what was that glistening beneath the aspic?

Thalia, her veins alight with golden fire, let her gloved hand rest upon the blue-bearded man’s sleeve.

“The Doctor accepts special commissions,” Thalia whispered, noting how her smile widened at the hunger flaring in the man’s gaze. “But her finest works… demand worthy raw material.”

The music swelled, and suddenly the Doctor stood beside her—a specter in crimson.

“Now, my dark flower,” she murmured, steering Thalia toward the ballroom’s center. “Show them what you’ve become.”

As the violins spiraled into a forbidden waltz, Thalia understood: tonight was not merely her debut.

It was her consecration.

And by dawn, more lost souls would join Blackthorn Hall’s silent chorus.

The ballroom shimmered under chandeliers whose cut-crystal teardrops refracted light like frozen grief. The orchestra—figures too still, their waxen faces flawless as death masks—played the very waltz the Doctor had hummed during Thalia’s refinements.

“Begin,” the Doctor ordered, her gloved thumb brushing the locked clasp of Thalia’s necklace. “Let every step remind them of what you were… and what you are now.”

Then—as if a puppeteer had severed their strings—the mannequins lining the walls jerked to life.

Clad in Parisian silks already reeking of mothballs, their lacquered faces bore smiles that never touched their glass-bead eyes. Yet those eyes tracked Thalia with a hunger too ravenous to be feigned.

The first mannequin slid forward, smooth as oil on a tombstone. Its hands—cold as autopsy porcelain—closed around Thalia’s.

“How… lovely,” it rasped, voice muffled as though speech had to seep through layers of wax.

Thalia’s stiletto heels—sharp enough to pierce a throat—dug into the parquet. But she did not falter. Could not. Months of balancing books on her head while the Doctor adjusted her posture with a silver cane had perfected her into something neither human nor doll, but both.

The second figure seized her without consent, spidery fingers clamping like manacles at her waist. Mannequin or guest? Its breath reeked of dust and dead roses as it hissed:

“Do you even recall your name?”

Then it spun her violently, sending her skirts flaring—a bat unfurling its wings.

For an instant, something stirred in the depths of her mind—a name, a whisper, a muffled cry. But then her heels found the rhythm, and the memory dissolved like smoke in a gale.

The third dancer reeked of cheap cologne and formaldehyde, the stinging cocktail making Thalia’s eyes glaze with reflexive tears. His fingers—needle-sharp even through gloves—dug into her corset laces like a scavenger picking at sutures.

“I’d love to see,” he breathed, voice syrupy with faux charm, “what’s beneath such… perfection.”

Thalia, without breaking step, rested her palm on his shoulder—feeling the wax beneath his jacket soften at her touch.

“Perfection isn’t meant to be unwrapped,” she replied, flashing a smile honed before mirrors for months. “Only admired.”

And she danced.

She danced until her heels splintered the parquet, until sweat glued her gloves to her skin, until the mannequins slumped like candlelit corpses, their faces sliding into grotesque grins that betrayed who was puppet… and who was puppeteer.

Viscount Duvall intercepted them by the punch bowl, where the ruby liquid bubbled like a living thing. His signet ring—an eagle devouring a lamb—screeched against his goblet, a sound that made even the mannequins stiffen in primal alarm.

“Dr. Voss,” he hissed, voice slick as oil, “my heir requires your… particular talents.”

His beady eyes flicked to Thalia—equal parts revulsion and rapture.

“He’s developed tendencies”—the viscount’s fingers worried at a medallion beneath his coat—“that stain our name. Forbidden texts. Low associations. But imagine…”* He leaned closer. “That problem reborn as a flawless daughter. A jewel for our bloodline.”

For the first time that night, the Doctor’s smile reached her eyes. It was a skeletal thing, all knife-edge teeth and calculated hunger.

“My workshop is equipped for such commissions,” she said, plucking the viscount’s glass from his grip. “With new investors, I’ll streamline production. Faster transformations. Higher success rates. Custom results.” She took a slow sip. “Imagine: hair immune to tangles, skin untouched by time, organs that never fail. The elite could order heirs like they order portraits.”

The viscount’s jowls quivered, his throat working around a dry swallow.

“And the cost?”

“That,” the Doctor dropped a black sugar cube into his drink, watching it dissolve into inky tendrils, “depends on how much of him you wish preserved. Memories are… pricey to extract. But then—” She licked her lips. “They’re also the most valuable to sell.”

As the conversation descended into macabre details—assumptions written in ink that smelled of copper, timelines measured in full moons—Thalia allowed her gaze to wander to the winter garden. Among the phosphorescent ferns and carnivorous orchids, Iris was hiding in a corner, her shoulders shaking under the gauzy dress. Was she crying?

But before Thalia could consider approaching, a young aristocrat emerged from the shadows. Tall, with hair the color of old brandy and a smile that promised forbidden adventures, he bowed to Iris with a grace that would have seemed genuine but for the calculating glint in his blue eyes.

“I have been looking for the most beautiful flower in the garden,” he murmured, taking Iris’ trembling hand. “And here you are, hidden like a treasure.”

Iris, naïve as a fawn, looked up with moist eyes. The young man slipped an arm around her waist all too familiarly, his fingers fiddling with the laces of her corset.

“The halls are so boring,” he whispered against her ear. “Why don’t you show me those famous greenhouses of the doctor’s? They say she grows wonders... like you.”

Thalia felt a shiver as she watched Iris, ever so shy, melt at the honeyed words. But when she tried to take a step toward them, the doctor’s gloved hand closed like a pincer around her wrist.

“Don’t interrupt the process, my dear,” she murmured without taking her eyes off the viscount. “Everyone must learn that trust is the first ingredient of transformation.”

And as the waltz continued and the melted mannequins were replaced by new, more perfect ones, Thalia understood the true nature of a business meeting. Everything the doctor had built—her mechanized horses, the reanimated servants, the ladies of Blackthorn Hall—was merchandise that the doctor was showcasing, offering, and selling.

The evening had advanced, and the ballroom now breathed with the slow rhythm of a contented beast. The Ladies no longer graced the evening with their presence—Vesper had been led to the private chambers of old Lord Mortimer, who insisted on “assessing the suppleness of her art”; Lenore was following the man with the blue beard to the stables, where he promised to show her “tricks that would make a courtesan blush”; and Iris... Iris had disappeared into the winter garden with the young aristocrat, her nervous laughter floating in the air like the tinkling of broken glass.

Only Thalia remained by the doctor’s side, becoming her best sales pitch.

“Gentlemen,” Dr. Voss announced in a voice of honey and steel, “let my masterpiece demonstrate to you the true nature of my art.”

And so the show began.

The guests—men with greasy hands and gazes that hovered like flies on flesh—were invited to touch. Thalia extended her gloved arm, allowing sweaty fingers to slide over obsidian buttons and graze her skin.

“Notice the softness,” the doctor murmured as a drunken count gasped upon brushing the inside of her wrist. “No hairs, no enlarged pores. Pure human silk, treated with my mercury baths and milk.”

Thalia turned slowly, showing how the corset turned her waist into a perfect hourglass shape. A duke with brandy breath dared to squeeze—too hard—and the doctor smiled when her white knuckles met no resistance.

“Ribs surgically removed, fat redistributed by injections of chrysanthemum oil,” he explained, as if describing the making of a fine piece of furniture. “No deformation over time. No… weight fluctuations.”

“Speak,” the doctor ordered, and Thalia recited the poem she had been taught, each word a drop of poisoned honey:

“I am every man’s dream…
Every woman’s nightmare…
Perfect as a dagger…
Submissive as a tomb…”

His voice, a melodious whisper that escalated to impossible notes for a man, caused several guests to adjust their pants in discomfort.

By the edge of dawn, the doctor had signed contracts stained with wine and blood, received bags of gold coins and promises of resources—who needed mines when you could sell the promise of perfection? A waiting list grew on her bone fan: marquises who wanted custom-made wives, generals who longed for dutiful daughters, even a cardinal who whispered something about “angels for divine service.”

Thalia, standing by the hall mirror, looked at her gloved hands. They no longer trembled. In the glass, her reflection—red lips, eternally arched eyelashes, porcelain skin—gazed back at her with eyes that for an instant seemed sad.

But then the doctor stepped closer, slipping a gloved arm around her shoulders, and Thalia felt the perfect smile return to her lips. Automatic. Unbreakable.

“My flower,” whispered the doctor as some of the last guests crawled into their carriages, some carrying samples of the doctor’s work (locks of hair, vials of preserved tears), others taken by the mute servants to available rooms. “You are perfect, never forget it.”

And as the doors of Blackthorn Hall closed, sealing the fate of Iris, Lenore, and Vesper, Thalia understood her role.

She was no longer a lady.

She was an advertisement.

A living showcase.

And when the first distant cry came from the gardens—Iris? The young man?—she simply adjusted her gloves and followed the doctor into the east wing, leaving her friend’s sighs and moans behind.

End of Chapter 10.


CHAPTER 4: THE MASTERPIECE TEST

Dr. Voss strode through the empty room with silent steps, her fingers brushing the remains of spilled wine on the tables as if reading omens in the red stains. Thalia followed, her heels echoing on the marble, each step a reverberation of the transformation that now inhabited her completely.

“I have given the greatest gift to my Ladies tonight,” the doctor murmured, pausing in front of the portraits of the ancestors hanging on the walls. “The last step in their feminization: to know the pleasure of a man between their legs. Not as they did before, rough and clumsy, but as true maidens, feeling each caress like a lash of ecstasy.”

Her words floated in the air, imbued with a perverse pride. Thalia remembered the muffled sighs that had come from the upper rooms, the moans that filtered down the corridors like ghosts of pleasure.

But then, a figure emerged from the shadows, and the golden liquid in Thalia’s veins burned like never before.

He did not look like the other guests. While the aristocrats were drunk with their own lust, Lord Sinclair had remained in a corner, motionless as a statue carved from oak. Tall, with shoulders that filled his black velvet frock coat, he wore a fine sword at his belt—not for decoration, but with the ease of one who knew how to use it. His beard, trimmed with military precision, framed a firm mouth and eyes the color of aged whiskey, glinting with dangerous intelligence.

As he drew closer, the air thickened with the scent of leather and bergamot. Thalia couldn’t suppress a sigh when Lord Sinclair took her gloved hand and kissed it, his lips brushing her knuckles with a warmth that prickled her skin.

“Claire,” his voice was velvet-soft, yet edged in a way that even the mute servants paused their tasks to listen. “Your work is… impressive. But I am not like those vultures who are content with promises.”

The doctor tilted her head, intrigued, while her fingers toyed with the scalpel she always carried at her belt.

“Three maidens,” Lord Sinclair continued, tracing a gloved finger along the rim of his goblet. “The same caliber as your Thalia. Impeccable. Submissive. And before closing any deals…”—his gaze locked onto Thalia with an intensity that made her corset tighten around her ribs—“I require a taste of the merchandise.”

The silence that followed was so thick that Thalia could hear the whalebone in her corset creak with each breath, her heartbeat frantic under the pressure.

The doctor smiled, but this time, it was not the smile of a merchant. It was the smile of a she-wolf who had finally met her match.

“Lord Sinclair,” the doctor replied, sliding a hand over Thalia’s shoulder. “Thalia is not merchandise. She is my masterpiece. But…”—his eyes gleamed with a light Thalia had never seen before—“I’m sure we can come to an agreement.”

With a gesture, he directed them toward the private quarters in the east wing, where candles already burned in anticipation.

Thalia felt the golden liquid in her veins flare hotter than ever, mingling with something new—something she hadn’t felt since before her transformation.

Fear.

Or perhaps… anticipation.

The guest bedroom at Blackthorn Hall pulsed like a living thing. Black wax candles wept crimson tears onto silver candlesticks, casting shadows that twisted like tormented souls against the damask walls. The air hung thick with the scent of something primal: hot leather and scorched iron.

Thalia undressed with hands she barely recognized as her own. The obsidian buttons of her gown yielded one by one, baring the porcelain skin the doctor had labored to perfect. She avoided her reflection in the fogged mirror—not from shame, but because she knew she might see something she no longer wished to remember.

The nightgown laid out for her was sheer silk, a phantom of fabric clinging to her curves like dew. She slid into it slowly, feeling the material whisper against her hardened nipples, glide over her thighs like a promise.

Then she knelt at the center of the bed, hands folded in her lap—the posture drilled into her during those private lessons, where whispers tangled with the creak of corsets and the chime of surgical steel.

The door groaned on unoiled hinges.

Lord Sinclair filled the doorway, his silhouette a cutout against the corridor’s dim light. He’d shed his frock coat; now only a sweat-damp silk vest hugged his torso, muscles taut beneath the fabric. His sword remained at his belt, its pommel glinting like a vigilant eye.

The golden liquid in Thalia’s veins burned white-hot. Her heart battered her ribs, yet escape was the furthest thing from her mind. Something deeper—something dark and irrevocably feminine, seeded into her psyche by the doctor—ached to stay.

Her breath hitched as Sinclair shut the door with a decisive snap. Her fingers fretted at her stocking seams, sharp heels clicking together like a flint strike in the silence.

And then—he smiled.

Not the polished, rehearsed smile for the salons.

No.

This smile was slower.

Hungrier.

The smile of a woman who knows she is prey…
And of a hunter who savors every moment of the chase.

Lord Sinclair did not pounce like a starved beast. No—this was a connoisseur, a gourmet of pleasure who measured each second. He circled the bed, boots striking the floorboards in a rhythm that synced with Thalia’s hammering pulse.

“Incredible,” he murmured, pausing before her as a sculptor might before flawless marble. “Not a single scar. No trace left of the man you were.”

His eyes—whiskey-bright in the candlelight—scorched over every inch of her. The corset constricted her ribs, each breath a labor not of pain, but of coiled need.

When his gloved hand lifted her chin, Thalia’s training ignited. No hesitation. No fear. Only the molten urge to obey.

“Can you kiss me, creature?” Lord Sinclair’s voice rolled like underground thunder.

Thalia arched forward, a flower bending to the sun. Her lips—painted in everlasting crimson—met his in a contact that sparked lightning through her nerves. This was no passionate kiss, but a masterclass in precision:

The first brush—soft as a sigh.

A hint of tongue—a question.

Teeth grazing his lower lip—a promise.

Lord Sinclair’s growl vibrated against her sternum, a war drum’s call.

“Show me,” he commanded, pressing her into the black satin, “every lesson that scientist carved into you.”

Thalia obeyed.

Her hands glided down his vest, each undone button a chord in their symphony. When his torso was bared, she audibly swallowed at the terrain of battle-forged muscle—so unlike her own manufactured smoothness.

Following the doctor’s most intimate teachings, she mapped Sinclair’s scars with her mouth, worshiping each ridge with her tongue. When she swirled around a nipple, his grip fisted in her hair.

“Christ,” he rasped, “she’s forged you into a living instrument.”

Thalia smiled against his skin, drunk on praise like vintage wine. Here, there was no Trevor, no past, no rebellion—only this perfect surrender, this fulfillment of the doctor’s design.

When Sinclair’s hands finally encircled her, baring her body beneath the translucent nightgown, Thalia arched with a moan she’d suppressed for months. The golden liquid in her veins ignited with every caress, every bite, every word hissed into the darkness.

And somewhere—buried deep—the last remnant of her former self wept silently.

Sinclair’s teeth at her throat were lightning, searing every nerve. Thalia screamed—not from pain, but from pleasure so violent it erased thought. Her fists twisted the black satin sheets as sensation swamped her. His hands, broad as manacles, locked around her hips, lifting her effortlessly—a porcelain doll, pliant and eager. When he guided her to his cock, she opened like a prayer, lips parting with a hunger the doctor had carved into her bones.

The taste of him made her shudder. No disgust, no hesitation—only ravenous need. Her delicate hands clasped at the small of his back as she took him deeper, each of his moans vibrating through her.

“Say it,” Sinclair demanded, voice raw. “Tell me you’re a woman starving for her lover. That you want me until nothing else exists.”

Thalia didn’t feign it. The words spilled like sacred verses between gasps:
“I want you… I want you until it aches. I’m yours—only yours—a woman begging to be claimed.”

Then he sheathed himself inside her, and Thalia’s world shattered into color.

No pain. No resistance. Just pleasure like a guillotine-drop, her spine bowing, eyes rolling back. The doctor hadn’t just sculpted her—she’d rewired her, every nerve tuned to worship submission.

Sinclair’s thrusts were punishing, yet Thalia met them with moans like hymns. Her nails scored his back, branding him even as he possessed her. The slap of skin, her whispered devotions—“Yours, yours, yours”—twined into a single litany of surrender.

When Sinclair came, growling her name like damnation, Thalia felt her mind unspool. Thoughts splintered, reforged into new, darker shapes.

No return. No remorse.

As Sinclair withdrew, leaving her shaking and marked on the bed, Thalia understood with terrible certainty:

Every scream, every scar, every night of scalpels and honeyed poison—all of it had been worth this.

Because now, in this instant, she was perfection incarnate.

And pleasure was his new sacrament.

Dawn bled pale light through the velvet curtains, gilding the tangled bodies on the bed. Thalia slept with her head pillowed on Lord Sinclair’s chest, lips parted, fingers still loosely curled around his arm—as if even in dreams, she feared he might vanish. Her breath came soft, eyelids fluttering over whatever visions of submission and shattered ecstasy still held her.

Sinclair watched her with a conqueror’s gaze. He brushed a lock of ebony hair from her face, exposing the amethyst bruises his teeth had left on her throat. His claim. Dressing in silence, he sheathed his sword with a deliberate click.

Dr. Voss awaited him in the tea room, where steam from the infusion coiled like restless spirits in the morning light.

“You seem… satisfied,” she remarked, not glancing up. Her fingernails—red as old blood—tapped the porcelain rim.

Sinclair sat across from her, sprawling with the ease of a man who’d won. “Three maidens,” he said, tracing the contract unfurled on the table. “For my household’s service and my guests’… diversion.” His smile flashed. “Though I doubt even you can replicate this masterpiece.”

The doctor didn’t flinch, but her eyes kindled something feral.

“Everything has a price, Lord Sinclair. Even perfection.”

“Ah, but therein lies the game, Doctor.” He signed the parchment with a pen that bled ink black as pitch. “I don’t seek perfection. I crave variety. A blonde. A redhead. A brunette with pale eyes—a collection, like rare vintages.”

“My lord.” She dipped her head in a curtsey that drew his smirk. “You are indeed a connoisseur… and a gentleman.”

“I expect to be first on your ledger.” He rose to kiss her knuckles. “And I’ll return for your exquisite Thalia. I trust she’ll… anticipate it.”

As Sinclair’s carriage dissolved into the morning fog, the doctor held her stance, her gaze unyielding as steel. At last, her design was unfolding—soon, the world would claw itself raw for a taste of Dr. Claire Voss’s creations.

End of Chapter 11.


CHAPTER 5: TREVOR’S LAST SPASM

A silence thick as strangled breath swallowed Trevor. He floated in the void—a ghost trapped between names, between skins, between worlds.

Then—the darkness split.

“No! Stop!” His own voice, rough and unmistakably male, echoed from somewhere distant. Gloved hands in black leather pinned him to the marble slab as Dr. Voss’s scalpel caught the candlelight like a smirk.

“Shhh… it hurts less if you don’t fight,” she whispered, while needles pierced his flesh, pumping golden fire into his veins.

Memories splintered through him:

The corset’s vise-grip splintering his ribs.

Lenore’s laughter as she painted her lips a whore’s crimson.

Iris’s hollow murmur: “Sometimes I dream the clock still ticks.”

And then—Lord Sinclair.

The heat of his palms. The crushing weight of his body. The commands that wrung moans from her throat: “Tell me you’re a woman.” And she—she?—had obeyed, dissolving into pleasure and shame.

The bedroom at Blackthorn Hall lay drowned in shadows, dawn’s fingers barely staining the maroon curtains. Disorientation clutched him: the fingers tangled in the sheets were too delicate, the hair brushing his shoulders too fragrant with roses and ruin.

Then—knowledge crashed down.

“No… no, no, NO—”

The voice that tore from his throat was a stranger’s shriek. He lurched up, heels catching, and collapsed before the mirror.

The face in the glass wasn’t his.

Eyes lined in emerald.
Lips plumped to perpetual arousal.
Skin porcelain-smooth, hairless—every trace of Trevor erased.

“This isn’t me.” He clawed at the mirror, but the nails—were they even his?—left only pathetic scratches.

A sob scorched his throat.

“I want to go back. I want to be me again.”

But who was she now? The earnest medical student who’d dreamed of scalpels and healing? Or the trembling Lady who’d arched beneath Lord Sinclair’s hands, weeping for every lash of pleasure?

Memories of the night before—the hot whispers, the bite of his grip, the way her body had betrayed her with shuddering obedience—twisted like knives alongside the horror of being a ghost in her own flesh. Her hand slid between her legs, groping for what was gone, only to jerk back as if burned. A moan escaped her—half rage, half something shamefully like longing.

“Doctor… damn you to hell.”

But even her fury sounded hollow, smothered by months of sweet, insidious conditioning.

“Thalia!” Lenore’s voice cut through the door. “Breakfast is served! The doctor is waiting—” A pause. “You know what happens when she’s kept waiting.”

She could collapse here, let the doctor come to “adjust” her defiance. Or she could rise, paint her lips into a smile, and play the perfect doll.

But the choice had never been hers.

Tears scorched tracks down her corset. She scrubbed at her face, smearing kohl like war paint.

“Just a moment,” she called, forcing her voice into that honeyed lilt they adored. “I’ll be right down.”

One last glance in the mirror—and for a heartbeat, through the streaks of mascara, Trevor stared back.

Then he was gone.

Only Thalia remained.

The closet yawned open under her trembling hands. Dresses hung like flayed skins, their meticulous folds taunting her. I need something that won’t betray me, she thought, clawing through silk and lace. But even the plainest morning dress—dove-gray linen—clung to her sculpted hips, its sleeves baring the delicate slope of her reshaped shoulders.

She tore at the ruffles, but her fingers—too frail to even form a fist—were useless. Her feet, soles tender as raw meat, recoiled from the floor. The heels, sharp as ice picks, waited like loyal hounds.

“Damn you, Claire,” she whispered, sliding into satin slippers. Each step was a blade, but pain was just another stitch in her now, woven as tight as the corset choking her breath.

The hallway to the lab was a gallery of failures. Portraits of Flawed Ladies leered: mouths sewn crooked, skin translucent as grub flesh, limbs bent like broken hinges. A plaque beneath one read:

“SPECIMEN L-3: REJECTED (SKIN GRAFT FAILURE). DECOMPOSED IN 72 HOURS.”

Thalia looked away—but the image seared itself behind her lids.

Inside, the lab reeked of formaldehyde and bitter almonds. Jars lined the shelves, organs bobbing in brine: wombs like deflated gloves, larynxes strung like pearls, ovaries floating in cursed pairs.

Trevor would’ve vomited.

Thalia saw only “pretty things for pretty Ladies.”

In one corner, a male skeleton hung from hooks, its ribs marked with red chalk where the doctor had measured "excessive masculinity." Beside it, a wax mannequin embodied the ideal: swollen hips, a wasp's waist, a neck arched like a swan's.

On the dissecting table lay a book bound in what Thalia’s fingers knew—without understanding how—to be human skin. It lay open to a page titled:

"PROJECT THALIA: FINAL TRANSFORMATION STAGE."

The notes were a chaos of medical jargon and alchemical sigils, but one passage blazed in crimson ink:

"Subject T demonstrates exceptional receptivity to female memory implantation. Note: Eradicate residual medical knowledge (see p.47: 'Neural Lavage via Artemisia lacrimosa'). Prioritize domestic instruction and erotic conditioning."

"Thalia—no, Trevor! Trevor!" She hurled the book down. "Why can’t I read this?" Before, she would’ve parsed every equation. Now, the pages swam with nonsense glyphs and sketched roses.

A bottle labeled "MASCULINITY REVERSAL (BATCH 9)" glinted in the lamplight. Inside, a cobalt liquid bubbled as if alive.

"This could... restore me..."

But when he tried to mix it with a hormone vial, his hands betrayed him. Acid splashed onto the notes, dissolving the paper into violet smoke that carried a memory: Trevor in a lecture hall, scribbling precise notes in a hand now lost to him.

"No!" He smashed the test tubes against the floor. Glass shattered like his crumbling mind.

Among the shards, a broken mirror reflected fragments of Thalia: a kohl-lined eye, a smeared crimson lip, a curl of jet hair. But in one sliver near her foot—a glimpse of stubble, the shadow of a brow too thick.

He fell to his knees, glass biting flesh.

"Trevor!" he screamed, grinding the mirror shard into his palm. Blood pooled, erasing the last trace of his male face.

Then—the whisper of corset stays, the creak of tightening gloves.

"My masterpiece… meddling with my instruments." Dr. Voss’s voice oozed like toxin-laced syrup.

Thalia turned. The doctor stood framed in the doorway, black gown swallowing the light, scalpel glinting at her hip. Her smile was a scalpel’s edge.

"I… I only wanted to—" Thalia’s throat closed. What did she want? The thought dissolved like salt in water.

The doctor stepped closer, catching a tear on her thumb.

"Shhh… ladies weep for lost pearls, for faithless lovers—never for what they were never meant to be."

And in that moment, Thalia knew:

There was no antidote.
There was no escape.

Dr. Voss' words weren't consolation, but clinical truth—cold as her scalpel's edge.
"There's no regression, Thalia. There never could be."

The lab shed its illusion of sanctuary, revealing itself as a gallery of irreversible proofs. Thalia's gaze swept over the scattered notes—pelvic reconstruction diagrams, muscle memory eradication formulae, vocal feminization schematics—all alien hieroglyphs where Trevor had once seen science. What remained was only the doctor's brutal artistry.

A sound percolated in her throat, rising like marsh gases from a peat bog.
Laughter.
Crystalline. Delicate. Devastating.

"Ha! Haha! God! Hahaha!" The shrieks caromed off formaldehyde jars where disembodied eyes floated in silent judgment. Her manicured claws—always crimson, always flawless—scrabbled at the stone floor, hungering to mar something as profoundly as her psyche had been.

Dr. Voss descended before her, black gown billowing like a vulture's wings. Substance-stained gloves cradled Thalia's face with a butcher's tenderness.

"You've always known your true self, haven't you?" she murmured, smearing the mascara-streaked tear.

Then—
—collapse—
Not cataclysmic, but terminal, like a last exhalation.

Trevor—that phantom of resistance—dissipated.
Thalia slumped against the doctor's bosom, the corset crushing her final spasm of defiance. Bergamot and opium swaddled her, comforting as a shroud.

"Shhh..." The doctor combusted her hair, working out tangles like sutures. "Women mourn only what they release willingly, never what was never theirs."

In the bloomed laboratory mirror, only a woman remained:
—quivering carmine lips
—sculpted nasal bridge
—lashes like moth's wings
No specter of that anatomy student.

When the doctor extended a gilt vial—"For your nerves, darling"—Thalia drained it in one motion.
Bitter almonds.
Capitulation.
Absolution.

Hours later, in the gilded music room, Thalia played the harpsichord with fingers that danced—a grace Trevor’s hands had never possessed. The other Ladies exchanged glances, admiring her posture, her newfound serenity.

“She seems… transformed,” Lenore whispered, pearls clicking against her collarbone as she shifted in poorly concealed envy.

Dr. Voss, enthroned in her velvet chair, laced her fingers beneath her chin. “Completion,” she murmured.

And deep in the marrow, where no scalpel could excavate, the last shred of Trevor fell silent.

Dawn bled like clover honey through Thalia’s curtains. The doctor had granted her rest until noon—a cruelty disguised as mercy.

On the bedside table, valerian tea coiled its narcotic steam in a lilac-painted cup. Beyond her door, Blackthorn Hall hummed its rituals: Lenore’s staccato heels, Vesper’s mirror-murmured etiquette, the wet-click of servants scrubbing unidentifiable stains.

Thalia sat up, the corset’s bones singing against her ribs. Her fingertip traced the cup’s rim—then froze. A chalky residue clung to the porcelain. For your nerves, the doctor’s voice purred. So you don’t dwell, hissed the ghost in her synapses.

A knock—crisp as a snapping spine.

“The doctor awaits you in the tea room,” Vesper announced, her tone sterilized steel. “The black lace. Gloves mandatory.”

Thalia nodded, but her reflection flinched. Why today? Her hands—so alien in their delicacy—fumbled the silk buttons, slipping as if recoiling from their own skin.

As she stepped into the hall, something slithered across her nape. Watchers in the wainscoting.

The tea room throbbed with silence. The Ladies sat in a black crescent, dresses rustling like funeral shrouds stirred by grave breath. At the center, Dr. Voss cradled her cup, steam curling around her smile.

“Ah, Thalia.” She gestured to the vacant chair opposite her. “Drink.”

The tea bit back. Too much sugar. Too much something else.

“Tell me,” the doctor began, crossing her legs with arachnid precision, “what lingers of your life before my hands remade you?”

Thalia set the cup down with a surgeon’s control.

“Dreams.” The word tumbled out, polished as a script. “A brute who mistook himself for me. Ungentle. Common. Hands made for slaughterhouses.”

Lenore giggled into her pearls. Vesper’s nod was a priestess’s benediction. Iris stared at the rain-lashed window, her silence louder than confession.

"Nothing else?" pressed the doctor, leaning in until her bergamot breath fogged Thalia's lips. "No name? No face?"

A white-hot needle of pain behind her eyes. Trevor. The name dissolved on her tongue like sugar in poison. What emerged instead:

"Only shadows, Doctor. And you... you carved me from the dark."

The doctor's smile unfurled like a scalpel sliding from its sheath. Her next thrust:

"And Lord Sinclair? Did his... attentions please you?"

Thalia's flushed throat betrayed her before words could. Memories electrified her skin—Sinclair's weight, his surgeon-precise hands mapping every altered curve.

"It was... baptismal," she confessed, silk dress crumpling in her grip. "At first, I feared he'd see through me—to the crude thing I'd been."

A held breath. The Ladies' corsets creaked in anticipation.

"And then?" The doctor didn't blink.

Thalia let the corset punish her hesitation before answering:

"Then I learned hunger." Her smile bloomed, rotten and real. "That every gasp, every shudder... they belonged to me. Only ever me."

The doctor's sigh coiled around them like smoke from a sacred censer.

"And if I asked you to endure him again?"

No pause. No possible pause.

"Gladly." Her voice rang like a struck crystal. "For you. For myself. For this sisterhood of swallowed screams."

The doctor rose, trailing one gloved finger down Thalia's cheek—a sculptor blessing her masterpiece.

Night entombed Blackthorn Hall. Stars glistened like sterilized pins in the flesh of the sky. Dr. Voss guided Thalia to the balcony, where gargoyles leered with knowing grins.

"Tomorrow brings our new guest," the doctor announced, flinging a hand toward the gates. "A medical student. Gifted. Ambitious. Rather like... another young man we once knew."

The wind stole the words but not their sting. Thalia's ribs pierced her lungs as memory surged—

—large hands cradling Gray's Anatomy,
—midnight debates over cadavers,
—a shared cigarette's glow in the dissection hall—

Then moonlight erased the vision.

"Will you help me welcome him?" The doctor's finger traced Thalia's jawline, testing for flaws.

Below, mute servants arranged cobalt pyres, their movements synchronized as scalpels in a tray. Thalia watched her own hands—steady now, so steady—mirror their precision.

-It would be an honor," she replied, and this time, there was not even a sigh of resistance in her voice.

The doctor's smile split her face like a well-sutured scar.

"You'll sculpt her metamorphosis. Dictate her silks, her baptismal name, the carnation hue of her surrender." A pause, letting the power ferment between Thalia's ribs. "My right hand. My living testament."

The offer dripped nightshade sweetness. Thalia gulped it like communion wine.

As they turned toward the castle's maw, a sound needled the silence:

Tic. Tic.

From the clock room—Iris' former sanctuary of unraveling sanity—the pendulum knifed through midnight. Thalia turned to see only her spectral double in the stained glass: porcelain doll features, ocular voids, the doctor's shadow sutured to her spine like a second skeleton.

"Hear that, darling?" The doctor's whisper licked her ear. "One cog stops... another catches the chain."

Dawn stitched the horizon with corpse-light. A carriage wheezed up the road, its passenger white-knuckling a crumpled broadsheet:

"WANTED: Medical Assistant
Generous Compensation
Private Lodging Provided"

On the balcony, Thalia tugged her gloves taut—black leather whispering like a scalpel being drawn.

"Punctual," she observed, echoing a dead man's approval. "Promising."

When Blackthorn Hall's doors yawned open, she didn't glance at the gargoyles' knowing grins.

She stepped forward.

END.


EPILOGUE: THE PERFECT LADIES' CLINIC
(One Year Later)

Morning light dissected the clinic’s tall windows, gilding the pink marble walls where portraits of Victorian ladies kept their rictus grins. Damien—now Delilah—stood before the tripartite mirror, its same three panels that had once shattered Trevor’s reflection.

Her fingers—willow-thin, alabaster-smooth, nails shell-pink—drifted through ash-blonde curls. The hair kissed her shoulders, light as the lies now stitched into her tongue.

“Will this suffice, Doctor?” She bowed her head with the ease of a marionette on oiled strings. Her voice purred, no trace left of the guttural cries that had once cursed his name into pillowcases.

Dr. Voss, swathed in mourning silk black as a scalpel’s shadow, adjusted the spider-clasp at Delilah’s throat.

“Flawless, darling.” She brushed nonexistent dust from Delilah’s shoulder. “Now assist Iris with the trunks.”

Delilah nodded. As she turned, her reflection pursued her with a smile that died at the glass’s surface.

The castle breathed like a lung half-filled with chloroform. Sheet-draped furniture crouched like penitent ghosts. The mirrors—archivists of a hundred metamorphoses—had been shrouded in black tulle, as if the very walls grieved their abandonment.

Thalia, sheathed in a mauve traveling suit that corseted her into geometry, supervised the packing of surgical tools. Her motions were sacramental.

“Lenore, the silver needles,” she called, her tone the snap of a surgeon’s glove.

Lenore—rouge painted to doll-like precision—curtsied, pearls giggling at her ears:

“At once, Madame Thalia!” Their laughter twined like ivy, the kind shared by girls who’ve never known a life outside these walls.

In the room’s gullet, Vesper and Iris packed vials of nameless tinctures. Iris, fragile as a vial of dried tears, held Artemis lacrimosa to the light, watching its swirl of imprisoned memories.

“Will the clinic… have space for us all?” Her whisper ruffled the dust.

Vesper—whose lips had once been a scar—smiled. “Space for dozens yet.”

And in the foyer, the pendulum’s heart stopped mid-beat.

The private carriage, a gift from Lord Sinclair, glided across the fields like a silver needle on green velvet. Thalia reclined her perfectly sculpted body against the satin cushions, the pages of La Gazette Moderne rustling beneath her gloved fingers.

“This one in emerald green would make me look divine,” she remarked, pointing to an illustration of a lady posing in a tight-fitting dress like a second skin. Delilah, sitting next to her, nodded fervently, her gray eyes sparkling at the prospect of someday deserving such luxuries.

The past few months had chiseled Thalia into more than a masterpiece—she was now an icon. Fan letters piled up on her dresser—dried flowers from anonymous gentlemen, invitations to private soirees, jewelry that sparkled like frozen tears.

“Lord Pembroke wrote to me,” Lenore confessed as the landscape blurred behind the glass. “He wants me to visit him at his estate this summer.”

Lenore, expert in the art of well-dosed gossip, let out a giggle that made the pearls on her necklace clink.

“Another fan? That will be the fourth one this season,” Vesper asked.

Iris didn’t comment; she was still enraptured with the memory of that young aristocrat she kissed at Thalia’s debut party.

The ladies rested; the journey was long, and they had a lot of work to do once they arrived at their new home.

The building emerged through the morning mist like a fever dream: white marble carved with roses whose thorns curled around the columns, stained glass windows that tinged the light with purple and gold, as if the sun itself had submitted to the doctor’s good taste. Above the door, a discreet sign proclaimed: “Voss Ladies’ Sanatorium—Specialized Treatments.”

Inside, luxury was an elegantly oiled trap.

“Here will be your new home,” announced Dr. Voss, extending her arms in the main hall, where crystal chandeliers multiplied the reflections of the Ladies. “And that of many others like you.”

Thalia walked the corridors with measured steps:

	The recovery rooms, where off-white silk curtains billowed like ghosts. 
	The ballroom, with its black grand piano and mirrors that distorted silhouettes. 
	The library, whose shelves held leather-bound tomes with gilded titles that no one read. 


But it was in the basement that they found the heart of the empire.

The operating room glistened under the light of chandeliers: surgical tools arranged like jewels on black velvet, vials of amber liquids lined up like soldiers, and in the center, the operating table, padded, with freshly oiled leather straps.

“Here we will make history,” the doctor whispered in Thalia’s ear. “You and me.”

The moon hung over the clinic like a pale, watchful eye, bathing Thalia’s new bedroom in silver. More spacious, more luxurious than the old one, with large windows that opened onto the private gardens where black roses bloomed even in the dark.

One by one, Thalia removed her jewelry in front of the full-length mirror, each movement a perfected ritual. The onyx earrings, the filigree necklace, the bracelets that jingled like funeral bells as they fell on the ebony dresser.

The reflection looking back at her was unmistakably her.

There was not a trace of Trevor left in those kohl-lined eyes, in those perma-red lips, in the soft curve of her hips that moved with a grace that now came naturally to her. Not a flash of rebellion, not a whisper of doubt. Only the deep peace of one who has found her place in the world.

She dropped onto the black satin sheets, stretching out like a contented feline, feeling the cool fabric caress her skin.

Tomorrow, a new appointment awaited her. A baron eager to transform his troubled heir into a dutiful daughter. Thalia could imagine it already—the fear in the boy’s eyes, the way he would tremble when he saw the instruments gleaming in the candlelight.

And she would be there.
Smiling.
Whispering words of encouragement as she strapped him to the operating table.
Perfect guide for the lost.
Living example of what submission could achieve.
Dr. Voss’s timeless masterpiece.

Thalia closed her eyes, letting sleep sweep over her.
She dreamed of nothing.

FIN





AFTERWORD

This story explores the boundaries between identity and manipulation, horror and elegance, through a decadent gothic lens where the real terror is not the physical transformation, but to no longer miss who you were. Thalia is both victim and villain, a reminder that sometimes surrender can be more terrifying than struggle. How far would you go to belong?
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