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Chapter 1
Dress Sexy for Me


Iwas halfway through my third scroll through every social media app when the smell of garlic hit me. Megan was making something good again. Of course she was. She always was—bustling around the kitchen like she didn’t even know how to sit down.

I could hear the pan sizzling, the faint thump of a cabinet door closing, the scrape of something being chopped. Music played low from her phone in there, some moody pop thing she liked, and I figured we were still on good terms for the night.

I hadn’t helped with dinner. I usually didn’t. She just sort of… handled things. It wasn’t like I didn’t appreciate her—I did. But she moved around like she needed to stay busy, like resting made her itchy. So I let her. She’d tell me if she needed something.

I adjusted my hips on the couch and glanced down at the slight bulge in my boxers. Still had it. I smirked to myself. God, she used to go crazy for it back when we first started dating. Tight little yoga pants and tank tops, teasing me with every stretch. She used to dress for me—like, she actually gave a shit about looking hot even when we were just home. Now? Baggy sweats, old T-shirts, and her hair in a bun.

I cleared my throat and called out, “Smells amazing, babe.”

There was a soft clang in the kitchen, but she didn’t answer.

I hesitated. I knew I probably shouldn’t say it. But it had been bugging me lately. The whole vibe had changed. And I figured… better to just say it, right?

“But hey, can I say something without you getting annoyed?”

A pause. Not a good one. “Depends on what you’re about to say,” she replied, tone clipped but neutral.

I pushed forward anyway. “You used to dress sexy when we were dating. Like… those silky little pajama sets? That pink one drove me insane. And the yoga pants? Damn. Now it’s like…” I shrugged, even though she couldn’t see me. “I don’t know. Just would be nice if you put in a little effort, you know?”

The silence that followed wasn’t neutral.

She turned the burner off. I could hear it—the tiny click of the dial. No more sizzle. No more motion. Just the hum of the fridge and the sudden weight of the air between us.

When she finally walked in, she didn’t even look at me. Just leaned against the doorway, arms crossed, a dish towel slung over her shoulder. Her face was unreadable, and somehow that was worse than anger.

“You want me to dress sexy for you?” she asked.

I sat up a little straighter, trying to gauge where this was going. “I mean… yeah? Just sometimes. I think it’s fair.”

She gave me a smile. Not the good kind. “Okay,” she said calmly. “Then let’s make it fair.”

I blinked. “What?”

“A bet. One of your stupid little bets you love making. We play a game tonight—cards, trivia, whatever. Loser dresses sexy for the weekend.”

I laughed. “Wait, you want me to⁠—”

“You want sexy?” she cut in. “Then I want sexy. From you. If I win, you’re mine to dress. If you win, I’ll wear whatever slutty thing you want for the rest of the weekend.”

I stared at her. She was serious. She wasn’t even blinking.

I grinned. “You’re on.”

I didn’t think twice. I figured I’d win. I always did. Megan was good at a lot of things—cooking, organizing, getting shit done—but when it came to games? She cracked under pressure. I’d seen it a dozen times. I could practically taste her in lace already.

After dinner we played a trivia app on her phone. One of those fast-response ones where time mattered just as much as the answer. She picked it, naturally. Said it was neutral. I didn’t argue. I liked my odds.

The first round went fine. I beat her by a couple points. She scowled at her screen, biting her lip in that way she does when she’s trying not to look competitive.

“Warming up,” she said, clicking Next Round.

The second one? Closer. She edged me out by less than a second. Total fluke. Third round, she won again. By the fifth, she was ahead.

I sat up straighter, palms starting to sweat. She wasn’t cracking. She was calm. Almost smug. And it was like I hadn’t even noticed until now—her eyes never left the screen, but the corners of her mouth twitched with every right answer like she’d planned this.

“Wait, have you played this before?” I asked, squinting at her.

She didn’t answer. Just pressed Next.

Final round. I went all in. Focused like hell. Got the first few answers right. Then she blitzed through the last three in a row, beat me by seven points.

Seven.

Megan put the phone down and looked up slowly, locking eyes with me like a lioness about to pounce. “Well,” she said, folding her hands sweetly in her lap. “Guess you’re my sexy little doll for the weekend.”

I exhaled hard, tossing my phone on the couch. “Alright, alright. I’ll wear something sexy tomorrow, whatever.”

She raised a brow. “Nope. Starting tonight.”

I blinked. “Seriously?”

“You made the bet.” Her tone was light. But her eyes were sharp. “And just so we’re clear—you’re not getting out of this by staying naked all weekend. That’s not dressing sexy. That’s being lazy.”

I laughed, a little nervously. “So what? You want me in tight boxers or something?”

“No.” She stood, walking slowly toward the hallway. “I want you dressed the way you expect me to dress. Something lacy and flirty—something that barely covers anything. You know—sexy.”

She disappeared down the hall. I just stared after her, still not fully registering how fast this had flipped. Her voice floated from the bedroom. “Don’t worry. I’ll find something that fits.”

Something in my stomach turned.

And for the first time all night, I didn’t feel so confident.


Chapter 2
Just Like You Wanted


Iwas still sitting on the couch when she came back. She held it up between two fingers like it was a trophy—black satin trimmed in pale pink lace, the exact pajama set I’d bought her last Christmas. Thin straps, plunging neckline, and matching shorts that could barely be called clothing. I remembered seeing it on the model, picturing it on Megan, imagining her crawling into bed wearing it and nothing else.

It had only made one appearance. She’d worn it for ten minutes, laughed at how impractical it was, and changed into sweats after I passed out half-drunk.

Now she was holding it out… for me.

My stomach turned. “You’re joking,” I said.

Her grin was slow. “I’m really not.”

“But I bought that for you,” I whimpered.

“Exactly. You picked it. You wanted me to wear it. So now you get to wear it for me.” She tossed it at me, the satin landing like a dare in my lap. “Go get changed.”

“Megan…”

She tilted her head. “We had a bet, Nick. You lost. And I think it’s only fair you experience what it’s like being expected to dress sexy while you do everything else.”

I ran a hand down my face and sighed. “It’s not going to fit.”

“It’s got stretch.” She shrugged. “And besides, the more it hugs your body the sexier it will look. I bet it will make your ass pop.”

My mouth went dry. I thought about saying no. I really did. But something about the way she looked at me—so calm, so smug, so in control—made my pulse throb in places it shouldn’t. I stood, grabbing the set without looking at her, and muttered, “Fine.”

“Bathroom,” she said, nodding toward the hall. “But don’t take too long. I want to see my little model.”

I shut the door behind me with more force than necessary. The light was harsh. The satin was cold in my hands. I stared at it like it might change shape.

I stripped down slowly, reluctant and grumbling, but not stopping. My skin prickled as the camisole slipped over my head, the hem brushing my thighs. The straps were tight. The neckline—ridiculous. The shorts were worse. They clung. No room for ego.

The mirror didn’t help. I looked like a joke. A ridiculous, overgrown man in women’s lingerie. But also… I didn’t look entirely bad.

The black satin shimmered against my skin. My shoulders looked broader somehow, my waist more narrow. The thin pink ribbon along the neckline made my chest look soft. Touchable.

I adjusted the straps, feeling the fabric tug across my thighs. I wasn’t hard, but I wasn’t soft either. I was just… humming. Something was happening and I wasn’t sure I hated it.

I should’ve changed back. That thought hit me hard as I stared at my reflection. I could still take it off. Say it didn’t fit. Say the fabric itched or made me sweat or that it felt too weird. I could claim I was drawing the line, that the joke had gone far enough.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I stood there a moment longer, watching the way the thin camisole hugged my torso. The hem stopped just below my hips, leaving the pink-laced shorts fully exposed. They were tighter than anything I’d worn in my life—riding up in a way that was… embarrassing. But also kind of flattering. My legs didn’t look awful. The waistband cinched me in, made me look slimmer. Almost soft.

I ran a hand down my side, just to feel the fabric move with me.

God, what the hell was wrong with me? This wasn’t supposed to feel good.

And yet—there was a strange heat building under my skin. Not a full erection, not yet. Just… a low, steady pressure. Something restless and coiled, like my body hadn’t decided whether this was humiliation or desire.

I should’ve hated it. But a small part of me—quiet, traitorous—liked being made to wear this. Liked how exposed I felt. Vulnerable. Like I was performing for her, and only her.

I exhaled slowly. “Okay,” I muttered. “Just get it over with.”

I opened the bathroom door and stepped out. Megan was lounging on the couch, legs crossed, sipping a glass of white wine like this was just any other evening. When she saw me, she didn’t laugh. She didn’t smirk.

She smiled—slow, appreciative, and just a little predatory. “Well… hello there,” she purred.

I froze in the hallway, half-expecting her to break character. But she didn’t. She set her wine down and stood, walking toward me with deliberate grace, eyes sweeping up and down like I was some lingerie model on a runway.

“I forgot how good this set looked,” she said, circling me. “But I never imagined how good it would look on you.”

I swallowed. My face burned. “Okay, you’ve had your fun.”

“Oh no,” she said, stepping behind me and brushing a hand lightly down my back. “We’ve just started.”

Her fingers slid around to my waist, resting at the pink ribbon that cinched the shorts. She leaned in, breath warm at my ear.

“How does it feel, baby?” she whispered. “Having to wear something sexy just to earn attention?”

I tried to speak. I couldn’t.

“I think it suits you,” she added, one hand drifting lower. “And I think you’re going to wear it for the rest of the night. You’ll pour my wine. Make me dessert. Maybe even sit on my lap while I enjoy the view.”

I turned toward her, half-defensive. “Megan…”

She cut me off with a single finger against my lips. “No more arguing, Nikki.”

My breath caught.

“What?” I said, blinking.

She gave me that same knowing smile. “You said you wanted sexy. I’m giving you the chance to live it. So be a good girl and go bring me something sweet. I’m hungry.”

I should have stormed off. I should have ripped the thing off and said enough. But instead… I turned around and headed to the kitchen.

My legs felt shaky in those tiny little shorts.

And beneath I was rock hard.


Chapter 3
Dressed for the Day


Ibarely slept. Every time I shifted, the satin clung to me. Every time I adjusted the shorts, they slid right back up my thighs, reminding me what I was wearing. The camisole twisted just enough to make my chest feel… sensitive.

The feminine feelings were a constant tease. I’d wake up half-hard, heart pounding, caught in some half-dream where Megan was whispering in my ear or straddling me or laughing while she traced her nails over my thighs. And then I’d realize I was still in those damn pajamas, still wearing what I’d bought her.

By the time morning light leaked through the blinds, I felt like I’d been edged all night by fabric and shame. Looking around, I noticed that Megan wasn’t in bed so I lay there a few more minutes, too tired and too wired to move, then forced myself up. The camisole clung as I sat up, cool against my skin. My cock was trapped—aching, desperate—but I didn’t even try to deal with it. I knew it wouldn’t be allowed. Not today.

I padded into the hallway, rubbing my eyes.

“Morning, Nikki,” came her voice, bright and chipper from the bathroom.

I froze.

She poked her head out and smiled wide. “Sleep well?”

I gave her a groggy scowl. “Not really.”

Her eyes dropped to the camisole. “Mm. Poor thing. Your new outfit too much of a turn on?”

Before I could answer, she reached out, grabbed my wrist, and tugged me into the bathroom. “No matter. It’s time to freshen up. I’ve got a whole outfit waiting for you.”

“Megan—”

“Nope. Shower first. Then shave.”

She reached for the hem of my camisole, peeling it off with practiced ease. I didn’t resist. I don’t know why I didn’t. Maybe I was still too tired. Maybe I just… wanted to see what would happen.

When she pulled down the shorts, she let her fingers drag slowly down my hips, almost lovingly.

“You’re really going to make me do this,” I murmured.

She looked up at me, eyes warm and unshaken. “You made a bet, Nick, and honestly? I think this is good for you.” She stepped into the shower first, then looked back over her shoulder. “Well? Come on.”

I followed. The water was warm and steam filled the room instantly. She grabbed a bottle of body wash—something floral—and started lathering her hands.

Then she turned to me. “Arms up.”

“Megan…”

“Now.”

I obeyed. She washed me, slowly and thoroughly. Her hands moving over my chest, under my arms, across my stomach. She made it feel less like cleaning and more like possession.

Then came the razor.

“You’ll feel so much better smooth,” she said, voice low. “And so much sexier.”

She started with my chest, taking careful strokes as the water ran down both of us. Then my stomach and my arms. She made me hold each limb out like I was being inspected.

By the time she got to my legs, I was flushed, shaking, and hard. She ignored it, which somehow made it worse.

When she finished, she kissed my cheek and handed me a towel. “Dry off. I’ll go get your outfit.”

She left, humming to herself while I stood there, dripping, hairless, still aching. I had no idea what she was going to make me wear, but I was already halfway to loving it.

I dried off in silence, skin still tingling from the shave. Every inch of me felt sensitive, hyperaware—like I’d been stripped down to something more than just bare skin.

When Megan returned, she didn’t say a word at first. She just held up the hanger and let me see.

My mouth went dry.

A silky black bralette with lace trim and tiny pink bows. A matching thong—not briefs, not even boyshorts—a thong. Below that, a short pleated skirt in a soft gray plaid, barely longer than the thong, and laid across her other arm, a pair of sheer thigh-high stockings with lacy tops that looked like they’d roll down the moment I moved.

“You’re serious,” I muttered.

She gave me a patient smile. “You expected me to wear things like this. I’m just letting you experience your own fantasy.”

“I never expected you to wear something like this.”

She quirked a brow. “You bought me most of these.”

I shut my mouth.

She stepped forward, bralette in hand. “Arms up, Nikki.”

That name again. Every time she used it, something in my stomach flipped.

I hesitated.

Her voice dropped. “Are you breaking the rules of the bet?”

I exhaled through my nose and lifted my arms. The bralette slid over my head and clung like a second skin, the lace tickling along my freshly shaved chest. She adjusted the straps for me, pulling them tight, letting her fingers linger.

“See?” she said softly. “Perfect fit.”

Next came the thong. She knelt down in front of me—knelt—and held it open for me to step in. The moment it slid up my thighs, I felt ridiculous. The fabric hugged me obscenely, tucking everything in, holding me tight in a way that made every movement feel… exposed.

“Spin,” she said, standing again.

I turned slowly. The thong rode high—and deep. I felt both covered and completely exposed and the skirt did little to help after she pulled it up. I had a feeling that it wouldn’t cover anything if I bent over.

Then came the stockings. She rolled them up one by one, her fingers dragging against my calves, my thighs, the tops of my hips.

I was shaking by the time she stood back to admire me.

“You look so cute,” she whispered, brushing imaginary dust from my shoulder. “Honestly, it’s kind of unfair. That pouty little mouth and those legs? Most girls dream for such features.”

She turned me toward the mirror and I barely recognized myself. The bralette framed my chest in a way that made me look softer, like maybe I could have curves if I wore the right push-up. The thong vanished beneath the hem of the skirt, which flounced with the slightest shift. The stockings gleamed under the bathroom light.

I didn’t look like a joke. I looked… like I belonged in this.

“Oh my god,” I whispered.

Megan stepped behind me and rested her chin on my shoulder. “You like it.”

“I—no—I just…”

“It’s hard to deny it when you’re hard, Nikki.”

I swallowed.

“You’re standing there, dressed like a sexy little toy, and you’re aching for more. Aren’t you?”

I closed my eyes and nodded.

She kissed the side of my neck. “Then let’s go show you off. I’ve got some chores for you to do, and I want to watch you do them properly dressed.”

“Chores?”

Her voice was silk and steel. “You didn’t think you were going to lie around looking pretty, did you?”

She smacked my ass once—light, teasing—and led me toward the bedroom.

I followed, hips swaying in that stupid little skirt, heart racing like I was walking into something I could never come back from.


Chapter 4
Playing Her Part


The pleated skirt swished with every step I took, grazing my thighs, brushing the tops of the stockings Megan had so carefully rolled up my legs that morning. The thong underneath hugged me tight, the lace biting into my hips like a collar—like a reminder of who I was today. My cock was already twitching, aching from the way the lace of the thong rubbed against it—from the way everything fit me so… well.

I couldn’t get comfortable, and Megan knew it. She was watching me like a queen on her throne, legs draped over a pillow, her face half lit by the morning sun, a cup of coffee cradled in her hands. Her expression wasn’t teasing or playful anymore—it was something else. Something commanding. She exuded confidence and control.

It scared me how much I liked her looking at me like that.

“You missed a spot on the counter,” she said without even glancing up from her coffee.

I hesitated. “I’ll get it in a second.”

“No, Nikki.” Her voice was soft. But firm. “I’d like it done now.”

She didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t need to. Her tone carried that weight—the unshakable authority of someone who knew exactly what they were doing.

My cheeks flushed. I turned around and went back to the kitchen.

I wiped the counter slowly, doing my best not to huff or grumble, but when I bent over—just like she’d asked—the breeze hit my bare ass and my heart skipped a beat. The skirt flipped up easily, exposing everything. I was completely on display, and I knew she was looking.

My cock strained in the thong, painful against the pressure. I was humiliated. But I was also throbbing. Shaking with need. God help me—I was starting to like this. The attention, the control, the clothes—all of it.

I finished wiping and stood up a little too fast. The fabric shifted and clung to all the wrong places, the kind of cling that would’ve driven me crazy if it were on Megan. Now it just made me feel… vulnerable.

When I returned, she set her coffee down and patted the seat beside her. “Sit.”

I perched on the edge of the couch, spine straight, trying to keep my knees together. The skirt barely covered anything. I knew if I slouched or adjusted, she’d see everything.

She reached out and ran a finger along my thigh, just above the lacy band of the stockings. Her touch was electric—featherlight, cruel in its slowness.

“You really do have nice legs,” she murmured. “I should’ve put you in skirts a long time ago.”

My breath caught. “Okay, Megan. You win. I get it.”

“Do you?” she asked, cocking her head. “Because you seem… flushed.”

“I get the point. It’s exhausting to try to be sexy all the time. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

“Oh, sweetheart.” Her smile grew. “That wasn’t the point.”

She shifted closer—then straddled me without warning.

Her weight settled on my lap, pressing my arousal deeper into the taut fabric. Her skin was warm. Her scent—vanilla and sleep and shampoo—wrapped around me, intoxicating. I felt her hips settle, grinding just enough to make my head spin.

“M-Megan⁠—”

She leaned in close, her voice a slow drip of molten sugar. “Sexy isn’t about outfits. It’s about power and control. And right now…” She rolled her hips again, slowly. “…I own you.”

I whimpered. There was no other word for it.

Her hands slid into my hair, tilting my head back so she could look into my eyes. She stared at me for a long, heavy second, and I felt seen in a way I never had before. Not just naked. Not just aroused.

Owned.

“I think you wanted to feel desired,” she whispered. “I think you wanted to be worshipped for how good you look. For how you turn me on.” Her fingers traced the edge of my jaw. “Well guess what, Nikki? I do want you. Like this. Submissive, soft, and pretty. And desperate to please me.”

I felt the moan catch in my throat and swallowed it down.

“You can’t stop thinking about how this feels, can you?” she asked. “The skirt. The stockings. The way I talk to you now.”

“I… I don’t know what’s happening.”

She kissed the corner of my mouth, her breath warm against my cheek. “You’re falling, baby. And I’m not going to catch you. I’m going to keep pushing.”

She stood, leaving me panting and dizzy, my cock still trapped and throbbing in the thong. She picked up the tray I’d brought earlier and walked to the kitchen like nothing had happened.

“You’ve got laundry next,” she called out over her shoulder. “And I want it folded perfectly. I expect to see that cute little ass swaying while you work.”

I stood up, shaking. Every step I took made the skirt dance over my thighs, every movement a reminder of my new place.

“Megan…” I tried again.

She turned, her eyes flashing. “Try again. Call me mistress.”

I swallowed and then let the word escape my lips. “…Mistress.”

Her smile was electric.

“Good girl.”


Chapter 5
Being a Good Girl


The laundry smelled like her. Warm cotton, perfume-softened lace, a faint sweetness from the dryer sheets she liked. I stood in front of the bed in full lingerie—brushed pinks and blacks clinging to every inch of me—folding each delicate thing by hand, like I was handling sacred objects. My fingertips traced the edge of her panties, the scalloped lace of her bras, smoothing the cups, pressing in the folds. I used to see these as things she should wear for me.

Now I folded them like offerings, wondering how each might feel against my skin.

Every time I reached forward to grab another garment, my skirt lifted. The thong underneath clung tighter with every breath, tugging up into the cleft of my cheeks, hugging my cock in a way that made it ache—more restrained than supported.

It made it impossible to relax. I was still hard, filled with a strange arousal. I didn’t want to be. Or… I did. I just didn’t want to admit what it meant.

That I was aroused doing her laundry. That the smell of her lingerie, the act of folding it, of being dressed like this while doing it, made me want to melt into the bed and beg her to touch me. That the name “Nikki” made my knees go weak.

I was too caught up in it to notice the sound of her footsteps. But I felt her—like a change in pressure. Like a storm building behind me.

Her hands were on my waist before I could speak. Warm, commanding, sure of themselves. She didn’t ask. She just stepped into me from behind and took hold, pulling my back against her front, letting me feel her heat and strength, the firmness of her body pressing into mine through layers of silk and skin.

I gasped, and she laughed—low and smooth, like she was savoring the sound. “You didn’t hear me,” she whispered against my ear.

I shook my head. “I was—just—folding.”

Her hand slid up under my bralette, cupping my chest—not roughly, not gently, just… possessively. Like I was hers. A thing she’d dressed and trained and placed in just the right spot.

“And doing such a good job, too,” she murmured, her lips trailing up the side of my neck. “You’ve been so quiet, so obedient today.”

Her other hand slid down, over the waistband of the skirt. Slowly. Deliberately.

I stopped breathing.

“You’re a very good girl, Nikki,” she whispered.

Her fingers slipped under the waistband. The thong offered no resistance. No protection. She slid right between my thighs, hand curling around my cock through the thin satin.

I moaned—high, trembling, involuntary. My legs trembled.

“That’s what I thought,” she purred. “You like this. Being touched like this. Dressed like this. Obeying me.”

“Yes,” I whispered. I didn’t even think. I just said it. Felt it. Needed it.

She pressed her body tighter to mine. Her hand moved slowly, rhythmically, rubbing me in tight circles. The thong turned slick against me—wet from how much I was leaking. I’d never been this sensitive. This desperate. Her palm was steady, firm, like she owned my pleasure. Like she knew she could give it—or take it away.

“I love how hard you get for me,” she whispered. “My sweet little thing. Folding my panties, aching in your thong, desperate for my touch.”

My throat caught on a sob. I was so close. My cock twitched in her hand, and the friction of the fabric made it worse. Made it unbearable. I couldn’t think. Couldn’t move.

Her breath found the hollow just behind my ear. “You make such a pretty girl.”

I moaned again, hips stuttering. “Please…”

“Such a good girl,” she repeated, kissing just below my jaw. “So helpful. So pretty. I’m very, very turned on by how well you’re learning.”

“I need to—Megan—please⁠—”

“Oh, sweetheart. If you keep this up, you’re going to get a very special reward tonight.”

My legs nearly gave out. I braced myself against the edge of the bed with both hands, her hand still moving, still rubbing me through the soaked satin. I couldn’t stop shaking. I was seconds away. Just one more stroke. One more whisper.

And then… she let go. Just… stopped.

The absence of her hand felt like a slap. I whined—actually whined—at the loss of pressure. My thighs rubbed together for relief, but there was none.

She smoothed the skirt down like nothing had happened. “Dinner,” she said lightly, like we were talking about takeout. “I expect it ready in an hour.”

I spun, breathless. “What?”

She kissed her finger and pressed it to my lips. “No whining. You want to be a good girl, don’t you?”

I nodded, mute.

Her eyes sparkled. “Then prove it. Finish the laundry. Cook me something delicious. And if you behave…” She leaned in, her voice a thread of silk. “You’ll get your reward.”

She turned on her heel and walked away, leaving me aching, leaking, and alone in her lingerie.

I didn’t move for a full minute. My body was flushed, my thighs trembling. My cock throbbed in its satin cage, slick with pre-cum. I’d never felt this denied. This wanted. This owned.

And yet, through the fog of desperation, one thing became crystal clear: It wasn’t just the promise of release that made me want to obey.

It was her. Megan. Mistress. I wanted to be her good girl… reward or not.

I didn’t start dinner right away. I just stood there for a while, hands on the counter, my body still buzzing like I’d been electrified and unplugged too fast. My thighs ached from clenching. My cock pulsed in the soaked thong, trapped and twitching and desperate.

And all I could think about was her. The way she touched me—like I was something she’d earned. Something she was molding. Her voice in my ear, low and patient and wickedly proud: You’ve been such a good girl.

I wiped my eyes without realizing I was tearing up. Not from sadness. From something else. Some cocktail of release denied, praise given, identity stirred.

I pulled the ingredients out one by one, grounding myself in motion—chopping, stirring, seasoning. The scent of onions and garlic filled the air. Familiar things. Real-world things. But I couldn’t stop drifting back to what she said.

A special reward tonight. What would it be? Would she touch me again? Let me finish? Make me beg for it? Or something… more?

I stirred harder, the wooden spoon clacking against the side of the pot.

Would she keep me dressed like this? In the skirt, the thong, the stockings? The idea hit me like a jolt. Heat flushed down my chest, my spine.

Would she want to strip me out of it slowly—or not at all?

Would she push me down in it, lift the skirt, and tell me to stay still?

I bit my lip.

God, that image—the idea of her taking me while I was still in this outfit, of making me cum like this—it made my knees weak again. I hated how much it turned me on. Hated how fast I was responding to the thought of being used, praised, taken like her obedient little thing.

And yet…

My heart thudded at the thought. I stirred slower, more delicately now, the wooden spoon sliding through the sauce like her fingers had over my cock. I was throbbing again. Panting.

I didn’t even need the reward. Not really. Just the promise of it was enough to make me hers.


Chapter 6
Her Reward


Dinner was quiet. I served it the way she liked—wine poured first, utensils set perfectly, napkin folded on the left. I even fluffed her pillow on the dining chair, trying to make it seem like I knew how to do this. Like being her perfect little homemaker came naturally. Like I hadn’t just spent the last hour fantasizing about being stripped and used.

Megan didn’t say much. Just smiled that knowing smile as she chewed, sipping her wine with elegant ease. Her eyes lingered on me more than usual—watching the way I stood, how I moved, how the skirt fluttered when I stepped back from the table.

Every time she looked at me like that, I clenched, wondering what her reward for me might be—and if I had earned it.

By the time we finished eating, cleared the plates, and I rinsed the last fork in the sink, I was beginning to wonder if she’d changed her mind. Maybe it had all been a game. A tease. Maybe she wanted to see how far I’d go before she pulled the plug.

I turned off the faucet, sighed, and wiped my hands on a towel—just in time to hear the soft click of the bedroom door opening.

I turned and froze.

Megan stood in the hallway wearing black lace lingerie.

Not just any lingerie—the good set. The one she kept tucked at the back of the drawer, the one I bought her on our second anniversary and only saw in my imagination after she laughed and said, “Maybe next Valentine’s Day.”

It hugged her like it was made for her: lace demi bra, sheer panels across her stomach, garter straps trailing down her thighs. Her long legs bare beneath it, her hair soft around her shoulders, her smirk… pure sin.

My knees buckled. “M-Mistress…”

She walked forward slowly, hips swaying with precision. “You’ve been wearing it so well, Nikki,” she murmured. “I started wondering what it would feel like.”

I couldn’t breathe.

She stepped in close, brushing her body against mine, the heat of her skin pouring into me. Her voice was lower now. Rougher. “You made it look so fun. So sexy. All those skirts and stockings and soft, helpless little noises you make when I touch you…”

I whimpered.

“And the way you obey. The way you present.” She slid a hand along my waist, pulling me in. “You made me want to try it for myself.”

She kissed me and I melted.

Her lips were soft but greedy. Her tongue explored mine like she hadn’t eaten all day. Her hands slid up the back of my bralette, unfastening it as she kissed harder. I moaned into her mouth, dizzy from the scent of her skin and the sharp, sudden promise of finally being touched again.

She pressed me back toward the bedroom, walking me slowly like I was prey being led into a den. The back of my knees hit the bed. She pushed me gently, and I fell.

Megan straddled me, kissing down my neck, cupping my face with one hand while the other ran up the inside of my thigh.

“I told you I had a reward for you,” she said, biting the lobe of my ear. “Are you ready for it?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

She smiled. “Good girl.”

Then she stood, turned slowly, and walked into the bathroom. The door clicked shut behind her.

I lay there trembling, cock straining beneath the thong, every nerve wide open and aching for release.

And when the door opened again…

She stepped out wearing a harness. Strap tight across her hips. A thick, black dildo curved upward from the center, glossy in the low light, hanging proud and heavy between her thighs.

I gasped. My mouth went dry.

“Your reward,” she said softly, running her fingers along its length. “Now,” she added, her eyes dark and unshakable, “lie back and spread your legs.”

I couldn’t move.

Megan stood in the doorway like something out of a dream—powerful, beautiful, and terrifying. The black strap-on jutted from her hips, glistening under the soft yellow light, commanding attention. She wasn’t blushing or giggling or making a joke of it. She was owning it. Owning me.

Her bare thighs flexed as she stepped toward the bed, slow and steady. My breath caught at each movement. I couldn’t stop staring at the dildo as it swayed slightly with her walk, heavy and thick and perfectly molded to her body.

“I told you to spread your legs, Nikki.”

My body moved before my mind caught up. I lay back on the comforter, the pleated skirt ruffling around my hips, the thong tight and soaked. My legs parted instinctively, shy and eager. I felt ridiculous—and beautiful. A submissive mess of lace and want.

She climbed onto the bed, kneeling between my thighs. “You’ve been such a good girl for me,” she said softly, brushing the skirt up to my waist. “And good girls get claimed. Good girls get the pleasure they truly deserve.”

Her hands slid down the insides of my thighs, pressing them open farther.

“I’m going to make you mine, Nikki. You’ll feel me inside you every time you walk tomorrow.”

I moaned, helpless.

She leaned forward and kissed me again—slower this time, like a promise. Her hands worked with purpose, tugging the thong down inch by inch until I was bare, throbbing, trembling beneath her.

Then she reached for the lube.

I watched, breathless, as she coated her fingers, her movements efficient and calm. She was so in control. I had no say. No escape.

And I didn’t want one.

“This might feel strange at first,” she whispered, dipping one slick finger between my cheeks. “But I want you to breathe. I want you to trust me.”

“I do,” I choked. “Megan—I mean, Mistress—I do.”

She smiled and kissed the inside of my knee.

“Good girl.”

Her finger circled my hole, gently at first. Teasing. Then she pushed in.

I gasped, back arching. It was tight—too tight—and my body clenched in panic. But she didn’t force it. She just stroked my thigh and whispered encouragement, waiting for me to open.

“There you go,” she said, as the tip slid in. “That’s it. That’s my girl.”

She worked me open slowly. One finger. Then two.

I writhed under her, leaking against my stomach, the sensation somewhere between unbearable and divine. Her other hand stayed on my chest, grounding me. Her touch said: I’ve got you. I’m going to ruin you—but I’ll take care of you.

And when she finally lined the strap-on up to my hole, I was too far gone to stop her.

“Ready?” she asked, voice low.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Please…”

She pushed in slowly. The stretch was intense—foreign and raw and real. I cried out, clawing at the sheets. But she paused, letting me adjust, holding me through it.

“Breathe, baby. Let me in.”

And I did.

Little by little, she sank deeper, her hands gripping my hips, anchoring me. My legs trembled. My cock twitched. I felt full—claimed in the most primal way.

When her hips finally pressed flush to mine, she moaned. “You feel so good like this.”

Then she pulled back—and thrust again.

Slow. Deep. Rhythmic.

Every stroke knocked the air from my lungs. My cock was leaking freely now, dripping down onto my stomach. The pressure inside me built fast—hot and overwhelming, like it was rising from the base of my spine and curling outward. I couldn’t think. Couldn’t speak.

I was hers.

She fucked me slowly, savoring every movement, praising me between gasps.

“You’re perfect like this…”

“Look how well you take it…”

“This is who you really are…”

Her words seared into my skin, deeper than the strap-on ever could. I cried out, louder now, moaning her name—“Mistress, Mistress, please⁠—”

She reached down and wrapped her hand around my cock, stroking it in time with her thrusts.

I shattered.

The orgasm tore through me—hot and wild and blinding. I came so hard it soaked her hand and splashed my stomach, my thighs. I cried out her name again, trembling violently under her.

She didn’t stop. She kept thrusting through it, riding me out, claiming every last spasm.

When she finally slowed, she leaned forward and kissed me—wet, open, hungry.

“I’ve got you,” she whispered.

And I let myself fall into her arms.

I don’t know how long we stayed like that. Megan’s body was draped over mine, her breath warm against my shoulder, her hands stroking my sides in slow, rhythmic passes. My thighs were still trembling, my chest sticky with cum, my heart thudding softly under the aftershocks.

The strap-on was still inside me—just barely—but she didn’t move. She held me there, full and anchored and safe, her fingers combing through my damp hair as if I were something precious.

“Good girl,” she whispered, again and again. “Such a good girl.”

Every time she said it, my body responded—shivers, goosebumps, a quiet ache that had nothing to do with need and everything to do with belonging.

I wasn’t sure where Nick had gone. I wasn’t even sure if I wanted him back.

She finally pulled out with a slow, careful motion that made me gasp, then kissed the inside of my knee before slipping off the harness and setting it aside.

I expected her to wipe me off, or hand me a towel. Instead, she crawled up beside me and curled into my side, naked, warm, and glowing.

I turned into her without thinking, tucking my head beneath her chin like something that needed shelter. Her fingers found mine and laced them together.

We lay there like that for a long time.

“You were amazing,” she murmured.

I blinked up at her. “I didn’t really… do anything.”

“Oh, but you did,” she said, kissing my forehead. “You gave yourself to me. You trusted me. That’s more than you’ve ever done before.”

I bit my lip. My chest ached in a strange, aching kind of way. “I feel…”

“Soft?” she offered. “Open? Beautiful?”

I nodded.

She smiled and kissed me again, slower this time. “You are beautiful, Nikki.”

And I believed her. For the first time in my life, I felt beautiful. Not handsome. Not hot. Not rugged or masculine or fuckable.

Beautiful.

And the crazy part? It felt… right.

She held me until I drifted off, still dressed in lingerie, my thighs sore, my body completely undone.

And I never wanted to go back.


Chapter 7
Dressing to Please


Iwoke alone. The sheets were warm beside me, the air still heavy with the scent of sex and lavender body wash. My thighs ached in the most delicious way, and when I shifted, I felt the residual slickness between them, the gentle soreness inside.

Last night hadn’t been a dream.

I rolled onto my back, staring at the ceiling, heart already thudding in a slow, thick rhythm. I could still feel the way Megan had kissed me. The weight of her body. The sound of her voice, praising me, filling me.

Good girl.

I didn’t know how long I lay there, but eventually I rose, padding softly toward the closet in nothing but yesterday’s thong.

I didn’t have to. Megan hadn’t told me to. But I opened her side of the wardrobe anyway.

The rows of lace and silk, the slinky tops, the flirty skirts—they all shimmered like a promise I hadn’t let myself make yet. My hand hovered, then settled on a black mesh bodysuit she hadn’t worn in months. Long sleeves, plunging neckline, sheer enough to show everything.

I stepped into it without hesitation. The fabric hugged me like it already knew me. My chest looked soft, sensual. My stomach curved in. My cock—already half-hard—looked smaller in this. Submissive. Feminine. Pretty.

I added a garter belt and thigh highs, the memory of the silky fabric on my legs making them irresistible. I added the skirt back on over it then stood in front of the mirror. My breath caught somewhere between shame and awe.

I wanted her to see me like this. I wasn’t obeying. I wasn’t pretending.

I wanted this.

When I walked into the kitchen, Megan looked up from her coffee and froze. Her eyes dropped instantly to the bodysuit. The lace. The way the garter straps clung to my thighs.

“Well well,” she said, a slow smile spreading across her lips. “Look who’s getting dressed without being told.”

I flushed and shifted on my feet. “The weekend’s not over yet,” I said casually, trying to shrug. “I’m just following through.”

She didn’t blink. “Oh, of course,” she said, voice silky. “Just finishing what you started.”

But her eyes told a different story. She was watching me—not like she was testing me, but like she knew. Like she saw something I hadn’t wanted to admit. Like the part of me I thought was still pretending… wasn’t pretending anymore.

And I think, in that moment, I knew she was right.

“Sit,” Megan said, patting a chair at the coffee table.

I obeyed, legs tucked beneath me, the mesh of the bodysuit tightening over my chest as I settled.

Megan momentarily disappeared into our bedroom then returned and sat next to me in her pajama shorts and a silky camisole—barefaced, glowing, casual. I looked ridiculous by comparison. Ridiculous… and kind of gorgeous.

She set a little black case on the table and opened it, starting to set out her polish collection. Pink, red, lavender, champagne gold, and—of course—a glossy, humiliating nude.

“You’ve earned a little pampering,” she said. “So we’re doing your nails.”

I swallowed. “Like… actually painting them?”

She gave me a long, amused look. “You’ve worn a thong for two days, sucked in your tummy for hours, folded my panties in heels, and let me fuck you with a strap-on—now you’re hesitating about nail polish?”

My cheeks flushed. “Fair.”

“Color?”

I hesitated, looking down at the selection. My fingers curled in a little.

She cocked her head. “Let me guess…”

She held up a pale pink.

I nodded.

“Of course,” she said, smiling as she uncapped the bottle. “Such a soft little choice. So delicate. Just like you’ve been.”

She took my left hand in hers and started painting carefully. Each stroke felt like a mark, like I was being claimed one fingertip at a time. My breath slowed. My body softened under her touch.

“You wear this better than I ever did,” she murmured as she worked. “I mean, look at you. That little bodysuit, the way your thighs squeeze when you sit like that. The arch of your foot. You’re practically made to be pretty.”

I opened my mouth, but no words came out.

She smirked. “Tell me something, Nikki. What’s your favorite thing in my closet?”

I blinked. “What?”

“You heard me. I know you’ve looked. You’ve fantasized. I want to know—what’s your favorite piece of mine? What makes your little cock twitch when you think of it?”

“Megan…”

Her gaze darkened. “Answer me, or I’ll pull you over my lap and make you say it while I spank your ass until you’re dripping.”

I shivered.

“The babydoll,” I whispered.

She raised her eyebrows. “Which one?”

“The… the white one. With the ribbon straps and the lace cups.”

Her smile was devastating. “Oh, that one,” she said, brushing a thumb over my newly painted nail. “The one that barely hides anything. The one that makes you look like a little bride-to-be, about to get fucked on her honeymoon.”

I whimpered.

“Do you imagine how it would cling to your body when you wear it? How it would accentuate your body’s curves?”

I nodded, unable to speak.

“You know what I like?” she said, switching hands. “I like that you aren’t fighting this anymore. That you want to dress up. That you want me to tell you how pretty you are. How soft. How much better you are when you’re like this.”

I bit my lip.

“Say it,” she whispered.

“…I like being pretty.”

She leaned forward and kissed the tip of my nose. “Good girl.”

After my nails dried—pale pink and glossy, glowing against my skin like the final step in some unspoken ritual—I thought we might stop. That Megan would lean back, sip her coffee, and smirk at what she’d done.

But she didn’t stop.

She stood, stretched, and said, “Stay right there, pretty girl,” before disappearing into the bedroom again.

I waited, heart thudding again, fingers fanned out in front of me, afraid to smudge them.

When she returned, she carried her makeup bag. She plopped it down in front of me and unzipped it slowly, dramatically, like she knew what it would do to me. Brushes. Palettes. Little tubes of gloss and foundation. The things I’d watched her use a hundred times without ever understanding the quiet intimacy behind them.

“Have you ever worn makeup before?” she asked.

I shook my head.

“Not even a little?”

“I mean…” I swallowed. “Once on Halloween. But nothing like this.”

She smiled and climbed into my lap, straddling me, her thighs warm against mine. The bodysuit was still tight over my chest, the garters digging in just enough to remind me what I was—hers. My cock was already stirring again. How could it not?

“Let’s start with a little foundation,” she said, gently turning my face toward the light.

Her fingers were soft, practiced, smoothing cream over my cheeks, my forehead, my chin. She blended it with care, whispering small praises as she worked.

“You have such good cheekbones,” she murmured. “So feminine. We’re going to make you glow.”

I exhaled shakily.

She worked in quiet focus for a few minutes—concealer, highlighter, soft blush that dusted warmth across my cheeks.

Then the eye makeup started.

“You’re going to love this,” she said, leaning in close. “Close your eyes.”

I did and I felt her begin to transform me. The brush whispered across my lids, followed by something shimmery, then something darker. She traced along my lashes, then paused.

“I should’ve trimmed your brows earlier,” she said. “But we’ll do that next weekend. Don’t worry—just enough to shape. You’ll still look like you.”

Still look like me… but prettier.

She added mascara, careful and slow. Then leaned back.

I opened my eyes.

She reached for a gloss—rose pink, subtle shimmer—and painted it onto my lips with delicate strokes, holding my chin steady.

When she was done, she kissed me softly, tasting it. Then she stood and turned the mirror toward me.

And there she was. Not Nick. Not even a joke or a costume.

Me.

Nikki.

Wide eyes, soft cheeks, long lashes. Flushed and glowing. My mouth parted slightly, glossed and wet, like I was waiting to be kissed. My hair tousled from the night before. My body still dressed like a doll, perfectly posed in lingerie. I wasn’t ready for how right it looked.

Megan watched my face as I stared at myself. “You like it,” she whispered.

I nodded, unable to lie.

“You’re not pretending anymore, are you?”

I blinked, eyes burning.

She sat beside me and wrapped an arm around my waist, pulling me into her.

“You’re becoming who you really are.”

And for the first time, I didn’t resist.


Chapter 8
After the Bet


The sun was low in the sky by the time we curled up on the couch. Dinner was done. Dishes washed. The floor mopped. Bedding replaced. All of it… by me. Still in Megan’s clothes. Still soft and tucked and made up.

She hadn’t asked. I hadn’t said anything. But after the makeup, after the nail polish, I hadn’t wanted to stop. I was still wearing the little black bodysuit and garters and just… stayed that way. All day.

I spent the day doing housework, lounging, reading with her and watching TV tangled up on the couch. It felt natural. Too natural.

I hadn’t even thought about boxers. I almost didn’t remember how my old clothes felt.

Now the light was fading. The TV was off. The apartment quiet, the kind of quiet that meant something was about to be said. Megan sat with one leg tucked under her, her hand resting on my thigh, fingers drawing circles just above the garter strap.

I was curled against her in silence. Soft. Smooth. Feminine. Her Nikki.

And I didn’t want the day to end.

She brushed her fingers along the edge of my stocking, light but deliberate. “So…”

I looked up at her.

“This little bet,” she said softly. “It’s officially over now.”

I nodded. My heart twisted.

Megan tilted her head, studying me. “You don’t seem in a hurry to switch back.”

“I don’t… want to,” I admitted, voice barely above a whisper.

She smiled and leaned in to kiss my temple. “You’ve been beautiful today.”

I flushed. “I felt… right.”

We sat in that truth for a long moment. Her hand stayed on my leg, warm and grounding.

“I know this started as a joke,” she said, “a game. But it’s not a game anymore, is it?”

I swallowed and nodded. “Not for me.”

Megan’s voice dropped. “What do you want, Nikki?”

I stared at the floor for a second, then met her eyes. “I want to stay like this.”

She searched my face, lips parted like she already knew the answer. “How often?”

I smiled nervously. “As much as you’ll let me.”

That did something to her. Her eyes warmed. She leaned in and kissed me, deeper this time, her hand curling around the back of my neck.

“Good girl,” she whispered.

I melted.

She pulled me into her lap, arms wrapped around me, lips grazing my ear. “You looked so good today. So sweet, cleaning in your little bodysuit, brushing your hair out of your eyes while you scrubbed the tub.”

I laughed, breathless.

She grinned. “You made me think I should start leaving out your outfits for the day. Something cute. Something slutty. Something… useful.”

“Useful?”

“Oh yes,” she purred. “Perhaps a little maid’s outfit.”

I gasped.

She laughed, holding me tighter. “You’d look so pretty in one. Frilly little apron, skirt barely covering your ass, heels clacking on the tile while you try to keep your lipstick perfect. Maybe I’ll even give you a list of chores. And a plug that I’ll make vibrate when you’re being good.”

I squirmed in her lap, flushed and panting, my thighs squeezing together.

Her smile softened. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?

I nodded, pressing my face to her shoulder. “So much.”

She kissed my neck. “Then let’s not stop. Not tomorrow. Not next weekend.”

She pulled back to look into my eyes. “You don’t have to be Nick anymore. Not with me.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat. “Then I won’t be.”

“Good.” She kissed me again, longer this time. “Because I’ve got big plans for my pretty little Nikki.”

And with those words, Nick was gone.

Only Nikki remained.
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Chapter 1
The Rules of Living Together


It wasn’t supposed to come to this.

I stood in front of the apartment door with two duffel bags, a bruised ego, and the kind of reluctant humility that only shows up when every other option’s dried up.

I hadn’t knocked yet. Just stood there, listening to the faint hum of music inside—something slow and moody—and the sound of laughter. Two voices. One familiar, one not.

Finally, I exhaled and knocked.

The door opened faster than I expected. Riley stood there barefoot, holding a steaming mug of tea, and for a second I forgot how to speak. She wore rose-colored satin pajamas—thin-strapped camisole and matching shorts. The soft sheen of the fabric caught the hallway light, clinging to the gentle slope of her chest, skimming over her hips. Her legs were long, smooth, bare. Her toenails were painted a glossy plum, and her dark brown hair was pulled into a loose ponytail, like she hadn’t even tried and still looked effortlessly hot.

She used to dress like that for me. Now it felt like I was walking into a dream someone else was living.

“You made it,” she said.

“Yeah,” I muttered, adjusting the bags on my shoulder. “Thanks for this. Really.”

Her lips quirked. “Don’t thank me yet.”

She stepped aside to let me in, and I walked into what used to be our apartment—but it didn’t feel like mine anymore. The lights were dim and warm. The scent of lavender and something herbal floated in the air. There were throw pillows and plants I didn’t recognize, candles glowing on the windowsill, and soft music playing low from a speaker in the corner. She hadn’t just moved on. She’d remade the space completely.

A voice called from the kitchen. “So that’s him?”

Riley’s smile grew slightly. “Yup.”

A second woman appeared in the doorway, holding a wooden spoon in one hand and a glass of red wine in the other.

Lexi.

She was taller than Riley, lean and sharp-featured, with long blonde hair twisted into a messy bun. Her satin pajamas were black—a lacy camisole with thin straps and loose shorts that left little to the imagination. Her legs were bare and toned, and she didn’t seem remotely self-conscious about showing them off.

Her eyes swept over me with cool curiosity. “You’re Jake?”

I nodded. “Yeah.”

“You’re taller than I pictured.” She said it flatly, as if height were the only thing worth noting. Then she turned and walked back into the kitchen, her hips swaying slightly, the satin clinging and slipping with every step.

I swallowed and glanced at Riley, who had already curled up on the couch, one leg tucked beneath her, tea balanced on the armrest. She looked entirely at ease. This was clearly their space now.

“We should probably talk about boundaries,” she said.

Here it comes.

“I’m not trying to make this complicated,” I said, setting my bags down by the couch. “I’ll keep my head down, stay out of the way, and get back on my feet as fast as I can.”

“Good start,” she said. “But this isn’t just about staying out of the way. This is about not falling back into the shit that got us here in the first place.”

I kept my eyes on the floor.

“No sulking when things don’t go your way,” she continued. “No acting like you own the place just because you used to live here. No barking at people when you feel insecure.”

“I said I got it.”

“Did you?” she asked, and for a second her voice had that old edge. The one I used to ignore until it was too late.

I took a breath. “Yes. I got it.”

She nodded, and the tension in the room dropped half a degree.

“The couch is yours,” she said. “You can keep your stuff in that corner. Bathroom’s shared, so don’t be gross. We each buy our own groceries, but Lexi’s cooking tonight.”

“Okay.”

There was a pause. Not cold—but not comfortable either. Riley sipped her tea again and looked me over like she was still deciding something.

“You look tired,” she said.

“I am.”

“Good. Maybe you’ll sleep through the night for once.”

I let that one go.

She stood and walked past me, her satin shorts brushing mid-thigh, the faint scent of her body lotion catching in the air as she moved. “Dinner’s in twenty,” she said over her shoulder. “Try not to fall asleep.” Then she vanished into her bedroom and closed the door behind her.

I sat down on the couch, letting the cushions swallow me. Everything around me felt soft, quiet, feminine. A world I’d been cut out of, watching from the outside in.

I listened to Lexi humming faintly in the kitchen, the clink of plates, the smell of garlic and something sweet wafting into the living room. The soft music still played. A different genre. A different vibe.

It wasn’t my home anymore.

I just didn’t know what I was in for yet.


Chapter 2
A Softer Touch


Dinner was… fine. Lexi’s cooking surprised me. Creamy pasta, roasted garlic vegetables, and warm bread straight from the oven. There was a salad, too—something with arugula and fruit I didn’t recognize, which I ignored. Riley poured the wine without asking, topped off my glass more than once. I drank it. What else could I do?

We ate in the living room, plates on our laps, music still playing low from the corner speaker. I sat on the couch, same as always, but now it felt different—like it belonged to them, and I was lucky just to borrow a cushion.

They laughed a lot. Not at me, not exactly, but I still felt outside it. They had their own rhythm, their own inside jokes, their own comfort with each other. Riley sat with one knee drawn up, her camisole slipping just enough to show the edge of lace beneath. Lexi lounged in the armchair like she’d been born in satin, twirling her wineglass by the stem, her legs stretched out bare and confident.

I could barely focus on what I was chewing.

“So,” Lexi said, eyes flicking toward me, “is it weird? Being back here?”

“A little,” I said, swallowing. “It’s not like I thought everything would be the same, just… familiar, I guess.”

“It’s not,” she said, without a trace of sympathy.

“She means it’s better now,” Riley added, smirking over her glass.

“Obviously.” Lexi gave her a little toast.

After dinner, Riley took the plates and Lexi poured another round of wine. I reached for mine out of habit and didn’t realize how buzzed I was until I stood to help with the dishes and felt the room tilt. Riley waved me off and pointed me back to the couch.

A few minutes later, Lexi sank into the armchair again, legs tucked up underneath her, cradling her wine with both hands. “You’ve got good hair,” she said suddenly, nodding toward me.

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“Your hair. Long, thick, kind of wild. It’s got potential.”

I reached up and ran a hand through it. “I’ve been meaning to get it cut.”

“Don’t,” she said immediately, like it wasn’t up for debate. “Let me braid it.”

I gave a short, awkward laugh. “You want to braid my hair?”

“Yeah,” she said, like it was the most natural thing in the world. “It’s relaxing. You’d probably like it.”

“She’s been doing mine all week,” Riley added. “She’s actually really good.”

“It’s my secret talent,” Lexi said. “Sit. Let me fix you.”

I hesitated, and Riley’s eyebrow arched in that way I remembered too well.

“You said you were here to try,” she said. “Not to be difficult.”

That did it. I exhaled and moved toward the floor, sitting between Lexi’s legs with my back to her, cross-legged on the rug.

“Good boy,” she murmured under her breath.

Her fingers slipped into my hair—cool, practiced, gentle. I didn’t expect how nice it would feel. She combed through it with her nails, sectioning, twisting, separating. I felt her thighs shift behind me, just brushing my shoulders, the silky hem of her shorts ghosting across my back when she leaned in.

The wine had softened everything—my resistance, my edge, my sense of where the line was. Maybe there wasn’t one anymore.

“You’re actually being kind of still,” Riley observed from the couch. She was curled on her side now, head resting on one hand, watching with that faint smirk. “That’s new.”

“He likes it,” Lexi said. “Don’t you?”

I swallowed. “It’s… not bad.”

She chuckled. “That’s code for yes.”

They kept talking like I wasn’t even there. Just a warm body with hair to play with. I tried not to shift too much, not to think about how intimate it felt—her thighs bracketing my back, the soft pressure of her fingertips along my scalp, the slow, almost hypnotic rhythm of the braid taking shape.

When she finished, she tied it off with a black elastic and gave my head a gentle tap. “Done. Want to see?”

Before I could answer, she stood and walked over to a nearby drawer, pulling out a small hand mirror. She held it up and I turned towards it. When I saw my reflection I froze.

The braid was tight, neat, sweeping down over my shoulder like it belonged on someone else. It didn’t look ridiculous. It looked… good. Clean. Soft. Somehow it changed the way my face looked—less harsh. A little prettier, even.

“Damn,” Riley said. “She really cleaned you up.”

Lexi tilted the mirror a bit. “You’ve got nice features. Sharp jaw. Full lips. You hide it under all that scruff, but you could clean up really nice.”

I didn’t know what to say.

“Smile,” Lexi said, still holding the mirror.

I didn’t. But I didn’t look away either.

She lowered the mirror and gave me a little nod. “You’d look good with gloss.”

Riley let out a soft laugh.

I looked at her, then at Lexi, then back at the wineglass I’d left on the floor.

“I think I’m good for tonight,” I mumbled.

Lexi reached out and patted my head once, almost affectionately. “Suit yourself. But if you change your mind…”

She didn’t finish the sentence. She didn’t need to.

I climbed back onto the couch and pulled the blanket over my lap, acutely aware of the braid trailing over my shoulder. Riley stretched out beside me, her bare legs brushing mine, her head tilted in silent amusement as she looked me over.

Something had shifted tonight. It was small. Invisible, almost.

But I could feel it in my scalp.


Chapter 3
Just for Fun


The apartment was quiet. Riley had gone to bed half an hour ago, yawning and brushing her bare toes against my leg before retreating to her room with a casual, “Night.”

I stayed on the couch, pretending to scroll my phone, pretending not to notice that Lexi hadn’t moved from her spot in the armchair across from me.

The wine bottle was almost empty. The music had stopped. The candles burned lower now, casting shadows that flickered along the walls.

“You really let me braid your hair,” Lexi said suddenly, breaking the silence.

I glanced up. She was curled under a throw blanket, legs tucked up, but her camisole still clung to her chest in a way that made it hard to look her directly in the eye.

“I said I’d try not to be difficult,” I muttered.

She smiled. “You did. And you weren’t. That’s progress from what I hear.”

I rolled my eyes and looked back at my phone.

“Want to go for round two?”

I blinked and hesitated before asking, “Round two?”

She pulled something from the side table drawer and held it up. Nail polish. A small bottle of pale pink.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “It’s subtle. Barely there.”

“Lexi—”

“Relax. It’s not like I’m shaving your legs,” she said, grinning. “Yet.”

I didn’t laugh. But I didn’t say no.

She stood and crossed the room before I could come up with an excuse, then dropped to her knees in front of the couch like this was all perfectly normal. She tugged the blanket away from my lap, then caught my right hand and pulled it gently into her own.

“Hands up,” she said, tone light but commanding.

I hesitated, keeping my hands clenched in a tight fist at my side.

“Come on,” she coaxed. “It’s just for fun. You can wash it off in the morning.”

It was just for fun. And maybe I didn’t want to be the guy who couldn’t even handle a little nail polish.

I raised my hand, and she cradled it carefully, inspecting my fingers like an artist preparing a canvas.

“You really don’t take care of these,” she said, half to herself. “They’re bitten and dry. Ugh. You men.”

“Thanks.”

“I’ll fix them,” she said, unscrewing the bottle. “Just trust me.”

She began with smooth, practiced strokes, her touch steady and gentle. The smell hit me first—chemical, sharp, nostalgic in a weird way. I remembered it from middle school classrooms, from watching girls do their nails at lunch, from a world I was never part of.

Lexi worked in silence, tongue pressed lightly to the corner of her mouth in concentration. I could feel the warmth of her thighs near my knees, the heat of her body close, but not quite touching.

“You’ve got nice hands,” she said after a minute. “Big, sure. But not rough. With the right polish, you could look… delicate.”

“Delicate?”

She shrugged. “Don’t knock it. Some girls like that in a man.”

I didn’t reply. Mostly because my cock was beginning to stir beneath the blanket, and I didn’t want her to see.

She blew lightly across my fingers, drying the paint, then switched hands. “You know,” she murmured as she started the next set, “Riley used to say you were never any good at letting go.”

I looked at her.

“She told me you needed to be in control all the time,” Lexi said. “Didn’t know how to relax. Always had to have the last word.”

“Sounds about right,” I muttered.

“She also said you used to talk about what she wore. That you liked when she dressed up for you.”

My mouth felt suddenly dry.

“She told me about the time you asked her to wear those thigh-highs and the silky little robe,” she added, glancing up at me with a gleam in her eye. “You practically begged, didn’t you?”

“I didn’t⁠—”

“You did.” Her smile turned sly. “Funny how now you’re the one in the pretty braid. And soon you’ll have the nails to match.”

I should have stopped her. Pulled my hand away. Said something.

But I didn’t.

Because my cock was fully hard under the blanket now, and I hated how good her hands felt on mine.

She finished the last nail, blew on them softly, and then leaned back on her heels, admiring her work. “Perfect,” she said. “Show Riley in the morning. She’ll be proud.”

“I’m washing it off.”

“You won’t,” Lexi said, standing slowly. “You’ll look at them. You’ll pretend you hate it. And then you’ll wonder what else might look this good.” She walked past me, hips swaying, her voice low as she added, “And when you do… you’ll come to us.”

The bedroom door closed behind her with a soft click. I stared down at my hands, at the pale pink shimmer catching in the candlelight.

It was subtle. Barely there. But I couldn’t stop staring.

And I didn’t move for a long time.


Chapter 4
Something to Wear


The apartment was quiet when I woke up. Soft morning light spilled through the blinds, striping the living room in pale gold. The candles were all burned down to wax stubs. The braid Lexi had tied into my hair the night before lay stiff and uneven against the side of my neck, flattened from sleeping on it. I reached up to touch it, then stopped when I noticed the pink shimmer on my nails.

I didn’t remember falling asleep with the blanket pulled that high. My cock was still half-hard under it. I slipped out of the covers, careful not to make noise, and padded barefoot to the kitchen. The tile was cold. I opened the fridge and stood there for too long, staring into it like I’d forgotten how food worked. My head was foggy. My body felt slow, heavy in strange ways.

I grabbed a carton of orange juice and drank from it straight, leaning against the counter in nothing but my boxers.

That’s how Riley found me.

“Well, aren’t you just domestic as fuck.”

I turned. She stood in the hallway, arms crossed, one eyebrow raised. Her brown hair was still sleep-mussed and falling in waves around her face, and she wore a different set of satin pajamas—deep plum this time. The camisole clung tighter to her chest than last night’s had, and the shorts barely covered her ass. She looked like a lingerie ad that had rolled out of bed and decided to ruin my morning.

I instinctively set the carton down, suddenly aware of my own bare chest, the way the cool air made my nipples hard, the way her eyes lingered just a second too long.

“Morning,” I said, trying to sound casual.

She smirked and crossed the kitchen to pour herself coffee, moving with that same quiet grace she always had—confident, unhurried. Like she’d already won.

“You know, the pink suits you,” she said without turning. “Really brings out your shame.”

I looked down at my nails. “It was just a joke. I was trying to be nice to your new roommate.”

“Mm.” She took a sip. “You keep saying that.”

“I didn’t ask for it.”

“No,” she agreed. “You just sat there and let it happen.” Her tone was light, teasing—but there was something underneath it. Something sharp.

Before I could reply, she set her mug down and walked past me, disappearing into the hallway. A few seconds later, she reappeared with something bunched in her hand.

She tossed it at me. A silk robe. Soft gray-blue, almost silver in the light.

I caught it awkwardly.

“If you’re going to stand around looking pretty with those nails,” she said, “you might as well commit.”

I stared at it. “Seriously?”

Riley shrugged and leaned against the doorway, arms still crossed. “You’re shirtless. Your boxers are doing nothing for the aesthetic. And I know you’ve seen me wear that before. You liked it then.”

My face burned. “That’s not the same.”

“Oh?” Her smile widened. “How is it different?”

Before I could answer, a third voice cut in.

“I knew I heard voices,” Lexi said, yawning as she padded in from the hall. She was in a black sleep romper this morning, silky and short, with a deep V neckline and tiny lace trim that made it look more like lingerie than anything meant for actual rest.

She stopped in her tracks when she saw me holding the robe. “Oh my god, please put that on.”

“It’s not—” I started.

“It’s perfect,” she said, already crossing to the couch and sitting with her legs curled under her. “Riley in that robe was hot. But you in that robe? Iconic.”

“It was a joke,” I muttered.

“So is everything that starts fun,” Lexi said, resting her chin in her hand. “Now try it on.”

I looked at Riley, hoping for an out. But she just raised her eyebrows, sipping her coffee like this was the most ordinary thing in the world.

“It’s not that complicated,” she said. “Or are you afraid it’ll feel too good?”

That hit a nerve. I huffed and slipped the robe over my shoulders.

The silk slid across my skin like cool water. It was lighter than I expected. Softer. The hem fell mid-thigh. The sash cinched easily at my waist. It clung when I moved. Whispered when I walked.

Riley let out a low whistle. “Wow.”

Lexi grinned. “That’s better.”

They weren’t laughing. They weren’t even smiling like it was a joke anymore. They were… admiring.

I stood there in silence, unsure where to put my hands. My skin tingled. My cock began to stir beneath the robe, half-hard again and impossible to ignore.

I turned toward the counter to hide it, pretending to reach for my juice again. The silk shifted with me, hugging in all the wrong—or maybe all the right—places.

“You really do like pretty things,” Lexi said, her voice almost a purr now. “Look how soft he looks.”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. Because she wasn’t wrong.

“Okay,” Lexi said, head tilted, eyes scanning me. “It’s better, but…”

“But?” I echoed, voice dry, turning back toward them.

Riley gave a slow blink and sipped her coffee like it was a performance she’d seen before. “You’re wearing that robe with boxers?”

I looked down.

“You can see the waistband bulging through the silk,” Lexi said, biting her bottom lip like she was holding back a laugh. “That completely kills the vibe.”

“I wasn’t trying to have a vibe,” I muttered, tugging the robe’s hem lower.

“Too late,” Riley said. “We’re looking at you. That’s a vibe.”

Lexi padded over to me, bare feet silent against the hardwood. She made a slow circle, trailing one finger along the curve of the robe at my back.

“You know what you need?” she asked, low and thoughtful.

“No,” I said, immediately nervous.

She grinned. “Something to match the energy.”

And then—just like that—she turned and walked down the hall toward her bedroom.

I turned to Riley. “What is she doing?”

“She has ideas,” Riley said simply, leaning against the counter. “You might as well get used to that.”

Moments later, Lexi returned holding something balled in one hand. She uncurled her fingers with a little flourish.

A pair of panties. Cheeky-cut, blush pink, trimmed in delicate lace. Feminine as hell.

I stared. “You’re kidding.”

“They’re stretchy,” Lexi said, walking toward me again. “You’ll fit.”

“I’m not wearing that.”

“You’re already wearing a robe,” she pointed out, tilting her head. “What’s the difference? You’re practically halfway to girlhood. Might as well match the set.”

“I’m not—” I looked at Riley, who still hadn’t said a word.

She met my eyes over the rim of her coffee and spoke slowly. “You look ridiculous in silk with boxers underneath.”

That stung more than it should have.

Lexi stepped closer. “It’s just for a laugh. Come on. You’re already part of the bit. Don’t wimp out now.”

Her tone was light, playful—but her eyes were steady.

“I don’t⁠—”

And then she reached down and tugged the robe open just a bit. Not all the way. Just enough to see the black waistband of my boxers peeking through the silver silk.

She shook her head. “Awful,” she said. “Absolutely tragic.”

She held the panties out.

I stared at them. Lace. Pale pink. Soft fabric. Not meant for men. But my cock twitched under the robe.

Lexi saw it.

“Oh,” she breathed, eyes lighting up. “Well now it’s just science.”

I froze.

“Ignore her,” I said quickly. “That’s not—I didn’t⁠—”

Riley’s voice cut in, soft and smug. “Are you getting hard from the idea of wearing panties, Jake?”

My face went hot. “No.”

Lexi smiled, holding the panties out again. “Put them on. I promise we’ll be very supportive.”

“You’re not going to let this go, are you?”

“Nope,” she said, popping the P.

I exhaled. Closed my eyes and took them. They watched as I stepped behind the kitchen island. My hands were shaking as I untied the sash and slipped the robe open, pushing down the boxers. My cock bobbed free—stiff, flushed, humiliated.

The panties were cool to the touch, tighter than I expected. Soft. The waistband hugged my hips snugly, and the back slid right between my cheeks. My cock strained against the front, barely contained, the head peeking through the lace in a way that was obscene.

I pulled the robe closed and tied the sash again, avoiding their eyes.

Lexi’s voice purred behind me. “Turn around.”

I turned.

She let out a slow whistle. “Oh, yes. That’s so much better.”

Riley finally stepped forward, her eyes on my legs. “You have no idea how many guys would kill to be in your position right now.”

My throat felt dry. “What, being laughed at?”

Riley’s voice softened—dangerously. “No. Being the center of our attention.”

I said nothing. Because she was right. And worse… I liked it. I liked the way they looked at me.

Like I was theirs.


Chapter 5
Teased Into Submission


The robe still clung to me. Even hours later, I hadn’t changed. I wasn’t sure why. Maybe it was laziness. Maybe I didn’t want to draw attention to myself. Maybe I just didn’t want to admit how good it felt.

The panties were the worst part. Or the best. I couldn’t decide. They rode high in the back, tighter than anything I’d ever worn, constantly brushing against me with every shift of movement. Every time I sat down, the silk robe pulled taut over them, making me hyper-aware of just how exposed I really was.

I sat on the far end of the couch, legs pressed together, shoulders hunched slightly. Riley and Lexi were lounging across from me, phones in hand, chatting idly about someone from Lexi’s work, laughing at a meme I couldn’t see.

It felt like I wasn’t even in the room. And yet, I knew I was being watched.

Every so often, Riley’s gaze would flick toward me. Not long enough to feel like a conversation. Just long enough to remind me I was on display. At one point, she tilted her head and said, “You’re really committing to the look, huh?”

I blinked. “What?”

“The robe. The panties. Just... lounging. Like you’ve always been one of the girls.”

Lexi didn’t even glance up. “Honestly? He kind of pulls it off.”

My mouth opened. Closed. I didn’t know how to argue anymore.

“I mean,” Riley continued, stretching lazily, her camisole riding up to reveal more of her stomach, “you’re sitting there in silk and lace like it’s no big deal. A few days ago, you would’ve lost your shit over something like that.”

I shrugged, trying to sound indifferent. “You said it was just for fun.”

Lexi finally looked up. “And it is. We’re having fun.” Her eyes scanned me again, slow and appraising. “But you’re really… committing. Aren’t you?”

I looked down. My braid brushed my shoulder. The painted nails shimmered faintly in the light.

“I didn’t want to make a big deal out of it,” I mumbled.

“Oh honey,” Riley said with a grin. “You are the big deal.”

Lexi tossed her phone onto the side table and stood, walking toward me with that loose, liquid confidence that always made me feel cornered.

She dropped onto the couch beside me, thigh brushing mine, and leaned in close. I could smell her perfume—vanilla, citrus, something warm and sharp.

“I’m bored,” she said.

“Okay…”

Her fingers slid over the silk at my thigh. “Wanna help?”

I swallowed. “With what?”

She smiled. “You’ll see.”

Lexi’s fingers traced a slow line along the edge of the robe, just above my knee. Barely a touch. Just the backs of her nails grazing my skin.

I tried not to react. I stared ahead, keeping my eyes on the flickering candle still burning on the windowsill. The sunlight was warmer now, thicker, filling the living room like honey. Time felt syrupy. Too slow.

“You’re really smooth,” she said, voice low, almost absentminded. “Almost feminine already.”

I cleared my throat, unsure how to answer.

Her hand moved higher. Still not quite touching anything important. Still teasing.

Riley got up from the armchair and walked over, circling behind the couch. I felt her presence before I saw her—heard the soft brush of bare feet on hardwood, the sound of her glass setting down on the counter.

I turned to glance at her. She was watching.

Lexi’s fingers crept inward, resting over the silk that covered my thigh. “You know,” she said, “I think you’re secretly loving this.”

“I’m not,” I whispered, but my voice betrayed me—tight, thin, breathless.

She pressed a little harder. Her palm settled flat over the front of the panties. Right on top of me.

I sucked in a breath.

“You are,” she said. “You’re hard again, aren’t you?”

I didn’t answer.

Riley leaned down behind me, her hands resting lightly on the back of the couch. “You should see your face.”

I looked up at her—flushed, startled. Her gaze was heavy. Knowing.

“You’re so easy to read, Jake.”

“Stop it! Whatever this is,” I said automatically.

Lexi perked up. “Oh? What should we do with you instead?”

I opened my mouth to protest, but her fingers flexed against me, slow and possessive, and I couldn’t find the words.

“You said you wanted to be a good guest,” Riley said, leaning a little closer so her breath brushed my ear. “Didn’t you?”

I nodded once. Just barely.

“And good guests…” Lexi added, squeezing gently, “say yes when they’re offered something nice.”

Her palm rubbed softly through the lace, enough to make me bite down on a sound I didn’t want to make.

“Let us take care of you,” Riley whispered.

My head dropped forward. I didn’t know if I was nodding or just surrendering.

Lexi kissed my cheek—soft, fleeting, electric.

“Good girl,” she breathed.

And just like that, it was done.


Chapter 6
Made Over


They didn’t drag me to the stool. They didn’t have to.

Lexi took my hand, fingers still warm from where they’d been pressed against me, and led me toward the hallway like she was guiding a guest to dinner. I followed, dazed and hard beneath the lace, the robe floating around my thighs like a second skin.

Riley trailed behind, humming to herself, gathering things as she went—razors, shaving cream, towels, a wide-handled brush, a bottle of lavender-scented lotion I remembered smelling in her old bathroom drawer. Everything felt rehearsed.

Lexi sat me down on a tall stool near the bathroom, pushing it gently into position beside the sink. “Hands on your knees,” she said. “Keep still.”

I obeyed without thinking.

She knelt in front of me, squirted a dollop of foam into her hand, and smoothed it across my shin. The touch was cold, then warm. Her palms moved slowly, spreading the cream with care. Like I was something delicate.

Riley stood beside her, watching. Her eyes didn’t leave mine as she handed Lexi a pink-handled razor.

“You ever been shaved before?” Lexi asked.

“Not like this,” I said quietly.

She smiled. “You’ll like it.”

The first stroke of the razor was slow. Confident. She moved up my leg in long, even passes, rinsing the blade between swipes, then returning to glide over me again. My skin tingled where she touched me, each pass smoother than the last.

“You have good legs,” she murmured. “Long and slender.”

“He’s always had them,” Riley added. “He just never knew what to do with them.”

“Don’t worry,” Lexi said. “We do.”

They took turns. Lexi knelt between my legs, shaving my calves, thighs, underarms. Riley moved behind me, leaning over my shoulders, taking long, careful strokes over my forearms. Every motion was gentle. Soothing. Ritualistic.

After the final rinse, Riley pumped lotion into her palms and began rubbing it into my legs—slow, warm circles, the lavender scent thick in the air.

“Look at that,” she whispered. “So soft already.”

“Meant for this,” Lexi added. “Honestly, we’re just uncovering what’s been underneath the whole time.”

I didn’t speak. I couldn’t. I was dizzy with the attention, the softness, the praise. My body buzzed with sensation—every stroke of lotion, every breath against my skin, every quiet compliment. The world felt further and further away.

Riley brushed a strand of hair from my face and kissed my temple. “Let’s make her beautiful.”

Lexi stood, already opening a small makeup bag. She uncapped a bottle of foundation and dabbed some onto a sponge.

“Close your eyes,” she said softly.

I did.

Her fingers were steady. The sponge was cool, then warm, then invisible. She worked with quiet confidence—dotting foundation along my cheeks and jaw, smoothing it in, blending it down my neck.

Next came blush. Just a hint—enough to bring color to my face. Mascara after. A soft swipe. Just enough to darken and lift. Then lip gloss—clear, tinted slightly pink, with a subtle shimmer that caught the light like water.

When she was finished, Lexi stepped back and tilted her head. “Open,” she said.

I looked in the mirror and froze. I didn’t look like a man. Not exactly. My jaw was still there, my nose still mine. But everything else… was softer. My skin glowed. My lips were glossy and full. My lashes curved slightly, catching the light. The braid framed my face now, feminine and neat.

I looked like a girl on the edge of something dangerous.

Riley stood behind me in the mirror, her hands resting gently on my shoulders. Her smile was quiet. Certain.

“You’re beautiful,” she said.

My breath caught. For the first time, I didn’t want to argue.

“Now she needs something more fitting to wear.” Riley’s voice was casual, like they were dressing a doll.

I stood by the bathroom mirror, still in the silk robe and panties, legs bare and smooth, face freshly made up. My lips shimmered. My braid was neat again—Lexi had fixed it while I stood frozen, staring at the girl who looked back at me.

Riley disappeared into her bedroom. I stayed quiet, too full of sensation to move. Lexi leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, eyes roving over me like I was hers already.

“You know,” she said slowly, “Riley should’ve done this months ago. Maybe that would have softened your tough exterior better. Made you someone more desirable.”

Riley returned with folded clothes in her hands—pastel and soft. She handed me a set without asking. Short cotton lounge shorts in pale lavender. High-waisted, clingy, with little side ties. A white crop top, tight with capped sleeves and a built-in shelf bra I instantly understood I’d need.

“Go on,” Riley said, nodding toward the robe. “We’ve already seen everything.”

My throat was dry. I opened the robe and let it slip off my shoulders.

Lexi whistled softly behind me. “That’s a pretty little thing.”

The panties were even tighter now, straining in front, clinging in back. I stepped carefully into the shorts. They hugged my hips and cupped my ass, the lace waistband of the panties peeking just above them. The crop top was worse. Or better. I wasn’t sure anymore. It pressed flat against my chest, emphasizing the smoothness, the bareness. My nipples pressed visibly through the fabric.

I stood there, panting softly, wrapped in softness and arousal.

Riley approached and tucked a stray strand of hair behind my ear. “She looks perfect,” she murmured.

“She does,” Lexi agreed. “She just needs one more thing.”

I looked between them. “What?”

“A name.”

My breath caught. “I already have a name.”

Riley tilted her head. “Do you?”

Lexi moved closer, circling me. “Jake doesn’t suit her anymore.”

I shook my head, too weakly to mean it. “No, I…”

“You look like a Jade,” Riley said softly, her eyes never leaving mine. “Beautiful. Polished. A little delicate.”

“Say it,” Lexi added. “Just once. For us.”

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.

Riley leaned close, her lips brushing my cheek. “Say you’re our good girl, Jade.”

Still nothing. But I didn’t shake my head. I didn’t protest. I just sat there and that was enough.

Riley kissed my temple, slow and warm. “Good girl.”

They guided me back to the couch like I was fragile. Breakable.

I didn’t resist.

The soft cotton of the shorts clung to my thighs as I walked. My steps were shorter now, my body moving differently without even thinking. I felt every breath of air on my skin, every brush of fabric over newly smooth legs. My cock throbbed inside the lace panties, aching against the curve of the shorts, twitching at every word of praise.

Lexi sat first and pulled me into her lap like I weighed nothing. Her legs parted just enough for me to sink between them, my bare thighs resting on hers. I didn’t look at her. I couldn’t. Her hands found my waist, then my hip, then trailed down across the hem of my shorts.

Riley joined us a moment later, curling in from the other side, slipping behind me and sliding her arms around my torso. She rested her chin on my shoulder, breath warm against my cheek.

Together they held me.

“Such a good girl,” Lexi whispered, pressing her lips behind my ear. “Letting us take care of you.”

“Letting us see who you really are,” Riley added, her hands gently petting down my arms, over the tight fabric of the crop top.

I didn’t speak. I was too hard. Too overwhelmed. Too full of something I couldn’t name.

Riley’s fingers slipped under the hem of my top and dragged lightly across my stomach. Her nails scraped the skin just enough to make me squirm.

Lexi giggled. “You like being touched like this, don’t you?” she asked, her voice a purr.

I closed my eyes.

“You like wearing our clothes. Sitting between us. Feeling pretty.”

My head dipped.

“You like being Jade.”

The name echoed in my ears like it had always been there. Like it belonged.

Riley kissed the side of my neck, slow and lingering. “Sweet thing. All dressed up and nowhere to go. Unless it’s deeper.”

Lexi reached down and palmed the front of my shorts, feeling the heat, the strain.

“Oh baby,” she said, softly awed. “You’re so hard.”

My mouth opened. A quiet, pathetic sound slipped out.

They didn’t tease me for it.

Riley pet my hair. Lexi squeezed me once, then let go. They just held me there—between them, against them, in silence.

My chest rose and fell. My face was flushed. My cock pulsed in lace. And I knew, in some wordless, devastating way…

They had me.


Chapter 7
House Rules


Iwoke up to the smell of coffee and the clatter of dishes. For a moment, I forgot where I was. Then I moved, and the soft resistance of the bralette beneath my shirt, the cling of the panties, the faint tug of my braid reminded me.

I was Jade.

I stayed curled up on the couch for a while, wrapped in one of Riley’s soft throws, staring at my painted nails and pretending not to notice how hard I already was.

The kitchen was brighter than usual when I finally padded in, still barefoot, still in last night’s outfit: lavender shorts, cropped tee, and the humiliating warmth of cotton clinging between my legs. Riley stood at the stove, one hip cocked, flipping something in a pan.

She didn’t look surprised to see me.

“Morning, sunshine,” she said, not turning around.

“Morning,” I mumbled.

Lexi sat at the table in a hoodie and nothing else, bare thighs crossed, sipping her coffee like it was a throne room. Her eyes flicked to me and lingered—amused, satisfied.

“You sleep well, Jade?” she asked, deliberately.

My throat caught. I didn’t answer or bother to correct her.

Riley plated eggs and toast and set them on the table with two clean forks. She didn’t make a third plate. Just looked at me and said, “If you’re going to keep staying here, you’re going to have to help out.”

I nodded slowly. “Yeah. Of course.”

“Good,” she said, pouring herself coffee. “Then you can start by cleaning the bathroom.”

I blinked. “Right now?”

“Why not?”

“I just—I thought we were⁠—”

She turned, giving me a look that shut me up instantly. “You thought what? That you’d lounge around in pretty panties and get treated like royalty?”

Lexi giggled into her mug.

Riley’s voice softened. “Sweetheart, being cute gets you in the door. Staying means being useful.”

I looked down at my bare legs, the way the shorts hugged my hips, the smooth curve of my thighs. The heat between my legs hadn’t gone away. If anything, it pulsed harder now under their gaze.

“And one more thing,” Riley added. “No chores in baggy shirts and boxers. You want to act like one of the girls? Then dress like one.”

Lexi stood and stretched, revealing far too much of her bare legs beneath the oversized hoodie. “I’ll pick something out,” she said brightly. “Something that says: obedient little housemaid.”

I should have said no. But I stood there, frozen in lace and heat, as my last illusion of control quietly disappeared.

Lexi returned with a bounce in her step and a bundle of fabric draped over one arm.

“Okay,” she said brightly. “This is going to be adorable.”

I eyed the outfit in her hands, already knowing it wouldn’t be good. First came the top: a cropped tank, white with little strawberries printed across it. The fabric was ribbed and snug, with thin straps and a lace trim around the chest. There was a tiny pink bow stitched between the cups. It was the kind of top girls wore when they wanted to be cute and looked at.

Then the skirt—if it could be called that. Pastel pink. Pleated and very short. The kind of skirt that was more about what it barely covered than what it hid.

I didn’t move, I just stared.

Lexi gave me a look. “Jade. Don’t make me undress you.”

Riley didn’t say a word. She just leaned against the counter and waited.

I reached for the clothes with trembling hands.

Lexi stepped closer and tugged my crop top up herself, her knuckles brushing my stomach. “Let’s go, princess. You’ve got a bathroom to scrub.”

I slipped the tank off. My nipples were hard. The air on my bare chest made them feel even more sensitive. Lexi helped pull the new top over my head and adjusted it on me, tugging gently at the straps.

Then came the skirt. I stepped out of the shorts, cheeks burning, cock pressing visibly against the front of my panties. Lexi made a pleased little noise.

“Oh, look at that. Still turned on?”

“Shut up,” I muttered.

She ignored me and slid the skirt up my legs, smoothing it into place on my hips. It was worse than I imagined—barely covering my ass, swinging with every shift of movement.

“There,” she said, stepping back. “Now you look like our little helper.”

Riley finally walked over and gave me a long, slow once-over. “Turn.”

I did.

“Shorter than I expected,” she mused. “But the bow’s a nice touch.”

“Matches her lips,” Lexi said, tapping the faint shimmer still on my mouth.

Riley smirked. “Good girls sparkle.”

I stood there, dizzy with embarrassment, thighs bare, cock twitching in lace under the pleated hem.

Lexi placed a pink sponge and a bottle of bathroom cleaner in my hands. “Chop chop,” she said. “And don’t think about covering up. We want to admire the view.”

Riley leaned in and whispered, “Even pretty girls gotta earn her keep.”

The bathroom light was too bright. Every time I caught my reflection in the mirror, I had to look away. The strawberry-print top clung to my chest, the lace edging twitching every time I breathed. The pleated skirt bounced with each step, light as air and twice as revealing. One deep bend forward and it would lift completely. I knew that. Riley and Lexi knew that.

I knelt anyway.

The sponge in my hand was damp and pink and stupid. The cleaning spray smelled like citrus and bleach. I focused on the tiles. On the grout. Anything but the way my ass felt completely exposed. Or the way my cock throbbed against the tight lace of my panties.

I could feel the air on my thighs. The soft tug of the skirt brushing against my lower back. I shifted, trying to tug the hem down, but it was no use—it wasn’t designed for modesty. Every motion made me feel like a doll someone dressed up for their own amusement.

And they were watching.

I could hear them in the hallway. Murmured conversation. Laughter. Riley’s low voice, Lexi’s giggle. They weren’t being discreet. Every so often, I caught a word.

“...cute little thing…”

“...look at her bending…”

“...did you see her ass?”

The blood pounded in my ears. My cock was aching now—trapped against the lace, pressing hard beneath the skirt. I shifted again, thighs tightening. The movement rubbed me in just the right way, and I almost whimpered.

I couldn’t believe what was happening. I couldn’t believe I was cleaning like this, dressed like this, wanting to be seen like this.

A sharp knock on the doorframe startled me. Lexi leaned in, grinning. “Hey, Cinderella.”

I looked up.

“You missed a spot.”

She pointed to the corner near the baseboard and winked. Her eyes dipped lower—right to where the skirt had ridden up just enough to show the pink lace stretched tight across my ass.

She didn’t say anything else. She didn’t have to.

I turned back to the floor, cheeks burning, heart racing, cock twitching uncontrollably. I pressed the sponge harder and scrubbed, forcing myself not to moan at the way the movement made everything worse—no, better.

---

Soon the apartment went quiet. Riley and Lexi were in their rooms, doors shut, lights off. I could still smell the last trace of their body lotion in the air—sweet and creamy and floral, clinging to the sheets and my skin. It was late. I should have changed. Washed my face. Tried to sleep.

But I sat curled on the couch, tucked beneath one of Riley’s throw blankets. The pleated skirt was bunched up around my hips, the strawberry-print crop top wrinkled from wear. My body was flushed, sticky, soft. I hadn’t even peeled off the panties.

I couldn’t. I was hard again. Still. Constantly.

Every time I shifted, the lace dragged against me. Every time I inhaled, I felt the tight squeeze of the panties stretched too snug over a cock they weren’t meant to contain. My thighs were slick with sweat. My nipples ached through the soft cotton.

I didn’t even touch myself. It wasn’t about climax anymore. It was about being this. Wearing this. Feeling seen. Remembering how Lexi’s hand had lingered between my legs, how Riley had whispered “Good girl” like it meant something. Like it belonged to me now.

I closed my eyes and bit my lip. My hips moved. Just a little. Just enough to grind against the lace. Pressure built. Heat spiked. I whimpered before I could stop myself.

No one heard. But I wasn’t alone. Not really.

Their voices echoed in my mind, layered over the sound of my own breath.

“You look like a Jade.”

“You’re so pretty like this.”

“Good girl.”

I clutched a pillow to my chest and rocked against it slowly, gently, desperately—every movement pressing me deeper into the helpless pleasure of my own humiliation.

And I still didn’t cum. I wasn’t sure I wanted to. Not unless they made me.


Chapter 8
Dressed and Denied


The morning after felt too bright. I wore leggings now—tight, baby pink ones that clung to my ass—and a soft gray tank top Lexi had tossed at me over breakfast. My hair was freshly braided. My lips still faintly glossed. My cock? Still hard the moment I heard their voices.

I was putting away dishes when I turned around and found Riley blocking the hallway. She wasn’t smiling, just leaning against the wall with her arms folded, eyes steady. Her satin pajama top was unbuttoned enough to tease, her legs bare, her toenails painted the same plum as her lips.

“Stop pretending you don’t like it,” she said softly.

My stomach dropped. “Like what?”

“This.” Her eyes dropped to my outfit. “Being dressed like this. Being looked at. Being… touched.”

I swallowed. “You’re the ones who started it.”

“And you’re the one who’s still hard.”

Heat flushed my face. “You don’t know that.”

Riley took a slow step forward. “Don’t I?”

I backed up instinctively, hips brushing the edge of the counter. Her eyes didn’t leave mine. Her expression shifted—into something calmer. More dangerous.

“I’ve been watching you,” she murmured. “You try to hide it. The way your hands tremble. The way you blush when we call you pretty. But what gives you away—what always gives you away—is how you never say no.”

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

She stepped closer, until her chest brushed mine. Her hand reached down between us, cupping me through the leggings and lace.

My knees nearly buckled.

“Oh, Jade,” she whispered. “You’re so hard.”

Her thumb rubbed slowly over the tip, trapped and leaking beneath the fabric.

I whimpered.

“You like being our girl, don’t you?”

“I don’t—” I tried to shake my head, but her hand moved again and I gasped.

“Lexi thinks you’ve always wanted this. That you just needed the right push.”

I couldn’t think. I couldn’t breathe.

“You’re not a man anymore,” she whispered, lips brushing my cheek. “You’re our plaything.”

Then she pulled back slightly, her hand still gripping me.

“But good girls don’t cum without permission.”

I didn’t even notice Lexi slip into the kitchen behind her. But I felt her—the shift in the air, the heat of her body against mine as she pressed in from behind.

“Oh my god,” she purred into my ear. “Did I miss the fun?”

Riley smirked. “Just getting started.”

Lexi’s arms wrapped around my waist, her hands trailing down the tight curve of my hips. She pressed her chest to my back and rubbed her thighs slowly against mine, swaying with me like we were dancing.

“You’re so tense, Jade,” she whispered, her breath hot against my neck. “You need to relax.”

Riley’s hand slipped back between my legs, palming the thick, trapped bulge in my leggings and panties.

“Poor thing,” she cooed. “She’s so worked up.”

Lexi’s hands roamed up to my chest, cupping it through the thin tank top. She rolled my nipples between her fingers, gentle at first—then firmer when I moaned.

I couldn’t stop squirming. I couldn’t stop wanting.

“You’re so cute like this,” Lexi breathed. “All dressed up, all needy… You’re really just a good girl at heart, aren’t you?”

“I’m not—” My voice cracked.

“Yes,” Riley said simply, sliding her hand up my stomach. “You are. And good girls behave.”

They both continued to touche me. Riley’s hand stroking along my shaft, slow and steady. Lexi’s fingers pinching my nipples, circling my chest, teasing every sensitive place on my body. I trembled between them, thighs clenching, hips moving without permission.

“Please—” I gasped.

They didn’t stop. They didn’t speed up either.

Lexi kissed my cheek. “You want to cum?”

I nodded desperately.

Riley’s voice turned cruel and sweet. “Good girls wait.”

They let me grind against Riley’s palm until I was right there—pulse pounding, legs shaking, body ready to explode—and then they both pulled away.

“No—!” I whimpered, thrusting forward into empty air.

Lexi laughed. “Look at her,” she said, stepping back. “She’s a mess.”

“Such a needy little slut,” Riley agreed. “But she’ll have to earn it.”

I nearly collapsed against the counter, shaking, humiliated, cock leaking and untouched inside the sticky lace.

“Next time,” Riley said, tilting my chin up, “if you want to cum, you better ask very nicely.”

“And maybe,” Lexi added, blowing me a kiss, “we’ll let our toy have a treat.”


Chapter 9
Used and Owned


It was late again. I sat on the couch, curled in a soft throw, trembling beneath it. I hadn’t changed out of the leggings or tank top. My cock still pressed hard against the tight lace of my panties. My chest still ached from Lexi’s teasing fingers. Every inch of me buzzed with frustrated need.

And then I heard her voice. “Come here.”

I looked up.

Riley stood at the edge of the hallway, one hand resting against the doorframe. She wore black lingerie—lace and satin that shimmered under the soft light. Her robe hung open, bare skin glowing beneath. Her legs were long and smooth, her mouth dark with lipstick.

She looked like a fantasy I wasn’t allowed to touch.

I didn’t move.

“Now, Jade.”

My body obeyed before my brain caught up. I stood, legs shaky, heart pounding, and walked toward her. Every step felt like surrender. She reached out when I was close and took my hand, threading her fingers through mine. Her touch was warm, firm.

“You’ve been such a good girl,” she murmured.

I swallowed hard. “I tried.”

“You’ve become something beautiful,” she said, pulling me into the bedroom. “And beautiful things deserve to be used.”

The bedroom felt like a trap the moment I stepped inside—velvet-lined and softly lit, the scent of jasmine and skin in the air. Riley’s room had always looked feminine, but now it felt dangerous. Every detail was soft and inviting, like a spider’s web.

She closed the door behind me. Click.

I turned.

Riley's robe was gone leaving nothing but black lingerie stretched across her breasts, the delicate straps drawing attention to the sharp lines of her collarbone and the curve of her hips. She looked powerful. Beautiful. Intentional.

“Strip,” she said.

It wasn’t a question. Not a suggestion. Just a quiet, steady command.

My throat went dry. But my hands obeyed. I peeled off the leggings—baby pink, skin-tight, damp with sweat and something more shameful. My panties clung to my cock, soaked and clinging. When I slid those down, I gasped involuntarily; the air was cold, the lace dragged across the head of my cock, and I was already leaking.

Then the tank top. My nipples were hard underneath it—aching, swollen. When I pulled the top over my head, I heard Lexi’s voice behind me.

“Mmm,” she said softly. “There she is.”

I turned slightly—enough to see her lounging in the corner chair, legs curled beneath her, wine glass in hand. Her hair was up. Her lingerie was sheer gold, glittering under the bedside lamp. Her thighs were bare, her eyes dark with hunger.

She raised her glass to me like a toast. “Our pretty little slut.”

My face burned. I was naked and trembling. And still—still—aching.

Riley stepped past me and opened the nightstand drawer. When she turned around, the strap-on was already in her hand—thick, dark, curved upward and already glistening with lube.

She strapped it on with quiet confidence, adjusting the harness with practiced fingers. My legs felt weak.

“Get on the bed,” she said.

I climbed on.

The sheets were smooth, cool. I knelt facing her, thighs parted slightly, shoulders trembling. She climbed up behind me, her hands warm and commanding as she spread my legs farther apart.

“Look at her,” Lexi whispered. “Already so open. Not even a thought of resisting.”

I shuddered.

Riley’s fingers brushed my lower back, then trailed down between my cheeks. She found my hole with practiced ease, massaging the lube around the tight ring of muscle.

I whimpered. She hadn't even pushed in yet, and I was already clenching in anticipation.

“Deep breath,” she said—and pressed forward.

The head slid in, thick and stretching, and I gasped—loud and high, hips arching away before instinct pulled me back. She held my waist, steadying me, easing in an inch at a time.

“You feel that?” she murmured against my ear. “You’re taking it so well.”

It hurt—but not in a way I wanted to stop. It was a burn, a stretch, an ache of belonging.

When she was buried fully inside, she paused. “Look at Lexi.”

I opened my eyes.

Lexi was leaning forward in the chair, one hand between her legs, fingers stroking slowly. Her lips were parted. Her gaze never left me.

“She’s beautiful like this,” she whispered. “Full of cock. Gasping like a bitch.”

Riley pulled back, then thrust forward.

I moaned—loud, high, needy.

The rhythm started slow. Long, deep strokes that rocked me forward on the bed, her hips slapping softly against mine. Every motion rubbed against my prostate. Every inch made my cock leak more. I was dripping onto the sheets.

“You’re so wet for me,” Riley growled.

I cried out again as she picked up the pace. Her hands gripped my hips tighter, using me. Owning me.

Lexi watched, fingers moving faster.

“That’s it. Fuck her, Riley,” she said. “Make her cum like a girl.”

“I intend to.”

Riley shifted position—kneeling higher, driving deeper. Her cock hit the perfect spot again and again. I was panting, dizzy, tears in my eyes from how badly I needed it.

My cock swung between my thighs, slick and untouched, but every thrust sent pleasure ricocheting through me.

“Please,” I sobbed. “Please, please⁠—”

“You want to cum?” Riley panted, voice hard with lust.

“Yes—god, yes⁠—”

She reached down and stroked my cock just once.

I screamed. My body spasmed. I came so hard I collapsed, trembling under her as I sprayed the sheets, my voice breaking with the intensity of it. My hips bucked helplessly, hole clenching around the cock inside me.

Riley didn’t stop. She fucked me through it, slower now, possessive, grinding her hips against mine as if reminding me who made me feel that way.

Lexi moaned as she came across her own fingers, breathless and shaking.

I sank into the sheets, crying softly, overwhelmed by sensation, need, humiliation, and release.

Riley leaned down and kissed the back of my neck.

“You were made for this,” she whispered. “You’re not Jake anymore. You’re ours. Our pretty little Jade.”

I couldn’t move. My body was boneless—limp and sticky and trembling, every muscle sore in the best possible way. I lay facedown on Riley’s sheets, one arm curled under me, legs parted slightly. My hole still pulsed with the touch of her cock. My thighs were wet with my own release.

The scent of sex clung to everything.

Riley eased out of me gently, her hands soft on my waist. She peeled off the strap-on and set it aside, then sank down beside me with a low hum of satisfaction.

Lexi joined us a moment later. She curled up behind me, her body warm and lithe, one bare leg sliding between mine. I felt her breasts press against my back, her fingers combing lazily through my braid.

“You were amazing,” she murmured. “Such a good girl.”

My eyes fluttered shut. Praise made me ache again, even through the exhaustion.

Riley traced slow circles along the curve of my hip. “You looked so pretty when you came,” she said. “All red and desperate and ruined.”

I whimpered. My cock twitched. I didn’t think I could cum again—but I wanted to.

Lexi kissed the back of my shoulder. “You liked us watching you, didn’t you?”

I nodded weakly.

“You like being ours.”

It wasn’t a question.

Riley leaned in close, her breath warm against my neck. “You belong here,” she whispered. “Not as Jake. Not as anything you were.”

“Say it,” Lexi coaxed. “Say who you are.”

I swallowed hard. My lips parted. “…Jade.”

The name trembled out of me. Soft. Honest. Real.

Riley smiled. “Good girl.”

They tucked me between them. Their arms wrapped around me. Their bodies pressed to mine. I didn’t feel humiliated anymore.

I felt claimed.

And I never wanted to leave.


Chapter 10
Feminized For Good


The scent of coffee and vanilla filled the apartment. Sunlight spilled through the kitchen window, warm and golden, painting the tile floor in long rectangles. The house was quiet except for the soft bubbling of something on the stove and the rhythmic clink of a wooden spoon against a ceramic pot.

I stirred gently, watching the oatmeal thicken. My body still ached in the best ways—hips sore, thighs tender, the ghost of Riley’s cock echoing through me every time I shifted my weight. But it felt good. It felt earned.

I was wearing soft pajamas now—satin, pale lilac with delicate little white hearts. The shorts rode high up my thighs. The top was loose and short, brushing my belly when I moved. My legs were freshly shaved, smooth and bare against the floor.

My braid was perfect, thanks to Lexi’s fingers. My lips were tinted a glossy pink. And my cock, small and quiet now, was tucked away in a matching pair of lacy panties beneath it all. Not hidden. Not ashamed. Just… not the center of anything anymore.

Footsteps padded behind me.

“Morning, pretty girl,” Lexi said sleepily, wrapping her arms around my waist.

She nuzzled into the side of my neck, her warmth melting into mine.

I smiled. “Oatmeal’s almost ready.”

“You’re the best.” She squeezed my hips, then gave me a playful swat. “Especially in these little shorts.”

I blushed and turned the stove off.

Riley emerged next, yawning, her dark hair tousled, tank top slipping off one shoulder. She walked right up and kissed me on the cheek—casual, natural, intimate—before grabbing a mug of coffee.

“Smells amazing,” she murmured. “So does our girl.”

I handed her a bowl, and then Lexi’s. I didn’t sit down right away. I liked the feeling of serving them. I liked being seen like this. Useful. Beautiful. Theirs.

We ate together on the couch, legs tucked close, warm blankets draped over laps. Lexi played with my braid again, twirling it slowly around her finger.

“You’re not going anywhere,” she said suddenly, like it had just dawned on her.

Riley looked over. “She knows.”

They both stared at me and I smiled.

“You’re right. I’m not going anywhere,” I whispered. “I’m home.”


[image: Dared To Be Her]


Chapter 1
Arrival


Ishould’ve known what kind of weekend it was going to be the moment Vanessa pulled that bikini out of her suitcase. Neon pink, slinky little triangles of fabric that looked like they’d barely hold together in a light breeze. Gold rings at the hips. Glittery threads that caught the light. She held it up with a grin, one eyebrow raised like she already knew what I was thinking.

“This one’s definitely coming to the beach tomorrow,” she said, turning toward the full-length mirror and holding it against her chest. “Think the boys can handle it?”

By “boys,” she meant Brandon—Melissa’s boyfriend—and probably me, too, though the implication was that Brandon might enjoy it more. The way she said it was playful, offhand. But something about it got under my skin.

She tossed the bikini onto the bed and turned to the dresser like it was nothing. I stared at it for a second too long before pretending not to.

We were at a beach resort in Cabo, just off the main drag of a sleepy town with cobbled streets and hand-painted signs. The kind of place where sunscreen and margaritas were their own religion. The bungalow we’d booked was beautiful: bright stone walls, open-air showers, gauzy white curtains that danced in the ocean breeze. Everything smelled like sea salt, citrus, and a faint sweetness I couldn’t place.

I should’ve been relaxed. I should’ve been excited. But as I stood there watching Vanessa unpack lacy dresses and sandals with rhinestones, I couldn’t shake the weird knot building in my stomach.

We were here with another couple—Vanessa’s best friend Melissa, and Melissa’s boyfriend Brandon. I’d met them a few times before, mostly in passing, but this trip was going to be our first time spending serious time together. Four days in the same villa, at the same beach, having the same dinners and drinks and everything.

They arrived ten minutes after we did. Brandon stepped out of their Jeep shirtless, all tan skin and visible abs, carrying a surfboard like he was born to pose with one. Melissa wore oversized sunglasses, a sheer linen top that floated around her like mist, and some kind of woven wedge sandals that made her legs look miles long.

Vanessa ran over with a delighted squeal, and the girls did the whole hug-jump-twirl thing. Brandon and I shook hands like normal men, but I could already feel the comparison kicking in—the unspoken sizing up.

His handshake was firm. His arms looked like they could crack coconuts. “Dude,” he said, glancing at the bungalow. “This place is sick. We should do shots before we even unpack.”

Vanessa threw a wink over her shoulder. “That’s the spirit.”

We settled in quickly. Unpacked, claimed rooms, opened windows to let the breeze roll through. Someone turned on music—a mellow beach playlist—and soon there were drinks in hand, snacks on the kitchen counter, and the kind of comfortable chaos that comes with arriving somewhere too beautiful to stay tense for long.

I tried to relax. I really did. But every time Brandon stretched or leaned back or laughed with his head tilted just so, I felt like I was in some kind of comparison game I didn’t sign up for. Vanessa noticed. Of course she did.

“You’re quiet,” she said later, lounging beside me on the sun-warmed patio. Her legs draped over mine. Her skin was already glowing. “You okay?”

I shrugged. “Just taking it in.”

“You don’t need to size yourself up against Brandon, you know.”

I blinked. “I’m not.”

“You totally are.” She tilted her head, smiling, but there was something sharp behind her eyes. “It’s kind of cute. Like watching a puppy bark at a lion.”

“Ouch.”

“I’m teasing.” She leaned in, brushing her lips against my ear. “You’ve got your own appeal.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant. But I let it slide.

Dinner was grilled fish tacos and fresh salsa on the patio, the sunset bleeding down over the water like it had been painted just for us. We were tipsy by then—maybe more than tipsy. The tequila went down easier than it had any right to. Conversation turned wild: stories from college, sex confessions, dumb dares.

“I once made a guy streak through an entire music festival because he said I wouldn’t do it,” Melissa said, grinning. “Spoiler: I did.”

Vanessa smirked. “Jack’s never lost a dare before. Or maybe he just hasn’t dared the wrong girl.”

“Oh?” Melissa turned to me, eyes sparkling. “You strike me as the cautious type.”

“Cautious is polite,” Vanessa said. “He’s a control freak.”

“I am not,” I muttered, already regretting saying anything.

Vanessa took a long sip of her drink, then smiled slowly. “Okay, then. Dare time.”

“Oh boy,” Brandon said, leaning back in his chair like this was exactly the show he’d hoped for.

Vanessa turned to me. “Tomorrow. If you chicken out of anything—I mean anything—you have to wear my bikini to the beach. All day.”

I laughed, thinking it was a joke. “Your bikini?”

“That pink one,” she said innocently. “The really tiny one.”

“Come on.”

“No, really.” She leaned forward, her voice dropping just enough that it curled around my spine. “I think you’d look adorable.”

Melissa snorted into her margarita. Brandon looked intrigued. I looked around like maybe someone would rescue me.

“You’re serious?”

“Oh, very.”

The thing was… I didn’t hate the attention. And I didn’t want to look like I couldn’t handle a dare.

So I said the only thing I could. “Fine. But it works both ways.”

Vanessa cocked an eyebrow. “Does it?”

“You chicken out of anything, you’ve got to wear…” I paused, realizing I didn’t pack anything remotely embarrassing. “One of my outfits. Boxers and all.”

She laughed like it was the weakest comeback she’d ever heard. “Oh, babe,” she said, her hand sliding onto my thigh under the table, “I think I already won.”

Later that night, curled up in bed with the doors wide open to the ocean breeze, she kept teasing me about it. Little comments. Lingering touches. Her foot rubbing up my calf while she pretended to scroll on her phone.

“You’re going to look so cute,” she whispered. “Maybe I’ll even let you borrow my sandals.”

“Go to sleep,” I groaned.

But long after she did, I lay there awake, staring at the ceiling fan, feeling the warm air skim over my bare skin.

Somewhere inside me, a spark had already lit.

And I wasn’t sure I wanted to blow it out.


Chapter 2
The Dare Begins


Idon’t know why I did it. Maybe it was the tequila hangover. Maybe it was the sound of the ocean outside, soft and rhythmic, lulling me into a trance. Maybe it was the way Vanessa smirked at me before falling asleep last night, her dare dangling in the air like something sticky-sweet and dangerous.

Whatever the reason, I stood there that morning in the bungalow bedroom, staring down at her pink bikini like it was some kind of cursed object. I’d never touched it before. But now it was lying there on the dresser, glinting like a challenge.

Just for laughs, she’d said. You’d look adorable. I told myself I was just going to hold it. Maybe lay it over myself, see how ridiculous it would look. But I didn’t stop there. I slipped off my boxers and stepped into the bottoms, tugging the stretchy fabric up my thighs, wincing a little at how snug it felt.

The sides hugged my hips. The pouch barely held my dick in place—more a suggestion than support. I turned and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and actually laughed. It was absurd and weirdly… not as awful as I thought.

My legs were pale, but I’d never had much body hair, and whatever I did have was light and thin. Nothing dark or wiry. My thighs looked smoother than I expected. The tight bikini fabric lifted my cock slightly, framing it in a way that felt… delicate. Not masculine. Not dominant. But exposed. Vulnerable.

And god help me, I was getting hard.

I hesitated before picking up the top. It was just two little cups and some strings—totally useless on me. But I tied it on anyway, watching my chest shift as the triangles slid into place over absolutely nothing. I looked like a joke. A soft, aroused, pink joke.

That’s when the door creaked open.

“Holy. Shit.”

Vanessa’s voice hit me like a splash of cold water. I spun around, nearly toppling over, heart pounding out of my chest. She stood in the doorway wearing nothing but an oversized shirt and a sleepy smirk. Her hair was a mess. Her mouth hung open in that perfect curve of surprise-turned-amusement.

“Jack,” she said, stepping into the room slowly, like she was trying not to scare me off. “Are you… actually wearing it?”

I scrambled for a towel, failed, and just stood there in panic. “I—I was just checking the fit.”

“Uh-huh.” She let her eyes sweep over me slowly. “Looks like it fits… everywhere.”

I groaned, face flushing. “This was stupid. I was gonna take it off before⁠—”

“Before I caught you looking like a total beach bimbo?” she teased, walking around me in a slow circle. “Too late.”

She reached out and flicked the side of the bikini bottom, watching it snap back against my skin. “Wow. I’m actually impressed.”

“Vanessa—”

“No, seriously.” She stepped closer, lips brushing against my ear. “I threatened to make you wear it as a joke. But now… seeing you in it? I kind of like it.”

My breath hitched. “You’re kidding.”

“Not even a little.” Her hands slid to my hips. “Your legs are smoother than mine right now. You’re a natural.”

I shivered as her fingers ghosted along my sides, dangerously close to my growing erection.

“This is so humiliating,” I whispered.

“Is it?” she murmured. “Because your cock looks like it’s enjoying itself.”

She leaned back, appraising me like a piece of art. “Honestly… you could pull this off.”

“You’re not serious.”

“Oh, I’m dead serious.” She grinned. “We’re meeting Brandon and Melissa for breakfast, remember?”

“No way.”

“You know you can’t back out, right?” she teased. “The punishment for chickening out is wearing the bikini—you’re stuck in it. Especially since you’re already hard in it.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but I had nothing. My body had betrayed me, and we both knew it.

She grinned as she undressed and pulled out another bikini, quickly dressing in a skimpy black set. “Just come downstairs,” she said, voice sweet and coaxing. “We’ll grab coffee, hang out on the patio, and if it’s too much… you can change. But I think you’ll like how it feels to be seen like this.”

She leaned in close, her lips brushing mine, her voice barely a whisper.

“Let them see what my girl looks like.”

That word. Girl. It shouldn’t have hit me the way it did. But it went straight to my cock. She saw the way I twitched in the fabric, and her smile deepened.

“Thought so.”

She stepped back and tossed me a pair of oversized sunglasses and a thin white sarong from her bag.

“Put these on,” she said. “And meet me on the deck in five.”

Then she was gone, hips swaying, leaving me breathless in the middle of the room, dressed in pink, humiliated, horny… and completely unsure of who I was anymore.

But I didn’t take the bikini off. I tied the sarong around my waist. And five minutes later, I opened the door and stepped out into the sunlight.

The sunlight hit me like a spotlight the moment I stepped outside. The bungalow’s patio wrapped around the edge of the building, half in shadow, half bathed in golden morning light. A soft breeze rolled in off the ocean, fluttering the gauzy curtains and rustling the palm fronds above. Everything smelled like salt, hibiscus, and the strong coffee Vanessa had already brewed.

And then there was me, standing there in a neon pink bikini, a sheer white sarong tied low over my hips, oversized sunglasses hiding half my face.

I felt ridiculous. I felt exposed. And I felt hard.

The bikini top scratched lightly against my chest as I shifted my weight, the triangles hugging my chest, almost giving me the feeling that I had breasts beneath. The bottom hugged me tight, barely containing my cock, which refused to behave no matter how many deep breaths I took. The sarong helped a little, fluttering around my thighs, but it didn’t hide the shape of me. But not really.

“Damn,” Vanessa said, glancing up from her seat at the outdoor table. She was wearing one of her tiny robe-things, her legs bare and crossed, sunglasses perched on her nose. “You actually did it.”

I froze. “Is this a mistake?”

She stood and walked over, slow and predatory, then adjusted the strap on my shoulder as if I were a doll she was dressing. Her fingers were warm, confident.

“No,” she said. “This is perfect. We’re on vacation. Why not have a little fun?”

She ran her hands down my arms, and I could feel her appraising every inch of me—not critically, but possessively. Like I was her creation now. Her toy.

“I thought you’d chicken out,” she admitted, brushing a bit of hair off my forehead. “But this? You’re giving Malibu Barbie. You’re giving… hot girl at brunch who doesn’t care what anyone thinks.”

I rolled my eyes behind the shades. “I’m giving idiot boyfriend in drag.”

She grinned. “You’re giving mine.”

Before I could even respond, Brandon and Melissa came around the corner from their room, laughing about something. I froze, heart lurching into my throat. I wasn’t ready. I wasn’t⁠—

“Whoa,” Brandon said, stopping mid-step.

Melissa blinked, then broke into a wide, delighted smile. “Oh my god. Jack?” She let out a surprised laugh. “You actually wore it?”

I cleared my throat, trying to hide behind the fake confidence I’d duct-taped together. “I… I lost the dare.”

Melissa walked closer, her head tilted, examining me like I was part of the decor. “Honestly?” she said, “you’re kind of pulling it off.”

Brandon gave a half-laugh, rubbing the back of his neck. “Yeah, but I mean… didn’t expect that this morning.”

I felt my ears go hot, my whole body buzzing with embarrassment. But not the bad kind. This wasn’t mockery. This wasn’t disgust. It was… interest.

And the worst part? I liked it.

Vanessa sat back down, sipping her coffee like nothing unusual was happening. “Told you he had the legs for it.”

“Do you shave?” Melissa asked, leaning on the railing beside me.

“No,” I mumbled. “My hair is just… light.”

“Well, lucky you,” she said, biting her straw. “Some of us have to work for that kind of smooth look.”

I tried not to look at Brandon. Tried not to notice how his eyes kept flicking down toward my thighs, or how his face was a little pinker than usual.

Vanessa reached for something in her beach bag and held up a tube of tinted lip gloss. “Here,” she said. “You’re not going halfway.”

“What?”

“Gloss,” she said. “You’ll thank me.”

Melissa giggled. “Oh my god, yes. Please.”

With the other couple watching, Vanessa stood and stepped between my knees. She tilted my chin up gently, uncapped the gloss, and began smearing the sweet, sticky shine over my lips with slow, deliberate strokes.

“There,” she said, inspecting me. “Just enough to make people stare and not be sure why.”

My heart was pounding, my cock stiff beneath the sarong. I was a joke. A dare. A boy in a bikini.

And yet… I’d never felt more alive.


Chapter 3
Beach Debut


By the time we made it down to the beach, the sun was already high and hot, the sky cloudless and mercilessly blue. The sand glittered like sugar, too bright to look at without squinting, and the ocean rolled in long, lazy waves that hissed and foamed against the shore. It should’ve been blissful, but my heart was pounding like I was walking into an ambush.

I wasn’t just going to the beach. I was going out in this—Vanessa’s bikini, her sheer white sarong tied around my hips, her oversized sunglasses covering half my face, and now, thanks to her and Melissa, a slick sheen of pink shimmer gloss making my lips glisten in the sunlight.

I felt like a doll someone had dressed up. A prop. A girl.

And the fucked-up part was: my cock was aching with every step.

We’d claimed a semi-private section of beach—rented lounge chairs, a sun umbrella, even a little table for drinks. Vanessa had picked the spot herself, with a wink and a smile. “Secluded, but not too secluded.”

She wanted people to see me.

And they did.

As we walked down from the bungalow, I caught stares—first subtle, then lingering. Men, women, couples. Some puzzled. Some amused. One guy—shirtless and dripping wet from the waves—gave me a long, appraising look as he passed, eyes flicking from my lips to my thighs.

I could barely walk straight.

Melissa flopped onto her lounger, already peeling off her tank top to reveal a lemon-yellow string bikini. “God, this sun. I might just melt.”

Brandon dropped into the chair beside her and popped open a beer from the cooler. “I give Jack five minutes before he begs to change.”

“Actually,” Vanessa said, pulling off her cover-up and settling into her chair beside mine, “he’s doing great.” She reached out and ran her fingers along my thigh, right where the sarong left a gap. “Don’t you think so, babe?”

I nearly jumped at her touch. “I… yeah. Fine.”

“You look fine,” Melissa added, smiling. “Kind of unfair, honestly.”

I couldn’t respond. I was too focused on keeping my cock from rising any further in the bikini. The fabric was already stretched to its limit.

Vanessa leaned over and whispered, “If you don’t calm down, that thing’s going to pop out. Not that I’d mind.”

I shot her a look, and she just smiled sweetly, pulling a small razor from her tote bag like it was nothing.

“What are you doing?” I hissed.

“You’ve got a few darker hairs on the back of your thighs,” she said. “They’re not bad, but if you want to really blend in…”

“I’m not shaving my legs at the beach.”

“Okay,” she said, utterly casual, “then let them stare and figure it out. I mean, you’ll still be hot—just not very polished.” She stood, shaking out a towel on the sand beside my chair. “Come here.”

I hesitated too long. Brandon and Melissa were absorbed in their own flirtations. No one was watching. At least, not closely. I slipped off the sarong and stepped onto the towel beside her, my legs trembling slightly as I knelt.

Vanessa crouched behind me, warm and close, and began running the razor up the backs of my thighs in slow, methodical strokes. Each drag made my skin tingle. Each pause felt like a test.

“God, you’re lucky,” she murmured. “Just a few swipes and you’re smoother than I am. Bet you didn’t know you had girl legs, did you?”

“I—no,” I said, too flustered to come up with anything better.

She leaned forward and kissed my shoulder. “You do now.”

When she finished, she reached for a bottle of bronzing shimmer oil. “Stay still. I want to make sure you get a nice tan. Your entire legs will glow, not just below your knees like if you were wearing trunks.”

I looked around in panic, but no one was paying attention—at least not obviously. Vanessa poured the golden liquid into her palm, rubbed her hands together, and began massaging it up my calves, my thighs, my hips. It was sensual. Erotic. Torturous.

Her fingers slid up the inside of my leg and paused at the tight edge of the bikini bottom. “Someone’s still a little turned on,” she whispered with a smirk.

I swallowed hard. “You’re not helping.”

She chuckled. “I’m not trying to help.”

Melissa looked over from her chair and whistled. “Damn, Vanessa. You’re giving him the full spa treatment.”

“I’ve got to take care of my beach babe,” she said. She said it loudly so that every one heard.

Beach babe.

Brandon looked up, gave me a look I couldn’t read, and took another sip of his beer.

I turned away, but the words clung to me like sea mist. I wasn’t just some guy in a bikini anymore. I was her beach babe.

When Vanessa finished with the oil, she slid her sunglasses onto her nose and pulled me down beside her on the lounger. Her body pressed against mine, all warm, oiled skin and subtle perfume.

“You did good,” she whispered, lips brushing my ear. “But don’t get cocky. This is just the beginning.”

I lay there, glossy and trembling, sand sticking to my legs, bikini clinging to my cock like a second skin, eyes fluttering behind dark glasses.

I didn’t know who I was anymore.

But I knew I wasn’t ready for this to end.


Chapter 4
Heatstroke and Horniness


The sun was starting to set by the time we trudged back to the bungalow. The beach had drained me—too much sun, too much teasing, too much being on display. Every time I’d shifted in the lounge chair, I’d caught someone’s eyes lingering. Some tried to be subtle. Others didn’t. I couldn’t tell whether they clocked me or not, or if they even cared.

But it didn’t matter. Because I knew. I was the guy in the pink bikini. The guy with shiny lips and smooth thighs. The guy who let his girlfriend rub shimmer oil into his skin like she owned him.

And I was hard the entire time.

The air was cooler inside the bungalow, but the moment the door clicked shut behind us, I felt the tension snap tight again—like the outside world had been keeping something at bay, and now it was just us.

Vanessa dropped her bag by the door and turned to me slowly, hands on her hips. “Strip,” she said.

I blinked. “What?”

“You heard me.” She was already walking toward me, eyes locked on mine. “Take off the sarong. Keep the bikini.”

I didn’t move.

She stepped in close and tugged at the knot on my hip herself, letting the gauzy fabric fall to the floor. I stood there in nothing but that tight pink bikini, my skin still glowing from the oil, lips still faintly sticky from the gloss, my cock outlined and twitching under the fabric.

Vanessa stepped back, admiring me like a chef evaluating a half-finished dish. “God, look at you,” she said softly. “I didn’t think you’d take it this far.”

“I didn’t mean to,” I murmured. “I just…”

“You wanted to see what it felt like,” she said. “And now you know.”

Her hand came up, cupping my face gently. “You look so fucking sexy like this.”

My throat went dry. “Are you serious?”

“Dead serious.” She leaned in close, brushing her nose against mine. “You’re the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. All soft and glowy and needy.”

“I’m not⁠—”

“Yes, you are.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “And you love it.”

I didn’t say anything.

She took my hand and led me to the bathroom, which was lit only by the golden spill of the sunset through the high windows. Everything smelled like sea salt and her perfume—sweet and musky and warm.

She sat me down on the closed toilet lid and knelt between my legs, pulling open a drawer beside the sink.

“You’re not done yet,” she said. “I’ve been dying to see what you’d look like with real makeup.”

“Vanessa—”

“Shh,” she said, already dabbing at my cheeks with something soft. “Let me.”

The brush whispered across my skin. Then came the soft pressure of a sponge. The cool kiss of liquid foundation. She moved methodically, calmly, as if this was any other moment in our day. Her lips parted slightly as she worked, brow furrowed in concentration.

“Your bone structure is wasted on being a man,” she said under her breath, like she was talking to herself. “You were always meant to be pretty.”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t.

Blush followed—just a touch. Then something shimmery on my cheekbones that caught the fading light. Her thumb swiped across my lips, cleaning off the smudged gloss before replacing it with a soft, pink lipstick that made my heart throb when I saw it in the tube.

She leaned back and tilted my chin toward the mirror. “There,” she whispered. “Look at you.”

I did. And my stomach twisted. It wasn’t just the makeup. It wasn’t the smooth legs, or the barely-there bikini, or even the pink pout on my mouth. It was the way I looked scared. Beautiful. Surrendered. Like I already knew what I was becoming.

Vanessa stood behind me and wrapped her arms around my shoulders, her lips brushing my ear. “You have no idea how badly I want to ruin you right now.”

I swallowed hard.

“You’re mine,” she whispered. “And I’m not letting you pretend otherwise.”

She dragged her fingers down my chest, letting her nails trace lines through the shimmery oil still clinging to my skin.

I was trembling.

“I want to fuck you,” she murmured. “But I want to make you beg first.”

Then she kissed my neck, stood, and walked out of the bathroom—leaving me flushed and dripping and made-up, still seated, still aching.

And wondering how far I was willing to go.

“Come to bed,” Vanessa called from the other room. Her voice wasn’t playful anymore. It was thick with want.

I stood slowly, every nerve alight, and walked out of the bathroom like I was stepping into something final.

She was waiting for me, sprawled on the edge of the bed in just her bikini bottom—black and barely-there. Her legs were parted just enough to make my throat go dry. She watched me walk toward her like I was a gift she couldn’t wait to unwrap.

But she didn’t move to undress me. She just reached for my hips and pulled me between her thighs, hands sliding over my oiled skin, tracing the outline of my aching cock beneath the bikini fabric.

“You’re so hard,” she whispered, voice low. “All this from being my pretty little thing?”

I nodded, lips trembling.

She smiled, dark and wide. “Good.”

Her hands moved to the waistband and tugged it down slowly, letting my cock spring free, flushed and desperate.

But instead of stroking me, she reached up for the bikini top I was still wearing. She gripped my chest—right where breasts would be.

“You looked so good in this,” she murmured, tying it back on. “I want to see you in at least this while I fuck you.”

My whole body flushed. The soft triangles of fabric brushed my chest uselessly, but her gaze made them feel heavy, symbolic. Like they mattered.

She guided me onto the bed, straddling me without a word, her soaked bottoms grinding against my cock as she reached behind her to slide them off. She was wet—dripping, hot, hungry. And she wanted me like this.

Like her girl.

She lowered herself slowly, inch by inch, letting me slide into her heat. My hands gripped her thighs, but she pushed them back.

“No,” she said. “Hands on your chest.”

I obeyed.

She started to ride me—slow, deep strokes, hips rolling in perfect rhythm—but her eyes were locked on mine, and her hands moved up to grab the bikini top. She pulled at it, tugged it gently, like she was holding onto real breasts.

“Look at you,” she whispered, breath hitching. “Looking up at me in my bikini, lips all glossy, skin all soft. My beautiful little thing.”

I moaned, too overwhelmed to speak.

“You know what girls like you deserve?” she asked, voice low and deadly sweet. “To be worshipped. To be used. To be dressed up and fucked until you cry.”

She leaned down, her hips never stopping. Her breasts brushed mine through the fabric, her mouth hovering over mine.

“You want that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Say it.”

“I want to be yours.”

“You already are. What else do you want?”

“I want you to fuck me.”

“That’s right.”

She grabbed the sides of my face and kissed me hard, tongue pushing past my lips, owning me with every breath. Her hips picked up speed, grinding down, the sound of skin against skin filthy and desperate. I couldn’t hold back. I didn’t want to.

I whimpered, trying to hold on as she rolled her hips just right, hitting that spot that made my entire body shake.

“You’re such a good girl for me,” she whispered, one hand sliding down to stroke my cheek. “All made up and pretty, moaning like a whore.”

“Please—Vanessa⁠—”

“Now. Cum for me,” she said, biting my lip. “Cum as my bikini babe.”

And I did.

I came with a cry, shaking, breathless, eyes squeezed shut as the pleasure ripped through me like fire. My cock pulsed inside her, and she moaned as I filled her, her own climax washing over her just seconds later. She clutched the bikini top against my chest as she came, grinding down hard, milking every drop from me.

When she collapsed against me, our skin hot and sticky, her lips brushed my ear.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, still panting, “you’re wearing the yellow one.”


Chapter 5
New Bikini


Iwoke to the scent of sunscreen and sex. The sheets were tangled around my legs, damp with sweat and something sweeter. My skin still shimmered faintly from the bronzing oil she’d used yesterday, and my lips were tacky with leftover gloss. The bikini top was still tied across my chest like some kind of brand—one I hadn’t taken off before falling asleep.

I lay there for a moment, disoriented and sore in the best way. My cock twitched at the memory—Vanessa riding me, pulling at the straps, whispering how sexy I looked beneath her.

And then I heard her in the other room, humming.

I sat up slowly. My body ached, but not in a way I wanted to escape. My thighs were still smooth. My chest still pink with blush. I felt… delicate.

No. I felt pretty—and it wasn’t entirely a bad thing.

I stepped out of bed, the cool tile making me shiver, and padded into the main room of the bungalow. Vanessa was standing at the kitchenette in nothing but a t-shirt, sipping coffee and tapping through her phone. She looked radiant—casual and smug and glowing in the morning light. When she saw me, her smile curled like smoke.

“Morning, babe,” she said. “Sleep well?”

I nodded, scratching the back of my neck. “Yeah. I… yeah.”

Her eyes flicked down, taking in the way I was still wearing the bikini top. She smirked. “Cute that you kept it on.”

I flushed, but didn’t untie it. “I was tired.”

“Sure you were.” She turned and pulled something from a canvas bag on the counter. “Hope you’re not planning to go back to your old ways, because I already picked out today’s outfit.”

She held up another bikini—this one a buttery yellow, with ruffled edges and tiny gold beads at the ties. It looked even smaller than the pink one.

“And this,” she added, lifting a gauzy matching cover-up, “because girls like you deserve options.”

“Vanessa…”

“You said yes last night,” she interrupted, her tone soft but firm. “You begged me for it. You begged me to fuck you while you looked like this.”

My cheeks burned.

She walked over and handed me the new bikini, fingers lingering on mine. “Try it on,” she said. “Then come sit so I can fix your makeup.”

I hesitated. Not because I didn’t want to—but because I did, and I didn’t know what that meant anymore. She must have seen the conflict on my face, because she leaned in and kissed me, long and deep, then pulled back just enough to whisper:

“You looked beautiful yesterday. But today… I want to make you irresistible.”

I took the bikini and turned toward the bedroom.

“Tuck,” she called after me, playful and possessive. “I want to see you nice and smooth.”

The yellow bikini was even smaller than it looked in her hand. The bottoms barely covered me—ruffled at the hips, cinched in the back to hug my ass like it had something to flaunt. The top had cups, small but enough to give me the look of having breasts, and adhered to me nicely when I tied it around my back.

When I stepped back into the main room, she was sitting on the edge of the couch, legs crossed, makeup laid out on a folded towel like a ritual. She looked me over slowly—eyes trailing up from my shaved legs to the tiny bow on my chest—and smiled like a woman who’d just won something.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Sit.”

I obeyed without thinking.

She pulled me in between her knees and began working—gently, patiently, with little comments between each step.

“Close your eyes… good girl.”

“Tilt your chin—there.”

“Smile. No, smirk.”

She reapplied the same warm blush, then deepened my eyes with a little shimmer and mascara. Lipstick came last—glossy again, but this time a richer pink, almost coral. It tasted faintly sweet.

When she was done, she held up her phone and snapped a photo before I could protest.

I blinked. “Are you⁠—?”

“Relax,” she said. “It’s just for me.”

She showed me the screen. It didn’t look like me. Not really. Not the me I recognized. This version had soft, shimmering skin, glossy lips, big eyes, and a faint, knowing smile. A little shy. A little cocky. Pretty.

“Now put on the cover-up,” she said. “And don’t touch your face. I want it to stay perfect.”

The cover-up was barely there—sheer, light as air, fluttering against my legs as I moved. The wind lifted it like a curtain, and I knew it wouldn’t hide a thing. Not the bulge between my legs. Not the smoothness of my skin. Not the bounce in my step.

“Ready?” Vanessa asked, standing and adjusting the strap on her own bikini.

I swallowed. “To go where?”

“Out,” she said simply. “Let’s walk the beach a little. Maybe grab a drink from the bar.”

My stomach flipped. “What if—what if people stare?”

Her grin turned wicked as she suppressed a laugh. “That’s the point.”

We stepped out together, hand in hand. The sun was already heating the sand, and the breeze off the ocean wrapped around me like silk. Every nerve in my body felt exposed. The thin fabric clung to my cock. My legs looked impossibly smooth. My hips swayed more than I meant them to.

I wasn’t pretending to be her girl anymore.

I was.

We passed a few strangers—some glanced, some didn’t—but I couldn’t stop scanning for every eye, every expression. Were they looking at me with curiosity? Confusion? Desire?

It made me dizzy.

And then we turned the corner near the path to the bar—and ran right into Melissa and Brandon. Melissa’s eyes widened instantly, but she didn’t say anything. Brandon blinked, once. Twice. His mouth opened like he was about to say something, then shut again.

“Morning,” Vanessa said brightly, not letting go of my hand.

Melissa smiled slowly, and I saw her gaze dip to my thighs, then my chest, then my lips. “Wow,” she said. “You’ve… really committed, Jack.”

Vanessa laughed. “Isn’t she stunning?”

My breath caught. She.

Brandon said nothing. But his eyes lingered. And that look—wide, sharp, hungry—sent a jolt of electricity straight to my cock.

I shifted slightly. The bikini didn’t hide it.

Melissa nudged Brandon with her elbow. “Told you he could pull it off.”

Vanessa leaned in and kissed my cheek, leaving a faint pink print there. “She hasn’t even peaked yet,” she said. “Just wait until tonight.”

And then we walked past them, hand in hand, my legs trembling, my cheeks burning, and my body aching in a way I didn’t want to fix.

Because I wasn’t scared of the way they looked at me.

I liked it.


Chapter 6
Slippery Surrender


Ididn’t even ask what we were doing that night. By then, I knew better.

Vanessa came out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel, her hair pinned up, still glowing from the shower. She didn’t say anything at first. She just looked at me—curled up on the bed in my yellow bikini, legs tucked under me like I belonged that way. And then she smiled, slow and hot and knowing.

“I think it’s time you wore something… different.”

She disappeared into the closet and came back with an outfit draped over one arm. It was so light it barely looked like fabric at all—a short, ivory-colored slip dress, cut low in the front and back, the kind of thing you’d wear with no bra, no shame, and no intention of being ignored.

The neckline plunged into a soft V, with tiny scalloped lace edging that made it feel more lingerie than clothing. The back was open all the way to the waist, and the hemline hit high on the thigh, somewhere between flirty and obscene. It shimmered faintly under the soft lights.

“This is… for me?” I asked, heart already hammering.

Vanessa nodded, laying it gently on the bed beside me. “You’ll wear the bikini underneath, of course. No padding. I want your bulge to show just enough to make people question.”

“Question… what?”

“Whether you’re a naughty girl or just a slutty boy in a dress.”

I flushed.

Then she dropped a pair of nude wedge sandals next to it—thin ankle straps, just enough heel to tilt my hips forward. And next to those, a delicate silver anklet.

Every detail screamed feminine. But not in a soft, innocent way. This was slutty. This was deliberate.

“You can say no,” she said, sitting beside me. “But you won’t.”

And I didn’t.

I showered again. Slid the razor along every inch of skin, making sure I was smooth as silk. Vanessa helped me apply lotion—thick and scented, something floral with a hint of vanilla. She rubbed it into my thighs, my arms, even my lower back. Every touch felt like a seal being pressed into wax. A claiming.

She handed me the bikini bottom, still damp from being washed in the sink. I stepped into it, feeling it cling to me, tight and intimate. My cock ached inside it, barely contained. Then she handed me the dress.

Pulling it on felt like falling into another body. The fabric whispered over my bare skin, caught lightly on my nipples, and clung tight across the front. It swayed around my thighs with every step I took, floating just enough to tempt the eye. The backless cut made me feel half-naked, like I was daring the world to stare.

And somehow, it still didn’t feel like enough.

Vanessa tied my hair back with a tiny clip and had me sit at the vanity. The surface was scattered with makeup. Her hands were slow, focused. She applied smoky eyeshadow, feathered mascara onto my lashes, added shimmer to my cheeks, and finished it with a juicy, dark pink gloss that made my lips look swollen and wet.

When she was done, she stepped back without saying a word and pointed at the mirror.

I turned. I gasped.

It was me, but not. My face was flushed, my lips parted slightly, my eyes wide and dark and curious. The dress skimmed over my chest like it belonged there. I looked feminine. Effortless. Fuckable.

I swallowed hard. My cock was leaking already.

Vanessa smiled behind me. “You like what you see?”

“I don’t even recognize myself.”

“Good.” She kissed the curve of my neck. “Now let’s go show you off.”

The walk to the bar was like a dream. Or a nightmare. I couldn’t tell which.

The sandals clicked softly against the tile. The anklet brushed my skin every time I moved. My hips rolled more than usual—just enough that I started to feel it in my lower back. The wind lifted the hem of my dress, fluttering it against my thighs, and I kept tugging it down even though it made no difference.

Every person we passed looked at me. Some smiled. Some blinked. Some stared too long.

But all of them looked.

My body thrummed with tension. I couldn’t tell if they saw a woman or something else. If they were confused, curious, aroused… or all three.

Vanessa squeezed my hand. “You’re doing so well.”

We reached the bar—open-air, dimly lit with golden string lights and the low pulse of music. She led me to a tall table on the edge of the patio, overlooking the beach.

“Sit,” she said, and I did. The dress rode up immediately. My thighs looked bare and smooth and obscene.

She ordered us both drinks. Mine came in a curved glass with crushed ice and a sugared rim. I sipped it through the straw, lips tingling, and looked around in a haze of nerves and arousal.

“People are staring,” I whispered.

“Of course they are,” she replied. “You’re gorgeous.”

I looked down, blushing. The way the dress clung to my cock made it impossible to hide how turned on I was. I kept shifting in my seat, praying it didn’t show too much—and hoping maybe it did.

That’s when I noticed someone. He stepped into the bar like he belonged there. Faded button-down, sleeves rolled, tanned arms, easy smile. He caught my eye instantly. And held it.

Vanessa leaned in. “He’s looking at you.”

“No way.”

“He hasn’t blinked in twenty seconds.”

My stomach fluttered. My thighs squeezed together instinctively.

The man made his way toward us. Not fast. Confident and calm, like he already knew the outcome.

“Evening,” he said. “Didn’t mean to interrupt, but you two looked like you were having more fun than anyone else here.”

Vanessa smiled but didn’t answer.

He turned to me. “I love your look. Stunning.”

My mouth opened. Nothing came out.

“She’s a little shy,” Vanessa said, placing her hand possessively on my thigh. “But thank you.”

He stayed a few more minutes. He complimented my dress. My lips. Even the anklet. He thought I was a girl. Or he didn’t care.

And I loved it.

I was dizzy with attention. Drunk on it. My cock was straining, twitching, aching under the thin bikini, and Vanessa kept stroking my thigh in slow, lazy circles.

When Jeff finally stood, he placed a small card on the table. “Room 217,” he said. “If either of you want company.”

He left without looking back.

I sat frozen.

Vanessa leaned in, her voice like velvet dipped in fire. “You realize a man just asked you to come fuck him, right?”

“I—”

“He wanted you. Just like this.” Her hand grazed the bulge in my dress. “Hard and dripping in a slutty little dress.”

My eyes fluttered shut.

“You want to know the best part?” she whispered. “You liked it.”

I whimpered. She pressed her lips to my ear.

“He’d fuck you so hard, you wouldn’t even know what name to scream.”

“Vanessa—”

“But he doesn’t get to have you.” She took my hand, pulled me to my feet. “I do.”

And we walked off together—me, still trembling, still hard, still soaking my bikini—knowing I’d never forget the look in that man’s eyes.

Because for the first time in my life, I’d been wanted as a woman and I never wanted that feeling to end.


Chapter 7
Out of the Box


By the time we made it back to the bungalow, I could barely walk straight. The sandals pinched a little, the dress clung damply to my body, and my cock had been straining against the bikini for over an hour. Every step, every breeze, every accidental glance made the heat build until I thought I’d explode.

I was beyond exhausted—mentally, physically, emotionally. All I wanted was to peel off the dress, wash off the makeup, and crawl into bed before I melted.

But Vanessa had other plans.

As soon as we were inside and I reached for the hem of the dress, she stopped me.

“Ah ah,” she said, her voice low and wicked. “We’re not done yet.”

I froze, hand halfway to lifting the fabric.

She stepped closer and gently smoothed the hem back down, brushing her knuckles against my thigh.

“You really thought I was going to let the night end without enjoying you?”

I blinked, dazed. “I thought you said⁠—”

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to my lips. “Someone’s coming.”

A knock at the door.

My heart stopped.

Vanessa turned and walked to answer it like it was nothing. She swung the door open with a smile.

It was Melissa. She stepped inside in a silky robe, drink in hand, eyes immediately going wide when she saw me. “Holy shit,” she said, laughing. “Vanessa, you weren’t kidding. Look at her.”

I flushed, frozen in place, dress clinging to me like a second skin, makeup still perfect.

Melissa walked over slowly, drink sloshing slightly, eyes scanning me up and down. “You’re beautiful,” she said, sounding almost annoyed about it. “Like, actually. It’s not even fair.”

“I told you,” Vanessa said, leaning against the doorframe. “We’ve been having a little fun. Out-of-the-box stuff. It’s a vacation.”

Melissa shook her head, smiling. “You’re unbelievable.” She turned back to me. “You’re really letting her do all this to you?”

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

Vanessa stepped behind me, slipping her hands around my waist. “She loves it.”

Melissa moved closer, reaching out and tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. Her fingers lingered on my cheek. “God, you’re blushing. That’s so cute.”

“Jackie gets shy when pretty girls touch her,” Vanessa said.

“Jackie?” Melissa grinned. “That’s what we’re doing now?”

Vanessa just shrugged. “Why not?”

I trembled as they both closed in—Melissa’s hand brushing my arm, Vanessa’s lips on my neck. Their touch was slow, teasing, unbearably intimate.

And then: another knock at our bedroom door. All three of us froze.

Vanessa smiled. "Right on time."

She walked calmly to the door and opened it with the same casual grace she always had, as though she’d been expecting every detail.

This time, it was Brandon.

He stood there in board shorts and a T-shirt, clearly having just been summoned. His expression shifted the moment his eyes landed on me—first confusion, then something closer to disbelief.

"Whoa," he said, blinking. "Is that... Jack?"

Melissa laughed behind me. "Told you she always goes all in. Isn’t she something?"

Brandon stepped inside slowly, his eyes dragging over me like he wasn’t sure what he was seeing—or what he was feeling about it. He looked at my legs, my makeup, the dress still clinging to my thighs. Then, embarrassingly, he looked at the bulge beneath it.

“You’re seriously dressed up like this, Jack?” he asked.

I didn’t answer.

“Doesn’t she look good?” Melissa said, circling around behind him. "Honestly, I think someone’s a little jealous. I’ve seen the way you’ve been watching her."

“What? No⁠—”

“Oh please.” Melissa nudged Brandon, grinning. "I don't blame you. Jackie’s a really cute girl and I know how you’re used to being the one to get all the attention."

“She is,” Vanessa purred.

She slipped behind me, hands skimming over my waist, pulling me close. I gasped as her fingers slid along my sides, up my chest, teasing the edge of the bikini top I still wore under the dress.

Her lips brushed my neck. Then my jaw. Then my mouth. She kissed me slow and deep, possessive.

I melted into it, dizzy from the taste of lip gloss and power.

“You know,” Vanessa said as she pulled away, her voice all velvet and hunger, “tonight’s our last night away.” She turned to Melissa. “Maybe we should let Jackie have one more real experience at being a girl.”

Melissa raised a brow. “What exactly do you have in mind?”

Vanessa walked over to her, leaned in, and whispered something against her ear.

Melissa’s eyes went wide. She gasped, then turned and looked straight at me, a wicked grin curling on her lips. “Oh my god. That’s such a good idea. You actually think she would?”

Vanessa turned back to me, eyes glowing. “I know she will.”

I gulped nervously, my cock throbbing with arousal at the way she looked at me, like she was about to make me do something unimaginable.

“We want you to get on your knees, Jackie,” she said sweetly. “And suck Brandon’s cock.”

My breath caught.

“Like a real girl would.”

My heart racing, feeling like it might beat out of my chest and through the dress, but my body moved on instinct. I dropped to my knees, trembling, cock straining in my bikini with an intense desire. My palms hit the cool tile, and I looked up at Brandon, who stood frozen for a moment, eyes locked on mine like he couldn’t believe what was happening.

Melissa knelt down beside me on the left, her robe falling open at the thigh. Vanessa joined me on the right, her eyes glowing with heat and control.

“Start slow,” Melissa whispered, her voice soft in my ear. “Undo his shorts.”

I reached up, fingers shaking, and pulled at the drawstring. Brandon didn’t stop me. Didn’t move. His cock pressed visibly against the fabric of his briefs, and when I tugged those down too, it sprang free—thick, heavy, half-hard and already twitching at the sight of me.

“Stroke it,” Vanessa said, licking her lips. “Make him hard, babe. You know how.”

I wrapped my fingers around it, feeling the heat of him, the pulse, the weight. I stroked slowly, eyes wide, lips parted, the way they’d want to see it—delicate, feminine, reverent.

“That’s it,” Melissa purred. “Good girl. Now open your mouth.”

I did.

Vanessa leaned in close, her hand sliding around my waist, fingers brushing between my thighs where my cock throbbed under the soaked bikini. “Put it in,” she whispered. “Be sexy. Be eager. Be a good girl.”

I pressed forward and slid the head of his cock past my lips, cheeks burning. The taste of skin, salt, heat. I moaned without meaning to. My lipstick smeared instantly. My gloss made everything slippery and wet.

“Good girl,” Vanessa whispered, stroking my hair. “Just like that.”

I bobbed my head, slow at first, hand working the base. My jaw ached already, but I didn’t care. I sucked harder, deeper. My tongue swirled around the shaft as it stiffened to full length. Every time I took him deeper, the girls purred louder.

Vanessa’s hand slid between my legs again, rubbing me through the damp crotch of my bikini. My hips bucked. My cock throbbed.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “Sucking cock in a dress like you were born to.”

“Slutty little Jackie,” Melissa added, tracing circles on my back. “You love it, don’t you?”

I moaned around Brandon’s cock, drool spilling past my lips. I was soaked, dizzy, feral. I didn’t want to stop. I couldn’t stop. I sucked harder, my cheeks hollowing, spit dripping down my chin.

Brandon groaned above me, then suddenly his hand grabbed a fistful of my hair. Not hard—but firm. Possessive. He began to thrust.

Slow at first. Testing me.

I whimpered and opened wider, letting him in, tongue flattened, lips stretched around him. He rocked into my mouth with lazy rhythm, each stroke deeper, wetter. I gagged once, then moaned again, deeper this time.

“That’s it,” Vanessa whispered, her voice tight with pride. “Let him fuck your pretty mouth.”

I was drooling freely now, spit coating his cock, lips swollen, lipstick ruined. I wrapped both hands around the base and stroked while he pumped into my throat. My whole body shook with it—every thrust an electric pulse through my nerves.

Vanessa reached under my dress again, rubbing the soaked front of my panties, grinding her palm in circles that made my knees buckle.

“Fuck,” Brandon muttered. “She’s a natural.”

Melissa giggled, her hand slipping down to caress my chest, the bikini top barely hanging on. “She’s ours.”

I moaned louder, frenzied, desperate to make him cum. I sucked harder, deeper, chasing every twitch of his cock with my lips, my tongue, my soul.

He thrust harder. I let him.

Vanessa whispered filth in my ear. Melissa kissed my cheek. My hand worked the shaft while my mouth worshipped the head.

Then I paused, gasping, spit-covered, still stroking, my eyes dazed.

That’s when Vanessa grabbed my chin, pulled me close, and whispered directly into my lips, “You’re not coming back as a boyfriend, are you?”

And Brandon groaned—loud, raw—and thick hot cum sprayed across my face.

My lips, my cheek, my lashes. I gasped as it hit me and in that same breath, I came.

I came hard in my bikini, crying out, my cock pulsing, soaking the fabric in wave after wave of helpless release. My whole body convulsed, used and claimed and overwhelmed.

I knelt there, dripping, shaking, breathless.

Vanessa leaned down, wiped a streak of cum from my chin with her thumb, and brought it to my lips.

“Lick.”

I obeyed.

Vanessa smiled as she stroked my hair. Her expression was soft now—possessive, proud. She tilted her head. “Well?”

I shook mine slowly, cum cooling on my skin. “No,” I whispered. “You’re not.”


Chapter 8
What Comes Next


The morning sun poured into the bungalow like nothing had changed. Except everything had.

The sheets were tangled. My thighs ached. And my face still felt tight where Brandon’s cum had dried, despite the shower I’d taken just before bed. I could still smell him. I could still taste him, faintly, on the edge of my tongue. And underneath all of that, like a current running under the floor, was Vanessa’s voice echoing in my head:

You’re not coming back as a boyfriend, are you?

No. I wasn’t. I knew it now in a way I hadn’t known anything before.

I was sitting at the edge of the bed in a fresh towel, packing my suitcase. Or trying to. Everything I folded felt strange in my hands—oversized t-shirts, plain boxer briefs, old jeans. I kept pausing, staring at them, trying to remember if I had ever really liked wearing them. Had I ever felt good in them? Or had I just worn them because they were safe? Because they were what I was told I should like to wear as a man?

Vanessa was on the couch, one leg curled beneath her, coffee mug in hand. She was still in her robe, but the belt hung loose and her thigh peeked through. She looked like she hadn’t slept, but she was glowing.

"You know," she said, voice soft and amused, "I thought the bikini would be a one-time joke. Something silly. A vacation dare.”

I looked over at her, heart already skipping. "Yeah?"

She smiled wider. “It was supposed to be fun. Maybe a little humiliating. Get you hard, give us something to laugh about later.” She stood slowly and crossed the room, hips swaying lazily. "But then… you looked in the mirror." She crouched beside me, one hand sliding onto my thigh. Her nails traced lazy circles. “And I saw something change.”

My voice was barely audible. “What did you see?”

Her fingers moved higher. "The way your lips parted. The way your hips started swaying when you walked. The way your cock stayed hard the entire time you were dressed like my girl. My Jackie.” She leaned in, brushing her lips against my cheek, whispering, “You loved it. You needed it. And now? I don’t think we’re going back.”

I swallowed hard.

She reached into my suitcase and pulled out a folded pair of my boxers. “Starting with these,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

She didn’t answer. She just walked to the trash bin near the bathroom, lifted the lid, and dropped them in. One pair. Then another. And another.

“Stop,” I said quietly, but I didn’t mean it. I couldn’t look away.

She returned with nothing in her hands but a tiny wisp of fabric—bubblegum pink, barely there, with a little bow in the front.

A thong.

“You can wear this on the trip home,” she said simply.

My face burned. My cock twitched.

She walked up to me and placed it in my palm, then slowly lifted my hand to press it against my chest. “And when we’re back? We’ll get you your own drawer. Lace. Satin. Mesh. The works.” Her voice dropped into a purr. “We’ll dress you like you were meant to dress.”

I stood there frozen, heart pounding, fingers tightening around the tiny thong. Vanessa leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep, her tongue curling around mine, claiming me all over again.

When she pulled back, she tapped my chin. “Now go put it on. And then go find something cute to wear over it. I want the airport to see what kind of girl you are.”

I nodded, trembling, and turned toward the bathroom. I was no longer packing to go home.

I was becoming.
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Chapter 1
Just a Distraction


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her eyes softened. “Jesus.”

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

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

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

“So,” she said, “how bad was it?”

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

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

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

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

I swallowed. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Come on.”

I looked at it. “Where?”

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

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

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

“Sadie…”

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

“I thought we were drinking and distracting.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I scoffed. “It’s a mess.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But she didn’t.

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

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

Not me. And yet… not not me either.

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

I swallowed. “It’s just hair.”

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

I tried to laugh but it cracked in my throat.

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

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

“Sadie…”

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

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

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

“Sit.”

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

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

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

“This is insane,” I mumbled.

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

“I didn’t think it involved eyeliner.”

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

“Almost what?”

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

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

“I know exactly what you need.”

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


Chapter 2
Made Up


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

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

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

She didn’t stop walking.

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

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

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

“I’m not a portrait,” I muttered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I didn’t.

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

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

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

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

And God help me… I knew she was right.

So I let her do it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So I didn’t say anything.

And she kept going.

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

I didn’t answer.

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

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

It was reverent.

“Look at you,” she murmured.

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

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

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

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

“You’re beautiful,” she said.

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

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

I blinked. “What do you mean?”

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

I swallowed. “What are you saying?”

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

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

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

“For you?” I asked, voice thin.

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

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

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

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

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

And I sat there—pretty, aching, unfinished.

Waiting.


Chapter 3
Slipping Into Something Else


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

Then silence.

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

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

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

I turned to look at her.

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

I blinked. “You’re kidding.”

She grinned. “I never joke about underwear.”

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

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

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

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

I stared at it, heart pounding.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She looked… incredible.

I couldn’t stop staring.

She smirked. “You’re staring.”

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

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

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

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

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

“It really shouldn’t,” I breathed.

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

“And yet…” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

I shuddered.

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

And then she kissed me.

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

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

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

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

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

I was hers.


Chapter 4
First Time, Fully Dressed


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

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

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

“Lie down,” she said softly.

I did.

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re trembling,” she whispered.

“I know.”

“Do you want to stop?”

God, no.

I shook my head.

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

“You feel it, don’t you?” she asked.

I nodded.

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

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

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

I moaned into her mouth.

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

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

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

I groaned, hips twitching.

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

She gasped into my mouth. Then she ground down.

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

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

“I’ve never been like this.”

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

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

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

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

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

I felt her heat before I felt her take me.

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

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

“F-fuck,” I breathed. “Sadie…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She didn’t. She moved faster. Harder.

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

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

It was her.

It was me.

It was this.

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

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

And for the first time in weeks… maybe longer…

I felt whole.


Chapter 5
Lingering Lace


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

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

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

Keep it. I think it suits you.

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

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

There was no one to hide from.

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

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

And I looked… Beautiful.

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

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

My cock stirred again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shouldn’t have, but I stripped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

But it wasn’t. It was me.

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

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

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

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


Chapter 6
What You Really Need


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

One more breath, and then I opened it.

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

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

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

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

“I couldn’t stop thinking about⁠—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gasped.

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

“You haven’t shaved your legs.”

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

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

I nodded, breath caught in my throat.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gasped.

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

“Yes…”

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

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

I moaned with every touch. Her hands never stopped.

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

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

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

My stomach fluttered.

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

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

I did.

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

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

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

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

“You’re beautiful,” she whispered.

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

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

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

I did and nearly stumbled back.

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

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

“I’m…”

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

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

And she saw it, too.

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


Chapter 7
What She Made Me


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

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

“Climb up,” she said softly.

I did without thinking.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She leaned over me, lips brushing my jaw.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded frantically.

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

I cried out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“N-no…”

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

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

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

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

Not nearly enough.

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

She picked up the vibrator.

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

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

“You ready?”

I nodded quickly, breathless. “Please.”

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

Then she pushed.

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

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

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

And I lost my mind.

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

Hers.

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

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

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

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

“Sadie,” I whimpered. “I—I can’t⁠—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My cock pulsed inside her. The plug buzzed harder.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re mine,” she growled.

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

“I want to feel you cum inside me.”

“I’m close—Sadie—God⁠—”

“Cum for me.”

Her voice cracked like a whip.

And I exploded.

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

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

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

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

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

And I had never felt more euphoric.


Chapter 8
Pretty Boy, Pretty Girl


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

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

And then, at last, she stirred.

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

It was the gentlest slap imaginable.

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

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

“Don’t move,” she said.

“Like I could.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I turned back to her slowly.

Her smile curled. Her eyes shimmered with satisfaction.

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

She saw it. Of course she did.

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

I gasped. “Yes.”

“Say it, then.”

“I’m your girl.”

Her fingers circled slowly.

“Say more.”

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

Her hand stilled. “Anything?”

“Anything.”

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

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

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

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

My cock twitched hard beneath the sheets, but I didn’t say another word. I just nodded, melted beneath the sheets, and waited—to be hers again.
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Chapter 1
The Job Interview


The gravel crunched beneath the tires as I pulled up to the estate, long before I could even see the house. Just trees at first—tall and whispering, like they were in on something I hadn’t been told. Then came the gates: wrought iron, arched with ivy, and the kind of elegant rust that told you they’d been expensive for a very long time.

I parked by a small stone fountain. It was still running, even in the early spring chill. That detail—so carefully unnecessary—felt like a warning. Whoever lived here didn’t need to worry about cost. Everything was curated, intentional, and beautiful.

I, on the other hand, was showing up with scuffed boots, a secondhand jacket, and the weight of my last overdraft fee still fresh in my inbox.

I checked the address again, like maybe it had changed in the last ten seconds. No such luck. This was it. I’d answered a job posting that read almost like fiction: Live-in domestic assistant. Private estate. Room and board provided. Prior housekeeping experience preferred. It didn’t say anything about gender, but let’s be honest—no one was expecting a guy to apply to be a housekeeper. I only even knew how because of my mom.

She used to say, “There’s a right way to do things, and it always starts with pride.” Which sounded noble when she said it, even if it meant we ironed pillowcases and polished doorknobs in a one-bedroom apartment that barely had either.

I took a breath, tucked my phone into my pocket, and knocked on the heavy, double oak doors. They opened a moment later, not to a housekeeper or a butler, but to her—Ms. Delacourt.

She stood tall, lean, and refined in a way that made you straighten your spine without realizing. Silvery-blonde hair pulled into a perfect twist, a dark blouse tucked into high-waisted trousers, and pearl earrings that caught the morning light like they belonged in a museum. Her gaze was sharp—but not unkind.

“You must be Evan,” she said.

Her voice was… low and musical. Calm in a way that made you want to lean in, just to hear it better. I nodded, managing to swallow whatever half-formed apology was climbing my throat.

“Yes, ma’am. Evan Dorsey.”

A soft smile touched her lips. “Dorsey,” she echoed. “I knew your mother, you know.”

That made me blink. “You—really?”

“She worked for the Whitmores before they moved to France,” Ms. Delacourt said, stepping aside. “She was magnificent. Thorough and dignified. You would’ve been, what… ten? Eleven?”

“Ten,” I said, stepping in, heartbeat warming at the name. “She taught me everything she knew.”

“I hope some of it stuck.” There was no edge to the words, but I still felt them land. “Come. Let’s have tea before we discuss the terms.”

The sitting room was… intimidating. Not in a rich-and-cold way, but in the kind of way where everything felt alive. Velvet armchairs. Heavy drapes. A fire that burned just low enough to seem effortless. The kind of place that seemed like it whispered when you weren’t listening.

She poured the tea herself.

“I prefer my household to remain small,” she said, settling across from me. “Intimate. I’ve had housekeepers over the years, but none were… quite right. Some too clinical. Some too casual.”

I nodded, careful not to interrupt.

“You, on the other hand,” she said, with a slight smile, “come with a recommendation built into your blood. So I’m inclined to be generous.”

I wasn’t sure what to say to that, so I just murmured, “Thank you.”

She studied me a moment. Not like I was being judged. Like I was being considered.

“There’s only one thing,” she said. “I expect a certain… aesthetic. My household reflects me, and that includes my staff.”

Here it was. The catch.

I cleared my throat. “Aesthetic?”

She stood and walked to the far corner of the room. There was a small wardrobe tucked against the wall—nearly invisible against the paneling. She opened it slowly, and out came a hanger. Hanging from it: a black satin maid uniform. Short skirt, frilly apron, white lace trim along the bust and hem, and folded neatly below: thigh-high stockings, black with a subtle sheen.

I stared.

She held it up like it was a silk scarf, something ordinary and expected. “This is what my housekeepers wear,” she said simply.

“Oh,” I managed. “I… I didn’t realize…”

“I know,” she said, turning to look at me again. “But surely you understand, presentation matters. And if you’ll allow me to say so…” Her eyes moved over me, slowly. “You may be surprised at how well it suits you.”

My ears burned.

“I’m not—uh, I mean, I’ve never⁠—”

She stepped forward, gentle but confident. “Why don’t we just start with a fitting, Evan. You needn’t commit to anything today. But if we’re to move forward, I must be sure the uniform fits.”

I hesitated. But she didn’t press. She simply placed the hanger on the back of the chair beside me and moved toward the door.

“I’ll give you some privacy,” she said, and paused in the doorway. “Your mother had pride in her appearance. So should you.”

Then she was gone. And I was alone—with the most beautiful, ridiculous, humiliating thing I’d ever been expected to wear.

I stared at the uniform for a long time. There was something sacred about the way it had been laid out. Not in a holy sense—just… intentional. The way the lace edges framed the soft satin. The way the apron had already been tied into a perfect bow. Like it had been worn before. Like it had waited for someone.

I ran my fingers over the bodice. It was soft. Softer than I’d expected. The kind of fabric that clings, not flows. The white frills along the bust line were delicate, almost sheer. I touched them and felt the flutter of something in my chest—something hot and wrong and impossible to name.

“This is stupid,” I muttered, but I was already unbuttoning my shirt, thinking about all my unpaid bills and how else I might pay them.

Each piece of clothing that came off felt like a layer of armor falling away. My t-shirt, my jeans, and socks. One by one they fell until I stood in only my boxers, goosebumps prickling down my arms. The maid uniform rested across the back of the chair like it was watching me.

I told myself I’d just try it. Just pull it over. Just to see.

I slipped it over my head.

The satin hugged me immediately. It was snug, but not tight. Not yet. The sleeves were short and puffed slightly at the shoulder. The neckline dipped a little lower than I was used to—but not obscenely. It zipped up the side, and I had to twist awkwardly to reach it. I was almost grateful for the distraction.

The skirt hit mid-thigh, maybe higher. I didn’t dare sit down.

Then the apron. I tied it in the back, knotting it the way I remembered my mom doing before she went to work. That small, mechanical motion made my throat tighten.

The stockings were next. I hesitated again—but somehow that made slipping them on feel worse. More deliberate. More chosen. They were sheer black, almost glossy. I rolled each up my legs, trying to ignore the way it felt: tight, smooth, almost… supportive. The elastic band at the top clung to my thigh like it belonged there.

Then the shoes. Low heels, simple and black. But when I stepped into them, my whole posture shifted—hips forward, chest up, legs together.

Finally, I turned to face the mirror. It was tall. Framed in carved cherry wood. Clean enough to show every detail. And the man standing inside it—wasn’t quite me.

I looked ridiculous, but not in the way I expected.

The way the fabric hugged my waist… the way the sleeves balanced my shoulders… the way the skirt swayed ever so slightly with each breath. My face was still mine, unshaven, hair unstyled—but beneath the uniform, the lines of my body looked different. More graceful. More… pleasing.

My stomach flipped at the sight.

I took a step forward, then another. Watching my own legs move under the black satin, seeing the lace hem flutter just above the stockings. I looked like a parody. A joke.

But I didn’t feel like one.

I felt exposed. Shaky. Strangely warm.

I lifted my hands, fingers trembling, and touched my chest—flat under the fabric. Then lower, down to where the skirt brushed my thighs. I expected shame. All I felt was… sensation. Thick and confusing and hot.

And then the door opened.

I spun around so fast I nearly lost a shoe. Ms. Delacourt stepped in with a look of serene composure, eyes roaming over me slowly, like she had all the time in the world.

She said nothing for a moment. Then, “Yes. That will do quite nicely.”

I didn’t know where to put my hands. My arms hovered awkwardly at my sides, my fingers brushing the edge of the frilly apron as if touching it would confirm it was real. I tried to speak, to explain, to excuse myself—but Ms. Delacourt’s gaze held me in place. Calm, cool, and steady.

She walked in a slow, circling step around me. Her heels barely made a sound against the carpet. Just the whisper of motion and her perfume—something floral and powdery, like pressed lavender and old secrets.

“Turn,” she said softly, one finger gesturing.

I turned. Not because I agreed—but because it felt easier than refusing.

Her fingers smoothed the apron bow at my back.

“This belonged to my last housemaid,” she said. “She wore it well, but lacked attention to detail. You, on the other hand…” She reached up and brushed a wrinkle from the shoulder of the dress. Her fingers lingered just long enough to make my skin tingle. “You have a way of standing still,” she murmured. “Like you’re listening, even when you’re nervous. That’s rare.”

I swallowed hard.

She stepped in front of me again, adjusting the lace trim along the collar with light, practiced hands. Her touch was never invasive—only intentional. Every small movement seemed like it meant something.

“I can see your hesitation,” she said. “But hesitation isn’t the same as refusal. And from what I see, you’re willing to learn.”

I found my voice, brittle and unsure. “This… isn’t what I expected.”

She smiled, and her thumb grazed my cheek—almost like a mother might. “Good things rarely are.”

I flinched. But I didn’t pull away.

“I only ask for one thing,” she continued. “That when you are in this house, and wearing this uniform, you behave as my maid. You speak politely. You serve with care. And you keep yourself dressed exactly as you are now.”

I couldn’t meet her eyes. Not while I was dressed like this. Not while my body was reacting the way it was—warm, flushed, confused, and aching.

“I… don’t know if I can⁠—”

She placed a single finger against my lips. Not forcefully. Just enough to silence the spiral before it could grow.

“You don’t have to decide everything now,” she said. “You only have to say yes to the job. We can take it one day at a time.”

I nodded, almost before I realized I had.

She smiled again—just the barest hint of triumph in it—and stepped back, satisfied.

“Then it’s settled,” she said. “Your quarters are downstairs. Fresh sheets, your own bathroom, full access to the kitchen. You’ll begin tomorrow morning, seven sharp.”

I opened my mouth again, just to say something. Anything. But she spoke first.

“Oh—and one more thing.”

She reached into her coat pocket and pulled out a small tag. She handed it to me with a smirk too soft to be cruel. The name written on it, in elegant silver script: Evelyn.

“For your wardrobe,” she said. “You’ll want to label your things properly, won’t you?”

I looked down at the tag. My fingers curled around it slowly.

Not Evan. Evelyn.

My mouth was dry, but I heard myself say it anyway.

“…Okay.”


Chapter 2
First Day on the Job


The sheets were soft. Too soft. I hadn’t meant to sleep so well, not in a strange place, not after… everything. But I woke to the soft hush of light through lace curtains and the scent of something floral in the air—lavender, maybe, or rosewater. Whatever it was, it wasn’t mine.

I sat up slowly, blinking against the sunlight and the low ache behind my eyes. For a second, I thought I might’ve dreamt it. The tea. The uniform. That name.

Evelyn.

Then I looked to the foot of the bed.

The maid’s uniform lay there, freshly pressed, carefully folded. On top of it: the same thigh-high stockings, a folded note, and beneath it all, a pair of freshly polished black heels. Two new items lay next to it all: a pair of black lace panties and a matching bra.

The note read, in fine handwriting:

You begin at seven. Your appearance reflects your commitment. Let’s make a good impression today, Evelyn.

— M.D.

My heart kicked in my chest.

She’d written the name again. Not Evan. Just Evelyn, like it was already mine.

I should’ve been furious. I should’ve laughed. I should’ve crumpled the note and walked out barefoot with the whole ridiculous uniform stuffed under one arm.

Instead, I touched the note like it might burn.

The bathroom was small but elegant—white tile, soft gold fixtures, a vanity with a matching stool and a standing mirror. My bag had already been brought in. Toothbrush, razor, everything in its place.

I didn’t think about it. I just started moving.

First, I shaved. Not just my face, but my neck, my arms, the tiny wisps on my chest. I knew how much I needed this job, and I told myself that if I committed to the illusion that I wouldn’t turn back. Last, I shaved my legs, removing every last body hair.

Once rinsed, it was time to get dressed. The stockings went on first. I was getting better at sliding them up without catching the sheer fabric on my nails.

The panties were next, slipping easily over my stockings and around my cheeks. Without thinking I tucked my penis between my legs, watching how the lace laid smoothly over my skin without its presence. The panties fit well, almost too well, hugging me like a second skin.

The bra was trickier, the clasps hard to connect behind my back. But once I had it on, everything felt… right. The cups fit nicely over my chest, pressing it up to create the illusion of having breasts, the straps were snug over my flesh, binding the lace to me.

The uniform followed—overhead, settling like a memory I hadn’t meant to keep. It fit differently with the bra beneath, the cups pressing against the satin to give me noticeable breasts.

The apron came last. The knot felt easier this time, and I made sure that the straps displayed just as Ms. Delacourt liked.

Finally, I put on the heels. I wobbled at first, catching myself on the edge of the vanity. But once upright, they made me stand straighter. More balanced. More… contained.

I looked back at the mirror. I was dressed as a maid. Not a joke. Not a prank. Just… dressed. Hair still tousled. Face bare. But the rest of me looked like I’d stepped out of someone else’s story.

I stared for a long time before I turned the knob and stepped out into the hall.

Ms. Delacourt was already waiting in the parlor, sipping her tea with one leg crossed elegantly over the other. She glanced up as I entered, and for a beat too long, said nothing.

Then her lips curved into a smile—small, satisfied. “You’re punctual. I admire that.”

“Thank you,” I said. My voice came out smaller than I meant it to.

She gestured to a silver tray on the sideboard. “Let’s begin with the morning service. You’ll pour my tea, two sugars, no cream.”

I moved quickly, grateful for something to do. But as I poured, she came up behind me—close enough to adjust my elbows.

“Gracefully,” she murmured. “Not like a mechanic. A maid is fluid. Controlled.”

Her hands guided mine. One on my waist, the other gently correcting the tilt of the teapot. “You’re tense,” she said.

“I’m nervous,” I admitted.

“I know.” She set a spoon beside the teacup, gently, like setting a pin on a cushion. “But you do look very pretty when you focus.”

I felt the words settle in my chest like a drop of warm honey.

Pretty.

I opened my mouth to protest, but she was already stepping away, lifting her cup.

“You’ll serve me breakfast in the sunroom. After that, I’d like the windows cleaned and the parlor dusted. We’ll review your posture while you polish the silver.”

“My… posture?”

She looked over her shoulder, and that smile again—like she already knew what I was feeling, and was savoring it.

“A proper maid doesn’t slouch.”

By midday, I’d dusted shelves, polished brass, and cleaned five windows. Each task came with its own lessons. How to move without clattering. How to bend without exposing myself. How to step quietly in heels.

She corrected everything with a kind of indulgent patience that made me feel like a schoolboy again. Embarrassed, but hungry for praise.

And then she said it. “You’re improving quickly, Evelyn.”

I froze, halfway through setting the tea table. “I⁠—”

She looked up at me, serene. “Something wrong?”

“I… That’s not my name.”

She raised a single eyebrow.

“Not yet,” she said.

Then, with a final sip of tea, she stood and left the room.

And I just stood there, cheeks burning, dress swaying slightly with my breath, wondering why my heart skipped when she said it.


Chapter 3
A Maid Must Be Polished


The next morning, my uniform was already hanging on the wardrobe. Pressed and fresh. A new pair of stockings draped neatly over the hanger.

But this time, there was something else: a small velvet box on the nightstand. Inside—nestled in satin—was a tube of soft pink lipstick, a pale blush compact, and a new note in silver ink.

Presentation is pride. Report to my sitting room at eight, properly bathed. No need to dress—I'll handle your uniform myself today.

— M.D.

I stared at the note for a full minute before even touching the lipstick. When I finally lifted it from the box, my fingers tingled like I was touching something alive.

Her private sitting room was warm with morning sun and scented faintly of peonies. A brush lay on the vanity. A steaming teacup sat untouched beside it.

Ms. Delacourt was already seated, one leg crossed over the other in a long gray robe that shimmered as she moved. Her hair was down today, brushed sleekly over one shoulder.

She looked up as I entered, naked but for the robe I’d worn from the bath. I felt more exposed than ever being clean-shaven. Vulnerable in a way that had nothing to do with skin.

“Come here,” she said, softly but without room for hesitation.

I obeyed.

She guided me onto the low vanity stool, her hands gentle as they gathered my damp hair. She combed through it with slow, deliberate strokes.

“You have lovely bone structure,” she murmured. “Sharp in the right places. Soften it just a little, and we’ll have something very special.”

I didn’t speak.

The brush slid through my hair, rhythmically. Comforting. Almost maternal. And yet I could feel my pulse thudding in my throat.

“I used to do this for my girls,” she said. “The ones who served before you. Some hated it at first. But they always looked forward to it, in the end.”

She leaned close to apply the blush. Her fingers were warm against my cheeks, smoothing the color with little circles. Her thumb brushed the corner of my mouth.

“You’ll only wear a little,” she said. “Enough to glow. Too much, and it becomes parody. That’s not what I want for you.”

I couldn’t look at her. But I didn’t stop her, either.

When she finished, she turned the stool to face the mirror. I barely recognized myself.

The makeup was minimal—but striking. Just enough blush to give me color, just enough gloss to catch the light. Combined with the freshly brushed hair and shaved skin, I looked… delicate. Still male. But less so.

I stared. Swallowed. Tried to laugh, but it stuck in my throat.

Her hands rested lightly on my shoulders. “You’re beginning to see her, aren’t you?” she asked.

I didn’t ask who she meant.

She walked to the wardrobe, lifted the uniform from its hanger, and held it open for me.

I slipped it on, trembling slightly. She smoothed the fabric down my sides, adjusted the bow, and knelt to slip on the stockings and fasten the shoes herself—like a queen dressing her favorite doll.

“You’ll need a wig eventually,” she said, standing again. “Or we’ll grow it out. But for now, we’ll keep the hair natural. Something for you to earn.” Then she stepped back. “Look at me,” she said.

I turned.

She tilted her head slightly, appraising me. “You’re becoming very pretty, Evelyn.”

There it was again. Evelyn. I tried to correct her, but my voice came out too soft. And she didn’t wait.

“If you object to the name,” she said calmly, “you may say so clearly.”

I hesitated. But I didn’t say anything.

“Good,” she said, and turned to the door. “Then come. It’s time to learn how to greet a guest.”

The drawing room was flooded with soft light and filled with the scent of tea and lemon scones. I moved like I’d been trained—heels clicking faintly on polished floorboards, skirt brushing my thighs, chin lifted as I carried the silver tray.

Every movement felt foreign and familiar all at once. I could feel her watching me. Ms. Delacourt sat in her usual spot by the window, graceful as always, but today she wasn’t alone.

Across from her was another woman. Elegant and slightly younger. She had dark hair, bright eyes, and legs crossed in silk slacks. Her lips curled into something between amusement and curiosity as I approached.

“Ah,” the guest said. “So this is your new girl.”

I froze. The cup rattled slightly on the tray, and I prayed neither woman noticed.

Ms. Delacourt’s voice flowed like warm honey. “Yes. She’s just begun training. A bit green, but very promising.”

I didn’t correct her. I couldn’t, not with the other woman looking me over like I was a piece of art—and not unkindly.

“Very pretty,” the guest said, smiling. “Lovely skin. Is she wearing blush?”

“Only a little,” Ms. Delacourt replied, sipping her tea. “A maid should be subtly polished, don’t you think?”

“Mm. Quite right.” The woman turned her eyes back to me. “What’s her name?”

Ms. Delacourt didn’t hesitate. “Evelyn.” There was no tremor in her voice. No glance in my direction to check if I’d protest.

Just certainty.

And I… said nothing. I simply lowered my gaze, curtsied, and offered the tray.

“Tea, madam?” I asked, my voice soft and unfamiliar to my own ears.

The guest smiled. “Yes, Evelyn. That would be lovely.”

The visit lasted an hour, maybe less. But every minute of it clung to me like heat. I served tea. Cleared dishes. Retrieved fresh napkins when asked. All with proper posture, light steps, and delicate fingers—exactly as Ms. Delacourt had taught me. And when the guest left, she kissed Ms. Delacourt on both cheeks and turned to me.

“You’ll make a lovely addition here, Evelyn,” she said, then winked. “Don’t let her work you too hard.”

“I won’t,” I murmured, flushing.

When the door closed, I finally exhaled. I turned to face Ms. Delacourt, heart still fluttering. I expected critique. Correction. Maybe even scolding for being too quiet.

But instead, she reached out and tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear. “You did beautifully,” she said. “I’m very proud of you.”

My breath caught. It was just praise. Simple words. But it landed deeper than it should’ve. Somewhere soft. Somewhere that made my legs feel weak and my stomach warm.

She sat, and I moved to clear the cups, but she caught my wrist gently. “No. Sit with me a moment.”

I obeyed.

She pulled me down onto the low bench beside her. Her fingers brushed my hair again, slow and rhythmic. “You have something rare, Evelyn,” she whispered. “A grace you haven’t yet learned to value. But I see it.”

I swallowed hard. “I don’t know if I can be what you want.”

She smiled faintly. “You already are.”

The room was quiet. Her fingers traced down to my neck, over the lace collar of my dress. “If you continue like this,” she said, “I’ll have something special for you. A reward worth earning.”

I didn’t ask what. I just nodded.

I could feel the uniform hugging my body in all the right ways. I could feel the arousal from being called a girl all day. I could feel the naughtiness of serving the two women as a maid.

And now I had a strong desire to continue as I wondered what more she could give me.


Chapter 4
Reward and Discipline


The next day had gone well—until it didn’t. I had been polishing the silver in the parlor, as instructed. Ms. Delacourt had shown me the proper technique the day before: small circles, white gloves, always with both hands. She’d watched me do it with a quiet pride I had come to crave.

But today… I rushed.

Just one tray. Just a single dull spot near the edge I didn’t catch. I didn’t even realize it until I saw her reflection in the glass-front cabinet, standing silently behind me.

“I see,” she said softly.

I turned, heartbeat rising. “I—I thought I finished⁠—”

She raised a single finger and I stopped. She didn’t yell. She didn’t scold. She simply walked past me, picked up the silver tray, and turned it slowly in the light. The faintest ring of tarnish still ghosted one corner.

“I know your mother would have taught you better,” she said.

That hurt. Sharper than if she’d slapped me.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered.

She nodded. “I’m sure you are.”

Then she looked at me—not with anger, but with deep, expectant patience. The kind that says you know what you’ve done.

“You’ll come with me.”

She led me to the sitting room. The drapes were drawn. The fire was low. The scent of her perfume lingered in the air like a warning.

I stood trembling in the center of the room while she sat on the upholstered bench and smoothed her skirt over her knees.

“Come here.”

I obeyed, but every step felt slower than the last. My legs were heavy. My mouth dry.

“You are here to learn,” she said calmly. “And lessons, Evelyn, are best remembered when the body is involved.”

My stomach flipped.

She guided me gently over her lap, arranging me like a doll. One hand pressed into the small of my back, holding me in place. The other slowly lifted the back of my maid’s dress.

Cool air kissed the tops of my thighs. I gasped as she drew down my panties—not all the way, just enough.

“This is not cruelty,” she murmured. “This is correction.”

Then her hand came down.

The first spank stung. Not unbearable, but sharp. Real.

Then another.

And another.

Each smack sent a jolt up through my spine. My hands gripped the edge of the bench. My legs twitched with every impact. She was methodical. Measured. Never rushing. Never hesitating.

I wasn’t sure when the pain blurred with heat. When the humiliation bled into something else. By the tenth strike, I wasn’t fighting it. I was breathing into it. I felt small. Obedient. Owned.

Then her hand slowed. Shifted. Fingers brushing the red heat of my cheek. Then up, lightly, along my thigh… to the space between.

I gasped. She felt it.

My cock was hard and throbbing, pressed against the front of my panties, straining uselessly for friction.

“You see,” she whispered, stroking it softly through the fabric, “some maids need correction. It wakes up something honest inside them.”

Her fingers curled under and rubbed. Slow an deep.

My hips lifted without meaning to.

“You’re not angry,” she said. “You’re grateful.”

“I…” My voice cracked. “I don’t know what I am.”

She leaned closer, her lips near my ear. “You’re mine.”

My breath came in shallow gasps. Her fingers still hovered between my legs, stroking gently through the strained front of my panties—just enough to torment, not enough to satisfy. I could feel the dampness where my arousal pressed tight against the silk, and the terrible truth of it pulsed through me like a confession: I liked this. I wanted her to keep touching me.

But she stopped.

She withdrew her hand slowly, deliberately, letting the fabric fall back into place. My body twitched in protest, but I didn’t dare speak.

She smoothed the hem of my dress down over my thighs and guided me upright with the same quiet elegance she always carried—like none of it had been unusual. Like she hadn’t just spanked me, stroked me, and left me hard and aching in her lap.

“Stand,” she said.

I rose shakily, cheeks burning. My cock was still hard, outlined clearly under the soft material, and I made the mistake of glancing down at it.

She caught my chin between her fingers and tilted it back up. “Eyes forward, Evelyn.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathed before I could stop myself.

A pause. Then a smile. “Good girl.”

The praise sank into me like heat under skin. I felt it everywhere—between my legs, behind my eyes, deep in the part of me that had once insisted I wasn’t the type for this.

She stood, smoothed her skirt, and walked to the mirror. “You’ll complete the silver this evening. Properly, this time.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her tone was lighter now. Almost indulgent.

“Though I’m disappointed with your work today, discovering your affections towards your position greatly pleases me. If you please me again…” she glanced at me in the mirror, her voice trailing like silk over skin, “You will earn your reward.”

I swallowed. “What kind of reward?”

Her eyes met mine. Steady, smiling, and knowing.

“The kind you’ll beg for.”


Chapter 5
Formal Presentation


When she called for me the next morning, I expected the uniform.

I didn’t expect the lingerie.

As always, laid across my bed was a pair of soft black panties trimmed in lace and a matching bra, but this time beside them was something new—a corset. It was pale ivory and silk, boned and lace, It was meant to be drawn tight. A pair of sheer garter stockings hung delicately from the bedpost. And below it all, the uniform. But this one was different.

It was shorter and shinier with a cleaner cut. It was a more formal version of what I’d worn before, yet also more indecent with its deep neckline and short skirt.

Again there was a note:

A guest is joining us for tea. I expect you to make me proud. Do not dress yourself—come to my chamber in your robe.

— M.D.

I stared at the corset like it might bite and then I slipped on the robe and obeyed.

Her bedroom was large and elegant, like something from another time. At its center stood a grand canopy bed, its mahogany frame gleaming in the sunlight that filtered through the bay windows. The curtains shimmered with gold trim, catching the light like threads of fire.

Ms. Delacourt sat on the edge, waiting in a long black slip that hugged her figure like water. Her hair was pinned up, but loosely, a few tendrils curled around her collarbone.

She smiled when she saw me. “Come in, Evelyn. Let’s make you beautiful.”

She took her time with me. The lingerie first. She eased the panties up my legs herself, smoothing them once they were in place. Then the bra—tight across my chest, nearly empty, but still shaping me into something softer. She ran her fingers along the under band and murmured, “We’ll have something to fill this soon enough.”

Then came the corset.

I held the frame while she laced me in. With each tug, I felt smaller. Straighter. More fragile. My breath came shorter, my waist drawn in inch by inch.

“Not too tight,” she whispered. “But enough to teach your body its correct shape.”

When she was done, she turned me to the mirror and gasped.

The corset carved my torso into a curved hourglass. The panties framed the front of me like a gift. My skin looked flushed, my posture impossibly upright. I didn’t know who I looked like anymore.

She stepped behind me, holding up a dark wig—soft, shoulder-length curls. “Ready?”

I nodded.

She fitted it to my head with gentle fingers, adjusting each strand, brushing it down until it framed my blushed cheeks perfectly. Then came the makeup—more than before. A smoky eye. Glossed lips. Contour that made my jaw look smaller, my cheekbones higher.

“You look stunning,” she said softly. “Now… let’s dress our maid.”

The new uniform was snug—tighter than the others. More tailored. More intentional. The satin clung to my sides like it knew how I ought to be shaped. The skirt barely covered the tops of my thighs, swishing when I moved, baring flashes of garter strap and the pale skin above my stockings. Every inch of me felt curated, exposed, and delicate.

My garters clipped into place with sharp little snaps, pulling the stockings high and smooth. The collar dipped lower than before, low enough to suggest cleavage that didn’t exist—yet somehow, it felt like it did. The padded bra gave just the illusion, and the way the fabric curved over it made me want to believe it was real.

When I turned to face the mirror, I froze.

That wasn’t me.

Or—no. It was. But softer. Smaller. Flushed. I didn’t look like Evan, not really. The makeup, the wig, the corset all blurred him out, reshaped his outline into something prettier, sweeter, more poised. A reflection that felt like someone else… but also like someone I was always supposed to be.

Evelyn.

My cock stirred, pressing gently against the satin panties I hadn’t even noticed tightening. I was hard. Helplessly, shamefully hard. And yet I didn’t reach for it. I didn’t even try to hide it. Because the arousal wasn’t just physical. It was adoration.

I loved how I looked.

I wanted to look like this. Wanted her to see me like this. Wanted the softness, the tightness, the lace and bows and delicate lies of it all.

Every movement I made in that uniform reminded me I wasn’t just dressed—I was displayed. I was polished and presented. My hips swayed without meaning to. My hands moved more carefully. My posture held itself.

And Ms. Delacourt watched me, not like a woman assessing her employee—but like a sculptor admiring her favorite piece.

Her voice slid into my thoughts like silk. “Walk for me, Evelyn.”

And I did. Because I wanted her to see me shine.

“Very good,” she purred, watching me strut around the room. “Now let’s prepare for our guest.”

The guest arrived shortly after. I stood silently just outside the parlor until Ms. Delacourt called.

“Evelyn. Tea, please.”

I entered with the tray, head bowed slightly, posture tall. I didn’t look at the guest—not at first. Not until I set the tray down and heard her speak.

“Well, well,” the woman said, amused. “You weren’t joking. She’s exquisite.”

I looked up.

She was older than me—perhaps Ms. Delacourt’s age. Chic. Dark red lipstick. Her eyes met mine and smiled without a word.

Ms. Delacourt sipped her tea. “She’s come quite far in only a few days.”

“Really?” the guest tilted her head. “She moves like she was born in heels.”

I flushed.

“Evelyn,” Ms. Delacourt said. “Show her your curtsy.”

I obeyed, lowering myself slowly, trying not to tremble. When I rose, the guest clapped softly.

“Delicious. You must be very proud of her.”

“I am,” Ms. Delacourt said. “And she’s very eager to please.”

I tried to disappear into myself. But part of me—some deeper, darker part—swelled at the praise.

I continued to serve quietly, carefully, my movements measured and graceful. The tray felt lighter in my hands. The skirt tugged at my thighs with every step, a constant reminder of who I was pretending to be—except it didn’t feel like pretending anymore.

I poured tea, refilled the sugar bowl, cleared the crumbs from delicate china plates. And through it all, I could feel Ms. Delacourt watching me.

Her gaze wasn’t cold or analytical—it was admiring. Proud. Like she was seeing something she’d long suspected was hidden inside me. Every time our eyes met, something fluttered in my chest. I stood a little straighter. Smiled more softly. I wasn’t just obeying—I was trying to please her. And part of me needed to.

Once the guest left, Ms. Delacourt called me back to the parlor. I stood in front of her, arms folded in front of my corseted waist, still in full uniform. She didn’t speak for a moment. Just looked me over. Slowly. Possessively.

Then she crooked a finger. “Come here, pet.”

I obeyed.

She pulled me down beside her on the settee and slipped one hand under the hem of my skirt, fingers gliding lightly along my thigh.

“I’m very pleased with you,” she murmured.

I couldn’t speak.

Her fingers moved higher. Grazed the front of my panties. I gasped.

“So obedient. So eager.” She pressed against my cock, now achingly hard, trapped and twitching inside lace.

“I…” My voice cracked. “I wanted to be good.”

She smiled and leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “You were.”

Her fingers stroked gently, but not enough. Never enough.

“So good that I believe you’ve earned your reward.”


Chapter 6
Soft and Open


The next morning I found a box waiting for me on the edge of the bed. A velvet ribbon held the lid closed. Beneath it, nestled in folds of tissue, were three pieces of fabric so soft they seemed to sigh when I touched them.

The panties were satin—barely there, trimmed in delicate black lace. The bra matched, this time with light padding and a more structured shape. And beside them, carefully coiled like something sacred, was a collar. It was thin and made from velvet the shade of dusty rose. At its center, a small silver charm engraved with a single letter: E.

There was no note this time. Only the quiet weight of expectation.

I touched the charm with trembling fingers, knowing what it stood for. Not Evan. Not anymore.

She was waiting for me in her dressing room, already seated beside the vanity with a brush in one hand and a soft smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

“Take off the uniform,” she said.

My fingers moved automatically, lifting the hem, unzipping the side, stepping out of it like shedding skin. I stood before her in only my stockings, chest bare, cheeks hot.

She patted the stool in front of her. “Sit, pet.”

I did.

She brushed my hair again—slow strokes, steady rhythm. The same motion she always used, but today it felt heavier. Like a ritual. Like a goodbye to whatever remained of the boy who first arrived.

“You’re coming along beautifully,” she whispered. “I want you to see that.”

Then she reached for the bra. Her hands guided my arms through the straps, adjusted the cups, and hooked the back. She adjusted the padding until it curved gently against my chest. Just enough to hint. Just enough to deceive.

Next came the panties. She held them open for me. I stepped into them. She drew them up with both hands, then gently adjusted my cock—already hard, already straining—so it sat snugly against me, smoothed and hidden beneath the satin.

Then was the corset. The boning dug tightly into my flesh, transforming me once again, making my body more feminine and beautiful.

“You get so excited when you’re seen,” she whispered. “And yet… so obedient when you’re touched.”

I shivered.

She picked up the collar last. “This is not a punishment,” she said. “This is a gift.”

She wrapped it around my throat, buckled it at the back, and let the charm fall gently against my chest. Then she turned the mirror toward me.

I stared.

She didn’t let me dress after that. No uniform. No wig. Just the lingerie, the collar, and my trembling body beneath it all.

She had me kneel on the rug in front of the fire while she poured herself a drink. She sipped slowly, watching me. Studying me.

I didn’t speak. I simply waited for instruction.

“Do you understand why you’re like this?” she asked at last.

I shook my head.

“You crave structure,” she said. “Correction. Care. You don’t want to be strong—you want to be beautiful.”

I swallowed hard. “And what if I’m not?”

She came to me slowly, crouched before me, and ran her fingers between my legs—stroking the bulge in my panties until I whimpered.

“You are when you try.”

She pulled me into her lap, arms wrapping around my waist, one hand sliding beneath the fabric.

I gasped.

Her fingers teased me gently, tracing every line of my arousal. She didn’t stroke for release—only for control. Just enough to make me ache.

“I could make you cum,” she said, lips against my neck. “But I won’t. Not yet.”

“Please,” I breathed.

Her fingers stopped. “You’ll wait,” she whispered. “A proper maid doesn’t take—she earns.”

I nodded, trembling in her lap. “I want to be good.”

She smiled. “You already are, Evelyn.”

Ms. Delacourt didn’t offer me my uniform back.

“Now come. The drawing room needs tidying.”

I blinked at her, still on my knees. “Like this?”

She turned, one eyebrow lifted. “Is there something wrong with how you’re dressed?”

My face flushed instantly. “No, Mistress.”

“Then let’s begin.”

The click of my heels echoed softly as I moved through the quiet hallways. The corset forced me upright, the bra shaped my chest, and the panties clung damp between my legs, the front of them still tight from her touch.

But it was the collar that undid me most. I could feel its weight against my throat. Not heavy—but constant. Like a reminder. Like a leash.

She watched from the settee as I wiped down the sideboard, dusted the shelves, fluffed the pillows. She gave no orders, only small corrections.

“Bend from the hips, not the waist. It keeps your skirt from riding up.”

“Slower, Evelyn. You’re not scrubbing. You’re presenting.”

“Very good. Look how graceful you’ve become.”

I wasn’t graceful. I was exposed. But somehow… I still felt proud.

I caught a glimpse of myself in the glass cabinet door—corset tight around my waist, skirt barely covering my backside, collar gleaming in the low light. I looked like a maid in some decadent dream.

Or someone else’s fantasy.

Or maybe mine.

After dinner—hers, not mine—she summoned me to her room again. The lights were dimmer now, warmer. Shadows curled against the edges of the walls.

I entered without knocking. She liked that. I could tell.

She was standing at the vanity in a sheer black robe, brushing her hair slowly. She looked at me in the mirror, her voice low and smooth. “Did you enjoy today?”

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Cleaning in just your underthings?”

I flushed. “Yes.”

She turned, eyes narrowing slightly. “Say it properly.”

I swallowed. “Yes, Mistress. I liked serving you in my lingerie.”

Her smile returned—proud and possessive. “Good girl.” She gestured to the rug. “Kneel.”

I did.

“Now thank me.”

I looked up. “For… what?”

She stepped forward, her fingers slipping under my chin, lifting it. “For seeing you. For making you.”

I whispered it. “Thank you, Mistress.”

She let go of my chin, but not of me. Her hand slid down to the charm at my collar, letting it swing gently between her fingers.

“You’re still so tense. So desperate,” she said, more to herself than me. “Soon, I’ll let you cum.” Her thumb brushed my lips. “But not yet. Good girls have to earn everything.”


Chapter 7
Servitude and Seduction


The storm rolled in after nightfall.

It started as a distant rumble—low and patient. But by the time I lit the candles in the hallway, the rain had thickened into a steady hiss against the windows, and the air inside the house had gone warm and still.

Ms. Delacourt stood at the hearth in the drawing room, barefoot, wrapped in a pale silk robe that clung to her like mist. Her hair was down. Her eyes were darker in the candlelight, rimmed with shadow, watching the fire like it spoke only to her.

I stood behind her, in my lingerie and collar, waiting.

Waiting for what—I didn’t know.

She turned to me slowly. The flames caught the edges of her robe and lit her in gold. “It’s a beautiful night,” she murmured. “Don’t you think?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“I’d like you to read to me, Evelyn.”

She handed me a thin, leather-bound volume from the side table. No title on the spine. I opened to the page she marked.

The words were old, poetic. A love letter, or something close. I started reading.

She listened with her eyes closed. I read with my throat dry.

“...her fingers, soft as snowfall, pressed against me like a question I had waited all my life to answer...” My voice wavered. The air felt thicker than the fire warranted. “...and when her lips found mine, I understood the word devotion for the first time.”

I looked up.

Ms. Delacourt was watching me again. But not just watching—consuming. She held out her hand. “Come here, my Evelyn.”

I walked to her on trembling legs. She took the book from my hand, set it aside, and gently placed her fingers beneath the charm at my collar.

“Take off your panties,” she said.

I obeyed.

She didn’t rush. She waited as I peeled them down, stepped out, stood naked beneath my corset and bra. Then her hands moved—first to the clasp of the bra, unhooking it slowly and letting it slide from my shoulders like a sigh.

She kissed the tops of my bare chest, right where the padding had once given me shape. “You don’t need illusions to be beautiful.”

Her hands moved to the corset next, unlacing it with a patience that made me ache. Each tug loosened me. Each breath deepened. Until it finally slipped from my waist and I stood before her in only the collar and stockings.

“I want to see you open,” she whispered. “Soft. Ready.”

She guided me to the rug in front of the fire and laid me down.

Her hands explored me—slow, reverent, cruelly gentle. She traced the line of my hip, the curve of my inner thigh, the soft, useless ache between my legs.

“You’re dripping,” she said, smiling. “Have you been thinking about this all day?”

“Yes,” I whispered. “I’ve been trying to be good. For you. For this.”

“You have been good.” Her fingers slid lower, teasing my cock, small and twitching with need. “Do you want to cum for your Mistress?”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Please.”

“Then beg.”

I didn’t hesitate. I begged. For her hands. For her mouth. For her to use me however she wished. I told her I belonged to her. That I didn’t want to be anyone else. That Evelyn was hers to dress, to punish, to keep.

And only when I said all of that—trembling, flushed, exposed—did she rise and disappear into the shadows of the room.

When she returned, she wore a strap-on. The heels of her feet whispered across the rug, soft and slow, and when she stepped into the firelight I nearly cried out.

The strap-on gleamed between her thighs—black and glistening, curved upward with purpose. Her robe had slipped off her shoulders, revealing the smooth line of her collarbones, the faint shadows of her breasts beneath a silk chemise. And her eyes… her eyes told me I was no longer a guest in her house.

I was hers.

My breath caught. My thighs parted instinctively.

She knelt between them, one hand on my thigh, the other on my chest. “Tonight,” she said softly, “you stop pretending. Tonight, you let go.”

She knelt between my legs and spread them wider, her hands rougher now, hungrier.

“You’ve wanted this,” she said, brushing the toy along the crease of my thighs. “You’ve been dreaming of me using you like this, haven’t you?”

I swallowed hard. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Louder.”

“Please, Mistress. Use me,” I whimpered. “I need you to. I need you to fuck me. I want to be yours.”

She grinned—low, wicked, beautiful. “Oh, you are mine.”

I moaned.

She leaned in, rubbing the tip of the strap-on against the base of my cock, circling it between my folds, pushing it just under me where my body clenched helplessly in response.

“You’re so soft down here now,” she murmured. “Barely a cock at all. Just a little clit for Mistress to tease.”

I bucked up into her. “Please…”

She shushed me with her fingers against my lips. “You’ll take me slowly. Like a good maid. I want to feel you tremble.”

She pressed forward.

The toy slid between my cheeks, nestled against the sensitive ridge of my hole. She didn’t penetrate—not yet. She just rocked her hips, letting the thick silicone press against me.

I sobbed. “It’s so much…”

“You can take it.”

“I want to be good.”

“You are good,” she whispered, leaning closer, her breath hot against my ear. “You’re perfect. Beautiful. Mine.”

Her hand slid under my back and tilted my hips, adjusting me like I was something delicate she already owned. She lined herself up again—lower now, precise—and the blunt head of the strap-on pressed against my hole.

“Breathe,” she whispered. “Let me in.”

I did.

The pressure built slowly as the tip pushed forward—stretching me open, inch by inch. I gasped. My mouth fell open as the thick silicone breached me, my body instinctively clenching, then yielding. It burned, a little, but more than that—it filled me. It completed something.

My breath came fast, shallow, as she slid deeper.

“Yes,” she murmured. “Take it, Evelyn. Open up for your Mistress.”

She began to move with deliberate rhythm—rocking her hips into me, smooth and powerful, each thrust grinding my ass against the base of the harness. The friction, the fullness, the weight of her body above mine—it overwhelmed every thought. There was no air, no light, no space left in me but her.

I whimpered as the dildo drove deeper. I could feel it inside me, pressing against places I’d never imagined being touched, my body pulling her in like it had been waiting.

My legs spread wider, desperate. My fingers clawed at the rug, hips jerking to meet every thrust. I was being fucked. Fucked like a maid. Fucked like a girl.

And I wanted it.

She leaned over me, the curve of her hips grinding against my ass as she drove into me again and again.

“Say it,” she demanded, voice low and rough. “Tell me who you are.”

“I’m yours,” I cried. “I’m Evelyn. I’m your maid.”

“And what do maids do?”

“They serve. They obey. They let themselves be—used.”

“That’s right. Good girl.”

Her thrusts deepened, sharp and smooth. I could feel my cock pinned between our bodies, trapped against my belly—hard, leaking, untouched. The sensation of her inside me, fucking me open, was almost too much.

“I want to cum,” I sobbed.

She slowed—just slightly. “Then ask me.”

“Please,” I begged. “Please let your maid cum. Please let me cum for you, Mistress.”

She grabbed my thighs and slammed into me—hard. The noise echoed off the walls, wet and filthy and perfect.

“Then do it,” she growled. “Cum for me, Evelyn. Cum like the good little thing you are.”

The dildo pounded into me again and I broke.

I came, crying out beneath her as my cock pulsed and twitched against my belly, ropes of cum spilling between us. My hole clenched around her with every wave, my whole body locked in place, vibrating with the force of it.

I sobbed her name as I trembled beneath her.

She kept moving—fucking me slowly, gently now, milking every last spasm from me until I went limp in her arms. Then she leaned down, pressed a kiss just beside the collar, and whispered, “There’s my girl.”

And I was.

I really was.


Chapter 8
The New Routine


Ino longer needed reminders. I woke before the bell now. Not out of fear—but hunger. A quiet ache to please her.

My uniform was already laid out. I hadn’t worn anything else in days. Today’s was freshly laundered, its apron perfectly pressed, the scent of lavender clinging faintly to the lace trim. I dressed with practiced care: corset first, then the stockings, then the panties that cupped me just right—firm, feminine, a gentle squeeze I’d come to love.

Then the uniform. The way it slid over my hips. The zipper’s familiar hiss. The way I turned just slightly in the mirror, watching the skirt swish above my knees.

I tied my apron with perfect symmetry and clipped the charm at my collar into place.

E. Not Evan. Not anymore.

She was in the conservatory, reading a book beside the glass doors, wrapped in a robe that caught the morning light like smoke.

“You’re early,” she said without looking up.

“I wanted to be ready for you.”

She finally turned. The way her eyes moved over me—slow, satisfied, claiming—made my knees weaken just slightly.

“You’re glowing today,” she said. “Have you enjoyed your first week?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Why?”

I paused only a second. “Because I know who I am when I’m with you.”

She smiled. “And who is that?”

“Your maid.”

“And what’s her name?”

“Evelyn.”

She nodded. “Good girl. Then I think it’s time.”

She led me into the dressing room after breakfast, hands light at my waist.

There, resting in a velvet-lined box atop the vanity, was a new collar. It was thicker than the last, and darker. A deep, wine-red satin with black leather trim. The charm at the center gleamed gold this time, engraved not with a letter, but with a name: Evelyn.

“No more ambiguity. No more guessing. This is who you are,” she said, lifting the collar in both hands. “I’ve given you everything piece by piece. Your name. Your role. Your training. But this…” She stepped behind me, brushing my hair aside. “This is the part you choose.”

My breath caught.

She fastened the collar slowly, buckling it tight at the back of my neck. Not choking—but present. Firm and undeniable.

When she stepped in front of me again, I was trembling. “Do you want to stay here, Evelyn?”

“Yes.”

“As my maid?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“As mine?”

“Yes.”

Her hand lifted my chin. “Forever?”

I swallowed. “Please.”

She leaned in and kissed me—deep and sure, her fingers tangled in the front of my apron, her tongue sweeping over mine like a final, sealing mark.

When she pulled away, she whispered, “Then kneel, my girl.”

And I did.

At her feet.

Right where I belonged.
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Evan needed a fresh start. A way to escape the emptiness he couldn’t explain. In the attic of his new home, he finds something unexpected—an antique mirror that doesn’t reflect him.

It reflects her.

Curvy. Gorgeous. Undeniably feminine.

When the mirror offers him seven days to live as Eve, he steps into a sensual, thrilling journey of self-discovery. Dressed in lace and flushed with desire, Eve explores her new body, her deepest wants… and the arms of the sexy neighbor who sees her for exactly who she is.

But as the seventh day approaches, only one question remains:

Will she ever want to go back?

Get Becoming Her
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It started with a drunken joke… and a shooting star.

Luke never imagined that one night of teasing his girlfriend would end with him waking up in her clothes—and in a woman’s body. But when Claire’s playful wish turns real, Luke finds himself living as Lily: curvy, beautiful, and undeniably feminine.

At first, it’s awkward, but under Claire’s guiding touch, Lily begins to discover the thrill of heels, the softness of lace, and the secret pleasure of being seen as a woman. As the weekend unfolds, their connection deepens—until desire becomes devotion, and transformation becomes truth.

Now Lily isn’t sure she wants to go back. And Claire? She might not let her.

Get Wished To Be Her
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