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I should have known something was off the second I walked into the apartment and realized it smelled like her.

Not like food, not like cleaning supplies, not even like one of those cheap candles people light to pretend they’ve got their life together. It smelled like her. Rhea. The scent didn’t sit on top of the air so much as settle into it, clinging to the walls and furniture. It made the place feel lived in in a way that didn’t quite belong to me, like I had stepped into the middle of something instead of arriving at the beginning.

Jonathan told me she was cool. Or at least cool enough to let me crash for a bit without asking too many questions. My pride was not strong enough to choose sleeping in my car over dealing with a stranger, not after my ex-roommate got us evicted for sleeping with the apartment owner’s wife.

“Shoes off.”

I hadn’t even realized she was in the room.

My head snapped up, my hand still halfway through pushing the door shut behind me. She was leaning against the kitchen counter, one hip cocked, arms folded loosely like she had been there the whole time. Like she had been watching me come in, take everything in, hesitate.

I paused just long enough to feel it before forcing myself to move.

“…Right,” I muttered, looking away as I nudged the door closed with my heel and kicked my shoes off near the wall. “Didn’t know this was that kind of place.”

“It is now,” she said easily.

No hesitation. No smile. Just decided. The way she said it made it feel less like a rule and more like something she had chosen in that moment. I didn’t like how aware that made me feel.

I grabbed my bag and stepped further into the apartment, keeping my eyes forward like that would stop me from noticing her. It didn’t. Loose tank top, no bra, the fabric thin enough to shift when she moved, catching the light just enough to make it impossible not to register the shape underneath.

I noticed. Of course I did. I just made sure not to look like it.

“So,” I said, clearing my throat as I dropped my bag near the couch, aiming for casual and missing by a mile. “You’re Rhea.”

“And you’re Max.” Her voice was even. Measured. “How long were you hoping to be here?”

Straight to it. No small talk.

“Temporary,” I said, scratching at the back of my neck. “Week, maybe. Just until I can get something lined up. I won’t be in your way.”

“Mm.” She pushed off the counter slowly, like time didn’t matter to her. “We’ll see.”

That wasn’t reassuring.

Something tightened in my chest, irritation stepping in to cover it. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

She didn’t answer. She just walked past me, close enough that her scent hit again, stronger this time, warmer, and I had to fight the instinct to lean away.

“Your room’s the second door on the left,” she said over her shoulder. “Bathroom’s across from it. Try not to make a mess.”

“I don’t,” I started, then stopped myself. “I don’t make messes.”

A soft, almost amused hum drifted back.

That was worse than if she had argued.

I lingered there longer than I needed to, staring down the hallway like I expected her to come back and say something else, but she didn’t. Her scent lingered instead.

The room was spotless.

Not just clean. Intentional. The bed was made tight, corners tucked in with a precision I had not bothered with since I was a teenager. The dresser was empty but wiped down. No dust anywhere.

She had cleaned it.

For me.

For some reason, that didn’t make me feel welcome. It made me feel placed. Like I had been accounted for.

I dropped my bag onto the bed and sat beside it before letting myself fall back, throwing an arm over my eyes. The silence here felt different. My old place had been quiet in a way that meant nobody cared. This silence felt like it belonged to someone. Like it had edges.

I could hear her moving in the other room. A cabinet closing. The soft scuff of her feet. The fridge kicking on. Every sound landed sharper than it should have.

Hyper-aware. That’s what this was.

This was a bad idea.

I sat up, dragging a hand over my face. Temporary. That’s all this was. A stepping stone. Get a job, scrape together a deposit, get out.

I stood and started unpacking, shoving clothes into drawers harder than necessary. Jeans. Hoodies. T-shirts. My stuff. Familiar.

The drawer slammed shut louder than I meant it to. I winced and glanced at the door.

Nothing.

Of course nothing. She wasn’t hovering.

That somehow made it worse.

I exhaled and sat back down, grabbing my phone and letting myself stretch out. If I could just distract myself, this would start to feel normal. Or at least tolerable. The bed was warmer than I expected, comfortable enough that I sank into it without meaning to.

At some point, the scrolling blurred. Then it disappeared.

When I woke up from my unexpected nap, my mouth was dry and I desperately needed a glass of water. It was hard to not feel intrusive the second I stepped out of my room. Rhea was on the couch, curled up on one end with her legs tucked under her, scrolling through her phone while the TV played ahead of her. Something with a lot of bright colors and loud noises that she clearly wasn't paying any attention to.

She didn't look up when I walked in. Just kept scrolling, her thumb moving in a slow, steady rhythm across the screen.

I headed for the kitchen, trying to move quietly. The fridge hummed, a low, steady drone that was somehow louder in the near-darkness.

“You don’t have to tiptoe around, you know.”

“I wasn’t,” I said too quickly.

“Then why didn’t you turn the light on?” she asked, still not looking up. “Or do you already know where everything is?”

I paused, hand hovering near the cabinet, realizing I didn’t have a good answer for that. So I reached for the switch instead, flicking it on like that would somehow prove a point I hadn’t thought through. The kitchen filled with soft yellow light, and I grabbed a glass, filled it, and took a long drink just to give myself something to do.

Her thumb kept moving across her phone. Steady. Unbothered. Like she already knew exactly how this was going to go. And I was the only one still pretending I had a say in it.

“So, are you always this much of a guest, or is this special treatment just for me?”

My hand tightened around my glass. I turned my head to look at her, even though I knew I shouldn't have. She’d finally put her phone down, resting it on her thigh as she looked at me over the back of the couch. There was a little smirk playing on her lips. A knowing, patient sort of smirk.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“You’re hiding,” she said, her voice soft, but it cut through the noise from the TV like a knife. "I heard you weren't half bad to hang around with. So where are you?"

"I'm right here."

“Mhm.” She pushed herself up, swinging her legs over the side of the couch before she stood, and my throat went a little dry as I realized how tall she was. Taller than me, probably, even bare foot. She moved toward me, slow and deliberate, and every instinct in my body was screaming at me to back away, to go back to my room, to say something to break the weird, heavy silence she was creating with every step she took.

I didn't move. My feet were glued to the linoleum floor as she closed the space between the kitchen and the living room. The closer she got, the more I saw. The tank top she wore was a soft, faded gray, and it hung loosely on her frame, but not so loose that you couldn't tell she was built all wrong for the word "delicate." Her shoulders were narrow, her collarbones sharp, and the line of her neck was long and clean. She looked… graceful. Like she moved with a kind of liquid ease that most people faked.

She had hips. Not wide by any stretch, but they were there, a gentle, subtle curve that gave her waist a defined shape before flowing down into long, slender legs.

My gaze drifted lower, tracing the path of her legs down to the hem of her thin cotton shorts. And as my eyes followed the seam of one leg, I saw it.

A shape.

A distinct, solid, definitely-not-a-fold-in-the-fabric shape pressed against the inside of her thigh. My breath hitched, a sharp, sudden inhale that was too loud in the quiet apartment, and I could feel the blood drain from my face.

She had a cock.

My brain stuttered. Tried to make sense of it. Failed.

Rhea stopped right in front of me, close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating from her skin.

"You saw," she said. It wasn't a question. "Don't bother pretending you didn't."

My throat felt like I'd swallowed sand. I couldn't form words. I couldn't even look her in the eye anymore. My gaze was locked on the front of her shorts, on the reality of what was hiding just behind that thin layer of cotton.

"You've got the cutest, dumbest look on your face right now, you know that?" Rhea's voice was a low murmur, and it sent a shiver down my spine that had nothing to do with fear. "Like a deer in headlights. But you're not exactly scared. Are you?"

My head snapped up at that, and I finally met her eyes. They were dark, almost black in the dim light, and they were fixed on mine with an unnerving, unwavering focus. There was no malice there. No mockery. Just a calm, assessing curiosity. Like she was studying me, peeling back all my layers to see what was really underneath.

I swallowed hard, "I'm not scared. I-It’s just not what I expected."

"Glad to hear I’ve exceeded expectations." She took another step closer, her chest nearly brushing mine. "But you’re still letting me get this close while you’re shaking like a leaf?"

She reached out, her fingers brushing against my wrist, and I flinched. Instead of a firm grasp, the gentle brushing of her fingers across my skin set my heart fluttering as she said, "Sucks though, I don't bottom for guys that I'd call sexy." Rhea paused as she let the thought hang in the air, "Which, given the right outfit, I think you could be very, very sexy."

Before I could wrap my head around that, she spoke again, her tone softer now, almost coaxing. "You're pretty enough for it. Soft face. Big eyes. Lips that look like they were made for..."

My lips parted, but no sound came out. I was completely frozen, trapped between her body and the counter, her words weaving around me like a spell.

She let out a soft, almost condescending chuckle. "Don't look so shocked. I have a good eye for these things."

She traced the line of my jaw with a single finger, her touch light, but it felt like a brand. "And I saw the way you were looking at me. Not like a guy who's scared. Not even like a guy who's confused. You were looking at me like you were... curious. Like you wanted to see what was underneath."

My face was on fire. I could feel the heat crawling up my neck, burning in my cheeks. I wanted to deny it, to push her away, to say something, anything, to break the spell she had me under.

But I couldn't.

Because she was right.

"It's okay to be curious," she murmured, her finger still tracing my jawline, moving down to my chin, tilting my head up so I had no choice but to meet her gaze. "But being curious would mean playing by my rules. And, if you're too curious, you might make yourself uncomfortable staying here for however long you end up needing to, Maxine."

The soft, delicate way she twisted my name into something feminine made my stomach clench. I hated how much I liked it. Hated that my body responded to her tormenting me.

"Maxine?"

The word came out as a choked whisper, a pathetic little sound that made her smirk widen.

"It suits you," she said simply. "Better than Max. Max sounds... harsh. Sharp. Maxine sounds soft. Pretty. Like you."

Her other hand came up to rest on my hip, her thumb stroking the skin just above the waistband of my jeans. Her touch was proprietary. Like I already belonged to her. Like this was a foregone conclusion, and I was just the last one to find out.

"Why don't you go to my room and get dressed?"

"What?"

She let out a soft sigh, like I was being particularly difficult. "My room. End of the hall. There's a few things laid out for you on the bed. Go put them on."

It wasn't a question. It wasn't a suggestion. It was an order.

I didn’t move right away.

That was the first thing that felt like it still belonged to me. Not the situation, not the way she was looking at me, not the way my body kept reacting in ways I didn’t understand. Just that. The space between her words and my response.

I could say no.

The thought came clean and simple, sharper than anything else in my head. I could grab my bag, walk out, deal with the consequences later. Sleep in the car if I had to. Figure something out that didn’t involve whatever this was starting to become.

My fingers tightened slightly at my sides.

She didn’t repeat herself. Didn’t push. Didn’t even shift where she stood. She just watched me. That was worse.

Because it didn’t feel like she was waiting to see if I would obey. It felt like she already knew I would.

A large part of me wanted to fight back, to tell her that I just needed a place to crash, not to be some stranger’s punching bag. But there was another part of me, one that I was deeply, deeply ashamed of acknowledging. The part of me that just wanted to be seen by someone as attractive as her, regardless of what it took.

My jaw tightened. “…Right,” I muttered, quieter this time.

And then I turned and walked down the hall with nothing but my shame for company.

Her room was bigger than mine. The bed was unmade, the sheets a tangled mess, and the air smelled even stronger of her here, of her laundry detergent, her shampoo, something else that was just… her. It was intoxicating.

And then, my eyes landed on the bed.

I stood at the edge of the bed, staring at it longer than I needed to, like it might rearrange itself into something more normal if I gave it enough time. It didn’t. The pieces stayed exactly where they were, deliberate in a way that made my stomach twist.

The top was small. Not just fitted, but intentional about it. Thin black fabric, ribbed, soft-looking, cut short enough that there was no pretending it was meant to cover anything properly. It would cling. It would shape.

The skirt was worse.

Short, pleated, structured in a way that made it obvious it wasn’t designed to hide anything either. It would sit high, show more than it concealed, and there was something about that which made my chest feel tight.

And the socks.

Folded neatly, almost carefully, like they were the finishing touch instead of an afterthought. Long enough to climb well past the knee. Tight enough that I could already imagine the pressure of them.

I exhaled slowly, dragging a hand down my face. This was insane. I could still walk out. Grab my stuff. Leave before this turned into something I couldn’t undo.

The thought came, clear and solid. And then just… stayed there. Because I didn’t move.

Because instead, my hand drifted to the hem of my shirt.

Because something in my chest had already made the decision before I could catch it.

I pulled my shirt off, the fabric bunching awkwardly in my hands before I dropped it to the floor. The air felt cooler against my skin than it should have, like the room was paying attention now that I was.

One thing at a time. That made it easier. Jeans next. Then everything else.

Each layer gone made the next step feel less like a choice and more like momentum. By the time I was standing there with nothing left between me and the air, the embarrassment had settled into something quieter. Not gone. Just… reshaped.

I reached for the top.

It stretched when I pulled it on, then tightened, hugging in a way I wasn’t used to. Not restrictive. Just… aware. Like it was paying attention to where it sat on me. The fabric settled just under my chest, leaving more exposed than covered, and I caught myself glancing down without meaning to.

As I was reaching for the skirt, a gentle knock on the door came.

“Those thigh highs might be a little hard to put on if your legs aren’t smooth. Feel free to take your time and fix that little problem, pumpkin.”

Pumpkin. My face burned. I could hear her leaning against the door on the other side, her weight shifting. Not waiting. Just… present.

“I-I don’t shave, I didn't bring anything with me.”

“Mm. That’s okay.” The soft sound of her moving, like she was settling in to wait. “The bathroom cabinet has everything you’ll need. Unless you need me to come in and help?”

I froze, my hands tightening around the wool fabric of the skirt. My throat was tight.

“I… I can do it myself.”

“That's a good girl.”

Her steps retreated. Soft. Confident.

What in the fuck was I doing?

I stared at my legs. While I didn't exactly have a jungle of hair, I could see how my legs wouldn't be the most attractive when paired with a skirt in their current state. Not something I had ever thought about as a thing to be changed.

I took off the crop top and put the outfit back where it originally was on the bed, then pulled my jeans back on before heading towards the bathroom. The door was open, the light already on, casting a sterile glow over the tiles. Inside, the cabinet was exactly as she’d said it would be. Neatly arranged. Not just a razor and some old can of shaving cream.

There were bottles. Creams. Oils. A pink disposable razor with a fresh blade. A can of shave gel that smelled faintly of flowers and something cool, like mint. A small bottle of lotion, unopened. Everything was for me.

I locked the door.

It didn’t make me feel safer. It just made the space feel smaller. I turned on the shower, letting the water run until it was hot, then stripped again. The steam filled the small room, fogging the mirror until my reflection was nothing but a blurry shape.

I had so many questions for Rhea, for Jonathan, and especially for myself.

The spray was almost too hot, beating against my skin until it turned pink. I stood there for a long minute, just letting it run over my shoulders, my back, my thighs. Then I reached for the shave gel.

The foam came out cool, smelling faintly of flowers and something clean. I lathered my legs and did my best to not cut myself as I set about shaving my legs for the first time in my life. I was more than flexible enough to make what should have been far more difficult an easy task.

The razor glided, taking away hair, leaving skin smooth and bare. The water rinsed it away. I did the other leg. Then again to be sure.

When I was done, my legs felt strange. Sensitive. New. Every pass of the razor had been another step. Another thing I couldn't take back. But instead of stopping at my legs, I continued with my armpits, and even did a little trimming down south. When I was finally out of the shower, the steam had fogged the mirror completely.

I reached for the bottle of lotion. It was lightly scented and a cool relief against my heated skin. I worked it into my legs, my hands moving over the new, unfamiliar smoothness. The lack of friction was a blissful shock that I was happy to have the excuse of the lotion to explore.

After finishing up, I used my towel to clear a section of the fog on the mirror and took a look at myself. My face was the same, but my body wasn't. Not entirely. I hadn't realized just how smooth my body was, regardless of hair. And... unfortunately for me, I was starting to see more and more of the feminine traits that Rhea did.

I unlocked the bathroom door and walked back to her room. She was there, leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed again. Like she had been waiting.

"Better," she said, her eyes doing a slow, deliberate scan of my legs. "Much better."

My face burned.

She didn't say anything else, just watched as I walked past her and back to the bed. My hands were shaking as I reached for the top again, the ribbed fabric stretching over my chest and stomach.

I picked up the skirt next. The wool was heavier than it looked, the pleats stiff and precise. I stepped into it, pulling it up over my hips. It settled high, the hem landing a little above my mid-thigh.

Rhea made a soft sound behind me. A hum of approval that brought another flush of heat to my cheeks. I could feel her eyes on me as I sat down on the edge of the bed and reached for the socks.

They were tight but not so tight that I had a hard time pulling them on. I didn't expect them to feel so damn good, and once they were both on and I rubbed my legs against one another... I was in heaven.

I stood up slowly, turning to face her without really meaning to.

"Turn around," she said, her voice low and even.

I did, my feet moving on their own, my back facing her.

"Lift the skirt."

My hands trembled as I reached down, my fingers finding the hem of the skirt. I lifted it slowly, baring the smooth, bare skin of ass to her.

"Good girl," she murmured, and the praise sent a jolt through me that was so sharp and unexpected it made me gasp.

Her footsteps were soft as she approached me. Rhea's hands lightly came to rest on my hips before she gently pulled me back against her. Her arms then circled around my waist as she pressed her hips against me, letting her cotton-covered bulge press against my bare ass.

I was hard. Painfully, humiliatingly hard. And the thin fabric of the skirt did nothing to hide it.

One of her hands left my hip, moving to my jaw. She turned my head with a slow, guiding pressure. "Look," she murmured, her breath warm against the shell of my ear.

My gaze followed to the wall to our right, where her dresser was. Attached to the dresser was a wide mirror that offered a side profile view of us.

I looked.

And I couldn't breathe. For a second, my brain tried to reject it. Tried to file it away as something separate. Something temporary. Something that didn’t belong to me.

But it didn’t work.

Because the way my body moved in the reflection matched what I felt. The way the fabric sat, the way my posture shifted without me thinking about it, the way I looked standing there next to her…

That wasn’t someone else. That was me. The realization hit quiet and heavy, settling deeper than I wanted it to.

I didn’t pull my eyes away.

My head swam. A dizzying, terrifying mix of shame and something that felt terrifyingly like pride. I looked… good. Wrong, but good. The image burned itself into my retinas, a picture I knew would never fade.

"See?" Rhea's voice was a low purr against my ear, a dark, melodic sound. Her thumb stroked my jaw. "You were made for this."

Her other hand slid from my hip around to my front, her fingers trailing over the smooth skin of my stomach, then lower. They found my dick, hard and straining against the confines of the skirt, and she wrapped her fingers around it through the fabric.

A choked gasp escaped me, my hips jerking forward into her touch.

"How would you like to earn a collar from me?"

I blinked, my brain trying to process her words through the haze of sensation. A collar. The word hit me with the force of a physical blow, sending a fresh wave of heat straight to my groin. This was a line. A big one.

"Rhea..."

"Shh." Her grip tightened, her thumb rubbing over the head of my cock, smearing a wet spot into the fabric of the skirt. "Just feel. Just look."

My gaze was trapped in the mirror. I saw her hand on me, her long fingers stroking, her other arm a band around my waist, holding me tight. I saw my own face, flushed and slack with pleasure, my lips parted. I saw her face over my shoulder, her expression dark and intent, her eyes fixed on the image she had created.

This was her art.

"W-What do I have to do?" I whispered, the words barely audible over the frantic beating of my own heart.

A slow, predatory smile spread across her lips. She let go of my dick, and I had to bite back a whimper at the loss of contact. Her hands came to my shoulders, turning me to face her fully.

"On your knees, Maxine."

My body obeyed before my mind could catch up. I looked up at her, my gaze tracing the line of her long legs, the slight swell of her hips, the hard ridge of her cock straining against her shorts.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts, pushing them down her hips in one slow, deliberate motion. Her cock sprang free and was more intimidatingly perfect than I had imagined. Long and thick, with a slight, elegant curve. The head was a flushed, angry-looking purple, already beading with precum.

It was beautiful.

And it was terrifying.

Rhea took in my reaction, her cock responding with a slow, heavy throb. She reached down, her fingers tangling in my hair. Her grip was firm, but not painful. It was grounding. A reminder of who was in charge.

"Put your hands behind your back," she commanded softly.

I did, lacing my fingers together, the posture pushing my chest out slightly and making me feel even more exposed. The short skirt offered no illusion of coverage.

"Good girl," she praised, her thumb stroking my temple.

Instead of putting her cock down my throat, Rhea walked away from me and toward the dresser. My confusion was replaced with shameful excitement as she pulled a well-crafted collar from one of the drawers and began walking back. My eyes were wide as she presented it to me. It was made of black leather with a small, silver ring at the front.

She let the collar dangle from the fingers of her left hand. Her right came up to my chin, tilting my head back, exposing the vulnerable line of my throat. I was trembling, a fine, constant shudder that I couldn't control. Her fingers were cool against my heated skin.

"You're going to have to take every inch of me to earn it. Think you can do that, kitten?" The nickname was a purr, a final twist of the knife. My own cock strained against the skirt, a throbbing, needy ache that was both mortifying and undeniable. I couldn't look away from her face, from the dark, knowing look in her eyes.

"Y-Yeah," I finally managed, my voice thin.

"Good." She let go of my chin and took a small step back. "Open."

My mouth obeyed the command before my brain could fully process it, my lips parting instinctively. I had to tilt my head back further, the muscles in my neck straining. Rhea stepped forward, the head of her cock brushing against my lower lip. The taste of her was salty, slick, and utterly alien.

"Ah, fuck," Rhea said before taking a sudden step back. "What the hell am I doing? I haven't even bought you dinner yet. Come on, up. Let's get you something to eat."

My body sagged in a confusing mix of relief and disappointment as she pulled me to my feet by my arm, her strength effortless. The collar in her other hand was forgotten for the moment, and I stood there for a second, swaying slightly in my ridiculous outfit, my legs feeling like they might give out under me. Rhea didn’t rush me. She just grabbed a light jacket and slipped it on over her tank top like this was normal, like nothing about the last few minutes needed acknowledgment, then nodded toward the bedroom door and headed out.

I knew I should have said something. Should have asked to change, should have pushed back just enough to remind myself I still could. Instead, I followed her without a word, my hands hovering near my hips in a weak attempt to hide the shape pressing insistently against the skirt. It didn’t work. It didn’t even come close, and I knew that. I just needed something to do with my hands.

The night air hit me the second we stepped outside, cool against my legs in a way that made me instantly aware of how little I was wearing. The skirt shifted with every step, brushing against my thighs, the socks holding tight just below where the cold could reach. It was subtle, but constant, like a reminder with every movement.

I slowed on the sidewalk without meaning to, my eyes flicking outward on instinct. There weren’t many people, just enough to matter. A couple passing across the street, someone getting into their car a few spaces down, normal, distant, completely wrapped up in their own lives. None of them were looking at me. None of them had any reason to.

That didn’t stop it from feeling like they could.

“Move,” Rhea said, already heading toward her car.

It wasn’t flashy, but it was clean. Low, sleek, the kind of car that didn’t need attention to feel intentional. She unlocked it and slid into the driver’s seat without hesitation, leaving me standing there just long enough to feel exposed before her voice cut back through.

“Maxine.”

I flinched.

“Get in.”

I moved.

The seat was cool against my legs as I slid in, immediately trying to adjust the skirt out of reflex, tugging it down just enough to feel like I was doing something useful even though it barely changed anything. The door shut with a solid sound that felt louder than it should have, and for a brief second I thought that would be it, that I’d at least have the small mercy of being contained.

Then she rolled the windows down.

All the way.

The outside rushed in, not loud, but present. Passing cars, distant voices, the kind of ambient noise that made everything feel more open, more exposed. I turned my head slightly, already knowing I wasn’t going to like the answer before I even asked.

“Do you have to…?”

Rhea didn’t look at me as she started the engine. “It’s nice out.”

That was all she gave me. No explanation, no acknowledgment of what she was doing, no hint that it was deliberate. Which somehow made it worse. Or better. I couldn’t tell anymore, and that uncertainty sat heavy in my chest as she pulled out into the street.

Every stoplight felt longer than it should have. Every passing car felt closer, slower, like it lingered just a second too long in my peripheral vision. I became hyper-aware of everything, the angle of my legs, how much of my thighs were visible, the way the fabric shifted if I moved even slightly. I tried not to adjust again. Tried to pretend I wasn’t thinking about it.

At one light, a car pulled up beside us. I kept my eyes forward at first, telling myself not to look, that looking would make it real.

Then I did anyway.

Two guys, probably around my age. One of them glanced over, did a double take, then looked again, slower this time, like he was trying to figure something out.

My stomach dropped.

Heat rushed up my neck, my face burning as I snapped my gaze forward again, staring straight ahead like that would undo it, like I could somehow erase the fact that I’d been seen. That he’d looked twice.

Rhea hummed softly beside me.

“You okay?”

Her tone was light, casual, like she was asking about the weather.

I swallowed. “Yeah.”

“You don’t sound okay.”

I didn’t answer that. I couldn’t, not without admitting something I wasn’t ready to say out loud. The light turned green and the car moved again, but the feeling didn’t go away. It stayed under my skin, that awareness that I wasn’t invisible, that I could be seen.

That I was.

I shifted slightly in my seat, trying to adjust the skirt again without making it obvious, fingers brushing the fabric just enough to pull it down a fraction.

Rhea’s gaze flicked toward me, quick and sharp. “Don’t.”

My hands stilled immediately.

“If you’re going to wear it,” she continued, her attention already back on the road, “wear it.”

Something tightened in my chest at that, not quite anger, not quite embarrassment. Something else that settled deeper, heavier. I let my hands fall back into my lap, forcing myself to sit still, to stop trying to fix something that wasn’t going to change.

The air felt different now, moving over skin that wasn’t used to being exposed like this, every little sensation sharper because of it. Because it wasn’t just mine anymore. Not entirely.

Rhea shifted gears smoothly, one hand resting loose on the wheel. “You look good, you know.”

I blinked, turning my head slightly. “What?”

“I said you look good.” Her lips curved, just barely. “You’re just not used to it yet.”

My throat tightened as I glanced down at myself, at the way everything sat, the way it fit in a way I didn’t want to admit made sense.

“Feels like everyone’s looking,” I muttered.

“Are they?”

I hesitated, the answer sitting somewhere between yes and no. “…I don’t know.”

“Then stop deciding for them.”

She said it like it was simple, like the only thing making it complicated was me. Like I was the one adding weight to something that didn’t have to carry it.

The car slowed as we pulled into a parking lot, the engine quieting as she parked in one smooth motion. The windows were still down, the outside still right there, nothing separating me from it except the thin illusion of being inside the car.

Rhea turned toward me then, her gaze slow and deliberate in a way that made it impossible to look anywhere else.

“I am, though.”

My breath caught before I could stop it.

“Looking,” she added, softer this time, like she knew exactly where my head had gone. “And I like what I see.”

That hit harder than anything else so far. Not the exposure, not the attention, not even the way my body kept betraying me.

That.

She smiled then, not sharp, not predatory. Just satisfied, like she’d found something she intended to keep.

“Come on, Maxine,” she said, opening her door. “Let’s get you fed.”

The bell over the door gave a soft chime when we stepped inside. The place was small and warm, smelling like grease, spices, and something sweet underneath it all. A couple of tables lined one wall, most of them empty, and behind the counter an older man looked up briefly before going back to what he was doing.

I hesitated just inside the doorway. Outside had been one thing. Passing glances, distance, movement. This felt brighter. Closer.

Rhea didn’t stop. She walked straight to the counter, and after half a second, I followed, staying just behind her and trying to make myself smaller without knowing how.

“Two orders of the house yakisoba,” she said, calm and easy, scanning the menu. “And two bottles of water, please.”

I could feel it again, that sense of being visible. Not because anyone was openly staring, but because I knew I didn’t look like everyone else in the room.

Then her arm slid around my waist.

The reaction was immediate and confusing. Embarrassment flared first, sharp and hot, but underneath it was something quieter. The warmth of her hand at my side. The easy way she held me there, like I wasn’t something to hide. Like I was just hers to stand next to.

My shoulders dropped a fraction before I could stop them.

“Name?” the man behind the counter asked.

“Maxine,” Rhea said without hesitation.

My stomach flipped.

We moved off to the side to wait, and she didn’t let go. If anything, she shifted a little closer, her body just brushing mine. I stared ahead, trying to focus on the hum of the lights, the faint sizzle from the kitchen, anything but the way her hand rested on me like it belonged there.

“Relax,” she murmured.

“I am,” I said too quickly.

Her thumb pressed lightly into my side. “You don’t have to fight everything.”

I swallowed.

The words settled somewhere deeper than they should have, threading through the same place that had gone quiet in the car. The same place that hadn’t pushed back.

"Maxine!" came the shout from near the front of the restaurant.

She let go just long enough to grab the bag, then her hand found me again without hesitation as we turned back toward the door. This time, I didn’t tense as much when it happened.

Outside, the air felt cooler than before, or maybe I was just more aware of it now. The short walk back to the car passed in a blur of small, sharp sensations, the brush of fabric, the sound of footsteps, the weight of her hand still anchoring me in place.

Once we were back inside, she didn’t roll the windows down this time.

The quiet felt different.

Rhea handed me the bag of food before shifting the car into drive, her movements calm and unhurried. Once she was back on the road, when she wasn't shifting, her right hand made its new home on my thigh.

My whole body locked up for a second. Her touch was firm. Unapologetic. Her fingers rested near the hem of the skirt, the skin beneath suddenly hyper aware of how pleasant it felt to have someone's touch somewhere so intimate. It wasn't like being groped... it was a caress.

I stayed still, my hands gripping the food bag in my lap like it was a shield, while my world narrowed to the space her fingers occupied. She didn't move her hand, didn't stroke or squeeze. She just left it there, a point of contact that was both casual and absolute. A reminder of who was in the car. Who was in control.

The rest of the drive was silent. The food smelled amazing, rich and savory, but I had no appetite. All I could feel was the weight of her hand, the heat of it seeping through my skin, the constant, unspoken message of *mine*.

Was this how it felt to be a girl? To be doted on, to have casual affection, someone doing their best to keep you interested... I had never been a big guy, but I had always been treated as a guy. To have someone, especially a girl as beautiful as Rhea, treat me like I was worth their attention... it was intoxicating.

She parked in the apartment complex lot, the engine cutting out with a soft shudder. The sudden silence was loud.

"Let's eat," she said, finally pulling her hand away and opening her door.

I grabbed the bag and followed her inside, my legs feeling strange and exposed in the cool night air. Back in the apartment, she gestured to the coffee table. I set the food down and stood there, unsure of what to do next.

"Sit," she said, already moving to the kitchen. She came back with two bottles of water, setting one down in front of me before sinking onto the couch, tucking her legs under her.

"If you keep being a good girl, you'll get some dick after dinner," Rhea said it like it was nothing while she reached for the remote and turned on the tv. "If you still want it, that is."

I flinched. My face burned. But the most confusing part was the way my body reacted, a deep, undeniable throb of want.

I didn't answer. I just reached for the container of yakisoba. My hands were shaking. I opened the lid, the smell of the food rich and steamy.

I took a bite. The noodles were good. I could taste them, but I couldn't enjoy them. All my senses were focused on her. On the way she ate, relaxed and comfortable. On the way the TV light played across her face. On the promise hanging in the air between us.

"T-Thank you, for dinner," I mumbled after a few bites of forcing the food down.

"You're welcome," she said, finally turning to look at me. Her gaze was heavy, a smirk tugging at her lips. "So? What's it going to be, Maxine?"

My breath hitched. The name rolled off her tongue so easily, so naturally. It was starting to feel like mine.

I swallowed hard, my throat tight. I knew I should say no. I knew this was a terrible idea. I knew I was in way over my head.

But I also knew I didn't want to leave. That I didn't want to take off these clothes. That I wasn't sure if I cared how much Jonathan and my other friends would love to hear about what Rhea did to me.

I set my food down. I looked at her, really looked at her. Her dark, intelligent eyes. The confident set of her shoulders. The long, graceful lines of her body.

"Yes."

The word was a whisper. A surrender.

Her smirk widened into a full, predatory smile. "Good girl."

She put her food down. She stood up. She held out her hand to me.

I took it.

Her fingers laced through mine, her grip firm. She pulled me to my feet and led me toward her room. My legs felt unsteady, the strange new smoothness of them brushing against each other with every step. The skirt swished around my thighs, a constant, tickling reminder of what I was wearing.

She stopped in the middle of her room, turning to face me. She didn't turn on the light. The only illumination was the dim glow from the living room, casting long, distorted shadows across the floor. It made her look taller, more imposing.

"Kneel," she commanded, her voice low and even.

My body knew the way before my mind did. I sank to my knees on the soft rug, the fabric of the skirt bunching around my hips.

She let her arms fall limp for a moment so that the light jacket she had on slid down her arms and free from her body. She caught it with her left hand and fished something out of one of the pockets before tossing the jacket aside. In her hand was the collar.

"You know how to earn it."

My hands trembled as I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of her shorts, pushing them down her hips. Her cock sprang free, long and hard and beautiful.

"Good girl," she murmured, her fingers tracing the line of the collar.

She looked down at me, her dark eyes unreadable in the dim light. I stared. I couldn't help it. It was right there, inches from my face.

"So then, open your mouth," she said softly, but the words felt like a command.

I did. My lips parted, my throat tight with anticipation. She stepped forward. I didn't move. Didn't pull back. Didn't shy away.

She pressed the tip against my lower lip, smearing a bead of precum over it. The taste was sharp, salty, and faintly sweet. I licked my lips instinctively, tasting her again. A shiver ran down my spine. She pushed further in, her cock sliding over my tongue. I could feel every vein, every ridge as it slid deeper and deeper, until the head brushed the back of my throat.

My eyes watered, but I didn't gag. I breathed through my nose, slow and steady, trying to relax. Trying to focus on anything but how deep it was, how it was already filling my throat, my jaw straining to accommodate its girth.

"Fuck," she hissed as I felt her fighting to keep herself from driving herself deeper into me. "That's a good girl."

The praise sent a jolt of warmth through me, pooling low in my stomach. My cock was painfully hard in my skirt, but I didn't reach for it. I was too focused on her, on the way she was slowly pushing into my mouth, on the way she was looking down at me with hunger in her eyes.

I tried to take more of her, to push past the ache in my jaw and the discomfort in my throat.

"Good," she whispered, her fingers tangling in my hair. She didn't pull, didn't force herself deeper. She just held me there, her grip gentle but firm. "That's it, kitten. Just like that."

Her voice was like velvet, soft and rich. I could listen to her talk all day, I realized. I wanted to hear her say my name again... or at least, the one she'd given me.

I swallowed around her. The muscles of my throat contracted and relaxed, massaging the length of her cock. She groaned, her hips rolling forward slightly. I choked, coughing, but didn't pull away. I needed to take more. I needed to earn that fucking collar, to earn a little respect in whatever way I still could.

My hands came up to rest on her hips, my fingers curling around her ass. I pulled her closer, urging her to give me more. She did. Her cock slid deeper into my throat until I couldn't breathe. Panic fluttered in my chest, but I pushed it down. I breathed through my nose, slow, steady breaths, until the pressure eased and I could swallow around her again.

And then, I did it. I took her to the base.

"Now, look at me, kitten."

I did. My eyes watered. My vision blurred. But I didn't look away. Not when I saw her bringing the collar to my neck.

The click was quiet.

Barely more than a soft shift of metal against leather.

But I felt it anyway.

Not just at my throat, not just the light pressure settling into place, but something deeper. A small, definite sense of… being fixed. Like something had been decided without needing to be said out loud.

I swallowed, and the collar moved with me. Stayed with me. I didn’t reach for it. I just stood there, feeling it exist.

"You're mine now, you understand?" Her hand stroked my hair, her fingers tracing the curve of my cheek. "My perfect little kitten. My good, good girl."

The words washed over me, sinking into my skin, seeping into my bones. I was hers. Hers to use. Hers to take. Hers to break.

I moaned around her. The sound was muffled, distorted by the thickness of her cock in my mouth, but she heard it anyway. Her hips jerked forward, pushing deeper into me. I gagged, tears streaming down my cheeks. I couldn't breathe. I couldn't think.

But I didn't need to. All I needed to do was submit.

A soft chuckle fell from her lips before she pulled away from me and called out softly, "Hot as you are with my cock down your throat, I think I'd rather have your hole, if you're up for that."

My mind struggled to catch up. What was I doing? Was this who I was?

No. This was who she made me. I was a guy, and yet, I loved the way she treated me, the way she dressed me, the way she was making me hers. And I was already addicted to the way she made me feel. The way she took control. The way she owned me.

"Yes," I gasped, my voice hoarse. "Yes, please. Please."

A shiver of excitement ran through me. I was already so hard, so desperate. I needed her. Needed her inside me, filling me, claiming me. I reached for her hips, my fingers digging into her skin. I wanted her to use me. To fuck me.

She pushed her shorts the rest of the way off and kicked them aside, then bent to pick up the jacket, pulling a bottle of lube out from another pocket. She squeezed a generous amount into her palm and wrapped her fingers around her cock, slicking up her shaft. I couldn't tear my eyes away from it, from the way her hand made it seem even bigger than it already was.

"Then why aren't you on my bed?" she asked.

I scrambled up from the floor, my knees wobbly beneath me. She was already moving, pressing me back onto the bed as she crawled on top of me. Her weight was solid, her body warm and firm against mine. Her lips brushed against my ear, her breath hot on my skin.

"Show me what a good girl you can be," she whispered.

I could only nod. My heart was pounding, my cock throbbing. I was so turned on I couldn't think straight. All I knew was that I wanted her. Wanted her inside me, wanted her to fill me up, to make me scream.

She reached down, her fingers finding the hem of my skirt. She pulled it up around my waist, exposing my cock and ass. I was already leaking precum, the head of my cock shiny and slick. She wrapped her fingers around me, squeezing lightly.

"I'm not touching this tonight," she said. "You're going to come on my dick, or not at all. Understand?"

"Yes," I whispered, my voice barely audible. I didn't care. I just wanted her to fuck me, to use me, to take whatever she wanted from me. I was hers, completely and utterly hers, nothing else mattered.

"Good girl," she murmured. "Now spread those legs for me."

I did, letting my thighs fall open, baring myself to her. She settled between them, her cock brushing against my entrance. I gasped, my hips jerking up involuntarily.

"Needy little slut, aren't you?" she purred, her fingers tracing circles over my hole.

Without any further warning, she lined her cock up with my hole and pressed forward, the head pushing against my tight ring of muscle. Instead of forcing herself inside me, Rhea did the most unexpected thing as she leaned in to kiss me, deeply.

Her tongue slipped into my mouth, exploring, tasting. Her lips were soft, her kiss insistent. I melted into her, my body going slack, my mind blanking. I was hers.

My hole yielded to her, relaxing, stretching, allowing her to sink into me inch by agonizing inch. The pain was sharp and immediate, a deep, burning ache that threatened to overwhelm me.

But then there were far more pleasant things to focus on instead, her tongue was in my mouth, her lips were on mine, her hands were on my hips, holding me steady, keeping me in place.

She was everywhere. Inside me, around me, consuming me. And I loved it.

Slowly, she pushed deeper, her hips rolling forward in a slow, steady rhythm. She was taking her time, letting me adjust, letting me relax. Every inch that slid into me burned, but the pain was fading, replaced by a dull, throbbing pleasure. I could feel every ridge, every vein, every bump and curve of her cock. It was huge, thick, and long enough that I was sure she would split me in half.

But she didn't. Instead, she started to move, pulling back until just the tip remained inside me, then thrusting forward again, filling me completely. I whimpered, my hands clutching at her shoulders, my fingernails digging into her skin.

"F-Fuck!" I gasped as her hips crashed against mine. My toes curled, my legs shaking as she started fucking me. Slow, deep strokes that hit every nerve, every sensitive spot inside me. I was so full, so stretched. I couldn't think.

She broke the kiss and pulled back just enough to stare into my eyes.

"That's it," she whispered, her voice soft and almost excited. "Thought you'd be tight, but this is something else, kitten."

I blushed, turning my head to the side to avoid her gaze. But she wouldn't let me. She grabbed my chin, forcing me to look at her, to see the hunger in her eyes, the desire written across her face.

"Look at me," she ordered. "I want to see your face while I fuck you. I want to watch you fall apart on my cock."

Her words sent a fresh wave of heat through me, my cheeks burning, my heart racing. I couldn't look away. Couldn't stop myself from staring up at her, from seeing the way her muscles flexed with every thrust, the way her perky breasts swayed as she rocked herself into me.

It was humiliating to see just how feral I'd turned her by letting her put me in a skirt and a collar.

Her pace increased, her thrusts becoming harder, faster until all I could do was cling to her, my fingers scrabbling for purchase on her smooth, sweat-slicked skin.

My eyes rolled back in my head, my body shaking with the force of her thrusts. I could feel the orgasm building inside me, a cord pulled tight ready to snap at any second. My cock was throbbing, leaking precum onto my stomach.

"N-No," I gasped. "I can't... I'm gonna—"

"You make it sound like that's a bad thing," Rhea growled.

Before I could respond, she changed the angle of her thrusts, driving deeper into me, hitting a spot that made me see stars. My vision blurred, my breath catching in my throat as she fucked me harder, faster. Her hips slapped against mine with each stroke, her balls slapping against my skin. I was close, so close. I could feel the pressure building, the heat coiling in my stomach.

I came with a strangled cry, my back arching off the bed, my body tensing, shuddering. My cock throbbed, spurting ropes of cum over my stomach and onto my top.

But she didn't stop. Didn't slow down. She just kept fucking me, her thrusts becoming more erratic, more forceful.

"Y-Yes," she hissed. "Just like that. Squeeze my cock, Maxine. Make me come. Make me fill you up."

She was close. I could feel it in the way her cock was swelling, the way her hips were stuttering.

I focused. Not on what it felt like. Not on how overwhelming it was, or how far out of my depth I’d gone. On her. On the way she reacted. The way her breathing shifted, the way her voice changed, the way her hands tightened just slightly when something landed right.

I paid attention. And then I adjusted. Small at first. Careful. Testing. Trying to match what she wanted instead of just keeping up. Her hand stilled for half a second.

“There you go.”

Soft. Approving.

Something in my chest lit up at that, sharp and immediate, cutting through everything else. I wanted to hear it again.

I squeezed around her, tightening my muscles, milking her for all she was worth. She groaned, her teeth sinking into my shoulder as she came hard, filling me with her hot seed. I gasped, my body shuddering at the sensation, the feeling of being marked from the inside out. Claimed.

As her orgasm subsided, she slowed her pace, eventually stilling, buried deep inside me. After a moment, she pulled out, her cock slipping free of me with a wet sound. I winced, my hole sore and aching, but I didn't regret a single moment of what had just happened. Didn't regret doing a single thing I had for her.

Slowly, carefully, she lowered herself down beside me, her body warm and comforting against mine. She didn't speak, didn't say anything.

After a minute, she turned her head and pressed a gentle kiss to my cheek, then to the bite mark on my shoulder.

"Good girl," she murmured. "Such a good girl."

I didn’t move. Not because I couldn’t. Not because I was too tired. Because I didn’t want to.

The weight at my throat was still there. Subtle. Constant. Every time I swallowed, every time I breathed, I felt it again.

I turned my head slightly, just enough to catch the edge of my reflection in the darkened glass across the room.

For a second, I expected it to feel wrong.

It didn’t.

Max felt… distant. Not gone. Not replaced. Just further away than he had been when I walked in. I didn’t think about leaving. I didn’t think about changing back.

I just stayed where I was. And let everything feel right.
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