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THE DISCOVERY


Ishould have been more careful. I told myself that every time I cleared my browsing history, every time I tucked away that quiet, shameful part of me into the shadows where no one could see it. But temptation always slipped through the cracks.

Late at night, with the glow of my laptop warming my lap, I couldn’t help but wander into places I swore I’d never let anyone discover. Lingerie shops, makeup tutorials, wig reviews—things that no man should have wanted, at least not the way I did. I’d click through page after page, heart racing, body caught between arousal and guilt, and then shut it all down before morning came. As if erasing the history erased the hunger itself.

Except I hadn’t erased it. Not this time.

“Kevin?” Lexi’s voice floated from the living room, casual, almost sing-song, but laced with something I couldn’t quite place. Curiosity? Amusement? My gut clenched as I heard the faint clicking of keys, the sound of my laptop waking from sleep.

I froze in the doorway, towel still wrapped around my waist from the shower. “Yeah?” I managed, my voice pitching too high, too quick.

“You, uh… left something open on your laptop.”

My blood ran cold. My first instinct was denial, to laugh it off and say she must be mistaken. But when I stepped into the room, I saw it—my screen alive with neon colors and delicate lace. An online storefront filled with stockings, garters, silk bras, and glossy heels. The very site I had been scrolling through just last night, when exhaustion pulled me under before I could cover my tracks.

I wanted to melt into the floor. My face burned hot enough to light the room. “That’s… that’s not…” I stammered, already knowing how pathetic it sounded.

Lexi didn’t look shocked. She didn’t look angry, either. She sat on the couch with one leg crossed over the other, eyes narrowed not in judgment but in something sharper—interest. Her lips curved into a smile that wasn’t mocking so much as mischievous. “Not yours?” she asked softly. “Then whose wishlist am I looking at? Because someone’s been very curious about lace panties and sheer stockings.”

I swallowed hard, throat dry. “It’s… it’s just⁠—”

“Just curiosity?” she finished for me, tilting her head, her long hair falling over her shoulder. She wasn’t letting me off the hook. Her finger tapped the trackpad, scrolling slowly through the page. Each image she lingered on seemed more humiliating than the last.

A satin babydoll with tiny bows at the straps. A red lipstick shade labeled Seductress. A shoulder-length auburn wig that looked soft enough to run fingers through.

“Kevin, you’ve been shopping.” Her voice dropped, playful but commanding. “For you.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. “Lexi⁠—”

She looked up then, catching my eyes. And instead of disgust, I saw only amusement and a glint of something darker. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

The question stole the breath from my lungs. Tell her? As if I could ever confess to something so humiliating. I shook my head quickly, words spilling out, half-begging. “It’s nothing, I swear. Just stupid late-night clicks, you know? Curiosity, like you said. It doesn’t mean anything.”

But even as I said it, I knew how unconvincing I sounded.

Lexi leaned back, lips pursed as if she were considering something important. Then she smiled again, slow and knowing. “Maybe it doesn’t mean anything,” she said. “Or maybe it means you’ve been hiding something from me. Something you want but don’t dare say out loud.” She set the laptop aside and patted the cushion next to her. “Come here.”

My legs felt heavy as I obeyed, sinking beside her, towel still knotted desperately at my waist. She turned toward me, tucking one leg beneath her body, studying me with that playful curiosity I knew so well. Except now it was sharper, more dangerous.

“You looked at bras, panties, makeup, even wigs,” she said, ticking them off with her fingers. “Were you picturing yourself in them, Kevin? Or were you just… admiring?”

Heat burned across my chest. I wanted to deny it, to laugh it off as a joke, but my tongue felt glued to the roof of my mouth. I couldn’t lie, not when she was staring at me like that. My silence was answer enough.

Lexi’s smile deepened, and she reached out to touch my jaw, her thumb brushing against the damp stubble from my shower. “You know,” she murmured, “I could help you. If this is what you want… I could make you beautiful. Teach you how to do more than just watch.”

My heart stopped. “No, I—I don’t⁠—”

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to my lips, silencing my panic. “Don’t worry. I’m not angry. I’m not disgusted. I think it’s… cute.” Her eyes glittered with wicked delight. “But if we do this, Kevin, it won’t be on your terms. It’ll be on mine. Do you understand?”

I swallowed hard, body trembling beneath the towel, torn between humiliation and a thrill I couldn’t suppress. Her words sank into me like a hook, equal parts promise and threat.

“Yes,” I whispered, though the shame of it made my throat ache.

Lexi’s smile widened. She leaned in and kissed me, soft and slow, her lips tasting faintly of wine. When she pulled back, her eyes sparkled with victory. “Good boy.”
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THE PACKAGE


Ithought maybe she’d forget. That after a night’s sleep and the return of daylight, the teasing glimmer in Lexi’s eyes would fade into something ordinary. We would pretend it never happened, laugh it off as nothing, and move on. That’s what I told myself as I went about my week, burying myself in work, trying not to let my imagination wander back to the sound of her voice when she said she could make me beautiful.

But Lexi didn’t forget.

When the package arrived three days later, I was the one who answered the door. A plain brown box sat in the delivery man’s hands, innocuous except for the way my chest tightened when I read the return label. The name of the store leapt out at me—one of the very ones I had browsed late at night. I nearly dropped it right there.

My palms went clammy as I signed for it. My name was printed across the label in bold black ink. Kevin Hartley. My name. Not Lexi’s. Not ours. Mine. She had ordered it in my name, made me complicit without ever asking.

I turned, clutching the box like it was radioactive and Lexi came into the hall behind me, her tone casual, too casual. “What’d we get?”

“Uh—” My throat tightened. “Probably just something for you.”

Her brow arched, that slow, knowing curve I had come to dread. “Oh? But it has your name on it.”

The floor seemed to tilt under me. “That’s… weird,” I muttered, fumbling with the box as if I could hide the evidence by shifting it against my hip.

Lexi’s lips twitched, amusement flickering at the edges. She was enjoying this—my panic, my fumbling lies, the sweat prickling the back of my neck. She always had a taste for control, but now she had me caught in a net I had woven myself.

“Bring it inside,” she said simply, brushing past me with the grace of someone who always got her way.

I followed her to the living room, each step heavier than the last. My fingers itched to stash the package in the closet, to shove it under the bed unopened, but Lexi sat down on the couch and patted the cushion beside her. The exact same gesture she had made when she caught me days ago.

“Open it,” she said, her voice calm but unyielding.

“Lexi…”

“Kevin.” Her eyes caught mine, and the warning there stole every excuse from my lips. “You looked. You wanted. Now you’re going to see what wanting feels like when it’s real.”

The words coiled around me like a rope. My hands shook as I peeled back the tape. The cardboard gave way with a ripping sound that seemed far too loud in the quiet of our apartment. Inside, neatly folded in crinkling tissue paper, lay the evidence of my shame—and the echo of my desire.

A pair of black lace panties, delicate and sheer. A matching bra, the cups trimmed with scalloped edging. Stockings rolled into a tight coil, their sheen glinting under the light. And beneath it all, a pair of heels—taller, sharper, more elegant than anything I had ever imagined touching, let alone wearing.

My mouth went dry.

Lexi leaned closer, her perfume brushing over me like a spell. She reached into the box, lifting the panties with two fingers. The lace fluttered as she dangled them in front of me. “Pretty things,” she murmured, the edge of a smile curving her lips. “You were right to admire them.”

My breath came ragged, humiliation clawing at my throat. I wanted to protest, to deny everything, but the sight of her holding those panties—my panties, though I could barely admit it even in my own head—stole the words from me.

“They’ll look even prettier on you,” she added.

Blood rushed to my face, so hot it almost burned. “Lexi, I can’t⁠—”

“You can.” She draped the panties over my knee, the lace whispering against my damp skin. “And you will.”

I flinched, but I didn’t move them away. I couldn’t. Her hand pressed lightly against my thigh, anchoring me in place.

“I didn’t buy these for myself,” she continued, her voice low, steady. “I bought them for her. The girl you’ve been hiding. The one who’s been whispering in your ear while you pretend you’re just curious.”

Her words made me feel split open, raw and exposed. My shame was naked before her. I shook my head, desperate to hold on to some semblance of control. “It’s not… I never meant⁠—”

Lexi silenced me with a finger pressed to my lips. “You never meant to get caught,” she whispered. “But now you are. And I think you’re going to thank me for it.”

She pulled the stockings next, holding them up so they unfurled like ribbons, sheer and impossibly delicate. “Imagine these stretched over your legs, Kevin. Smooth, silky. Imagine me running my hands over them.”

A shiver tore through me. My body betrayed me, a pulse of heat stirring low in my stomach.

Her smile widened, wicked and victorious. “See? Your body knows what your mouth is too afraid to say.” She set the stockings beside the panties on my lap, layering the shame.

Then she lifted the heels. Black, glossy, elegant. She set them carefully on the rug in front of us, angled so the pointed toes faced me like they were waiting. “These,” she said softly, “are for when you’re ready to stand tall. For when you’re ready to walk for me.”

I couldn’t breathe.

Lexi leaned back against the couch, eyes glittering with triumph. “Take them to the bedroom,” she ordered. “We’ll play later.”

Her tone left no room for argument, no space to hide. I gathered the items with shaking hands, the lace whispering against my skin, the faint weight of the heels pressing down like a secret too heavy to carry.

As I stood, she caught my wrist. I froze. Her eyes burned into me, dark and daring.

“You’ll wear them for me soon, Kevin,” she murmured. “All of it. And when you do, you’ll look in the mirror and finally see what I see.” She released me with a gentle pat, as if sealing a promise. “Go on.”

I stumbled toward the bedroom, the package cradled in my arms like contraband, like treasure. My thoughts churned in a storm of fear and anticipation, humiliation and hunger.

Because she was right. I hadn’t meant to get caught. But now that I had, I wasn’t sure I wanted to be let go.
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THE FIRST DRESSING


The box sat in the corner of our bedroom like a loaded gun. Every time I walked past it, my chest tightened, my throat constricted, and my eyes darted away as though pretending not to see it could make it disappear. I had tucked it halfway under the dresser, hidden but not gone. It called to me at night, whispering with every rustle of tissue paper.

Lexi didn’t rush me. That made it worse. She didn’t push, didn’t tease—at least not openly. Instead, she left it there, a silent reminder, and let me unravel myself with waiting. By the second day, I was more nervous about what would happen when she finally mentioned it than about the box itself.

And then, of course, she mentioned it.

It was late evening, the golden glow of our bedside lamp soft against the walls. Lexi lounged on the bed with her laptop propped against her knees, while I sat hunched in the desk chair pretending to scroll through emails. I should have known by the way her eyes kept flicking toward me, the faint smile tugging at her lips.

“Kevin.” Her voice was casual, but it made my stomach flip. “Go get the box.”

I froze, mouse hovering over nothing. “What?”

She closed the laptop with a quiet snap and set it aside. “You heard me. The box. Bring it here.”

My mouth went dry. “Lexi, I⁠—”

Her head tilted, the softness of her hair spilling over her shoulder. Her eyes gleamed with the same playful cruelty I’d seen the night she caught me. “No excuses. You’ve been hiding from it for days. Time to face what you wanted.”

I couldn’t move. My body warred with itself—humiliation anchoring me in place, a twisted thread of anticipation urging me forward. Finally, I pushed myself up, legs shaking as I crossed the room. The cardboard scraped softly against the wood floor as I dragged it out.

“Good boy,” Lexi murmured, patting the bed beside her.

The words made me shiver. Obediently, I placed the box in her lap. She untied the tissue paper with the care of someone unwrapping a gift, not exposing a secret. Piece by piece, she laid the contents out: the panties, the bra, the stockings, the heels. My shame. My desire.

Her fingers lingered on the lace panties, tracing the scalloped edges. “Take off your clothes,” she said simply.

My chest seized. “What?”

“Don’t make me repeat myself.” Her tone was light, but her eyes told me there was no room to argue.

Heat surged up my neck, spreading across my cheeks. My hands fumbled at the hem of my t-shirt, dragging it over my head. The cool air kissed my bare chest, and then I pushed my sweatpants down, leaving only my boxers.

Lexi’s smile widened, soft but commanding. “All of them.”

I hesitated. She raised a brow, waiting. Slowly, agonizingly, I peeled the last layer away and stood before her, exposed. My body trembled, every muscle taut with shame.

Her gaze raked over me, not unkind but unrelenting. Then she lifted the panties and held them out. Black lace shimmered in the lamplight. “Step in.”

I stared, throat dry, heart hammering. My pride screamed at me to refuse. But her eyes, her smile, the way she held the fabric open—it broke me down. Slowly, I slid one foot in, then the other. She guided the waistband up my legs until the lace settled against my hips, hugging me with a shocking intimacy.

“Look at you,” she whispered. Her hand smoothed over the fabric, fingertips brushing my skin. “Already prettier.”

I swallowed hard, shame and arousal tangling in my stomach.

Next came the stockings. She unrolled one slowly, stretching the sheer fabric between her fingers. “Hold out your leg.”

I obeyed, sitting on the edge of the bed as she slipped the stocking over my foot and eased it upward, inch by inch, until it embraced my thigh. The sensation was electric—smooth, tight, feminine. When she repeated it with the other, my whole body buzzed.

Lexi picked up the bra, her smile sharp. “Arms up.”

“Lexi, I⁠—”

She silenced me with a look. My arms rose helplessly. She slid the straps over my shoulders, the cups resting flat against my chest. The clasp clicked into place, binding me. I felt ridiculous. I felt… desired.

Lexi tilted her head, eyes drinking me in. Then she smiled, slow and wicked. “Good. But now you need a name.”

My stomach dropped. “What?”

“You can’t stay Kevin while you look like this.” Her fingers toyed with the lace at my hip. “Kevin is my boyfriend. But this girl…” Her eyes gleamed. “She needs a name.”

I shook my head. “No⁠—”

“Yes.” She leaned close, lips brushing my ear. “Kendall. That’s what I’ll call you when you’re dressed like this.”

Kendall. The word slammed into me, foreign and intimate all at once. My breath hitched.

Lexi pulled back, her eyes dancing with victory. “Say it,” she commanded softly.

I wanted to resist. I wanted to fight. But the name pressed against my lips, begging to be spoken. “Kendall,” I whispered, shame flooding me.

“Good girl,” she purred.

And in that moment, I knew the line I’d been afraid of crossing was already behind me.
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PAINTED AND PRETTY


The mirror didn’t lie. That was the worst part. I stood in front of it, still wearing the lace and stockings Lexi had made me put on, the bra straps pressing faintly into my shoulders.

The reflection staring back at me looked absurd, shameful—half man, half mockery of a woman. And yet the longer I stared, the more something in my chest twisted. The lace hugged me in ways I couldn’t ignore. The stockings gleamed under the soft light. It wasn’t right, but it wasn’t wrong either. It was dangerous.

Lexi leaned against the dresser behind me, arms crossed, her eyes never leaving me. She let me stew in my own silence until I couldn’t stand it anymore.

“This is… ridiculous,” I muttered, staring at the stockings clinging to my thighs.

Her lips curved into a smile that was equal parts playful and cruel. “Ridiculous? Or revealing?”

I opened my mouth to argue, but the sound died when she reached for something tucked under the dresser. She pulled out a sleek black bag, unzipped it with deliberate slowness, and began setting items out one by one.

My stomach dropped. Foundation. Powders. Palettes of shimmering colors. Brushes of every shape. Tubes of lipstick lined like soldiers, standing tall in neat metallic casings.

“No,” I blurted, too fast, too desperate.

“Yes,” she countered, her voice smooth as silk. She stepped closer, holding a compact in her palm like an offering. “You’re already halfway there, Kendall. Let me show you the rest.”

The name landed like a stone in my gut. Kendall. She had used it again, casual as breath. Every time she said it, something inside me cracked.

“Sit,” she ordered, nodding toward the vanity stool.

I hesitated, eyes darting to the door as though I might run. But where would I go? Shame had already bound me in place. Slowly, I crossed the room and sank down, the lace whispering against my skin as I moved.

Lexi hummed softly as she opened a bottle. “Close your eyes.”

I obeyed. The brush whispered across my skin, warm and feathery. At first I flinched, every nerve screaming in awareness, but she hushed me. “Relax. It’s just powder.”

Her thumb steadied my jaw as she worked, her touch gentle but controlling. She smoothed foundation across my cheeks, down my nose, blending until my skin looked softer, less mine. Each stroke blurred Kevin further and pulled Kendall closer to the surface.

The scent of her products filled the air—rose, vanilla, something faintly chemical but intoxicating. My head swam.

She tilted my face this way and that, dusting powder across my temples, sweeping bronzer beneath my cheekbones. “You have such a good canvas,” she murmured, almost to herself. “I can shape you into anything I want.”

Her words both terrified and thrilled me. She traced my lashes with mascara, the wand dragging lightly, making me blink. “Don’t move,” she warned, her voice sharp enough to cut. “You’ll ruin it.”

I froze, hardly daring to breathe as she painted me stroke by stroke. My lashes darkened, lengthened, curling upward until my eyes looked alien, too soft. Then came the eyeshadow. She brushed shimmering champagne across my lids, blending deeper brown into the crease, and when I dared to peek, I saw my eyes transformed—feminine, sultry, no longer my own.

Lexi smiled at my expression. “Beautiful already,” she whispered.

Next came the lipstick. She uncapped a crimson shade and twisted it upward, the scent faintly sweet. “Part your lips.”

“Lexi—”

“Kendall,” she corrected firmly, pressing her thumb against my lower lip until it yielded. The waxy stick slid across, coating me in bold color. My mouth tingled with every pass, the texture foreign, the color obscene.

“There,” she murmured, pulling back. “Now look.”

I lifted my gaze to the mirror. For a heartbeat, I didn’t recognize myself. My skin glowed, my eyes framed and dark, my lips painted a brazen red. The reflection staring back at me was softened, altered—someone I knew and didn’t know at once.

“That’s not me,” I said hoarsely.

Lexi’s smirk deepened as she leaned forward, her face appearing beside mine in the glass. “It is. You just don’t want to admit how much you like seeing her.”

“I don’t⁠—”

“Your body says otherwise.” Her hand slid down my shoulder, across the lace at my chest, and lower still, pressing lightly against the bulge straining beneath the panties. I jolted, shame flooding me.

“Lexi—”

“Kendall.” Her voice cut like velvet over steel. “Say it.”

The name tangled on my tongue. I wanted to resist. I wanted to cling to Kevin like a lifeline. But the weight of her hand, the lipstick staining my mouth, the reflection staring back at me—it broke me. “Kendall,” I whispered.

Her smile widened, victorious. She kissed my cheek, careful not to smudge the makeup. “My pretty Kendall.”

She wasn’t finished.

“Let’s try something else.” She wiped the lipstick away with a pad, then replaced it with a softer pink, glossy and delicate. My mouth looked plumper, girlish. “Now this,” she said, tilting my chin. “This is sweet, innocent Kendall. You could walk into any café like this and no one would think twice.”

I swallowed hard, staring at my reflection. She was right. It wasn’t Kevin staring back anymore.

Then she reached for a darker shade, plum, almost black. She painted it on with slow precision, her hand steady, her eyes locked on mine. “This,” she purred, “is my wicked girl. The one who knows exactly how dirty she is.”

Each version of me was worse than the last, and yet I couldn’t look away.

Finally, she pulled back, studying me like an artist admiring her work. “Stand up,” she ordered.

I obeyed, rising on trembling legs.

“Turn,” she said. “Slowly.”

I turned, the stockings brushing against one another, the lace whispering.

“Pose for me,” Lexi demanded. “Hand on your hip.”

“Lexi, please⁠—”

“Kendall,” she snapped.

The word struck like a whip. I obeyed, placing my hand on my hip, mimicking the pose she demonstrated.

Her smile softened, but her eyes blazed. “Look at you. All painted and pretty. All mine.”

I stared at the mirror, shame and heat burning through me. And in that moment, beneath the humiliation, a spark of something dangerous flared—a hunger I couldn’t deny.
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WIG AND WARDROBE


The makeup hadn’t faded yet. Even hours later, after Lexi finally let me scrub my face raw with cleanser, I swore I could still see shadows where the mascara had clung, faint traces of lipstick around my lips. It haunted me, the way the mirror had looked, the way I had looked—painted, softened, strange. Every time I glanced at my reflection now, even barefaced, I half expected her to still be there. Kendall.

I told myself Lexi would be satisfied. That makeup had been enough. That she’d gotten her little thrill from it and would move on. But the next evening, when she came into the bedroom carrying another box, my stomach dropped.

It wasn’t big, but the weight of it was different. She set it on the bed and unfastened the lid with an almost ceremonial care. Tissue paper crinkled as she folded it back, and when I saw what lay inside, the air left my lungs.

A wig. Auburn, shoulder-length, shimmering under the lamplight as she lifted it out. The same one I had stared at online in secret, imagining—God help me—what it might feel like against my skin. Beneath it, folded with precision, were two dresses. One was pale blue cotton, soft and innocent, with short sleeves and a flowing skirt. The other was deep red, form-fitting, the neckline plunging in a way that made my ears burn just looking at it.

Lexi’s smile was calm, certain. “Time to finish what we started.”

I shook my head. “No. Lexi, this is… too much.”

“No,” she corrected smoothly. “It isn’t. Too much was when you thought you could hide this from me. Too much was leaving your laptop open with your secret splashed across the screen.” She stepped closer, holding the wig delicately between her hands. “You clicked on this exact one, didn’t you? You imagined what it would look like on you. I know you did.”

Shame clamped down on me, stealing my breath.

“You wanted this,” she said softly, her eyes gleaming. “And now you’ll have it. But only because I allow it.”

Her authority left me trembling. She guided me to the vanity chair, pressing gently on my shoulder until I sank down.

“Close your eyes.”

I obeyed, every nerve on fire as she slid the cap over my head, tucking my hair down beneath it. Then the wig settled into place. Cool strands brushed against my forehead, my cheeks, tumbling over my shoulders until they felt like chains. Heavy, silken chains that marked the end of Kevin.

When I opened my eyes, auburn hair framed my face. The effect was staggering. The wig softened everything, changing angles into curves, hard edges into shadows. My throat tightened as I stared.

Lexi leaned down, her lips close to my ear. “God, you’re beautiful,” she whispered, and the praise hit me like a blow, leaving me dizzy.

She smoothed the hair with her fingers, arranging it until it looked natural. “There. That’s better.” She stepped back, admiring me like an artist studying her work. “Now, which dress first?”

She held the blue one against my chest. Innocent and sweet, almost girlish. Then the red. Bold and sexual. Dangerous.

Her grin was wicked. “We’ll save the wicked one for later. For now… my sweet Kendall.”

She unzipped the blue dress and held it open. “Arms up.”

I hesitated, shame crashing down. “Lexi, please…”

Her brow arched. “You really think you can stop now?”

I opened my mouth to argue but nothing came out and soon my arms lifted on their own. She slid the dress down over my shoulders, tugging it into place. The fabric skimmed over lace and stockings, hugging my waist before flaring lightly at my thighs.

When I turned toward the mirror, my breath caught. The wig. The makeup. The dress. Together they blurred the line so much I could barely see Kevin at all.

Lexi’s eyes shone. “Spin for me.”

“I can’t.”

“You can,” she said firmly. “Turn.”

Heat scorched my face as I obeyed, turning slowly. The skirt swayed with the movement, brushing against my thighs.

Lexi clapped softly, delighted. “Perfect. Now—pose.”

“Lexi, don’t⁠—”

“Do it,” she snapped, sharp as a whip.

I froze. My hand rose to my hip, awkwardly mimicking the stance she demonstrated. She adjusted me, tilting my chin, shifting my leg until the pose was unmistakably feminine. Then she reached for her phone, her grin wicked.

“Don’t,” I begged, panic surging.

“Relax,” she teased, snapping a picture. “Just for me. No one else.” She lowered the phone, studying me with satisfaction. “You have no idea how gorgeous you are, do you?”

My throat worked, but no words came.

She wasn’t finished. “Now the other one.”

The red dress slid over my body like temptation made fabric. It hugged every inch, clinging tighter than I thought I could bear. The neckline plunged, revealing the hollow of my chest above the bra. I looked obscene. I looked… alluring.

Lexi’s eyes darkened as she studied me. “Now this is the girl I want to take out. My bold, wicked Kendall.”

I couldn’t look at myself.

“Shoes,” she said next, reaching into the box for the heels. Glossy, sharp, black. She set them on the floor. “Step in.”

“I’ll fall,” I whispered.

“Then I’ll catch you.”

Her smile held no mercy. I slid one foot, then the other, into the shoes. The angle pitched me forward, my calves tightening, my balance unsteady.

“Stand.”

I did, wobbling.

“Walk,” she commanded.

The first step was clumsy, awkward. The second steadier. The third… almost natural. Lexi’s laughter filled the room, delighted and triumphant. “Look at you,” she purred. “My pretty girl in her heels. Walk for me again.”

I obeyed, each step a mixture of humiliation and a thrill I couldn’t smother.

She circled me slowly, like a predator admiring her prize. “Spin. Pose. Blow me a kiss.”

I froze. “No…”

Her voice dropped, silken steel. “Kendall.”

The name cracked me open. My hand lifted, my lips parted, and I mimed the kiss, heat flooding my face.

Lexi’s smile softened, but her eyes burned. “Perfect,” she whispered. “My perfect girl.”

And staring at the mirror, wig brushing my shoulders, heels forcing me upright, painted lips curved in humiliation—I realized she was right. I wasn’t Kevin anymore. I was hers.


6
[image: ]
MAID FOR PLEASURE


Soon, the wig no longer felt foreign. That was the strangest thing. At first, when Lexi slid it over my head and let the auburn strands tumble around my shoulders, the weight had been unbearable—a constant reminder that I was playing dress-up in someone else’s skin. But after days of being made to wear it, to walk in heels, to practice pouting lips and feminine poses, I had grown used to the way it brushed my cheek when I bent forward, the way it swung when I turned my head.

It terrified me how normal it was beginning to feel.

Lexi, of course, noticed. She always noticed. And she wasted no time in taking advantage.

It was a Saturday morning, the kind where sunlight poured through the curtains in warm, golden bands. I padded into the kitchen still half-asleep, expecting coffee and quiet. But Lexi was already waiting, leaning against the counter with a wicked little smile.

“Morning, Kendall,” she said, the name slipping from her lips like honey laced with poison.

I stiffened. She never called me Kevin anymore when I was dressed. And this morning, as my eyes followed the line of her smile to the small bundle of fabric in her hands, I knew before she even spoke that there would be no reprieve.

She unfolded the bundle with a flourish, revealing black and white fabric trimmed with lace. A uniform. A maid’s dress.

My chest locked. “No. Lexi, no, I⁠—”

She only arched a brow as she stepped forward, holding the uniform against my chest, measuring it with her eyes. The skirt was short, scandalously so, and the apron tied in a bow that was far too sweet for the humiliation it promised.

“You’ll look adorable in this,” she said, as though we were discussing nothing more than a sweater. “And it’s perfect, really. Since I do so much around here, it’s only fair you start pulling your weight. My maid should look the part.”

I swallowed hard. “Your… maid?”

Her smile widened. “Yes. My maid. My pretty, obedient little maid.”

Shame seared through me, but the word “obedient” settled deep in my chest, sparking a heat I couldn’t fight. She saw it, of course. She always did.

“Arms up,” she ordered.

I obeyed. The uniform slid over my head, the fabric rustling as it settled against my lace underthings. The skirt brushed the tops of my stockings, leaving my thighs bare. The apron strings tightened around my waist as she tied them into a neat bow. Then she settled the wig back into place and adjusted the headband until it framed my painted face.

When I caught my reflection in the hallway mirror, I wanted to disappear. The maid’s uniform left no ambiguity. I wasn’t Kevin anymore. I wasn’t even Kendall in a dress. I was something lower, humbler. Hers.

Lexi stepped behind me, sliding her hands over my hips, her chin resting on my shoulder. “Perfect,” she whispered. “My pretty little maid. Ready to serve.”

Her words were both humiliation and drug.

The next hour blurred into obedience. She handed me a feather duster and made me sweep it across shelves while she lounged on the couch, sipping coffee and watching like a queen. Every movement felt exaggerated—the skirt swaying around my thighs, the heels forcing my hips into a rhythm I couldn’t disguise.

She corrected me when I slouched, tilting my chin, swaying her own hips to demonstrate. “Graceful, Kendall. Always graceful. Remember, you’re not a clumsy boy anymore.”

Heat burned through me with every command. When I bent to pick something off the floor, the skirt rode up, and I heard her soft laugh. “Careful, maid. You’ll give me a show.”

I wanted to sink into the carpet, but I obeyed. Always, I obeyed.

And when she finally set her coffee aside, pulling me into her lap with a sudden, hungry kiss, I understood the game entirely. Dressing me, painting me, binding me to chores—it wasn’t just humiliation. It was her pleasure. I was her pleasure.

And every time she called me her maid, I felt myself fall further into the role I swore I didn’t want.
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THE FEMALE EXPERIENCE


The apartment had become my stage. That much I couldn’t deny anymore. Every corner of it carried some echo of what Lexi had made me do—the living room where I practiced walking in heels until my calves screamed, the bedroom mirror where I learned to paint smiles and pouts, the kitchen where I scrubbed counters in a maid’s dress with her laughter following my every movement.

And as long as it stayed here, within these walls, I could cling to the fragile belief that Kendall wasn’t real. That Kendall was a performance Lexi demanded of me, something that only existed under her gaze. When the wig came off, when the makeup smudged away, when I pulled on sweatpants and sat at my desk, Kevin still lived.

But Lexi had always seen further than me. She had never been content with walls.

It was a quiet Saturday evening when she broke the last barrier. I was dusting shelves in my uniform—the skirt swishing against my thighs, the lace apron bow knotted tight at my back—when the buzzer rang.

The sound jolted me, sharp and unexpected. My heart seized. We weren’t expecting anyone.

Lexi stretched on the couch, catlike, her lips curving into that slow, wicked smile I’d learned to fear. “Perfect timing,” she murmured. She rose, padding to the intercom with a deliberate sway of her hips. “Dinner’s here.”

Dinner. Delivery. Someone outside, waiting to come in. My stomach dropped to the floor.

Lexi turned to me, eyes glinting with mischief. “Kendall, be a doll and get the door.”

The feather duster slipped from my fingers, landing on the rug with a soft thud. “No.” The word burst out raw, panicked. “Lexi, I can’t⁠—”

Her brow arched, elegant and dangerous. “Kendall.”

The correction cracked like a whip across my chest.

I shook my head violently, wig brushing my cheeks. “They’ll see. They’ll know. I can’t⁠—”

Her smile deepened, almost tender, which only made it more terrifying. She crossed the room slowly, each step unhurried, until she was in front of me. One finger slid under my chin, tilting my face upward until my eyes met hers.

“You can,” she said softly, her tone iron wrapped in silk. “And you will. Because you belong to me. And because this—” she gestured to the stockings hugging my legs, the uniform brushing my thighs, the wig framing my painted face “—isn’t a costume anymore. It’s who you are when I say so. And right now, Kendall, I say so.”

The knock at the door came then, three sharp raps that echoed through the apartment like drumbeats. My knees wobbled.

Lexi leaned in, her lips grazing my ear, her breath warm. “Smile for them. Just a smile. Then bring the food to me like the good girl you are.”

Every nerve in my body screamed no, but her hand slid to the small of my back, guiding me forward. The skirt swayed with each trembling step. The heels clicked faintly against the hardwood, a sound that felt far too loud. My pulse thundered in my ears as we neared the door.

Lexi’s hand tightened on my waist. “Breathe,” she whispered. “Pretty girls don’t panic. Pretty girls know they’re desired.”

Desired. The word cut me open.

The lock clicked beneath her fingers. The door swung open.

A delivery man stood there, young, distracted, scrolling something on his phone. For one suspended heartbeat, he didn’t look up. And then he did.

His gaze flicked over me—stockings, uniform, wig—and slid away just as quickly, polite indifference painted on his face. To him, I was nothing. To me, it felt like the world had tilted, like a spotlight had burned me into existence.

Heat scorched my skin. My hands trembled as I reached for the bag. “Th-thank you,” I whispered, my voice pitched higher than I intended, trembling on the edge of breaking.

The words sounded ridiculous to my own ears, too soft, too feminine, but the man only grunted, passed me the bag, and turned back to his phone.

I slammed the door shut the second he walked away, my back pressed against the wood, chest heaving. My whole body shook with humiliation, shame clawing at me.

Lexi leaned against the wall a few feet away, arms crossed, her expression radiant. “See?” she said, her voice gentle but edged with triumph. “The world didn’t end.”

I wanted to scream that it had. That something inside me had shattered when he looked at me and saw not Kevin but Kendall. But I couldn’t speak. My throat burned with something rawer than panic.

She stepped forward, taking the bag from my trembling hands and setting it aside. Then she cupped my face, her thumb brushing over my painted lips. “You did beautifully,” she whispered. “My pretty girl, standing there like she belonged. And she did. Didn’t you, Kendall?”

I shook my head wildly, but the tears stinging my eyes betrayed me.

Lexi kissed me then, slow and claiming, her lipstick smearing faintly against mine. “You’ll thank me one day,” she murmured. “Because tonight, for the first time, Kendall stepped outside these walls. And Kevin didn’t stop her.”

Her words burrowed deep, undeniable.

Later, as we ate dinner on the couch, I couldn’t stop replaying the moment. The glance, the heat, the humiliation. And beneath it all, the dizzying thrill. For all my shame, I hadn’t wanted to run. I had wanted to stay.

And that was the most terrifying part of all.
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ACCEPTANCE AND CLAIMING


Ithought nothing could be more humiliating than opening that door in a maid’s dress, wig brushing my cheeks, lipstick painted across my trembling mouth. Nothing could be more terrifying than standing before a stranger, knowing that for one terrible, electrifying moment, he saw me not as Kevin but as something else—as Kendall.

But Lexi had always known there was still one more step. One last surrender.

The night she claimed me began with silence. She didn’t tease me when I came into the bedroom. She didn’t laugh or mock or smile that wicked smile. She simply stood by the bed, the lamplight warming her skin, and laid the chosen pieces out one by one as though arranging relics for a ritual.

Panties, black lace, delicate and sheer.

A matching bra, scalloped at the cups.

Stockings, silky and gleaming, with garters to hold them in place.

The auburn wig, brushed smooth, waiting like a crown.

A tube of lipstick, crimson and bold.

And last, from the nightstand drawer, the harness—leather straps gleaming, the toy already slick with lube that made my chest tighten with panic.

“Undress,” she said softly, without looking at me.

The word cut through the silence. My throat closed, but my hands obeyed. One by one, I peeled away the clothes I’d clung to, the last threads of Kevin’s armor, until I stood bare under her gaze. Shame seared me, but she didn’t let me hide. Her eyes roved over me slowly, possessively, before she stepped closer and dressed me again—but not as myself.

Her fingers tugged the panties up my legs, adjusting the lace until it hugged me intimately. She settled the bra straps on my shoulders, fastening the clasp behind me with a practiced flick. The stockings whispered as she drew them up, smoothing each one with deliberate strokes that left me shivering. She clipped the garters into place, each snap punctuating my humiliation.

Finally, she settled the wig on my head, arranging the auburn strands until they framed my face, then painted my lips with the crimson lipstick, her thumb steady under my chin.

“Look,” she whispered.

My gaze lifted to the mirror. Kendall stared back at me—not faint, not partial, but whole. Wig, makeup, lingerie. Painted and adorned, soft where Kevin was sharp, delicate where Kevin was clumsy.

I shook my head, trembling. “That’s not me.”

Her smile was slow, tender. “It’s who you’ve always been. And tonight, she’s all mine. Every last inch.”

She reached for the harness then. My breath caught when the leather whispered against her thighs as she stepped into it, buckling the straps tight, adjusting the gleaming toy until it stood between us, obscene and inevitable.

“No,” I whispered, backing up until the bed caught the backs of my knees.

“Yes.” She stalked forward, her eyes dark and unrelenting. Her hand cupped my jaw, forcing my gaze upward. “You’ve dressed for me. You’ve posed for me. You’ve opened the door for me. But this…” She pressed her hips forward slightly, the toy brushing against the lace at my panties. “…this is what makes you mine forever.”

Tears burned my eyes. “Lexi⁠—”

Her voice softened. “Kendall.”

The name dissolved me.

She kissed me then, hard and claiming, smearing crimson between us until I tasted it on my tongue. Her hands slid down my body, stroking lace, tugging stockings, reminding me of every piece she had put on me.

“On your knees,” she whispered against my lips.

I sank down trembling, the wig falling over my shoulders, stockings pulling tight at my thighs. She stepped forward until the toy hovered at my lips, slick and glistening. My chest heaved.

“Kiss it,” she commanded.

Shame seared me as I leaned forward, pressing my painted mouth against it. The taste of lube coated my tongue, the humiliation burning hotter than fire.

“Good girl,” she murmured, her hand threading into my wig, holding me there. “You look perfect like this. My doll. My maid. My Kendall.”

My body betrayed me—heat pooled low in my belly, a pulse of arousal I couldn’t smother.

She pulled me up and guided me onto the bed, pressing me onto my back. Her hands adjusted the wig, smoothed my stockings, tugged the panties aside. She moved with reverence, as though unwrapping a gift she had waited years to open.

“Breathe,” she said as she positioned herself. “This will hurt. But then it will feel like everything you’ve been craving.”

I shook my head wildly. “I haven’t⁠—”

“You have,” she interrupted, eyes blazing. “Every night you looked at those pages. Every time you imagined yourself in lace. You’ve been begging for this without words. Now beg me properly.”

Humiliation scorched me. My lips parted. The words caught in my throat.

“Please,” I whispered.

“Please what?”

My face burned. “Please… claim me.”

Her smile was victorious, tender. “Good girl.”

And then she pressed forward.

The first push stole my breath, stretching, burning, shocking. I cried out, gripping the sheets. She steadied me, her hands gentle on my hips, her voice low. “Shh. Relax. Let me in.”

Bit by bit, she filled me, each inch a new humiliation, a new surrender. My body fought, but my heart pounded with something deeper—a relief I hadn’t known I needed.

When she was finally inside me, she leaned down, kissing my trembling lips. “Look at you,” she whispered. “So beautiful. So mine.”

Tears blurred my vision. “Lexi⁠—”

“Relax,” she whispered, her hips rolling slowly, deliberately.

The motion wrung a moan from me, humiliating and raw. My body betrayed me completely, arching up to meet her, craving what my mind still denied.

She fucked me slowly at first, savoring every thrust, every whimper I made. Her eyes never left mine, locking me in place as if to burn the truth into me: that I was hers, that I was no longer Kevin.

“Say it,” she demanded.

“I’m yours,” I gasped, the words breaking from me like confession.

Her smile was fierce, triumphant. “Again.”

“I’m yours,” I cried, shame and ecstasy mingling.

“Who are you?”

The name caught on my tongue, but her hips slammed into me, the rhythm demanding it, pulling it from my chest like surrender. “Kendall!”

Her kiss devoured the word. Her thrusts grew harder, faster, until the world narrowed to nothing but lace and sweat and the pounding of my own heart. My body shook, tears streaking down my painted cheeks, lipstick smeared, wig tangled, every inch of me undone.

And when release finally tore through me, it came with a sob, my voice breaking as I clung to her.

She held me, still moving, still inside me, whispering into my ear. “Mine. Forever.”

“Yes,” I breathed, trembling. “Yes. I’m yours.”

And in that moment, Kevin was gone.

There was only Kendall—painted, claimed, accepted.
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Josh only wanted a drink and a night to forget the girl who broke his heart. But when he shows up at his best friend Sadie’s apartment wearing baggy sweats and heartbreak, she has a different idea.

What starts as playful teasing—a braid here, a little blush there—quickly spirals into something neither of them expected. Lingerie, lingering touches, a kiss that goes too far… or maybe just far enough.

Sadie doesn’t just want to make Josh feel better—she wants to make him feel beautiful. And when the mirror reflects a girl who shouldn’t exist but somehow feels right, Josh can’t stop himself from falling deeper.
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When Niles arrives at a secluded lakeside estate for a summer job, he’s not looking for transformation—just an escape. The elegant, enigmatic woman who owns the property offers him peace, routine, and soft linen clothes that feel strangely right. But under Clare’s watchful gaze, something begins to shift.

His skin softens. His emotions rise. And his body… changes.

Drawn deeper into the estate’s quiet rituals and intoxicating sensuality, Niles finds himself unraveling in ways he never expected. Guided by Clare’s touch and the house’s gentle magic, he discovers beauty in softness, strength in surrender—and a name that feels like truth.

This summer, he doesn’t just become someone new.

He becomes her.
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