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Important Notice

Silken Web: A Feminization Thriller is a novel of psychological horror, aesthetic obsession, and speculative transformation.
Set within the gothic-modern halls of Bloomhouse University, the story explores the resurgence of Silken, a digital-age myth of beauty and control, where identity spreads like perfume and desire becomes a programmable virus.
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Prologue The Game of the Pink Shadows

The forest behind the Bloomhouse University campus smelled of perfume and wet earth. Midnight poured over the branches like thick ink, and between the trunks, a pink glow floated in the mist. Twelve candles marked a perfect circle; around them, silk ribbons hung from the trees, swaying to the rhythm of the wind. The scene looked like a mix between a music video and an ancient mass: cell phone lights, champagne glasses, laughter, and nervous murmurs.
The girls of Sigma Sigma Sigma wore short pastel satin robes, with hoods that shimmered under the moon. Each one had a butterfly-shaped pink pin on her chest, the new emblem of the sorority. Some filmed themselves with their phones, others danced barefoot on the damp grass. Pop music came out distorted from a portable speaker, mingling with the hum of insects and the crackle of branches.
"Alyssa, hurry up! The champagne’s getting warm," one of them shouted.
"Calm down, baby! This has to be ceremonial," Alyssa replied, lifting the bottle with theatrical solemnity. She was tall, with brown hair streaked with gold, and her smile had that sharpness only girls who know their power possess. In the center of the circle, in front of the candles, waited Mark, her boyfriend.
Mark was wearing a cheerleader’s top and a lycra skirt that barely covered his thighs. His fake eyelashes were coming loose from the heat, and his lips, painted with fuchsia gloss, shone when he smiled. Behind him, his friends laughed, recording everything.
"This is crazy, Alyssa," he said, laughing in a sluggish voice. "Your friends are gonna post this online."
"Let them," she answered. "Traditions need visibility."
Alyssa stepped closer, holding a makeup brush soaked in a transparent liquid. The air smelled of Bloom No.9, the new perfume everyone on campus wanted. Posters around the university advertised it as "the scent of immortal femininity." No one knew that the bottle had been designed by Becky Vega.
The candles flickered, and the breeze carried the perfume through the forest.
"Are we ready?" asked Alyssa.
The girls replied with a chorus of laughter and shouts.
"Sorority ready!"
"Sigma Sigma Sigmaaa!"
The ritual had been born as a joke. A parody of the old Windmere myth: the legend of the Silken Stalker, the woman who made beautiful those who feared her touch. At Bloomhouse, the myth had turned into an initiation rite: a night of games, makeup, and consensual cross-dressing. But something of the original story persisted beneath the varnish of laughter.
Alyssa raised her glass. "To beauty!"
The others echoed. "To beauty!"
The circle closed. Mark, sitting in the center, wavered between laughter and embarrassment.
"What do I have to do?"
"Just let yourself be loved," Alyssa replied, kneeling before him. The silk of her robe slid over the grass, and the perfume mixed with the humid scent of the forest.
"I am the Silken Stalker," she said, putting on a lace mask that covered her face. "The woman who makes beautiful those who fear her."
The others applauded and chanted her name.
Alyssa took the brush, ran it across Mark’s neck, and left a shimmering trail.
"Beauty is given," she murmured, "not asked for."
The group burst into laughter. Someone lit a sparkler, tinting the smoke pink. Mark lifted his head, amused.
"Is that it? Am I pretty now?"
Alyssa smiled at him. "Not yet." She kissed him with a mix of mockery and tenderness, smearing his mouth with lipstick. "Now you are."
The phones captured every gesture: the kiss, the laughter, the candlelight reflected in Mark’s eyes. The music shifted to something slower, almost sensual. The girls began to sing softly a verse they knew by heart:
"Silken, silken, braid the skin,
the night names you, turns you to sin.
If you laugh, she loves you; if you shake, she will.
Silken she takes you, she blurs you, girl still."
The chant, at first a joke, took on a hypnotic rhythm. Mark lowered his gaze, maybe from shyness or from the sudden feeling that the game carried a strange weight. Alyssa’s mask seemed to move on its own with her breathing. The perfume was so dense it made them dizzy.

"Alyssa?" he murmured. "Why does the air feel so... hot?"
She laughed. "Because beauty burns, darling."
She took his hand and placed it on her own neck. "See? You can burn too."
A murmur rippled through the group. Some girls pretended to pray, others filmed closer.
Behind the trees, the mist moved as if something were breathing.
No one saw her arrive.
Becky Vega watched from the shadows, unmasked, with a calm that wasn’t human. Her dark hair fell over her shoulders like a veil, and in her hand she held a metallic bottle without a label. Inside, the true Bloom No.9 shimmered with iridescent reflections. Becky uncapped the bottle and inhaled. She smiled.
"Too sweet for them," she murmured. Then she blew a soft cloud toward the circle.
The wind changed direction. The silk ribbons fluttered, and the flower petals began to fall from the branches. As they touched the ground, they arranged themselves, forming the silhouette of a pink butterfly.
One of the girls pointed, astonished. "Did you see that?"
Another laughed. "Must be the wind."
"Yeah, sure, the artistic wind."
The collective laughter broke the moment, but the air had changed temperature.
Mark blinked. The perfume burned in his eyes. "Alyssa... it smells weird."
She kept smiling. "It’s part of the spell."
"What spell?"
"Shhh. Just let it happen."
One girl’s phone caught, in the background, a silhouette that didn’t belong to the group. A tall, motionless figure behind the curtain of fog. No one noticed.
Becky closed the bottle. Her smile was faint, almost maternal. From there, she watched how the energy of the circle rippled, how the laughter mixed with lower whispers, how the bodies began to move in involuntary synchronicity.
Alyssa took Mark’s face in her hands. "Look at me," she ordered.
He obeyed. His pupils dilated, reflecting the candles.
"Tell me I’m beautiful."
"You’re beautiful," he repeated, without thinking.
"Now say it again."
"You’re... beautiful."
"Slower."
"You are beau-ti-ful."
Alyssa laughed, and her voice came out different—lower, silkier.
One of the girls whispered, "Wow, it’s like she’s actually hypnotizing him."
"Shut up, you’re ruining it."
Mark laughed again, but the laughter sounded hollow.
The perfume, the heat, the music; everything spun slowly. The girls began to move around the circle, raising their glasses, letting champagne bubbles fall onto the grass.
Becky watched without moving. There was something fascinating in that disorder. In every initiation, the myth found a new body, a door that opened. The Silken Stalker was still alive, even if no one spoke her name with devotion. The game, the laughter, the perfume, and the desire to be seen were enough.
"It’s just a silly ritual," she told herself, though she knew no laughter was ever innocent.
In the center, Alyssa took one girl’s phone and recorded her own face in close-up. "Official message from Sigma Sigma Sigma," she said, looking at the camera with a dangerous smile. "Beauty doesn’t hurt, girls. You let it in."
She kissed the lens. Then she turned back to Mark.
"Tell me you love me."
"I love you," he murmured, not sure if he meant it or if it was obedience.
"Say it prettier."
"I... love you, my queen."
"That’s better."
Alyssa let go of his face, satisfied. "You can go, my pretty doll."
The girls applauded.
Mark, dazed, tried to stand. He wobbled, laughing. "That was... fun."
"You’re the first guy to take it so well," said one of them.
"Because he loves me," Alyssa replied, stepping closer to fix one of his lashes.
The group burst into laughter. The music grew louder; some began to dance, others took selfies with poor Mark, still made-up and drunk. The forest vibrated with the mix of perfume, alcohol, and electricity.
Becky stepped back. The moon caught a metallic glint on her bottle.
"The seed is planted," she murmured.
In the distance, the university clock tower struck half past twelve. The candles flickered in unison, and the wind blew with an unnaturally sweet softness. No one noticed. No one saw the fallen petals slowly move, dragged toward the center of the circle, forming a pattern that seemed to pulse.
Mark left the forest accompanied by his friends’ laughter. Behind him, Alyssa stayed, staring at the shape drawn on the ground.
"Looks like a butterfly," someone said.
Alyssa smiled. "Or a mouth."
"That’s creepy," another laughed.
"It’s just ephemeral art," the president replied, removing her mask.
The wind caught one of the silk ribbons, tangled it in the branches, and left it waving like a flag.
The scent of Bloom No.9 lingered in the air long after the laughter had faded.


Chapter 1 Bloomhouse Coffee

The afternoon smelled of vanilla coffee and recent rain. The Bloomhouse University café, an old building with huge windows and cream-colored curtains, buzzed with the steady hum of conversation, laughter, and soft music. Students came and went, carrying laptops, cardboard cups, and half-written dreams. It was October: leaves piled up at the doors and the cold air carried a faint scent of dried flowers.
At a table by the window, Mike, Sophia, Jake, Chloe, and Noah occupied their usual territory. The table of the “newcomers with aspirations.” A mix of nerves, sarcasm, and teenage complicity.
Jake, as always, talked too much. His hair was messy, his smile easy, and his eyes had that mischievous sparkle that made him look eternally in love with the world. His phone lay on the table, full of open tabs, videos, forum threads, and flashing hashtags.
"Look at this!" he said, turning the screen toward the others. "Another sighting of Silken. Last night."
Sophia lifted her gaze from the latte she was stirring absentmindedly with her spoon. "Another girl with a mask and butterfly filter, I suppose."
"No," Jake replied, excited. "This time there’s real evidence. Look at the lighting, the reflection in the window. It’s not CGI. I mean... it could be, but the glow syncs perfectly with the music in the video. It’s too perfect."
Mike leaned back in his chair and let out a short laugh. "Perfect is exactly what you say every time you get obsessed with a new conspiracy theory, Jake."
"Touché," Jake said, unfazed. "But this isn’t some dumb theory. It’s a cultural manifestation. The new Silken. The Stalker version 2.0."
Chloe raised an eyebrow. "Cultural manifestation? Please, say it louder so your Reddit club can hear you."
Jake leaned toward her with an exaggerated grin. "I’m serious. This semester everyone’s talking about the Windmere Panic. Forums, blogs, videos, podcasts. They say the legend came back because someone summoned her during Sigma Sigma Sigma week."
Chloe took a sip of her chai latte and set the cup gently back on its saucer. "The legend didn’t come back. It got reinterpreted. Silken became a symbol, darling. An aesthetic response to a campus that still thinks girls have to be princesses or virgins. Look at the posts, the hashtags, the videos: #GlossProtocol, #SoftRage, #SilkenReal. It’s performance, but it has power."
Noah looked up. He had that dreamy expression that made him seem enigmatic without trying. "It sounds... beautiful," he said, almost in a sigh. "A woman who moves in the dark, who makes people beautiful if they fear her. It’s almost romantic."
Sophia scoffed, crossing her arms. "Romantic until someone passes out from inhaling tainted perfume. I read some of those girls in the videos got sick."
Chloe leaned toward her, smiling with sharp sweetness. "Oh, Sophia. Every movement has its scandal. You can’t blame art for the cheap copies."
Mike placed a hand on Sophia’s leg under the table. "I’m with her. It’s been getting out of hand lately. You saw the murals near the north dorms, right? Butterflies painted in glitter paint. ‘Beauty doesn’t ask permission.’ Gives me chills."
Jake clicked his tongue, enlarging one of the photos on his screen. It showed a wall covered in artificial roses and graffiti with glossy lips. In the center, a feminine silhouette made of black lace.
"It gives pleasure," he corrected. "The kind of pleasure that scares the boring ones."
"Please," said Sophia. "You’re a guy who believes everything internet lunatics say. Don’t talk about revolutions."
"And you? The model girlfriend of the swim team," Jake shot back. "Always perfect, always sure. You’ve probably never doubted your reality."
"Jake," Chloe intervened, resting a hand on his arm. "Don’t attack her. It’s just that you see revelations where others don’t."
He shrugged. "Can you blame me for worrying?"
Noah let out a soft laugh, almost a sigh. "A woman everyone describes as a specter, ethereal, who slips in and out of anywhere—she has her charm."
Mike glanced at him sideways. "That was... disturbing, bro."
"Poetic," Chloe corrected. "Let him dream. Bloomhouse needs more dreamers and fewer men afraid of makeup."
"And you?" Sophia asked. "Do you also think Silken is feminism with glitter?"

Chloe smiled, tilting her head. Her wine-colored hair fell gracefully over her shoulder in a practiced motion. "I think it’s what people need to see. A woman who doesn’t apologize for being beautiful, dangerous, or both. Girls love her, boys fear her. That, darling, is balance."
Jake clapped silently. "My Chloe, always so philosophical."
She tapped him lightly with her spoon. "And you, always so obsessed."
Meanwhile, Noah was watching the window. Outside, the sky had turned a pearly gray, and between the trees of the university courtyard something moved. Maybe it was just the reflection of the campus lights, but he could have sworn he saw a pink glimmer cross through the shadows.
"Did you see that?" he asked, not taking his eyes off it.
"See what?" Mike replied.
"A glow. Like... a butterfly. But big."
Jake leaned forward, excited. "Told you! The myth lives. Silken is at Bloomhouse."
Sophia shook her head. "It must be some art club decoration. This place loves its eccentricities."
Even so, something in the way the light quivered out there made them fall silent for a second. Only the hum of the fan and the drip of an espresso machine could be heard.
Chloe broke the silence. "If it were her, what would you do? Run or record?"
Jake raised his phone. "Obviously record. Instant viral content. ‘Silken at Bloomhouse’ would be a global trend."
"I’d run," said Sophia.
"I’d follow her," murmured Noah. "Just to see her up close."
Mike sighed. "You guys are insane."
Chloe rested her chin on her hand, studying each of them. "Insane or enchanted. Same thing."
Jake kept scrolling through his screen. It now showed a series of posts under the hashtag #GlossProtocol. In the videos, boys with shimmering makeup and pink butterflies danced in front of mirrors. Some wore dresses, others simply let their lips be painted while repeating a phrase: "Beauty is given, not asked for."
"See?" Jake explained with enthusiasm. "It’s already a global movement. Boys, girls, everyone. Performance, art, rebellion. The Silken Stalker turned into a queer muse. An iconic slut."
"Jake," Mike interjected, laughing, "not everyone wants to be an ‘iconic slut.’ Some of us just want to get through the semester without nightmares."
"Nightmares are the calculus classes," joked Noah. "Silken seems more... sweet."
Chloe let out a delicate laugh.
Sophia thought for a moment. "What if it’s not a symbol? What if someone really is out there? The Sigma Sigma Sigma girls said they heard footsteps in the woods the night of their ritual."
Jake leaned toward her. "You believe in ghosts, Sophia?"
"No. But I believe in obsessions. And you have one."
The tension dissolved when the barista shouted from the counter, "Double vanilla latte for Mike!"
"Saved by caffeine," he muttered, getting up.
Chloe took the chance to change the subject. "By the way, did you see the dean canceled all night classes in the forest this month? They say it’s because of vandalism, but it smells like moral panic."
"The Windmere Panic?" asked Noah.
"Exactly," Chloe replied. "That’s what the press calls it. Every decade they invent a new monster. This time, it’s Silken’s turn."
Jake nodded eagerly. "And like every myth, it starts with fear and ends with merch. T-shirts, perfumes, videos, stickers. It’s the pop culture cycle."
Sophia sighed. "Sometimes I hate this campus."
"But you love it when the café has a dessert discount," joked Mike, returning with his drink.
She smiled, and the group relaxed again. The conversations drifted from myths to exams, from parties to rumors. Even so, something in the air had changed. A light, floral fragrance slipped between the coffee steam. No one knew where it came from.

Noah smelled it first. "Do you feel that? Jasmine... and something else."
"Bloom No.9," said Chloe without hesitation. "The trendy perfume. Some girl’s probably wearing it."
But when they turned their heads to look, they didn’t see anyone nearby with that scent. Only the reflection in the window showing their own table—the five of them, laughing, surrounded by warm light and soft shadows.
Jake lowered his voice. "If she really existed, do you think she’d come here?"
Mike frowned. "Who?"
"Silken. If she were real."
Sophia took a sip of coffee and answered without looking at him. "If she were real, she’d have kissed you already just to shut you up."
The group laughed, and the moment seemed to dissolve. Outside, the breeze stirred the garden leaves. Among the foliage, a pink ribbon slid gently down, as if dropped by invisible hands.
No one saw it. No one noticed that the breeze carried a faint perfumed hue, or that for an instant, the reflection in the glass showed a figure behind them—feminine, tall, wrapped in shadows with a soft pink glow.
Jake kept talking, thrilled with his theory. "I swear this is just beginning. The myth feeds on attention. And we just invoked it without realizing it."
Chloe smiled. "Then let’s toast," she said, raising her chai cup. "To Silken, the patron saint of bad decisions."
The others clinked their cups with a mix of mockery and curiosity.
Noah, still staring out the window, murmured softly, "To her."
The wind blew again. The pink ribbon caught on a branch, waving like a promise.
And so, between warm coffee and youthful laughter, Silken was closer than they thought.


Chapter 2 Professor Veil

The main auditorium of Bloomhouse smelled of fresh paint and expensive perfume. It was the first Monday of formal classes, and the crowd of students settled in with laughter, open laptops, and half-empty coffee cups. Outside, drizzle tapped against the wide windows in a slow, musical rhythm. The murmur of rain blended with the low hum of first-semester anticipation.
Mike, Jake, Noah, Chloe, and Sophia sat together in the middle row, as always. Jake wore the grin of someone who’d slept little after spending the night scrolling through forums. Chloe flipped through her notebook with the calm assurance of someone who knew she’d be the first to answer any question. Sophia fidgeted with the hem of her sweater, nervous about the class everyone said was tough: Contemporary Aesthetics and Gender.
"They say the new professor is famous," Chloe commented, crossing her legs. "She’s from a university in England. She’s a writer, a theorist, and… a radical feminist."
Jake leaned back in his seat. "Sounds like someone who’s going to hate me."
Mike chuckled under his breath. "Either that, or she’s going to make you her research project."
"Shh," murmured Sophia. "It’s starting."
The lights in the auditorium dimmed slightly. The murmuring stopped, and suddenly, the side door opened with a soft, almost theatrical sound.
She entered.
Tall, elegant, in a pearl-gray coat that flowed like a cape. Her dark hair shimmered with bluish undertones under the light of the projector. She walked slowly, with the composure of someone aware of every gaze that followed her. She wore discreet heels and lipstick of a deep carmine shade that seemed to absorb light.
"Good morning," she said in a tempered, low, velvety voice. "I’m Professor Rebecca Veil."
Silence fell instantly. Even those who didn’t know her felt it. There was something in her way of speaking—a calculated rhythm, a slight caress in each word—that made it impossible to look away.
"Some of you may know me from my lectures," she continued, setting her coat on the desk. Beneath it, a high-necked black dress, fitted, made of soft fabric. "Others may have read my work. The Body as Political Border, Desire and Danger in Modern Culture, Identity as Mask. None of that matters. Here, we all begin again."
Jake whispered, "Holy hell..."
Chloe glanced at him sideways. "Don’t you dare."
"What?"
"You already have that face."
"What face?"
"The usual one—the one you make before your theories start."
On stage, Veil switched on the projector. An image appeared: a marble statue, fragmented, the torso of a faceless woman.
"Today we’ll talk about the body," she said. "The body as a space of desire, of power, of prohibition. From ancient goddesses to social media. Who decides which parts of the body are shown—and which must be hidden?"
As she spoke, her voice dipped slightly at the end of sentences, as if inviting the audience to lean closer. Students took notes, but most simply stared, entranced.
"For centuries," she continued, "religious and academic institutions have sought to draw a line between what is pure and what is impure. But every boundary... is also an invitation to cross it."
A faint murmur spread through the room. She smiled slightly, aware of the effect.
Jake propped his elbow on the table and whispered to Noah, "Are you feeling this, or is it just me?"
Noah answered without taking his eyes off the stage. "We’re all feeling it."
Chloe sensed it too. It wasn’t just beauty—it was presence. Every word from Veil seemed to brush against the skin, slide along the back of the neck. In her gaze lived a blend of tenderness and threat, a calm that disarmed.
"Bodies," she said, "are messages. Some write them with words, others with perfume, with movement, with silence. Every body communicates something... even the one that tries to hide."
She turned slowly toward the students. The light from the projector lit her face from below, making her eyes appear darker, deeper, almost liquid.
"Now tell me," she asked, "what do you feel when you hear the word beauty?"

A tense silence.
Chloe was the first to answer. "Power."
"Excellent," said Veil. "And fear?"
Mike frowned. "Fear of what?"
She smiled. "Of vulnerability. Beauty, Mr.…" she paused, "your name?"
"Mike."
"…beauty, Mike, undresses us even when we’re clothed. It forces us to admit that we desire. And desire always reveals weakness."
Jake raised his hand. "What if desire isn’t weakness, but a driving force?"
Veil looked at him with interest. "An intelligent observation. Your name?"
"Jake."
"Good, Jake. You may be right. But tell me, a force toward what? Toward the other… or toward yourself?"
Jake opened his mouth, but no words came. She smiled faintly, almost compassionately. "You’ll think about it," she said, and continued the lecture.

For the next hour, the auditorium became a temple. Veil walked among the rows with slow steps, leaving behind a trail of floral perfume. Her voice was a continuous thread, binding everyone in the room to a single rhythm.
She spoke of art and revolution, of how the female body had been both weapon and victim, of how desire could be subversive. And as she spoke, the students took notes without knowing why, drew her silhouette in the margins, sighed in unison.
Sophia, usually attentive, could hardly focus. There was something about that woman that unsettled her—the way she looked at them, as if she could see through clothes, or thoughts.
When Veil mentioned the digital imitations of the sacred, Sophia felt a chill. She remembered the rumor she’d read on Jake’s forums: the university where Silken had attacked a year earlier had welcomed a new professor whose introduction was eerily similar to this one.
She looked at Mike, but he was entranced, jaw slightly slack, eyes fixed on the professor.
"They knew," Sophia thought. "They knew how to look at us."

Veil stopped the presentation and turned off the projector. Only the soft light of the classroom remained.
"The body as political border," she repeated, "is not merely an academic concept. It’s a promise. Crossing that border is the first act of real freedom. Which of you dares?"
Silence fell, absolute.
Chloe, always brave, raised her hand. "Depends on the price."
Veil smiled. "Every freedom has a price, Miss…"
"Chloe."
"Chloe. A beautiful name. Tell me, what would you be willing to offer?"
"My shame," she replied without hesitation.
The professor watched her for a few seconds. "Then you’ve already crossed."
A murmur of approval rippled through the room. Chloe felt her pulse quicken at her throat and lowered her hand. Jake stared at her, fascinated, as if he’d just witnessed a spell.
Veil returned to the desk and sat on its edge, crossing her legs with effortless grace. "I want you to remember this," she said, lowering her voice. "Desire can’t be taught—it spreads. And you… are already infected."
A soft laugh escaped from somewhere in the audience. She only raised an eyebrow, amused.
"I’ll see you Thursday," she concluded, standing. "And come prepared to speak, not just listen. In this class, words are bodies too."

Applause. Some sincere, others nervous.
Jake exhaled, as if he’d been holding his breath. "Holy hell. I think I’m in love."
Chloe elbowed him. "Control your pheromones, Romeo."
"Control them? Impossible. That woman has something… hypnotic."
Noah watched him with a faint smile. "You’re right, there’s something about her… don’t you feel it? Like she knows something we don’t."
Sophia stayed quiet, staring at the now-empty stage. "Yes," she said at last. "Like she knows more about us than we do ourselves."
Mike tried to laugh, but his voice was tight. "Come on, it’s just charisma. Famous professor, pretty words, expensive perfume."
"Expensive perfume," Noah repeated, sniffing the air. "Jasmine… Bloom No.9?"
Chloe looked at him, surprised. "Yeah. The same one everyone’s wearing."
Jake immediately opened his laptop. "I knew it. Rebecca Veil. Look it up. There’s a thread on the forums—‘The professor who showed up after the Silken attack at Windmere.’"
Sophia cut him off. "Jake, stop. It’s a coincidence."
"Coincidence? I don’t think so."
Chloe smiled wryly. "You do love your conspiracies."
Jake closed the laptop slowly. "Conspiracy or not, that woman’s got something. Something electric."

Veil had already left the auditorium, but her presence lingered. The air smelled of flowers and metal—something sweet and sharp all at once.
As the group gathered their things, Noah stood still, staring at the hallway where she had disappeared. "Did you see the way she looked at us before leaving?"
"How?" asked Chloe.
"Like she already knew us."
No one replied.


Chapter 3 The Case of Penny

The rain fell with that kind of insistence that seems to have a personality, a rhythm of fine fingers tapping on the campus tiles. Peter Laine walked with his head down, a folder under his arm and headphones in. He was listening to an audiobook, because of course, sad poets always believed that suffering became elegant in this kind of weather.
The alley next to the library smelled of damp paper and perfume. A sweet, artificial perfume, with a floral note that seemed impossible to ignore. Peter looked up just in time to see her.
A figure standing under a transparent umbrella. Dressed in a retro circus outfit: white corset, tulle skirt, fishnet stockings, satin gloves. The makeup was exaggerated: rosy cheeks, black lips, eyes lined with hypnotic precision. In one hand she held a string of pink balloons that floated like carnal bubbles.
"Take one, handsome!" said the woman with a voice that sounded like both a song and a command. Her smile shone brighter than the rain.
Peter blinked, confused. "What… what is this?"
"The Bloomhouse self-esteem club," she replied, wiggling a gloved finger. "We only give out beauty, darling."
She handed him a balloon. In golden cursive letters it read: "Be your best self."
Peter took a step back. "No, thanks."
"Ah," she sighed, tilting her head. "Shy. I love the shy ones. They’re always the easiest to open."
He turned and ran. He didn’t look back, but he heard the laughter. Light, melodic, and yet metallic, as if bouncing inside a music box.
The balloon followed him.
At first, he thought it was the wind, but every time he turned a corner, the pink ribbon appeared again, brushing the back of his neck. He ran through puddles, gasping, while the balloon floated behind him, unchanging, smiling.
When he finally reached his dorm, soaked, he locked the door and leaned against it, breathing hard. The balloon was gone. The hallway was empty.
"Paranoia," he muttered. "Just paranoia."
He went straight to the bathroom. Turned on the shower and closed his eyes, waiting for the comfort of hot water.
But no water came.
A shower of pink glitter exploded over him, covering him from head to toe. Thousands of sparkling particles clung to his skin, his hair, his eyelashes. He coughed, spitting glitter.
"What the hell…?"
And then, a voice. Not from the hallway, but from the walls themselves, a playful echo rising from between the tiles.
"HAHAHA! Do you like my body paint, poet?"
Peter spun around. "Who… who are you?"
The shower curtain moved on its own. First a slight tremor, then a sharp thud. It flung open.
She was there.
No longer under the rain, but in his bathroom. The makeup untouched, her lips gleaming, her wet stockings shining like scales. In one hand, a syringe. In the other, a balloon dripping something that wasn’t water.
"Balloons are for amateurs," she said, laughing. "I prefer injections."
Peter backed up until he hit the wall. "I don’t know who you are, but—"
"Of course you do," she interrupted, stepping closer. The perfume filled the air—thick, sweet, almost sexual. "Everyone’s read me. On the walls, in dreams, in hashtags. I’m her."
The glow of the balloons reflected on her face. Peter trembled, his skin prickling.
"You know why poets like you hate glitter?" she asked, shaking the vial. "Because it shines brighter than their sad metaphors!"
And the laughter filled the room. Before he could move, the needle touched his lips. A sting, a liquid heat spreading through his mouth. Peter tried to scream, but his voice came out higher, broken.
"Shhh," she said, stroking his cheek with her finger. "Don’t ruin the shape."

The bathroom lights began to flicker. Each flash revealed a change. Peter’s skin looked smoother, his lips swollen and pink. In the fogged mirror, his reflection distorted: longer lashes, softer cheeks, a jawline dissolving under the damp air.
“Breathe, doll,” whispered the Stalker.
From her bag she took out a metallic corset, polished like a surgical machine. She placed it around Peter’s waist and pressed a button. The mechanism snapped shut, reducing his body to an impossible curve.
“Twenty-two inches. Perfect,” she murmured. “Men dream of what they don’t understand.”
Peter gasped, trying to loosen the straps, but the inner motors adjusted, squeezing the air from his lungs. Her laughter turned into a purr.
“Deep breath, little doll.”
From the bag came a shiny blonde wig, soft curls gleaming. “Of piglets and caresses. You’ll love it.” She placed it with surgical precision on his head. The strands fused into his scalp, melding with his skin. Peter moaned in pain—or pleasure—he wasn’t sure anymore.
“Now you’ll really curl up at those literary meetings,” she whispered, and with the back of her hand wiped away a tear running down his cheek. “Tears are makeup too, you know?”
She leaned close, so close her breath brushed his neck. “What did a sonnet say to a sonatina?”
Peter didn’t answer.
“Nothing, because now you’re a copla!” she shouted, and burst out laughing, so bright it seemed to split the air.
In the minutes that followed, the bathroom filled with metallic sounds, laughter, and the echo of ragged breathing. When silence finally returned, the floor was a tangle of glitter, water, and smeared mascara.
A few days later, the Bloomhouse Literary Café was full. On the stage, under soft lights and the scent of roasted coffee, a figure stepped up to the microphone.
“Please welcome Penny Laine,” announced the host, unaware that he had never met anyone by that name.
Penny wore a vintage tutu, glittering stockings, and a lace blouse that caught the light. Her hair fell in perfect waves. On her wrist, tied with a ribbon, was a pink balloon with golden letters: LOST ITEM: HAS ANYONE SEEN PETER?
“Good evening,” she said in a sweet, slightly nasal voice. “My poem is titled Ties.”
The students applauded. Chloe, Jake, and Noah, sitting in the back, exchanged looks.
“Isn’t that…?” began Noah.
“She looks like Peter,” murmured Chloe. “But… it can’t be.”
Jake leaned forward, intrigued. “Shit, even the voice sounds… different.”
Onstage, Penny smiled.
“Ties that bind, ties that kiss,
ties that tighten where it once hurt.
There is no verse without a curve,
no love without shine.”
The café lights glimmered off her corset, her gleaming lips, the lashes that seemed to flutter on their own. Every word she recited carried the rhythm of breathing, of a held sigh.
When she finished, the audience applauded enthusiastically. Penny bowed, and the balloon on her wrist floated a little higher, as if smiling too.
In the café bathroom, on the fogged mirror, someone had written with dark lipstick:
“True literature is rewriting yourself.”
And on the corner of the sink rested a satin glove stained with glitter.
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Chapter 4 Zoe and the Ouija

The campus woke covered in new posters, all sharing the same unsettling aesthetic: pink tones, shiny typography, a butterfly drawn with glitter. In cursive letters it read “Be Your Best Self – Bloomhouse Transforms You.”
Students photographed them, shared them. Some laughed. Others, the more perceptive, began to worry.
Mike and Jake walked toward the cafeteria, with Noah a few steps behind, sleepy as always. Chloe and Sophia joined them soon after, steaming lattes in hand.
“Tell me I’m not the only one who saw that,” said Chloe, pointing to one of the posters.
“The butterfly one?” asked Mike.
“No. The balloon one.”
They all turned. On the lawn, a blonde girl wearing a glittery tutu and a balloon tied to her wrist handed out smiles and candy.
“Penny Laine,” murmured Noah, frowning. “That used to be Peter, right?”
“It was,” confirmed Jake. “And now… she looks like she walked out of some circus-fetish runway.”
Penny was approaching, flirtatious, making her skirt sway like a tulle sigh. Her makeup was flawless; lips a dewy pink, eyes lined with tiny hearts at the corners.
“Good morning, my sweet little disciples of disaster!” she sang. “Who wants a balloon?”
Jake stepped forward, half amused, half uneasy. “What is this, an ad campaign or a school exorcism?”
Penny laughed, a bubbling sound. “Neither. It’s a gift of self-love.”
“From who?” asked Mike.
“From her,” replied Penny, lowering her voice as if sharing a sacred secret.
“The name,” murmured Chloe, feeling a chill. “Don’t say it.”
Penny tilted her head. “Why not? It’s so lovely to pronounce…” And in a whisper, almost sensual, she added, “Silken.”
A silence spread among them, broken only by the murmur of the nearby fountain. Sophia squeezed Mike’s hand.
“This can’t be a coincidence,” she said.
Jake nodded, pulling out his tablet. “I’ve been seeing forums full of imitators for days. Look at this.”
On the screen appeared videos and memes under the hashtag #GlossProtocol. Boys with makeup, glossy lips, glowing skin. A viral trend born from legend, turned into an aesthetic.
“It’s like they’re summoning her without realizing it,” Chloe commented.
Penny watched them, smiling. “She only comes where she’s wanted,” she said. Then, with a wink, she walked away, handing out more balloons.
Hours later, the group was gathered in the dorm’s common room. The air was tense, a mixture of fear and curiosity.
“We have to tell the dean,” suggested Sophia.
“And what are we supposed to say?” replied Noah. “That a ghost is giving people magical makeovers?”
Jake laughed. “Sounds like a conceptual art performance.”
“Well, that’s exactly what I’m about to do,” said a voice behind them.
Zoe entered as if the world were her stage: tall boots, leather skirt, a tight corset, and a velvet purple coat that trailed slightly across the floor. Her hair was loose, and in her hands, a wooden box decorated with lunar symbols.
“Another one of your spirit sessions?” asked Chloe, folding her arms.
“This time is different,” replied Zoe with a smug smile. “The campus energy is vibrating. I can feel it.”
“So can we,” muttered Noah. “It’s called anxiety.”
Zoe ignored the comment and placed her box on the table. She opened it with theatrical care. Inside lay a Ouija board painted in rose-gold enamel. Instead of the classic triangular pointer, a small glass cup with a ribbon tied around it.
“Where did you get that?” asked Mike, wary.
“I made it myself,” Zoe said proudly. “Performing arts and occult sciences. Double major.”
Jake snorted. “More like double waste of time.”
Zoe looked at him with disdain. “Mockery is the unbeliever’s defense. But soon, you’ll see.”

She lit a few scented candles. The air filled with the smell of vanilla—and something else… a metallic undertone. Everyone took a seat, more out of curiosity than belief.
“We’ll summon her spirit to speak with us,” explained Zoe, moving her fingers theatrically. “We’ll call her by name, but with respect.”
“Silken?” asked Noah.
“Shhh,” she scolded. “Don’t say it so loud. First, we cleanse the space.”
She placed the glass in the center of the board. “Let’s focus. Visualize a pink butterfly. Silk covering the skin, a perfume that stirs desire. Now we ask: are you here?”
The group exchanged skeptical glances. No one moved.
Then the glass trembled. Slowly, as if pushed by an invisible finger, it slid.
Sophia covered her mouth. “Did you see that?”
“It’s got to be unconscious movement,” said Mike, though his voice was less confident than he meant it to be.
The glass moved again: CRAZY.
Jake raised an eyebrow. “Crazy? What kind of rude ghost is this?”
The glass shook violently, striking the edge of the board. Everyone jumped.
Zoe regained her composure. “She must be upset. Spirits can be playful.”
“Playful my ass,” muttered Noah.
The glass moved again, faster this time. The letters followed in a flurry: STUPID.
Jake couldn’t help laughing. “Ha! The ghost’s got a sense of humor.”
Zoe blushed. “Don’t mock her. She’s testing my spiritual strength.”
“Well, she clearly won,” said Chloe, crossing her legs. “Can we blow out the candles before you burn down the campus?”
Zoe frowned, closing her eyes. “Spirit of silk, if it’s truly you, give us a real sign. Show them your power.”
For a moment, nothing happened. The silence was so deep the hum of the fluorescent lights became audible.
Then the glass moved with such force it flew off the table and shattered on the floor.
The candles flickered.
A breeze swept through the room, gentle yet heavy with floral perfume.
Zoe opened her eyes slowly. “Did you see that? She’s here.”
Chloe tried to joke, but her voice trembled slightly. “Or it was the fan’s draft.”
The board remained where it was. The letters seemed to glow faintly in the candlelight. Slowly, a drop of rosé wine someone had spilled earlier began to move across the surface, guided by an unseen force, until it formed a word.
VEIL.
Sophia read it softly. “Veil? Like… the new professor.”
The group exchanged looks, each face showing a different shade of disbelief.
“It must be coincidence,” murmured Mike. “It can’t be…”
But before he could finish the sentence, a murmur rippled through the room. The curtains swayed, though the windows were shut.
Zoe, ecstatic, raised her hands. “See? I told you! She’s among us!”
“Yeah,” murmured Jake, swallowing hard. “And I don’t like how that sounds.”
The silence that followed was thick, almost liquid. The dorm lights flickered once more, and the butterflies dissolved like smoke.
Only the perfume lingered.
The board, once gleaming, now had a dark stain at its center. It wasn’t wine.
Zoe touched it with a trembling finger. “Hot,” she whispered.
Chloe pulled her hand away. “Don’t do that again.”
“Do what?”
“Summon her. You don’t know what you’re playing with.”
Zoe smiled, mysterious. “Oh, I do. I just want to see her.”
The group left the room one by one, in silence. Jake lingered last, staring at the board. On the wood, the word VEIL was still visible, written in something that shimmered like liquid silk.
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Chapter 5 The Case of Maria

Marcus Velasquez dreamed of crucifixes and soft voices. In his dream—one of those that feel more real than air—he walked into his Ancient Ethics and Morality class, and everything was different. The room that was usually cold, gray, and dull was now bathed in a rosy light, as if someone had replaced the world with a cosmetic filter.
The desks shimmered with glitter. The walls exuded the scent of incense and hairspray. And his classmates… were no longer themselves.
Carl, the sarcastic atheist who always argued with the professor, was now Carla: the same mocking eyes, but lined with surgical precision and lips that looked freshly kissed.
James, the die-hard conservative, was Jamie, wearing a short skirt, speaking in a syrupy voice, smiling sweetly in a way Marcus had never seen.
Even Dan, the tall, awkward guy in the back, was Daniella now, biting her lip coyly, moving her shoulders to the rhythm of a song only she seemed to hear.
The Dominican priest who taught the class watched them all with serene composure.
Marcus opened his mouth. “What’s happening? Where are the guys?”
The priest smiled, paternal. “Guys? I don’t understand, daughter.”
Marcus stared in horror. “I’m not your daughter!”
“Of course you are, Maria.”
That word—Maria—hit him like a bell struck inside his skull. All the faces turned toward him, smiling, identical, and spoke in unison:
“Of course you are, Maria.”
The air filled with the scent of roses. In everyone’s pupils he saw a blurred figure reflected, dressed in black, a pink shimmer on her mouth. A woman smiling from the back of the room, invisible to everyone but him.
Marcus tried to run, but the floor turned soft, sticky, like damp silk. The lights flickered, and a laugh brushed his ear:
“Wake up, daughter.”
And then he woke.
His heart pounded a thousand beats per minute. He was in his bed, in his dorm room. The window was open, letting in the damp night air. He rubbed his face with trembling hands. Just a dream.
Just a dream…
But on the mirror of his wardrobe, something was written in pink lipstick:
“Purity begins with fear.”
That night, while the campus slept under the rain, his phone vibrated with an anonymous message:
“Help me. Dorm room, 3 AM. They’re turning me.”
Marcus didn’t hesitate. He grabbed his coat and left.
The hallway of the girls’ dorm smelled of incense, perfume, and something thicker, chemical—like floral anesthesia. The light flickered. From one of the rooms at the end came a faint pink glow.
He pushed the door open.
Inside, lace-covered hell.
A girl writhed on the bed, wrapped in satin ribbons.
Candles burned, mirrors fogged, curtains seemed to breathe.
And in front of her stood the Silken Stalker, dressed as a postmodern nun: black lace habit, latex gloves, dark lips, and a smile that blended tenderness and corruption.
“You’ve arrived just in time to confess, Marcus.”
“What—what did you do to her?” he stammered.
“A little gender exorcism,” she replied with a soft laugh.
“Please, don’t—”
She blew a pink powder that drifted like incense smoke.
“Shhh… femininity seeps through the pores.”
The world turned to glitter and darkness.
He awoke bound to a rotating bed in a room lit by candles. The background music sounded like a distorted choir—half Gregorian chant, half sensual pop.
He wore a white cotton robe embroidered with gold on the chest.
Above him, the Silken One swayed, holding a syringe filled with pink liquid.

“Welcome to the rite of purification,” she said in a syrupy voice. “We’re going to free your soul from that hairy little demon that rules you so.”
Marcus struggled. “Let me go, please.”
“Only if you confess. First, the medicine.”
The needle pierced his thigh. Heat rose in waves. His breathing grew uneven.
“Repeat after me,” she commanded. “I renounce the original sin of being a man.”
“No—”
An electric jolt from the collar around his neck made him arch backward.
“Louder.”
“I renounce the original sin of being a man!”
“That’s it,” she whispered, smiling. “That’s how souls are cleansed.”
She fastened his shoulders with a metal yoke that tightened until his muscles burned. “Humility needs form.”
The air smelled of incense and warm blood. His body began to yield—and with it, his voice.
“Confess your true name,” she demanded.
“Marcus,” he groaned.
“Your true name.”
The collar glowed—another shock.
“Maria!” he screamed, voice breaking, high and raw.
The Silken One laughed, satisfied. “There. That’s the sound of redeemed faith.”
She leaned down and kissed his forehead with a touch that burned. “Welcome, Maria.”
The next morning, the university chapel was full. The bells chimed sweetly.
Among the pews, a new figure: Maria Velasquez, in a fitted white dress, a liturgical corset, and heels that ended in tiny crucifixes.
The priest saw her and smiled. “At last, daughter. You’ve understood true humility.”
“Amen,” she replied softly.
Her classmates—Carla, Jamie, Daniella—gathered around her with hugs and kisses on the cheek.
Maria closed her eyes and breathed in the lingering perfume in the air.
In her notebook, between sketches of hearts and quotes from Simone de Beauvoir, someone had written in golden ink:
“The first sin was being born a man. The first miracle, being reborn a woman.”
And in the lower corner, a butterfly traced in pink glitter, accompanied by a simple signature:
V.
Maria crossed her legs beneath the desk. The corset tightened just enough.
In the silence that followed, she thought she heard distant laughter.
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Chapter 6 Doubt and Denial

The Bloomhouse cafeteria had that warm, humid feel that cloudy days leave behind. Steam from the cups fogged the windows, and the indie music playing was far too sweet for the tension simmering at their table.
Penny sat across from them, wearing her pink tulle skirt and a knitted sweater that barely contained the shimmer of her shoulders. She twirled her straw between her lips with unconscious flirtation, glancing at Noah now and then, smiling with her eyes.
“So, according to you guys, I… used to be a man,” she said at last, laughing softly. “You really believe that?”
Chloe didn’t laugh. “We’re not saying it to tease you, Penny. But you weren’t on the registration list last semester. We shared a couple of classes before… your change.”
Penny tilted her head, puzzled. “That doesn’t make sense. I’ve always been this beautiful.”
Sophia opened her tablet, showing the screen. “There was a Peter Laine in your dorm, with your room number. But now that file’s gone. I searched Bloomhouse’s servers. It’s like it was erased.”
Penny shrugged, playing with her hair. “Maybe they just changed my name in the system. Peter sounds… so masculine.”
“Because you were,” muttered Jake, half laughing, half incredulous. “Come on, Noah, you were in his poetry group. Don’t you remember?”
Noah looked at Penny with a conflicted expression. “I remember someone… but I don’t know. It’s weird. When I look at her, I can’t think about anything except… how good she looks.”
Jake burst out laughing. “You’re falling for a Peter?”
Noah blushed, but didn’t look away. “I don’t know, Jake. And if I were, who cares? She’s beautiful. There’s something about her… I can’t explain it. The way she talks, moves. It’s feminine—completely. It doesn’t feel fake.”
Penny blinked, as if she wasn’t sure whether to be offended or flattered. Then she smiled with a dangerous sweetness. “Noah, you’re a darling. Not every guy has the courage to say what he feels.”
“I’m just saying the truth,” he replied. “And the truth is, you look stunning.”
Chloe sighed. “This isn’t a date, it’s an intervention.”
“Sure feels like a date,” Jake shot back, grinning.
As the argument heated up, at a nearby table Zoe was balancing a Ouija board she was using as a tray. She’d taped a cappuccino and two muffins on top and was trying to carry it without the glass in the center sliding off, muttering to herself, “If the spirit wants sugar, let it say so.”
“Zoe, what the hell are you doing?” Chloe shouted without looking.
“Experimenting with vibrations!” Zoe replied just before the cup tipped and hot coffee spilled across the board.
“That must be a sign,” she said, completely serious, while the others rolled their eyes.
Jake turned back to Penny. “Tell me something, princess. You really don’t remember Peter? Nothing? Not an old photo, an email?”
“Peter…” Penny repeated, thinking. Then she laughed in a trembling little voice. “No. I don’t know anyone like that. Though the name sounds pretty, doesn’t it?”
“This is insane,” said Sophia, closing her tablet in frustration. “How can no one else see it? We’ve been watching everything change for weeks and nobody seems to notice.”
“Maybe,” said Noah quietly, “it’s not the world that’s changing… but us.”
The words hung in the air. Chloe frowned. “Don’t say that. Don’t start with weird stuff.”
Penny took the last sip of her milkshake and dabbed her lips with a napkin. “Sometimes you just need to stop looking back,” she said sweetly. “The old weighs you down. The new is more fun.”
Jake raised an eyebrow. “Is that social media philosophy?”
“It’s experience,” Penny replied, winking.
That afternoon, they decided to go to the police station. The sky was gray, and the wind smelled of wet earth. Noah and Mike walked ahead, Sophia carried a folder full of screenshots, and Chloe kept checking her phone. Jake trailed behind, puffing on a cotton-candy–flavored vape.
“Do you really think the police are going to take us seriously?” asked Noah.

“We have to try,” said Sophia. “We’re not the only ones who’ve noticed. There are more names missing from the records.”
“Yeah, but none of them turned into a pink doll,” joked Jake, exhaling vapor.
“Jake, I swear if you make one more joke I’ll shove that thing up your nose,” snapped Chloe.
They reached the building under the drizzle. At the reception desk, a woman in a beige uniform looked at them without much enthusiasm. Her nameplate read Sheriff Miller. Tall, broad-shouldered, her hair pulled into a perfect bun and her lips painted in a faded rose shade.
“Can I help you?” she asked in a tired voice.
“We’d like to report something,” said Sophia. “A person… or several people. They’ve disappeared—or changed. It’s hard to explain.”
The sheriff raised an eyebrow. “Changed?”
Jake stepped forward. “Yeah, well. There used to be a guy, Peter Laine. Now there’s a girl, Penny Laine. No one seems to remember him. The records are gone.”
The sheriff sighed and leaned back in her chair. “And is this Peter dead?”
“No,” said Mike. “He’s alive. But he’s not him. It’s someone else—or the same person, we don’t know.”
“Then I don’t have a crime,” said Miller. “No body, no missing person, no formal complaint. Just a name change and a lot of student stress.”
“But it’s not just that!” insisted Chloe. “There are patterns, symbols, butterflies—everything’s connected.”
“Butterflies,” repeated the sheriff, jotting something down with her pen. “What’s next, fairies and unicorns?”
Zoe appeared right behind the group, holding an upside-down umbrella dripping glitter. “I can confirm spiritual activity,” she announced solemnly.
The sheriff didn’t even look at her. “Miss, you study art, don’t you?”
“Performance,” said Zoe, proudly.
“I figured.”
Sophia slammed her hand on the counter. “Listen to us! This is serious. Something’s happening. People are being… transformed.”
The sheriff looked up slowly. “Look, kids, I’ve got a vandalism case in the parking lot, three frat drug complaints, and a lost cow near campus. I’m not wasting resources on rumors about spontaneous gender changes.”
“But—”
“No buts. If someone’s in real danger, bring me proof. Until then, get some sleep, eat something, and stay off the internet.”
The silence that followed was long. The sheriff studied them for another second, then added, almost kindly, “And if you come back telling me someone changed sex by magic, I’m sending you straight to counseling.”
Jake scoffed. “Great. Freud’s country cousin.”
“Out, before I change my mind,” said the sheriff, pointing at the door.
The group walked back through the rain. Penny was waiting at the corner, holding a transparent umbrella, her expression one of perfect innocence.
“What did the sheriff say?” she asked, as if she knew nothing.
“That she’s not going to do anything,” replied Chloe, barely containing her anger. “She says there’s no crime.”
“Well,” said Penny, shrugging, “maybe she’s right. Nobody’s dead, right?”
Jake looked at her with half a smile. “No, just changed.”
Penny held his gaze and smiled. “Sometimes change is the only way to survive.”
Noah stared at her, drenched, fascinated. “You’re right,” he murmured. “There’s something beautiful about that.”
Chloe stepped aside, frustrated. Sophia closed her umbrella and looked at Penny with a mix of fear and pity.
“Do you really not remember anything, Penny? Nothing from before?”
Penny looked at her curiously. “Before what, Sophie? I’ve always been me.”
The rain fell harder. The streetlights reflected off her porcelain face, the gloss on her lips, the wet shimmer of her lashes.
“Maybe,” said Noah quietly, “she’s just the version that was meant to exist.”
Jake looked at him, half laughing, half disturbed. “Dude, you need help.”
Penny laughed—a sound that didn’t seem to belong to this world. “Maybe we all do,” she whispered.
In the distance, Zoe spun under the rain, trying to catch drops with her Ouija board. “Look! The glass is moving on its own!” she shouted, as water slid across the letters.
Chloe covered her face. “We’re really starting to believe this ghost nonsense.”
Penny looked at her for a moment, her smile softer than ever.
“Doubt is part of the process, sweetheart,” she said sweetly. “After that comes acceptance.”
The rain drowned her words, but Noah heard them. And though he didn’t understand why, those words seemed sweet to him—inevitable, and dangerously right.
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Chapter 7 The Case of Florence

It was three in the morning when Fernando Rojas, a medical student, yawned in front of the microscope.
The clinical laboratory was completely silent, except for the hum of the sample refrigerator and the rhythmic sound of his fingers typing observations.
On the slide, a small fragment of human skin.
An irregular sample, obtained unethically—one of those things the curious call a “private study.”
But that night, something changed.
Under the lens, the cells began to divide with impossible coordination.
They didn’t just regenerate—they organized into sinuous patterns, as if weaving a luminous fabric.
Fernando squinted.
"What the hell…?"
He adjusted the focus.
The microscopic fibers moved like silk threads.
The globules turned pink, the DNA on screen distorted, and—for an instant that made him hold his breath—the letters XY transformed into XX.
"This is… biologically impossible!" he exclaimed.
Then he heard it.
A faint sound behind him. A click, like that of heels.
When he turned, his reflection in the microscope’s glass showed a silhouette.
Tall. Slim. Dressed in a pink lab coat with lace trimming on the sleeves.
The voice that followed was honeyed, deep, and mocking.
"Fascinating, isn’t it? The body always knows what it wants to be… you just have to let it speak."
Fernando turned completely.
There she was—the Silken Stalker, but in a new version:
a retrofuturistic scientist, with pearly gloves and glasses that projected beauty filters across their lenses.
The syringes hanging from her belt gleamed like metallic candies.
"Who… the hell are you?" he stammered.
She smiled calmly.
"Just a colleague interested in evolution. Do you know what happens when a researcher plays with samples he doesn’t understand?"
Fernando stepped back.
The microscope behind him still showed the tissue mutating.
She looked at him, with eyes that seemed to analyze him layer by layer.
"Feminization is contagious, my dear," she said with a satisfied sigh.
"And you’ve just exposed yourself."
Fernando tried to run toward the exit, but his shoe slipped in a viscous puddle.
When he looked down, he discovered the liquid was a mixture of depilatory lotion and pink glitter.
Before he could get up, the Stalker seized him with inhuman strength.
From her coat she pulled a roll of intelligent bandages, which began to tighten on their own around his torso, like a living medical corset.
"Let me go! I’m not a specimen!" he shouted.
She tilted her head.
"Of course you are. We all are. It’s just that you’re going to be my masterpiece."
She took out a shiny syringe with a heart engraved on the plunger.
"Injection number one: Cinderella Serum."
The prick was swift, an icy fire that raced through his jaw.
In the reflection of the steel, Fernando saw his face soften, his jawline becoming more delicate.
His breathing quickened.
"What did you do to me?"
"I just gave your DNA a little sense of aesthetics."
Then she took another needle, longer, more curved.
"Procedure number two: Express Liposuction."
The needle sank into his abdomen.
He felt the pull, the draining… then a strange pressure on his hips.
"Resource reutilization," she joked. "Nothing goes to waste. Everything gets redistributed."

He screamed, but his voice broke into a moan.
His throat vibrated in a way he didn’t recognize.
His breathing became sharp, almost musical.
"And now, the final touch…"
The Stalker lifted a white, gleaming mask.
"Paraffin mask: rejuvenates, reshapes, rewrites."
She applied it over his face.
The warmth was almost pleasant.
The smell, a mix of vanilla and chloroform.
"Sleep, little doctor. It’s not reanimation… it’s reinvention."
The morning light woke him.
Or woke her.
Florence Rojas blinked at the mirror in the laboratory.
Her white coat was still there, but now short, fitted.
Her legs—once pale and hairy—shone smooth under the light.
The corset was still beneath the fabric, shaping a waist that looked designed.
On the table, a new stethoscope, pearl pink.
She picked it up. It smelled of vanilla.
On the computer screen, a freshly saved medical report:
Patient: Florence Rojas
Diagnosis: Acute femininity
Treatment: Acceptance and weekly aesthetic maintenance
Florence touched her neck.
Her voice, when she spoke, came out softer, sweeter.
"What… happened to me?"
Florence tried to protest, but something in her mind kept her from doing so.
The words “Fernando Rojas” suddenly felt distant, blurry, like a name from another life.
The mirror returned a polished, elegant image.
Her hair—now light brown—fell in gentle waves.
Her lips, naturally pink.
Her expression… serene.
No one seemed to remember Fernando.
Not even her.
In the sample refrigerator were jars labeled with curious names:
"Empathy serum," "Sweetness hormone," "Men’s tears (moisturizing version)."
Her thesis, once about pathological anatomy, now bore a new title:
"Esthetic hormonal therapy for patients with dysphoria."
Florence sighed.
Under the microscope, a sample glimmered faintly.
It was human tissue, but not ordinary—satin-like cells that moved, forming tiny letters.
She leaned closer to read.
"Case closed: You were a man. Now you are perfect."
Florence smiled without knowing why.
And as the scent of medical perfume filled the room, a sweet, barely audible laugh drifted through the lab air…
As if Silken were still there, watching her new creation with pride.
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Chapter 8 The Web

The Bloomhouse library had that kind of silence that wasn’t calm but restrained. The tall lamps hung like opaque moons over the old wooden tables, and the air smelled of damp paper, cheap perfume, and rain. The group had taken their usual table, sheltered among towers of open books and glowing screens.
Chloe was the first to break the silence.
"This is no longer a coincidence," she said, lowering her voice. "Everything’s repeating itself. Exactly like in the Windmere case."
Jake dropped his pencil and leaned back in his chair. "So you finally believe me? The incident, the feminized boys, and the mysterious teacher…"
"Seems it wasn’t just an urban legend," confessed Sophia, looking at her laptop. "I found the files. Well, what’s left of them. It was all classified as ‘mass hysteria,’ but the photos don’t lie."
Mike leaned closer to see the screen. On it, an old, blurry image showed a group of uniformed students, all smiling strangely, their lips glossy and eyes outlined in pink. Behind them, a barely visible figure—a feminine shadow—held something that looked like a vial.
"Bloom No.9," murmured Chloe. "The same perfume Professor Veil uses."
Noah, who had been silent until then, looked away. "What if it’s not coincidence? What if Silken… isn’t just a legend?"
Jake laughed, though his voice sounded more nervous than he meant it to. "Told you I was right, though… not sure I should be happy about that."
"After seeing Penny," Noah replied, "I’m not brave enough to doubt anything anymore."
Sophia nodded slowly. "The campus database changed. Not just her. Look at this."
She typed quickly and turned the screen toward the group. On the list of first-year students, several male names had vanished. In their place, new versions appeared:
Lucas → Lucie.
Ben → Bianca.
Aaron → Aria.
Chloe pressed her lips together. "And nobody notices. It’s like they’ve always been those girls."
"That’s the worst part," said Mike. "Reality’s correcting itself. The files, the memories… everything’s adapting."
Jake tried to joke. "Well, if I turn into Jacqueline, promise me I’ll at least be hot."
Chloe glared at him. "Not funny, Jake. This isn’t makeup or performance. It’s manipulation. Someone’s rewriting people."
Noah drummed his fingers on the table. "Silken. Or whatever’s using that name now."
Silence spread. The hum of the ceiling fans filled the space, and for a moment, they all stared toward the fogged windows, where rain hit in soft bursts.
Sophia spoke again. "There’s a pattern. Windmere, last year. A group of girls transformed. And then, silence. Now Bloomhouse. A new teacher with the same profile, the same brand, and the same symptoms."
Chloe added, "And the same aesthetic. Seduction as contagion. It’s brilliant… and terrifying."
Noah leaned toward her. "You said ‘symptoms.’ You think it’s a disease?"
"Something more complex," she replied. "A symbolic vector. Desire, identity, social contagion. Silken doesn’t infect bodies—she infects minds."
Jake let out a sigh. "Well, that explains why all the first-year guys look like they came out of a cosmetics catalog. Have you seen the swim team? One of them has lashes prettier than most girls I know."
Mike raised a hand to calm him. "Enough, Jake. This is serious. We have to do something before it happens to us."
"And what do you suggest? An exorcism with Zoe?"
As if summoned, Zoe appeared from behind a bookshelf, carrying a pile of esoteric books. "Someone say my name?"
Chloe looked at her in desperation. "Please tell me you’re not planning another Ouija session."
Zoe smiled. "No. This time it’ll be more elegant. I found a grimoire about feminine essence transference. It’s poetry and magic all at once."

Jake snorted. "Perfect. If we disappear, at least we’ll die in style."
Sophia closed the laptop with a soft snap. "Listen. We have to document everything. If someone tries to delete the files, there’ll be an offline copy. I’m backing everything up to my drive."
Chloe smiled wearily. "We’re the apocalypse tech club."
Penny crossed briefly down the corridor in the back, waving at them. She wore a cream-colored sweater and a plaid skirt. Her perfume surrounded them for an instant, sweet and intoxicating. Noah followed her with his eyes, as if the world had stopped.
Jake elbowed him. "Don’t even think about it."
"I just looked."
"Yeah, sure."
Zoe sighed. "Her energy shines too brightly. It’s as if Silken perfected her."
"Silken?" asked Sophia. "Why do you say it like that?"
Zoe smiled enigmatically. "Because I feel she isn’t a person, but a web. A desire that spreads. It starts with a fragrance, a name, a word. Then it touches you… and there’s no turning back."
Chloe watched her closely. "A web…" she repeated softly. "That makes sense."
Mike frowned. "What do you mean?"
"Everything that’s happening follows the logic of a neural network," she explained. "Each new victim creates a connection. The more there are, the stronger the system becomes. Penny was the initial node. Now it’s expanding."
"So Silken is a virus?" asked Jake.
"A beautiful one," murmured Noah, almost unconsciously.
Sophia looked at him in alarm. "Noah…"
"Sorry," he said. "I don’t know why I said that."
Zoe observed him with shining eyes. "Because you can already feel her near."
"Zoe, don’t start," interrupted Chloe. "I don’t want rituals or mantras, just facts."
"The facts are changing," Zoe replied. "Maybe that’s the clearest proof we’re inside something bigger."
The library clock struck six. The sky outside had turned violet, and the interior lights seemed warmer than usual. A couple of students passed by murmuring; their voices blended with the sound of typing and the soft patter of rain.
Sophia slipped her computer into her backpack. "We should go. It’s pouring out, and we still have class tomorrow."
Chloe nodded. "Girls are leaving. You guys finish the Art History presentation. Don’t mess it up."
Jake raised his hand in a mock salute. "Yes, mom."
"Seriously," said Sophia. "And don’t stay up too late."
Zoe made a theatrical bow. "We’ll go meditate, and you’ll go damn yourselves. Natural balance."
The three left together, wrapped in the noise of the rain. The reflection of their umbrellas blurred against the windows, leaving behind a damp silence.
Mike looked at the others. "Well, we’ve got the night to prepare the presentation."
Jake opened his laptop. "And to find out if anyone else on campus wakes up with a new name."
Noah was still looking at the door where the girls had gone out. "Do you think we have time?" he murmured.
"Time for what?" asked Mike.
Noah lowered his gaze to his hands. "To keep being ourselves."
The hum of the lamps was the only answer.
Outside, the rain kept falling over Bloomhouse, soft but constant, like a silk curtain covering a stage that was only beginning to unfold.


Chapter 9 Silk Theater

Night had fallen over Bloomhouse like a slow curtain, covering the campus in a wet neon glow. The lights of the performing arts building flickered with a reddish hue, and the wind carried leaves and the scent of synthetic perfume through the empty hallways.
Inside the university theater, three lit screens cast a blue glow over the empty seats. Mike, Jake, and Noah sat on the stage, exhausted but satisfied, reviewing the final slides of their presentation.
"Done," said Mike, stretching his arms. "We’ve got everything. ‘The body as performance.’ Ironic, huh?"
Jake laughed, a nervous laugh. "Yeah, especially now that everyone’s acting without knowing it."
Noah closed his laptop. "Let’s go. This place gives me the creeps."
The echo of his voice seemed to bounce more than usual, as if the theater itself were breathing. Somewhere, a door creaked, and the hallway lights flickered. Mike looked toward the darkness. "Did you leave the side door open?"
"No," Jake replied. "I locked it when we came in."
The wind blew again, though the theater had no open windows. The ambient sound system turned itself on: a soft, feminine melody, like a perfume commercial.
"What the hell…?" murmured Noah.
The screens flickered. A video appeared, silent at first. Familiar faces, one after another: Carla—formerly Carl—smiling as she put on makeup; Jamie laughing in front of a mirror; Penny spinning around, dressed in her little pink skirt.
"It’s them," Mike said softly. "Our classmates."
The images sped up. Bodies transforming, skin glowing, lips painted, laughter overlapping. Then, a phrase appeared in golden letters:
"Beauty is not chosen. It is revealed."
Jake took a step back. "This is a joke. It has to be."
The sound of heels echoed in the hallway. Slowly, marking the rhythm of an invisible song. One… two… three.
Mike swallowed hard. "Don’t tell me it’s…"
The music swelled. The stage curtains opened without anyone touching them. The air filled with a thick aroma: new vinyl, synthetic flowers, hot metal.
From the darkness, a silhouette emerged. Tall, wrapped in a black vinyl suit that gleamed under the projector’s light. Long gloves reflected the shine as if smeared with oil, and over the face, a smooth white mask without features.
"Silken," whispered Noah.
The figure tilted its head, as if in greeting. The voice that came from the mask was velvety, modulated, almost mechanical.
"You rehearse beauty in an empty theater. How ironic."
Jake stepped back. "What the hell are you?"
Silken advanced slowly, letting the heels strike the wood like a metronome. "I am the choreography of your desire. The error of your biology. The makeup of fate."
With a snap of her fingers, the theater lights turned pink. The emergency exits slammed shut. A panel on the stage opened, and a wall of mirrors began to rise, reflecting their confused faces.
"Run," said Mike.
All three scattered at once.
The corridors behind the stage were a maze. Cables hung from the ceiling, and the flickering lights flashed like camera bursts. Jake ran ahead, Noah behind, and Mike tried not to lose them. Every corner smelled of perfume and electricity.
Suddenly, something fell from above: a rain of satin ribbons that clung to their arms and faces like soft snakes.
"Shit!" shouted Jake, tearing them off.
The sound of Silken’s steps followed them, each one a sharp strike of heel against floor.
"Why run, if you came for the rehearsal?"
Noah turned down a narrow hallway. At the end, a dressing-room door stood ajar. The three of them rushed in, slamming it shut behind them.

Inside, the mirrors were lit. On the tables lay makeup tools, bottles of foundation, curlers, brushes. And in the center, three mannequins wearing stockings, corsets, and wigs dangling from their heads.
Jake leaned against the door. "This looks like a trap."
"It is," said Mike.
In the mirror, something moved. The vanity lights began to flicker, and in their reflection appeared Silken behind them—though she wasn’t physically in the room.
"I see you," her voice said, multiplied by the mirrors. "Each of you has a role. Don’t try to improvise."
The air filled with an electric crack. The lights went out and, for an instant, only their breathing could be heard.
Then, something sprayed from the ceiling: a warm, perfumed mist.
"What is this?" coughed Mike.
The answer came as a feeling: heat. The scent of flowers and plastic turned addictive. Jake looked at his hands and saw pink nail polish spreading across his nails.
"No! No, no, no!" he shouted, rubbing them against his pants.
Noah, gasping, touched his neck. A black lace choker had appeared, tightening softly around it.
And Mike… Mike felt a pull on his leg. He looked down: a transparent stocking was sliding up his calf on its own, tightening with surgical precision.
"Take it off!" Noah yelled, trying to help him.
But the fabric moved with a will of its own, clinging to the skin, rising higher.
On the other side of the door, Silken laughed.
"Don’t fight it, darling. Silk doesn’t hurt. It teaches."
Jake kicked the makeup table. The mirror shattered, fragments falling to the floor like sequins. "We have to get out of here!"
They found a side door and ran down the hallway. The walls were covered with screens projecting images: Penny spinning on a stage, Carla putting on makeup, Maria praying before a mirror.
"They were you," said Silken’s voice through the speakers. "They screamed at first too."
The emergency lights came on. Red, pulsing. The sound of heels drew closer.
Noah stumbled and fell to the floor. Jake grabbed him and pulled him up. "Come on, man!"
Silken appeared at the intersection, standing still, holding what looked like an air gun—but instead of pellets, it expelled glittering dust.
"A little glamour for the final scene," she said, raising her arm.
The spray hit them partially. Mike’s skin shimmered, his lips tinted crimson, Noah’s cheeks glowed with blushing sparks, and Jake felt the heel of a shoe tighten onto his right foot.
"Don’t look at her!" Mike shouted.
Silken took another step, tilting her head.
"It’s useless to hide beauty. Mirrors always return it."
The three of them ran toward the main stage. The curtain was still open, and on the central screen appeared a message:
"Rewrite or be rewritten."
Pink smoke spread from the cracks in the floor. Noah coughed, tripping on a rope. Jake grabbed it without thinking, and a trapdoor opened at the side of the stage.
"This way!" shouted Mike.
They jumped in just as Silken reached out a gloved hand toward them.
They landed in a maintenance tunnel, dark and damp. The noise of the machinery muffled their ragged breaths.
"Everyone okay?" Mike asked, panting.
Jake looked down at his foot: the shiny black heel was still there. "I can’t take it off. It’s like it’s glued to me."
Noah touched the choker still gleaming on his neck. "Me neither."
Mike looked at his reflection in a metal panel. His lower lip was painted a deep red. He rubbed it, but it didn’t come off.
An echo of laughter drifted down the tunnel—soft, seductive.
"This was only the rehearsal," Silken’s voice whispered from afar. "The premiere will be unforgettable."
The emergency lights flickered one last time before going out completely.
In the darkness, the three of them stayed still, breathing in the perfume that still lingered in the air, aware they had barely escaped… but not entirely.
Outside the theater, the wind stirred the torn curtains. On the stage, a single stocking hung from the drape, glowing under the pink reflection of lights that should not have been on.


Chapter 10 The Case of Lana

Lucas Mora always said that true art was born from looking where no one else dared. He said it with that tone halfway between arrogance and cynicism that only boys who think they’re invisible behind a camera can pull off.
His room in Block 7 of Bloomhouse had the best angle on campus: from his window he could spy on almost every dorm in the building across. He called it “aesthetic observation,” though deep down it was pure voyeurism disguised as technique.
That night it was raining. The rain fell diagonally against the glass, and the lights of the opposite building flickered like a carnival board. Lucas adjusted his camera lens and settled in front of the window, holding a cup of warm coffee and his breath.
"Come on, Boone… drop the towel…" he murmured, aiming at Derek Boone’s window—the quarterback of the team. The perfect subject for his “anatomy studies.”
But what appeared in the frame was not what he expected.
A shadow slid behind Derek. A feminine figure, slender, dressed in a black vinyl coat and long gloves, her face hidden by an old-fashioned mask, lips painted carmine red, and a tilted beret.
Lucas focused closer.
The woman held a syringe in one hand, and in the other, something that looked like a film reel, gleaming like silk.
"What the hell…?" he whispered.
A flash of neon lit the scene: The Silken Stalker. He’d heard the rumors, the nervous laughter in the hallways, the stories of the missing boys—but he had never believed they were real.
The figure gripped Derek by the chin, injected something into his neck, and the air in the room filled with a pink glow.
The athlete’s body began to tremble, his muscles softening, his shoulders narrowing. Through the lens, Lucas watched as his face redrew itself—lips swelling, hair growing into soft waves.
"Shit, she’s turning him into a woman!" he shouted, and the camera slipped from his hands.
When he looked up again, the window across was empty. Only one reflection remained on the glass: the Stalker’s smile, staring straight into his lens as if she knew he was watching.
And the worst part—she winked.
Lucas called the police with trembling fingers.
"You have to come now! There’s a lunatic attacking men in building 4B! She’s turning them into women!"
On the other end, the operator made him repeat it three times.
When he finally hung up, he ran into the street under the rain, no umbrella, camera dangling from his neck, breathing in ragged bursts.
The officers took barely ten minutes. They went up together to the fourth floor. Lucas followed, heart pounding in his chest.
They knocked on the door of apartment 4B.
And the door opened.
There was no trace of Derek Boone.
In his place stood a young woman with an athlete’s body, curves out of a commercial, and eyes delicately lined, greeting them with a sweet smile.
"Lucas again?" she sighed, pretending surprise. "God, always making things up just to get my attention…"
Her voice was soft, velvety. She wore a tight sweater and mauve leggings. Her hair—long, silky—fell over her right shoulder.
"And you are…?" Lucas stammered.
"Dani Boone," she replied with a syrupy laugh. "We have a few classes together, silly."
The police officers looked at each other.
"Do you know why this boy would accuse you of something so… strange?" one asked.
"Because he’s a stalker," Dani said, taking a folder from the desk. "I have proof right here."
She opened an album. Inside were dozens of photos taken with a telephoto lens: faces, legs, silhouettes. Pictures of students, girls from campus…

The police looked at him with disgust.
"Is this yours?" one of them growled.
"No! Well, yes! But that’s not the point!"
"Sure," said the other, grabbing Lucas by the arm. "Come on, photographer. You’re coming with us."
As they dragged him toward the elevator, Lucas turned his head.
Dani Boone—or what was left of Derek—leaned against the doorframe, looked at him tenderly, and blew him a kiss, her lips glistening under the hallway light.
The elevator closed with a ding.
And at the far end of the corridor, the Silken Stalker emerged for an instant from the shadows, her mask gleaming under the neon, holding a pastel-colored balloon with a golden inscription:
"Soon it will be your turn to pose."

That night, Lucas couldn’t sleep.
He had spent hours explaining to the officers, signing useless statements. In the end, they let him go, but the rumor was already running through all of Bloomhouse: "Lucas the voyeur."
He closed the curtains, checked the camera, deleted the photos. He wanted to forget.
But when he turned on his computer, he saw something he didn’t remember recording: a video.
His own window.
And in the reflection, behind him… a figure with black gloves.
"What the hell…?"
Then he heard it—a faint hiss, like gas escaping from a valve.
A pink mist began to slide under the door, slow, luminous, smelling of perfume and acetone.
Lucas coughed, backed away, covering his mouth.
The Stalker appeared through the fog, moving as if floating. Her mask gleamed; her red lips were a sin painted with surgical precision.
"You like watching transformations, darling?" she whispered. "Now you’ll perform in one."
The gas surrounded him. Lucas fell to his knees, eyes watering, skin burning hot.
She traced a finger down his cheek, leaving a glimmering trail.
"So curious behind your lenses… How does it feel to be the subject, hm?"
She clasped a metal collar around his neck—a small panel on it hummed with electricity.
"Let’s adjust the tone of your voice. Artists should sound beautiful."
The shock came quick, and his scream broke, turning higher, softer.
"There it is. Sweet as a melody."
Then she took out a set of syringes and vials. The needles shimmered under the light.

	Collagen: she injected it into his fingers, which slimmed until they looked like those of a pianist. 
	Liquid silicone: she traced it along his jawline, erasing its hardness. 
	Hormones: a perfumed cocktail that dripped between his collarbone and chest.
Lucas tried to resist, but his body began to yield. His breathing slowed, his muscles melted. 


The Stalker hummed an old tune while setting up an antique camera on a tripod.
"Smile, Lana. This is only the first roll."
The flash burst.
When he opened his eyes again, he was lying on a satin-covered couch, his skin glowing, his lips painted coral pink.
The room had changed: lights, mirrors, curtains. A photography set.
She watched him from behind the lens.
"You’re beautiful," she said. "Even if you don’t believe it yet."
And she pressed the shutter.
Click.
Click.
Click.
Each flash made him feel lighter, emptier, and yet more complete.
"What did you do to me?" he—she—whispered.
"I developed you," the Stalker replied, smiling. "Like a photo under the light."

A week later, the campus buzzed about the newest photography exhibit in the main hall: Philosophy of Beauty, by Lana Mora.
The images were a delirium of aesthetics—radiant faces, translucent fabrics, bodies bathed in pink light.
Lana—formerly Lucas—stood beside Dani Boone, now her best friend and assistant.
"Thank you for coming," she said softly, gesturing gracefully. "It’s all about visual freedom—about letting the body say what it’s always wanted to say."
In the final display case, one photo stood out above the rest: a portrait of Lana, with the Stalker behind her, holding the camera.
Beneath it, a phrase written in golden ink:
"The best photograph is the one you’ll never erase. 💋"
And that night, when the campus lights went out, the reflection of a pink butterfly crossed the gallery window, leaving behind a shimmer of neon and perfume.




























[image: ]


Chapter 11 Lights, Camera... Sighs

The sky over Bloomhouse was dyed a thick pink when the group finally decided they needed a break.
After weeks of fear, impossible theories, and sleepless nights, Jake said what everyone had been thinking: "We need to do something normal. Movies, popcorn, and zero Silken Stalker."
Mike agreed. Sophia, sitting beside him, forced a smile. Chloe took her time answering, eyes fixed on her phone, while Noah yawned dramatically from the other end of the table.
"What do you say, Chloe?" Jake pressed. "Could be fun. An old movie—no hashtags, no rituals, no… well, no pink things chasing us."
She looked up slowly.
"What if that’s exactly what she wants? For us to let our guard down."
Sophia sighed. "Just for one night, Chloe. I think we can take one night off."
Noah, who had been drawing hearts in the foam of his coffee, smiled dreamily.
"If Penny’s coming, I’m in too."
"No, Noah!" Jake and Mike shouted at once, laughing.
"What? She’s nice," he protested, shrugging. "Besides, she looks so… happy. Like she’s found something the rest of us don’t get."
Chloe crossed her arms. "She found a new wig, that’s what she found."
Jake tried to calm her with a touch on her arm.
She gave him a reproachful look, but finally gave in with a theatrical sigh. "Fine. Movie night. But if a clown wearing perfume shows up, I’m out."
Mike laughed, taking Sophia’s hand under the table. "Deal."

The old campus theater was nearly empty that night. A half-broken sign announced Romantic Horror Classics.
The lobby lights were dim, the air thick with old butter and cheap perfume.
"Charming," muttered Chloe. "Nothing says relaxing night like a 35mm screening about voyeurism and hunted women."
"Why did you pick these movies, Mike?" asked Sophia, buttoning her coat.
"Because they’re about obsession and desire," he replied with a crooked grin. "It fits us perfectly."
"Right," Jake chimed in. "Nothing heals the trauma of a magical feminist killer like a film about male control."
Chloe elbowed him. "And what, you’d rather watch a classic drama?"
"Depends," joked Jake. "Would they let us wear skirts at the premiere?"
Everyone laughed. Even Sophia, who looked more at peace than she had in days.

The group bought popcorn and settled in the middle row, feet propped on the seats in front. Noah, as always, sat in the middle between Chloe and Sophia, flashing a charming smile.
"Did you know Lana posted a new video?" he said, looking at his phone. "It’s called Beauty in Motion. It’s so... elegant."
"Lana?" Chloe repeated with disdain. "You mean Lucas, the peeping tom who gives makeup tips now?"
Noah looked up, serious. "No, I mean Lana. There’s no Lucas anymore."
The silence grew heavy. Sophia lowered her gaze. Mike clenched his jaw.
"Alright," he said finally, changing the subject. "Let’s leave that outside, okay? We’re here to relax."

The lights dimmed.
The beam of the projector cut through the dust-filled air.
For a while, the world was just cinema.
The murmur of the film, the crackle of popcorn, the brushing of hands and legs in the dark.
Jake and Chloe whispered jokes about the obsessive protagonist.
Sophia rested her head on Mike’s shoulder, barely smiling.
Noah, between them, seemed distant, watching the lips on the screen as if they were casting a spell.

"Have you ever thought," murmured Noah, "that what Silken does… could be a form of art? Transforming, beautifying, reinventing…"
Chloe glared at him. "Don’t say that, not even as a joke."
"I’m just saying," he insisted, "there’s something about the way she changes people. It’s not destruction, it’s… editing."
Mike turned to him. "Noah, she kidnaps people. She steals their identities."
"And what if she just changes them?" he replied. "What if she doesn’t kill them—what if she frees them?"
Sophia shuddered. "God, you sound exactly like Professor Veil."
"And is that bad?"
"Yes," Chloe said flatly. "Definitely yes."

For a moment, the group went quiet again. On the screen, the protagonist kept chasing the wrong woman, unaware that she was part of his own fantasy.
The movie ended to scattered applause.
The lights came on, and students began leaving, laughing, trading theories about the ending.
"What do you think?" Mike asked, stretching.
"That every man in that movie needs therapy," said Chloe, standing up.
Jake smiled. "At least tonight no one got chased by a vinyl-clad psycho."
"Yet," Chloe replied.
Sophia looked at him, amused. "That confidence of yours is going to get you killed, Jake."
"Only if it’s from pleasure," he said.
"Ew," said Chloe, though a sly smile crossed her lips.

The group walked toward the exit. The night smelled of damp earth and perfume. The campus lights flickered in the distance, reflected in the puddles of the parking lot.
For a moment, everything seemed normal.
Jake pulled up his collar. "Good call, Mike."
"Yeah," Mike said, squeezing Sophia’s hand. "We needed to remember we’re still normal people."
"Speak for yourself," joked Noah. "I already feel like part of a slasher cast."
They laughed. The air was cold, but the moment was warm, almost intimate.
They waited for the bus beneath the old neon sign.
The lights flickered, and one of the letters seemed to tremble.
"You guys see that?" asked Chloe.
"See what?"
"The sign. It’s blinking weird."
They all looked up.
For a second, the lights formed something that shouldn’t have been there—a flash, a hidden word.
SILK.
And then, they went out.

The group stood in silence. A light wind rustled through the trees.
"It’s just a coincidence," murmured Mike, though his voice sounded hollow.
"Sure," Chloe said, forcing a laugh. "Coincidences and pink gas. That’s Bloomhouse in a nutshell."
The bus arrived. They climbed aboard one by one, still making weak jokes.
The engine roared, and the campus faded into the fog behind them.

Hours later, in some empty campus building, a metal door shut with a click.
Inside, Professor Rebecca Veil removed her coat and stood before a table cluttered with bottles, rolls of fabric, and screens streaming live feeds.
On one of them, the group could be seen leaving the theater, laughing.
Veil smiled faintly.
"Relax, my little spectators…" she murmured. "The best works are always enjoyed before the climax."

She turned on an old projector.
Across the wall bloomed dozens of faces—Penny, Maria, Lana… all the recent victims, posing, smiling, radiant.
"And now," said the Stalker in her other voice, soft, velvety, "we’re going to need more protagonists."
The sound of a reel spinning filled the room.
The lens turned.
And the pink light came alive once more.


Chapter 12 The Case of Clarice

Claude Hartley didn’t believe in myths.
Nor in ghosts, nor in “impossible women” who turned men into dolls of flesh and silk. His thing was facts: footprints, evidence, records.
That’s why, when everyone else started joking about “the Silken Stalker,” Claude simply took notes—and followed the trails no one else wanted to see.

His board was covered in photos: Penny smiling in the café, Maria praying with painted lips, Lana posing in front of a mirror.
Three separate cases. Three impossible disappearances.
And one name that appeared in the margins of every file: Becky Vega.

That night it rained on campus, as it always did when something was about to happen. Claude walked quickly, backpack slung over his shoulder, collar up. Inside he carried his final proof:
a USB with videos, reports, and a note addressed to Mike’s group:
“Meeting in the library. I have something to tell you.”

As he crossed the path between the labs, a figure stopped him.
A woman was dragging something heavy—a roll of satin fabric—toward the forensic building.
Her silhouette was strange, elegant and mechanical at once.
Claude narrowed his eyes.
There was a shiny trail on the ground.
He crouched. Touched it.
“Blood…?” he murmured. But no.
It was thick, gleaming, smelled of polish.
“Red enamel…”
Then he understood.
Too late.

The echo of a heel rang behind him.
A low, velvety voice whispered:
“How observant, detective. But one shouldn’t touch a crime scene without gloves.”

Claude turned, but it was already useless.
A pink flash filled the air.
“Damn it, it’s a trap—!”
And the world became perfume.

He awoke in half-darkness, the scent of acetone and latex mixed with cheap incense.
In front of him, a mannequin covered in pale skin—a skin that moved.
The mannequin slowly turned.
And then he saw her.

The Silken Stalker stood under a spotlight, wrapped in a black leather suit, the corset cinched to sin. In one hand she held a syringe filled with pink liquid; in the other, a pair of reflective sunglasses.
“You know, Claude?” she said in a honeyed voice. “I always dreamed of meeting someone who could keep up with me. You’re smarter than the rest.”

Claude struggled against the bindings. “What do you want from me?”
“The same as from everyone. Perfection. But with you I’ll make an exception… you’ll be my star witness.”

She approached slowly, latex gloves glinting under the light.
His reflection in the Stalker’s glasses showed an image that wasn’t his own: a girl with brown hair and curved lips.
“Oh, Claude…” she whispered. “Do you know what I tell my butterflies before I set them free?”
“What…?”
“That good detectives follow clues… but clever girls erase them.”

The click of the syringe sounded like a gunshot.
A spray of pink ketamine filled the air, covering everything.
Claude tried to scream, but his tongue grew heavy, and the world melted into a silky dream.

When he came to, he was tied to a swivel chair.
Around him, an improvised film set: satin curtains, neon lights, an old camera.
Across his chest, a sign: “Scene 3: The Birth of Clarice.”
The Stalker, now dressed like a 1950s director, clapped her hands.

“Silence on set! Let’s give the protagonist a new texture.”

	“Script depilation,” she announced.
A beam of laser swept across his face, burning every trace of beard.
The smell of warm skin filled the air.
“Men don’t have a Cupid’s bow, darling,” she said as she outlined his lips with surgical precision. “Let’s fix that.”
Claude closed his eyes, feeling how the line of his mouth curved differently, softer, more… obedient. 
	“Lights.”
The UV lamps flashed over his hands.
Nail polish, Evidence Red, dried in seconds over his new nails.
A machine hissed behind him, tightening a pneumatic corset around his torso. Each breath became a moan.
“Breathe, detective,” murmured the Stalker. “The most beautiful conclusions are drawn with a tight chest.” 
	“Action!”
The wig fell onto his head, silky, brown with golden highlights.
The air smelled of shampoo.
She fastened a voice-mod collar around his neck—the same model she had used on her other victims. 


“Repeat after me,” she ordered, with poisonous sweetness.
“‘High heels are the real weapon.’”
Claude hesitated. The collar vibrated.
“Say it.”
“High heels are the real weapon,” he said, his voice high, melodic, unfamiliar.
“Perfect,” she whispered, turning him toward a mirror.
The figure looking back had rosy cheeks, glossy lips, perfectly styled hair.
Claude was no longer there.
Only Clarice remained.
The Stalker clapped slowly. “Cut. We’ve got it.”
And the click of the camera sealed the case.

The next morning, the library was brighter than usual.
The main group waited for Claude, impatient, with coffee and tense faces.
But the one who walked through the door was someone else.
Firm heels, tweed skirt, fine glasses resting on a perfectly shaped nose.
Clarice Hartley smiled, holding a clipboard full of perfumed papers.
“Guys?” she said sweetly. “Were you expecting someone else?”
Jake frowned. “Who… are you?”
“Clarice,” she replied, tilting her head gracefully. “Fashion consultant, occasional investigator. But lately, I prefer solving mysteries of style.”
Chloe watched her uneasily.
Sophia whispered, “She has… Claude’s eyes.”
Clarice laughed softly. “Don’t say that, sweetheart. Claude was a disaster with color coordination.”

She let something fall to the floor: a small silver USB.
Jake picked it up.
It was labeled in golden marker: “Case closed 💋.”
When they opened it later, they found only a folder of photos:
Clarice and the Stalker, posing together before a dressing-room mirror, smiling like old friends.
In the background, a digital note:
“The only perfect crime…
is the one nobody notices. 💋”
And for the first time, Bloomhouse felt that the mystery could no longer be solved.
Because the detective no longer sought culprits.
Now she only sought… shades of lipstick.
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Chapter 13 The Case of Candy

Charles Hunter had a mind sharp as a scalpel and an ego to match his IQ.
The math genius of the campus—the guy who solved equations like others solved crosswords—lived surrounded by whiteboards, instant coffee, and the unshakable conviction that nothing could ever surprise him.

Until the package arrived.
A small white box, wrapped with a pink ribbon, waited for him on the lab desk.
No sender. No address. Just his name, written in golden ink, and a folded note inside:
“Solve it… if you dare.”

Inside, a Rubik-style cube, but unlike any he had ever seen before: the colors were pastel, soft, irresistible—pink, mint, lavender, cream—with a pearly sheen that seemed to breathe.
Charles smiled.
“A puzzle? Please.”
He set the cube on the table, and his fingers began to move.
Click. Twist. Click.
His brain worked like clockwork.
In exactly forty-seven seconds, the cube locked into place with a perfect snap.

Then, something changed.
The cube opened like a metallic flower, releasing a rosy glow and a neon lipstick that floated, spinning slowly, with an inscription engraved on the cap:
“Your new favorite color.”

The air filled with a sweet, cloying scent of cotton candy and expensive chemicals.
Charles stepped back, coughing.
“What the hell—?”

A voice, silky as the air itself, interrupted him:
“Congratulations, champ… you’ve won a prize.”

From the dark corner of the lab, she emerged—
The Silken Stalker.

Dressed like a fashionista, her black latex suit clung to her body like a second gleaming skin. Diamond studs lined her corset, and from her belt hung syringes, scalpels, brushes, and a round mirror where pink lights danced.
On her head, golden needles shimmered like jewels in a crown.

Charles froze.
She smiled, red perfect lips reflecting the lab’s light.
“You know what I love about brainiacs?” she said, stepping closer with a hypnotic click of heels.
“That they always think they’re in control… until they realize the problem to solve is themselves.”

The floating lipstick descended slowly, brushing his cheek.
A touch of warmth.
And reality, like the cube, began to rearrange itself.

Charles tried to run, but the floor had turned into a giant makeup palette—sticky, fragrant, viscous. Each step sank him deeper into layers of foundation, compact powder, and liquid gloss.
“No!” he gasped.
“Forget numbers, sweetheart,” said the Stalker, gliding around him. “Today you’ll learn gender algebra.”

She opened her tool belt.
Everything shimmered—threatening and beautiful.

	The Game of Needles.
Two black gloves, a smile.
The Stalker pulled out golden microthreads and a needle as fine as a hair.
“Eyebrows define the soul,” she murmured, caressing his face before slipping the first thread under the skin.
Charles groaned, caught between pain and shock.
“Hurts? It’s just the price of beauty.”
The thread tightened, lifting his natural arch. His gaze changed—wider, more feminine, more… vulnerable. 
	The Mirror Maze.
The laboratory dissolved, and Charles found himself standing inside a kaleidoscope.
Dozens of screens reflected the faces of girls— influencers, models, smiling dolls with glowing filters.
“Each variable is a version of you,” whispered the Stalker. “Choose: do you want to be strawberry, vanilla, or chocolate?”
He turned around, confused, until his own reflection multiplied into hundreds— lined eyes, pink lips, long lashes.
“I don’t— I don’t want this…” he stammered.
“Of course you do,” she corrected him. “Everyone does. You just have to find the right algorithm.” 
	The Glitter Ritual.
A rain of liquid glitter fell from the ceiling, covering everything.
The dust turned to glue, solidifying on his skin like a second, luminous epidermis.
Charles tried to wipe it off, but the shimmer merged with his body, gleaming with every movement.
His skin looked like living porcelain.
The Stalker brushed over his lips, tracing a perfect pink.
“There,” she whispered, “now you’ll shine… even if you don’t want to.” 


The cube on the table began to spin on its own, and the lab lights shifted to pastel pink.
“Welcome, Candy,” said the Stalker. “Your equation is solved.”

Dawn came slow, warm, sticky.
Candy Hunter opened her eyes in her dorm room— though she didn’t look the same anymore.
The walls, once white, were now pink, covered with equations written in glitter:
E=mc²
had become
E=mcute.
The air smelled of caramel perfume.
Her desk was arranged with mathematical precision, but instead of calculus books there was a vanity full of cosmetics.
A large mirror waited for her at the foot of the bed.

Candy— for there was no trace of Charles left— stood up, unsteady, hair falling over her shoulders.
“What… happened to me?” she murmured in a soft, sweet voice.

On the nightstand, the old Rubik’s cube lay open. Now it was a jewelry box, filled with heart necklaces and rings with tiny gems.
On the mirror, written in neon lipstick:
“1 + 1 = GIRL. Proven. 💋”

Candy smiled, not knowing why.
Her reflection winked back perfectly.

Soon, Bloomhouse had a new celebrity.
The math genius, now “the Barbie of equations,” filled auditoriums with her new course: Quantitative Aesthetics.
“What does makeup have to do with science?” a journalist asked.
Candy smiled. “Everything. Symmetry is the basis of beauty. I just adjusted the variables.”

Her former calculus professor began inviting her to private tutoring sessions.
“You’re my most beautiful equation,” he used to say.
She laughed, tossing her perfectly wavy hair.

And on her desk, between formulas and perfumes, a new pastel cube waited.
Its faces glowed in shades of cream, fuchsia, and gold.
The label, written in cursive, read:
“Level 2: Become Barbie.”

Candy picked it up between her fingers, smiled…
and turned it once.
Click. The room filled with glitter again.
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Chapter 14 Silken Revealed

The dawn over Bloomhouse University had a strange glow, as if the mist carried a faint pink hue, barely perceptible. The flowers in the central garden—the same that had always been white—now woke with magenta glimmers on the edges of their petals. And though no one else seemed to notice, Chloe did.

“Something’s happening,” she murmured, watching a group of students crossing the campus.
Almost all of them were girls.
Or rather: there were no first-year boys left.

Mike, Jake, and Noah arrived soon after, with dark circles under their eyes and watery coffees in hand.
“Did you count right?” Jake asked. “Because I swear there were still a couple in literature class yesterday.”
Chloe shook her head, checking her phone. “I counted. Twenty-three new girls since the last report, all with recent registrations—and the names match the missing ones.”
Sophia appeared from the library stairs, a folder tucked under her arm. “And the medical files are altered. Not just names. Dates, records, even the photos.”
“So nobody remembers now?” Noah asked, glancing around as if expecting a male face to emerge from the crowd. “Not even the professors?”
Sophia pressed her lips together. “No. It’s like they never existed.”
Jake ran a hand through his hair. “Perfect. A whole university turned into a beauty boutique and no one notices.”
“Enough,” said Mike. “We can complain or do something. And we already know who’s behind it.”

The name hung between them, unspoken.
Veil.

Rebecca Veil had changed in the last few days. She was no longer just the charismatic professor. Now, whenever she appeared in public, she seemed to radiate a feverish energy. The students followed her with devotion. The hallways filled with her perfume—a floral scent with metallic undertones, as if the very essence of the campus had absorbed her presence.

That Thursday, Veil was giving a lecture outdoors, in front of a crowd of students—most of them recently feminized.
“Remember,” she said with a radiant smile, “the body is not limited to what we were given. It’s an editable surface, malleable—a canvas that can and must be rewritten.”
The girls nodded, entranced.
Chloe, standing among them, recorded everything on her phone.
Mike watched her from behind.
“She’s preparing something,” he whispered. “Look at her hands.”

Veil gestured as she spoke, and between her fingers gleamed small metallic tubes, like cosmetic syringes. She slipped them into her purse quickly, as if hiding tools.
“Those aren’t cosmetics,” said Sophia. “They’re injectors. The same kind from Lana’s case.”
Jake clenched his jaw. “Then what are we waiting for?”
“An opportunity,” Chloe replied. “Tonight.”

That night, the fog fell early over Bloomhouse.
The campus, nearly deserted, smelled of rain and Bloom No.9 perfume.
The group met by the Contemporary Art building, where Veil often held her private classes.
Mike carried a flashlight.
Jake had his video camera.
Sophia held copies of the falsified medical reports.
Chloe, a plan—and a stubborn gaze.
Noah, nervous as always, tried to stay close to everyone.
“Are we sure about this?” he asked, trembling a little.
“Yes,” Chloe said. “If anyone can prove Veil and Silken are the same person, it’s us.”

From the third-floor window, they saw a silhouette cross.
It was her.
Rebecca Veil, in her black coat and carrying a shining folder under her arm, walking briskly.

“She seems in a hurry,” whispered Sophia.
Jake focused the camera. “Or scared.”

But no.

When Veil reached the end of the hallway, she stopped. She looked at her reflection in the glass, smiled… and spoke to herself.
“Not much left,” she said softly. “So little time, and still so much left to beautify.”

The group held their breath.

Veil adjusted her coat and continued toward the lower laboratory, where she kept the materials for her research.
Mike followed her, crouched low.
Chloe and the others slipped after him, pressed to the shadows.

For a moment, the echo of her heels was so sharp it felt like a metronome.

Veil’s lab was filled with things that belonged to no university course.
Unlabeled bottles.
Boxes with erased logos.
Screens displaying graphs with familiar names: Penny. Maria. Lana. Clarice. Candy.
Each one with a new photo, a detailed “before and after.”

“Jesus…” muttered Jake.

Sophia stepped closer to one of the screens.
“They’re all first-years. She has complete files. Dates, campus coordinates, chemical compositions.”

Chloe opened a folder on the table.
Inside were clippings, napkins, even a piece of satin fabric stained with lip gloss.
And in the corner, a note written in elegant handwriting:
“Every soul deserves its most beautiful version.”

“It’s her,” said Mike. “No doubt.”

But before they could say another word, a voice rang out behind them.

“Do you like my fieldwork?”

Veil stood in the doorway. Her face was calm, but her eyes—large, shining—held a glint of something inhuman.

“Professor…” began Chloe. “This isn’t what it looks like.”

“Oh, darling,” interrupted Veil with a smile. “Everything is always exactly what it looks like. You just don’t understand it yet.”

She stepped forward. Her perfume filled the air.

“You know what’s saddest? That you still think you can stop me. But it’s no longer a matter of individuals. It’s evolution.”

“Evolution?” repeated Mike.

“Of course. Beauty is the next language. Women aren’t victims. They’re the answer.”

Noah, almost without realizing it, took a step forward. “And the boys?”

Veil tilted her head, as if studying him fondly.
“Boys just need a better translation.”

Jake clenched his fists. “This ends now.”

She smiled, radiant.
“Then I suppose you don’t need an invitation to the premiere.”

And with a graceful turn, she left the laboratory, leaving behind a cloud of perfume and an echo of laughter.

The group stood in silence for several seconds.
The air in the lab was thick, vibrating, almost electric.

Sophia looked at the others. “We have to get ready. If what she’s planning is big, we can’t wait for the police.”
Jake nodded. “Sheriff Miller won’t listen. She’ll call it mass hysteria.”
“Then it’s on us,” said Mike. “No one else.”
Chloe tucked the folder of evidence under her arm. “This stops being research. It’s resistance.”
Noah took a deep breath. “And if we get caught… will she turn us too?”
Chloe looked at him sharply. “Then let her try.”

Mike reached his hand toward the center.
“For Bloomhouse,” he said.
“For everyone who no longer remembers who they were,” added Sophia.
“And for the girls who don’t exist yet,” murmured Chloe.

Jake placed his hand over theirs.
“We’re going to end Silken.”

Noah hesitated for an instant… then smiled. “Or die trying.”

The laboratory lights flickered once, as if something—or someone—were listening.
Outside, the wind rose, carrying a trace of sweet perfume, almost imperceptible.
The echo of Veil’s heels faded down the campus corridors.

And in the air, like an invisible warning, drifted a whisper none of them heard—but all of them felt:
“True beauty… never rests.”


Chapter 15 Theater of Transfiguration

The air smelled of ozone and expensive perfume.
Mike, Jake, and Noah crossed the metal door with trembling flashlights. Chloe and Sophia followed from a distance, hidden behind a beam, recording everything on their phones.
The silence felt heavy, expectant.

“This is insane,” murmured Jake.
“Just record everything,” said Mike grimly. “If we get even one piece of proof, we can stop her.”
But Noah, always more sensitive, looked around with a mix of fear and fascination. “I don’t know… it smells like perfume. Like she knew we were coming.”

The sound of a heel echoed from the upper catwalk.
One echo, then another, then a voice, amplified by hidden speakers.
“Of course I knew, little dolls. The brave ones always arrive… right before the final act.”

The lights burst on all at once. And there she was.
Rebecca Veil—or rather, the Silken Stalker—in a red vinyl suit, pearl-latex surgical gloves, and a belt full of instruments that looked halfway between medical tools and fashion accessories. Her mask was translucent, laced with luminous circuits that pulsed with every word.

“Welcome to the dress rehearsal,” she said with a smile. “I already have my stars… but I was missing male leads. Though that’s easy to fix.”

The boys tried to retreat, but the doors shut behind them with a hydraulic snap. From the walls descended mechanical arms covered in shimmering fabric, like ribbons that breathed.

“Guys!” shouted Sophia from outside. “Run!”

Too late.

Silken descended the stairs like a diva on a runway. Every move seemed choreographed, every word a venomous caress.
Her hands, wrapped in intelligent gloves, glimmered with electric butterfly-shaped pulses.

Mike was the first to face her. “You’re not touching me.”
Silken smiled, stepping close enough for him to smell her perfume—a blend of champagne, silicone, and artificial flowers.
“Dear Mike… always the hero.”

She brushed his cheek with the back of her glove. “Your kind of masculinity is obsolete. But don’t worry… obsolescence recycles into beauty.”

A soft hum, a pink flash, and from her glove drifted an ultrafine mist. Mike felt his body numb, pulse racing. The lights shifted hue, wrapping him in a metallic glow. His reflection, projected on one of the screens, showed a figure beginning to redefine—softer contours, moist lips, skin polished like glass.

“Luna,” Silken murmured almost tenderly. “That will be the first one’s name.”
“What… what are you doing to me?” he stammered, staring at his hands—now sheathed in satin gloves he didn’t remember putting on.
“Just giving you a more interesting role, sweetheart.”

Jake lunged toward him, but a flash of light blinded him. From the ceiling, a fleet of drones descended, carrying flexible tubes that writhed like translucent serpents.
The air vibrated with a soft rhythm—a pop melody from the eighties mixed with the hum of electronic scalpels.

“Jake, always the joker,” said Silken, turning toward him. “You deserve something fun… and dazzling.”

The Stalker’s glove activated a holographic projector that enclosed Jake in a dome of light. Inside, tiny electric arcs traced lines of makeup across his face—eyeliner, cheek shimmer, metallic dust. The sensors on her belt chirped approvingly.

“Perfect. Jade… yes, Jade. A jewel cut under pressure.”

Jake blinked, eyes lined, his skin smoothed by a layer of cosmetic nanopowder. His reflection revealed a beautiful androgyny—dangerous, radiant.
“What… what did you do?” he whispered, touching his face.
Silken winked. “I optimized you.”

Noah, frozen between awe and terror, tried to run toward a side exit. The surrounding screens began to play clips of former victims—Penny, Maria, Lana—all smiling at the camera, dressed in their new identities. Each repeated the same phrase:
“Being pretty doesn’t hurt… that much.”

“Stop!” Noah shouted, covering his ears. But Silken’s voice was impossible to silence.

She approached him with a slow, almost maternal step. “Ah, you don’t really want to run. You just don’t know who you’re still trying to love.”
“I…” he stammered, breath trembling. “I don’t want to be like them.”
“Them?” Silken corrected softly, touching his chest with a single finger. “We don’t say ‘them’ anymore, darling. You’re almost there.”

The Stalker’s gloves gave off a faint vibration, a whisper of current. Noah felt the fabric of his university uniform cling to his skin, melting into something finer, shinier. His voice, when he tried to protest, broke into a sigh.
“Nova,” murmured Silken, lowering her head to look at him closely. “You’ll be my star. The sweetest of all.”

The lights in the hall dimmed.
Only the hum of the systems, the ragged breathing of the three boys, and Silken’s soft laughter filled the air.

At the window, Chloe and Sophia saw everything but couldn’t get in. The glass was polarized from the inside—they could only watch. Chloe pounded the frame in fury. “No! Jake, please!”
But inside, Jake—or Jade—no longer seemed to recognize her.

The process wasn’t violent, but it was absolute: layers of cosmetic technology, microvibrations, lights reshaping clothing and hair, sensors rewriting patterns of movement.
Every change was a caress.
Every step, a surrender.

When the music stopped, the three stood on stage beneath a rain of glitter released by the drones.
Luna, in a white vinyl jumpsuit and pearly lips, looked like a star ready to debut.
Jade, in a cropped leather jacket and black stockings, smiled with bold defiance.
Nova, in a soft romantic dress with a high collar, touched her face, stunned by her reflection.

Silken watched them with satisfaction, turning a tablet in her hands.
“They’re calibrated,” she murmured, checking their vitals. “My models 3.0. Fresh self-esteems, tuned voices, statistically perfect curves.”

Luna stepped forward.
“I… what am I now?”
Silken came up behind him, lifting his chin with elegant fingers. “You’re the version the world always wanted to see… only you were the last to admit it.”

Around them, the screens showed their old names crossed out in red strokes, replaced with their new ones—bright, animated, styled like an ad campaign.

Chloe broke down crying. Sophia held her, trying to drag her away from the glass. “We can’t do anything now. We have to get help!”

Inside, Silken raised her arms—dramatic, triumphant.
The stage began to rotate slowly, and the lights centered on her three new creations.
“My darlings,” she said in a director’s satisfied tone, “the rehearsal is over. Now we’re ready for the main performance.”

The automated cameras began to record.
The Bloomhouse University logo flickered on the screens, replaced by a silk butterfly.

Silken smiled, looking at her three new muses.
“They’re perfect,” she said. “And the best part… is they still don’t remember who they were.”

The echo of her heels blended with the soft electronic music.
The lights faded.
Only the upright figures of Luna, Jade, and Nova remained, reflected on the glossy floor, breathing in unison—still confused, but beautiful.

Outside, the night stayed still.
The city slept.
And Silken, satisfied, exhaled a triumphant sigh as she closed the door behind her.
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Chapter 16 The New Routine

Dawn over Bloomhouse had a new hue.
Rosy, radiant, almost artificial.
The windows across the campus reflected a satin brightness, as if the entire place had been polished overnight.
And in a way—it had.

Sophia woke with a heavy mind. She had dreamt of Mike, of his deep voice laughing somewhere in the theater’s shadows… but when she turned, the first thing she saw was a strand of blond hair resting on the pillow.
A floral scent, a faint sound of breathing.
And a soft, sweet, familiar voice, murmuring half-asleep:
“Good morning, Sophia.”

It took Sophia a few seconds to process it.
The figure beside her was female, beautiful, with smooth, gleaming skin. She wore a cropped Bloomhouse T-shirt, and around her neck hung a silver pendant shaped like a crescent moon.
“Luna…” she whispered, as if the name had been waiting on her tongue.
And then she remembered.
Mike no longer existed.

Luna sat up amid satin sheets, smiling with effortless ease. “Did you stay up late again? I told you we’ve got Visual Communication tomorrow, and Professor Veil hates dark circles.”
Sophia stared, speechless. Everything about Luna moved with spontaneous sensuality, a new rhythm all her own.
Her hair fell in perfect waves; her pink nails gleamed against the whiteness of the comforter.
She looked so much like Mike in the eyes—and yet nothing like him anywhere else.
“I forgot,” murmured Sophia, forcing a smile. “I was just… thinking.”
Luna pulled her close gently, resting her forehead against hers. “Don’t think so much, love. You’re here with me, and that’s enough.”
Her voice had a melodic tone, sweeter than any memory.
Sophia closed her eyes. She pretended to return the kiss Luna gave her, and for a fleeting instant, she let herself forget the horror.

Meanwhile, at the campus café, Chloe stirred sugar into her coffee with trembling hands.
Across from her, Jade crossed her legs with the calm of someone who had never known another body.
“You okay?” Jade asked, tilting her head. “You’ve been acting weird since last night.”
Chloe swallowed hard. Her reflection in the window showed her sitting beside a tall, striking girl in a glossy leather jacket, radiating shameless charm.
Jake.
No—Jade.
“I’m just tired,” Chloe lied. “Yesterday was… a lot.”
“Yeah, but worth it, right?” Jade grinned mischievously. “The show, the theater, the music… it was all so perfect.”

Her fingers brushed Chloe’s hand—soft, electric.
“I swear I dreamt about you,” she added in a whisper. “About us.”
Chloe tried to pull her hand away, but Jade held it gently.

She was so convincing. So certain.
The lips, the perfume, even the way she looked at her—everything about Jade seemed designed to be irresistible.
“Jade…” Chloe breathed. “Do you… remember anything? Something before this. Before you.”
The girl blinked, puzzled. “Before me?”
A slow smile curved her mouth. “Sweetheart, how could there be anything before me?”

She laughed—the same laugh Jake once had, but now it chimed like crystal.
Chloe bit her lip. She didn’t know whether to cry or scream.

By noon, the three new girls—Luna, Jade, and Nova—met in front of the Arts building.
The sun glimmered over their hair, making them look like a trio of models from a university magazine.

They wore feminine versions of their old outfits—short skirts, white jackets, satin stockings.
Sophia and Chloe watched them from afar, not daring to approach at first.
But Luna saw them first.

“Sophia!” she shouted, waving brightly. “Come on, I saved you a seat.”

Sophia walked toward them, feeling the weight of the world in her steps.
Nova—who had once been Noah—greeted her with a kiss on the cheek.
“We missed you in design class!” she said with a sweet, almost childlike smile.
Her voice carried a trace of shyness, but also a new warmth.

Chloe arrived just behind her, struggling to keep her composure.
“Hi, girls,” she said, forcing a smile.
Jade leaned toward her with a mischievous glint. “You look gorgeous today. That color’s divine on you.”
“Thanks…” Chloe murmured, wishing that the teasing held the familiar tone it once had—but it didn’t.

The entire campus felt different.
The laughter was higher, the voices softer.
Groups in the halls shimmered with pastel colors, glitter, perfume.
The male first-year population had simply… vanished.

Sophia noticed it most in sociology class.
Once, the desks had been filled with distracted guys—athletes, nerds, talkers.
Now, only girls.
All of them graceful, smiling, luminous.
No one remembered that it had ever been otherwise.

Professor Veil—the Silken Stalker in her polished academic disguise—entered to a gentle round of applause.
She wore a black silk suit and mirrored glasses that reflected her students as a mosaic of perfection.
“Today,” she said in her honeyed voice, “we’ll discuss the social evolution of femininity. How adaptation means survival.”

As she spoke, Luna took notes eagerly, Jade chewed her pencil dreamily, and Nova gazed at Veil with hypnotic devotion.
Only Sophia and Chloe seemed out of sync, as if living in another language entirely.

Veil walked between the rows.
“Do you know what defines a modern woman?”
Silence.
“Her ability to reinvent herself,” she continued. “To shed her old version without mourning her.”

Her eyes landed, for an instant, on Sophia.
A short glance—but charged with intent.
Sophia lowered her gaze.

After class, the group gathered in the garden.
Luna lay on the grass, her head resting on Sophia’s lap.
Jade braided Chloe’s hair.
Nova, calm and serene, painted her nails with a holographic polish that caught the sunset.

“We should go to the lake tomorrow,” suggested Luna. “They say with the new lighting, the water looks like a mirror.”
“What if we do a photo shoot?” added Jade. “I’ve got a ring light in my dorm. I can bring it.”

Sophia and Chloe exchanged glances.
Both knew something was deeply wrong—but the other three radiated happiness.
Genuine.
Almost contagious.

“Yeah, sure,” Sophia said finally. “We can do that.”
Luna’s eyes lit up with joy, and for a moment, Sophia saw Mike.
The gesture was the same.
That half-smile before kissing her.
That way of holding her like anything was possible.
Only now, her lips had a pink sheen, and her voice was a tender whisper.

“I love you,” said Luna, without hesitation.
“I’ve always loved you.”

Sophia swallowed hard. There was no lie in her tone.
It was sincere.
Perhaps more sincere than ever.

A few meters away, Chloe tried to keep her composure while Jade played with her fingers.
“What’s going on in that pretty little head?” Jade asked, leaning close to her ear.
“Nothing,” Chloe said in a thin voice.
“You’re thinking about me, I bet,” Jade teased. “You were always so serious, but when you smile… I swear you melt me.”

The laughter that followed was so genuine that Chloe felt her heart break.

As night fell, the entire campus pulsed with new energy.
Posters of pink butterflies lined the halls.
Student announcements spoke of “Transformation Week” and “Self-Image Workshops.”
Veil appeared on massive screens, smiling, her voice echoing through the speakers as everyone unconsciously repeated her words:
“To be you, but better. To be new. To be silky.”

Chloe and Sophia walked together back to their dorms.
The campus lights cast a pastel glow over the wet pavement.
“There’s no one left,” Chloe said quietly.
“Not a single boy.”
Sophia nodded. “And the worst part… no one even seems to remember.”

They walked in silence for a few steps.
From a nearby window came the sound of laughter—Luna, Jade, and Nova trying on clothes in front of a mirror.
Pop music, perfume, joy.

Chloe clenched her fists.
“Silken won.”
Sophia looked toward the window, where Luna—her Luna—spun before the mirror, eyes shining with the belief that she had finally reached perfection.
“Yes,” she whispered. “But if we still remember… then it isn’t over yet.”

The laughter faded slowly as they walked down the hall, and the echo of silk perfume lingered behind them.


Chapter 17 Nights of Silk

Life at Bloomhouse had softened.
The air smelled of perfume, the walls seemed to hum with a new pulse.
Days were slow and golden; nights damp, heavy with whispers.
Three girls—Luna, Jade, and Nova—had grown into their femininity as though it had always lived within them.
But beneath the surface of laughter and pink-foamed coffee, desire throbbed quietly, waiting for room to breathe.

The sky carried that violet tint that always made Sophia sigh.
Luna was waiting outside the café, a silk scarf tied at her neck.
She smiled as if the cold couldn’t touch her.
“You’re late,” said Sophia, feigning annoyance.
“I’m always worth the wait,” Luna replied, with that wink that could undo any argument.

They ordered two cappuccinos, sat by the window.
They didn’t talk much. Their hands found each other between cups, barely brushing.
Luna smelled of vanilla, damp flowers, and something faintly electric.
“You know,” murmured Sophia, “sometimes I can’t remember what things were like before.”
Luna tilted her head, eyes large and shining. “You don’t need to remember. Just feel.”

Silence thickened between them.
When Sophia took her hand, Luna leaned in slowly, kissing her with the softness of someone who understood the power of patience.
The kiss deepened, lengthened, filled with shallow breaths and trembling sighs.

Later, in Sophia’s room, the air smelled of rain and desire, as if the drops were still falling on skin instead of glass.
Luna guided her gently toward the couch, that same mix of shyness and devotion shaping every touch. Her gaze carried no urgency—it was a caress that undressed more than hands ever could.

Her lips traced Sophia’s neck, found the pulse beneath her skin, the tender hollow of her collarbone, the warm curve of her shoulder. Sophia trembled, not from modesty but from recognition; each kiss confirmed what she already knew, what she had already accepted.

She cupped Luna’s face, still searching in her features for a shadow of Mike, the echo of the boy she once knew. But what she found was different—the new softness of her skin, the damp gleam of her lips, the almost luminous smoothness of her body. Luna had changed. Fully feminized, her skin felt like warm porcelain, her breasts rose and fell with each breath, nipples taut beneath the thin fabric of her blouse. And still, between her thighs, her sex remained—not hard, but trembling, desire alive without tension.

“You’re still you,” Sophia whispered, and Luna smiled with her eyes closed, breath catching between them.

Luna moved slowly, her fingers gliding down Sophia’s thighs with a tenderness that felt like prayer. The fabric of her shorts slid lower, barely brushing skin. Sophia opened her legs with a small, yielding motion. Luna knelt between them, head bowed, lips grazing the edge of her underwear before pulling it aside.

The first touch was timid, wet—a stroke of tongue that drew an instant moan from Sophia’s lips. “Ahh…”

The sound filled the room, broken, mingling with the rhythm of the rain. Luna worshiped her with steady devotion, her tongue moving slow and sure, seeking nothing for herself, only Sophia’s pleasure. Her hands gripped her thighs, thumbs tracing circles while her mouth descended, pressing, exploring, tasting.

Sophia arched, fingers tangled in Luna’s hair, her breath erratic. Luna’s body trembled between her legs, not from effort but from how deeply she felt her; the contact stirred heat within her, spreading without stiffness—want in its purest, quietest form.

“Luna…” Sophia gasped, a breath breaking into soft cries as the tongue found the perfect point, the perfect rhythm.
“Shh…” Luna murmured, not lifting her head, her voice rough, mouth busy drawing pleasure with each wet, precise motion.

Sophia melted, thighs tightening, fingers clenching, hips rising instinctively toward her mouth. The climax came like a warm current rushing through her body, a long pulse that made her moan aloud—“ah—ahhh…”—as her back arched and her breath broke into shivers.

Luna held her until the trembling subsided, kissing the inside of her thighs, moving slowly upward to her stomach. Sophia drew her closer, kissed her lips with tender hunger, still tasting the echo of herself on her tongue. The shared taste was salty, intimate, and their mouths sought each other again, full of warmth, breath, and skin.

The silence afterward was tender, a wordless rest. Luna nestled against her, her head on Sophia’s chest, her soft breasts pressed to warm skin, her breathing slow and steady. Sophia stroked her hair, and for the first time, she didn’t feel loss. She felt wholeness, as if the transformation hadn’t erased anything at all—only revealed a purer form of love.

Chloe had promised herself she wouldn’t open the door that night. But the gentle knock betrayed her.
“I know you’re awake,” sang a voice from the other side.

It was Jade.
Her hair was still damp, her denim jacket half fastened, her cheeks flushed from the cold.
She wore that insolent smile—and carried a small paper bag filled with chocolates and candles.
“I came to sweeten your bad mood.”

Chloe tried to stay firm. “You don’t understand, Jade. You… you’re not you.”
The other laughed, setting the bag on the table. “You always say that. And I always tell you the same thing—stop looking for the boy you think you lost. I’m right here. I’ve always been this.”

She stepped closer.
Her perfume—leather and gardenias—wrapped around Chloe; her warm breath brushed her cheek.
“Does it hurt so much that I love you like this?”

Chloe wanted to answer, but Jade took her hand and guided her to the couch.
Jade’s hands were smaller now, softer, every movement measured to dissolve distance.
“Just relax,” she murmured. “Let me take care of you.”

The massage began innocently, but skin betrayed both intentions—the one that wanted to touch and the one that couldn’t let go.
Firm pressure on her shoulders softened into slow strokes, thumbs tracing lines down her neck to her collarbone. Chloe’s breathing slowed; her eyes closed as Jade’s weight leaned closer.
“You’re so beautiful when you stop resisting,” Jade whispered, her voice low enough to vibrate inside Chloe’s ear more than outside it.

Chloe looked up and saw that spark she recognized—the one that had once belonged to Jake—only now it glowed with something new: tenderness, shyness, and a strength that no longer needed to pretend hardness.
“Jade…”
“Shhh.”

The kiss was inevitable—a touch that began clumsy and deepened until both of them were breathing through each other. The air thickened, heavy with perfume and the sound of lips. Jade pushed her gently, guiding her down.
For a long moment they only looked at each other, cheeks flushed, chests rising and falling in quick rhythm. Then Jade smiled nervously and said,
“You know… maybe tonight’s the night to use it.”

Chloe raised an eyebrow. “Use what?”
“The thing you keep… that box in your closet. You said you’d like to try it someday.”

Color flooded Chloe’s ears. “You still remember that?”
“Of course. I never forget promises that make me curious.”

A taut silence. Jade bit her lower lip, then added softly,
“We could try it. If you want.”

Chloe’s heartbeat thundered in her chest; she hesitated, swallowed hard—but the gleam of anticipation in Jade’s eyes broke her defenses.
“Okay,” she said at last, her voice barely a thread.

The candlelight painted golden shadows across the walls. Chloe opened the closet drawer and, with a nervous laugh, took out the small black case. The sound of the zipper filled the room’s hush.
Jade watched with a mix of fear and curiosity, her chest rising quickly under the thin camisole.

The leather harness was cold at first, but Jade’s hands touched it reverently, helping her fasten it, her fingers grazing Chloe’s skin at every buckle as if the act itself were another caress. Their breathing slowed, thickened.
“Easy,” Jade whispered, lying back slowly on the couch. “There’s no rush.”

Chloe leaned over her, hands trembling, and kissed her.
The contact deepened—wet, lingering—their bodies aligning until no space remained between them.
The rhythm that followed was awkward at first, guided by breath, by moans and instinctive movement. Jade’s arms locked around her back, fingers digging into skin; between each kiss and sigh came a soft sound, half fear, half pleasure.
“Yes… there… just like that…” Jade gasped, a broken laugh trembling in her throat as her body quivered beneath Chloe’s weight.

Chloe felt something new—power, mixed with tenderness; she didn’t dominate, she followed, moving to the pace Jade set. The candles flickered, their shadows swaying over the walls, the air turning dense, salty, humid with breath and the slide of skin.

Pleasure didn’t explode—it came in slow waves, one atop another, until both of them were sighing again and again. Jade arched, hair tangled across the couch, mouth open in a moan that faded against Chloe’s neck.

When it was over, they stayed entwined, breathing the same rhythm.
Jade’s eyes shone as she smiled against her skin.
“I always knew you wanted to try it too,” she murmured.
Chloe let out a shaky laugh. “Shut up.”
“But you loved it.”
“Maybe.”

The silence that followed didn’t need words—only the patter of rain on the window, the scent of melting candles, and the warmth that still vibrated between them, reminding both that they had crossed a boundary… and somehow, had no reason to go back.

In another place, Nova was staring at herself in the cinema’s bathroom mirror. The cold light slid over her smooth skin, tracing the curve of her neck, the sheen of freshly applied gloss. The pink dress fit her perfectly, as if the fabric had surrendered to her body—hugging the curve of her hips, the faint tremor of her breathing.
“All ready,” she whispered, looking into her own eyes, as if granting herself permission to be desired.

Outside, Alex was waiting, fingers playing with his keys, gaze fixed on the door. When he saw her emerge, the air itself seemed to stop.
“You look… wow.”
Nova smiled, a subtle curl of her lips. “I know.”

She took his arm, and they walked beneath the neon lights, wrapped in that artificial glow that made everything feel possible. During the movie, the laughter in the theater faded away; the only real thing was the brush of their hands on the armrest. A touch. A glance. A shared pulse.
Alex let his hand slide down to her leg, and when his fingertips brushed the soft silk of her stocking, Nova felt her skin ignite from within. She didn’t pull away. Instead, she pressed his hand gently, inviting more.

When the lights came up, neither of them wanted it to end.
“A drink?” he asked softly.
“Of course,” she replied, without hesitation.

In the hotel bar, the music moved like a sigh, and the golden lights stroked her skin as if already aware of what would happen next. Nova crossed her legs, letting her skirt slip slightly higher, suggesting more than it showed. Alex couldn’t look away.
“You’re different,” he murmured, leaning closer.
“So they say,” she replied with that tilted smile—the one that could undo anyone.

Their conversation was a dance of suggestion and silence, laughter hiding desire.
When they stepped into the elevator, tension thickened in the air. In the mirrored walls, their reflections seemed to reach for each other before their bodies did. Nova bit her lip; Alex swallowed hard, captive to the gesture.

In the room, the air smelled of perfume and promise.
As soon as the door closed, he caught her by the waist and kissed her—not clumsy, but urgent, wet, his teeth grazing her lower lip.
Nova answered with a muffled moan, feeling his hands trace her back, slipping lower to the hem of her dress.

His touch was slow at first, reverent, as though he wanted to memorize her.
Nova trembled—not from doubt, but from pleasure. Her newly discovered body responded to each caress with a rising tide of warmth. He undressed her without haste, watching as the pink fabric pooled at her feet.
“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, voice rough.
“And all yours,” she whispered, resting her forehead against his chest.

Her breasts, sensitive, responded to his hands, nipples tightening under his kisses. Alex moved down, his tongue drawing slow paths along her skin. Nova arched, releasing a deep moan that filled the room.
When he carried her to the bed, her body was all contradiction and want. He looked at her in awe, fingers tracing the line of her abdomen, sliding lower until he felt the heat throbbing between her thighs. Nova gasped, clutching his hand.
“Don’t stop.”

Their movements found rhythm—slow, wet, a new language learned through touch.
When he entered her, the world contracted to that single instant.
Nova cried out, nails digging into his back. Each thrust was deeper, closer to the edge.
Alex kissed her, drinking her sounds, while she wrapped her legs around him, trembling, exhaling his name between breaths.

The pleasure grew like a tide, leaving no space for shame or fear. Only skin, moans, and the shared tremor of release.

Hours later, when dawn filtered its pale light through the curtains, Nova rose, wrapped in the sheet.
In the mirror, her makeup was smudged, her hair tousled—but her smile held something new: the certainty of having been desired, of having owned herself.
She touched her lips, remembering his taste.
“I guess there’s no going back.”

And there wasn’t.


Chapter 18 The Romance of Clarice and the Assistant

Night fell over Bloomhouse with a glow of damp lamplight and an air like freshly uncorked wine. Clarice walked down the main avenue, her heels marking the slow rhythm of someone who no longer feared the sound of her own steps. The silk of her black dress brushed her thighs with the intimate touch of a memory, and the corset beneath the fabric, the one she couldn’t take off even if she wanted to, kept her upright as though beauty itself hurt by contract.
In the shop windows, reflections returned her fragmented: wine-colored lips, a neck wrapped in pearls, lace gloves hiding the grooves of another life. Claudio would have hated those gloves. Claudio hated everything he couldn’t control. But Clarice—oh, Clarice loved whatever made her tremble.
In front of the restaurant Le Petit Crime, the burgundy awning dripped with recent rain. Inside, the lights were warm and the walls adorned with portraits of famous murderers: glamour and death, a perfect pairing.
Daniel Carter waited for her at a corner table, impeccable as always: gray cashmere sweater, white shirt open at the collar, glasses that gleamed every time he lowered his eyes toward the menu. He looked like a man born to analyze crime scenes and broken hearts with the same precision.
When he saw her come in, he rose immediately, pulling out the chair for her.
"Clarice…" he said, his voice carrying that calm that melted even the stiffest masks. "You were always the best detective… but now you’re the best company."
Clarice smiled. It was a trembling, new smile, made of modesty and desire in equal measure.
"That sounds like a compliment with a criminal record."
Daniel laughed. "Then I plead guilty."
The waiter brought the wine without being asked. It was a dark burgundy, almost black, smelling of ripe fruit and late confessions. Daniel filled both glasses, and the clink of crystal seemed to seal a pact.
As they spoke, the murmur of the restaurant dissolved, as though the entire night were listening.
"You know," said Daniel, watching her over the rim of his glass, "sometimes I reread your old reports. The ones about Claudio. I’m always surprised at how different you were."
Clarice paused, fork in the air. "Different how?"
"More… paranoid. Harder. You never smiled. Now…" his gaze dropped to her painted lips, "…now it’s hard not to look at you."
She set the fork down on the plate. "He was afraid."
"Of what?"
"Of himself. Of everything he could feel and never dared to say."
Daniel nodded slowly. "I suppose we all fear what changes us."
"And you?" asked Clarice. "What do you fear?"
"Missing the chance to really know someone."
The phrase disarmed her. She felt the corset tighten just where her heart began.
The waiter appeared with their dishes: rare steak for him, salmon with pink sauce for her. The irony did not go unnoticed. Claudio had always preferred red meat; Clarice couldn’t stand it. The metallic taste reminded her of needles, scalpels, the perfume of the Stalker seeping through the folds of fear.
They ate slowly. Daniel spoke about a new case at the university: a series of thefts in the chemistry labs. Clarice feigned interest, though in truth she was fascinated by his gestures: the way he touched his glasses, the faint way he smiled, how his fingers brushed the glass with a surgeon’s precision.
When dessert arrived—a dark cake with white cream—Daniel took the small knife from the center and set it aside to make space between them. Then, naturally, he slid his hand across the table and caught hers.
The lace gloves didn’t hide the tremor.
"I don’t care what they did to you, Clarice," he said softly. "I care that you survived… and that now you smile more."
The wine mingled with the saliva she swallowed to keep from breaking.
"Surviving isn’t always living."
"But you’re alive. And that’s enough to start another story."
She looked into his eyes, and for an instant she saw the reflection of her former self: the rigid shadow of Claudio, his distrust, his need to control everything. But Daniel didn’t look at her with pity or crude desire, but with a tenderness that hurt.
"Do you think people can really change?" she asked.
He leaned in a little. "I don’t know. But you didn’t change, Clarice. You just revealed yourself."

The silence that followed was thick, electric. Outside, the rain struck the windows as if applauding their shared bravery.
The waiter refilled their glasses. The night moved slowly, suspended between dim lights and the echo of violins.
"You know what’s ironic?" said Clarice. "Le Petit Crime. A restaurant about famous murders. And here we are, committing the sweetest crime."
"Which one?"
"Burying the past."
Daniel raised his glass. "I’ll drink to that."
She mirrored the gesture. "And I’ll drink to the witnesses who’ll never speak."
Their laughter blended with the sound of crystal, and something in Daniel’s gaze changed. He was no longer the assistant taking notes on cases; he was a man looking at a woman as if she were his first solved mystery.
When they left the restaurant, the air was humid, perfumed with a mix of wine and rain. The streets shone like shattered mirrors.
Daniel offered his arm, and she accepted without thinking.
"Shall I walk you to your apartment?"
"If you do, I promise not to interrogate you."
"A dangerous promise."
They walked beneath a single umbrella. The closeness was so natural they didn’t even try to feign distance. Each step echoed on the cobblestones, and Clarice thought how absurd it was to feel something so human after having been molded into a living work of art.
In front of the building, he stopped.
"I’m not Claudio," he said.
She took a deep breath. The key hung from her neck, cold against her skin.
"I know."
Daniel didn’t move to kiss her, and that restraint was the most erotic gesture of the night. Clarice stepped forward, took hold of his sweater, and pulled him toward her. Their lips met briefly, but with an intensity that made even the lights of the doorway tremble.
The wine-red lipstick remained on his neck, like a signature.
"Come back soon, detective."
He smiled, blushing like someone who hadn’t expected so much. "Only if the suspect promises to reoffend."
Clarice watched him walk away through the rain. Each drop seemed to trace the outline of her thoughts. When she finally went up to her apartment, she removed her gloves slowly. The marks of the bindings gleamed like secret tattoos.
She looked at herself in the mirror.
Clarice. Not Claudio.
Her lips still red. The corset pulsing like a foreign heart.
From the window, she could see the street and the distant glow of the streetlights. Daniel was gone. But something else remained.
A still silhouette, on the sidewalk across the street, held up a phone toward her window.
The flash was quick, almost invisible, but enough.
Clarice felt a chill run down her back. She pulled the curtain down with a sharp gesture.
In the silence that followed, her phone vibrated on the table.
A message with no sender:
"Freedom always has cameras, doll."
Outside, the wind moved the branches with the rhythm of applause, and the echo of their last kiss still hung in the air like evidence.
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Chapter 19 The Night of Clarice and Daniel: Between Shadows and Satin

The door closed with a click that sounded more intimate than a kiss. The echo dissolved among the shelves of Daniel’s apartment, and Clarice felt the night seal itself inside with her, with him, with everything she had decided to leave behind.
The apartment smelled of leather, paper, and wine. The criminology books were arranged by color, forming a gradient from gray to crimson. The Tiffany lamp cast its light over the walls, painting flowers and fingerprints that seemed to move with every breath. And at the center stood the bed, dressed in black sheets that gleamed like a scene carefully staged for the sweetest interrogation.
Daniel looked at her with a serenity that was almost a challenge.
"Are you sure you want this?" he asked, his voice barely louder than the brush of air. With the tips of his fingers, he traced the edge of the lace glove covering her forearm, as if reading a delicate document.
Clarice swallowed. "Yes… I do."
That "yes" was a confession, a surrender, and a rebirth all at once.
Daniel smiled. "Then come."
He led her inside, where the glow of the lamp seemed to ripple across the walls. Clarice felt the corset tighten around her breath, reminding her that every movement was a choice: to remain rigid like Claudio or to yield like Clarice.
When Daniel leaned in to kiss her, the world shrank to the warm pressure of lips against lips. It was a slow kiss, almost awkward at first, full of hesitation, as if they were both walking the edge of a secret.
Daniel’s fingers slid around her waist, holding her with a certainty that was not force but invitation. Clarice felt her muscles tense—an old reflex, masculine, ancient.
"Relax…" Daniel murmured near her ear. His breath brushed her skin. "You don’t have to protect yourself from me."
That phrase made her breathe again. Her shoulders gave way, and the rigidity she had carried for years shattered like thin glass.
Daniel stepped back slightly and looked at her, searching for something more than desire in her face. "You’re beautiful, Clarice."
The word pierced her with a mixture of pleasure and terror. Beautiful—something Claudio would never have allowed her to be.
When he knelt before her, the gesture held a kind of reverence. His hands slid up along the nylon stockings, stopping just before her thigh, where the air grew cooler. Clarice trembled.
"D-Daniel, wait…"
He looked up. "Clarice…" he whispered, holding her face.
The kiss returned, steadier, deeper. Daniel’s hands traced her back, carefully undoing the hooks of her dress. Each click of the corset sounded like a lock opening. The fabric fell to the floor with a sigh.
Clarice didn’t hide. The silk of her lingerie glimmered under the lamp, outlining a body that was no longer what it once had been, but not entirely new either. It was a territory in transition—half wound, half promise.
Daniel guided her toward the bed. There was no urgency, only that charged slowness that comes before a blaze.
"Look at me," he said again, his voice lower. "Look at me and tell me who you are."
Clarice did. In Daniel’s green eyes, she saw reflected the image of a woman only beginning to recognize herself.
The rest was silence: a silence of crossing breaths, of skin learning a different language. Clarice closed her eyes and let Claudio’s memory dissolve, let fear melt away between Daniel’s hands.
When she opened her eyes, everything was breath. Daniel leaned over her, kissed her neck, and said, out of breath:
"It’s you. Only you."
Time folded in on itself. Clarice thought of neither past nor future. Only of the sensation of existing completely, of inhabiting her own body without guilt. Each movement carried her further from Claudio; each sigh made her more real.
Outside, the rain struck the windows like a slow metronome. Inside, the air smelled of wine and skin.

At a certain point, Clarice stopped thinking, stopped trying to understand. There was only the brush of skin, the weight of Daniel’s body against hers, the wet, uneven sound of his breath blending with her own. Everything was heat and motion, a primitive rhythm that erased all words.
Her dress had fallen onto the carpet hours ago, and the air smelled of perfume and desire. Daniel kissed her with hunger, as if he wanted to taste every part of her. His lips trailed down her neck, then lower to her chest; Clarice’s nipples, sensitive and flushed, hardened at the touch, sending shivers through her. He caught one between his lips, sucking gently while one hand explored the inside of her thighs.
Clarice moaned, arching her back, her nails digging into the sheet. Her feminizing body was a symphony of contrasts: soft skin, new curves, a trembling between her legs that made her feel alive. Daniel knew it, accepted it, wanted it.
"I love you like this," he whispered against her skin, before kissing her again.
She laughed between gasps. "Like this… how?"
"Like this, all of you. Perfect."
His touch grew firmer. Clarice felt him move against her, guiding her to the edge. Her breath broke when he entered her—slowly, unhurried, his eyes locked on hers. It was a measured, deep motion that made her moan from her throat, her head lost in the sheets.
Daniel gripped her by the waist, setting the rhythm. Each thrust was a pulse spreading through her body, drawing from her small sounds, almost words. She wrapped her legs around him, moving with his pace, their skin slick, hair clinging to her forehead.
The pleasure swelled until it was unbearable. Clarice felt her body tremble, the air slip from her lungs. She looked at him, her eyes glassy, and in that instant she understood there was no difference, no lie, no disguise. Only the desire that bound them, without explanation or border.
The orgasm came like a wave—long, tense, inevitable. Her body arched, a moan tore from her throat, hoarse and broken, as if shedding everything that had come before. Daniel held her, kissing her, his breath ragged against her ear.
Then silence. Clarice’s body lay spent, warm, still trembling with the echo of what they had done. Daniel kept her in his arms, his hand on her bare back, his fingers tracing slow circles.
Dawn slipped through the window, tinting the room in lavender. Clarice woke first. She sat up with a sigh, her body heavy and delicious, marked by the night. There were traces of him everywhere: the soft bites on her shoulder, the trail of kisses along her neck, the redness where the corset had pressed too tightly.
Clarice stood, naked, and walked to the mirror. The reflection showed a different figure: hair tousled, lips undone, eyes that no longer belonged to any past.
On the nightstand, her phone blinked with a new message.
"Congratulations. Now you understand that submission is the truest form of freedom. 💋"
There was no number.
Clarice held the phone between her fingers, her pulse quickened. She looked at Daniel, asleep, and thought of the smile she had seen before closing her eyes. There had been something in it—not entirely innocent, a spark of knowing that unsettled her.
When he woke, he found her still staring at the message.
"Everything alright?" he asked, stretching.
Clarice nodded, though she wasn’t sure. "I got something… strange."
Daniel sat up, propping himself on one elbow. The morning light cut along his cheekbones. "From who?"
"I don’t know."
He smiled with that calm that always disarmed her. "Then delete it. This night was ours, no one else’s."


Chapter 20 The Game of Candy and Eric: Mathematics and Submission

Eric’s apartment always smelled of chalk, coffee, and the faint, pleasant trace of wood and old paper. That night, however, something different hung in the air. The lights were lower than usual; the desk lamp cast a warm circle over the open notebooks, and the rhythmic sound of a vintage calculator marked the pace of a tension neither dared to break.
Candy Hunter—formerly Charles, genius, arrogant, always first—nibbled on the cap of her pink pencil. The soft plastic click echoed like a nervous tic. She tried to focus on limits and derivatives, but every word that came from Eric’s mouth sounded too close to her ear.
"The limit of f(x) as x approaches infinity is…" Candy began, her academic tone flawless.
"Shh, doll."
The sharp slap of a book closing made the papers tremble. Eric, the professor’s assistant, looked at her with that smile—part teacher’s patience, part conspirator’s mischief. "Today isn’t a day for numbers."
Candy frowned. "Then why did you make me come?"
"For the most important exam," he replied, opening a drawer and pulling out a pink silk box. "Prize included."
The box seemed to pulse under the desk light. When he lifted the lid, a soft gasp escaped her lips.
Inside, the outfit waited like a joke from fate: a plaid skirt, a white blouse with a neon-pink bow, and a pair of fishnet stockings designed to break the concentration of any logical mind.
"This is insane," Candy murmured, blushing.
"The best formulas always are." Eric set a Rubik’s cube on the table, its faces shining with tiny inscriptions.
"What…?"
"Every turn has a consequence," he explained. "Right: you take off the skirt. Left: you kiss me."
Candy blinked. "That has no mathematical basis."
"Of course it does," Eric said, amused. "It’s called an empirical experiment. I need to test your limits."
She tried to keep her composure. "Eric, I invented that limit theory—"
"Be quiet, Candy." His tone shifted: firm, low, unquestionable. "Good girls don’t argue. They obey."
The sound of her name in that voice disarmed her. Candy. Not Charles. Not the arrogant genius. Just Candy—with her bow undone and her breathing unsteady.
Eric held up the outfit. "Put it on."
She wanted to protest, but something inside her—a blend of curiosity, defiance, and the yearning to surrender—stopped her. She took the skirt, changed behind the chair, feeling the brush of cool fabric against her skin. When she looked back at him, Eric was watching.
"Perfect," he said at last. "My theory is confirmed: beauty increases proportionally with restrained disobedience."
Candy folded her arms, trying to recover control. "This is irrational."
"Irrational things have their charm," he replied, stepping closer. "And you were always my favorite variable."
Eric pulled her into his lap. The calculator kept its mechanical click-clack on the desk, setting a rhythm that matched their breathing.
"Let’s see," he said, placing the cube in her hands. "First instruction."
Candy turned one side to the right. The message: Take off the skirt.
"A rule’s a rule," Eric murmured, smiling.
"You’re such a bully," she retorted, but the tremor in her voice betrayed her.
He chuckled softly. "Just a teacher… correcting his student’s excess pride."
Candy obeyed, slowly. The skirt fell to the floor with a soft rustle.
"Second instruction," he ordered.
She turned the cube to the left. The new message made her blush. Kiss me.
Candy hesitated a moment, then did it—a clumsy, brief kiss, like a note in the margin.

"This isn’t how you prove a hypothesis," said Eric, taking her chin between his fingers. "With more conviction."
The second kiss was different—a straight line turned into a spiral. Candy felt the vertigo of someone losing control and not wanting it back.
The cube turned again. Each face was a command disguised as an equation. Turn, obey, breathe.
"See?" Eric murmured against her ear. "X always tends toward my touch."
Candy let out a nervous laugh. "That metaphor is… deplorable."
"But effective," he replied.
The game continued. The desk clock marked the passing minutes, but in the air time seemed to dissolve. She, the brilliant mind who calculated the world, found herself reduced to new formulas—ones that needed no numbers, only glances.
When at last the cube was complete, Eric held it in his hands, turning it under the light. All the faces aligned perfectly.
"Result achieved," he announced with a teacher’s satisfaction.
Candy leaned against the desk, breathing slowly. The bow of her blouse hung loose, her hair disheveled, the spreadsheets covered in pencil smudges and faint lipstick marks.
"I should be the one in control," she said, trying to recover her rational tone.
"You are," Eric replied, showing her the solved cube. "You control how to be my perfect doll."
Candy didn’t know what to say. Something in that sentence made her smile, though a part of her—the old part, the one that had been Charles—wanted to protest. But the words stayed caught between pride and the pleasure of having lost.
Silence returned. Only the faint hum of the lamp and the murmur of the wind against the windows could be heard.
Eric stroked her cheek. "You know, mathematics never seemed so human to me."
"And do you think this… was a lesson?"
"More like a discovery."
Candy straightened, searching for her notebook. Between the crumpled pages, she found a note written in his hand:
Final question: How many times can you repeat my name before you forget your own?
There was no space to write the answer.
The next morning, the sun slipped shyly through the curtains of the apartment. Candy woke alone. On the floor, the schoolgirl uniform lay crumpled—an equation solved through excess emotion.
The spreadsheets were marked with traces of lipstick and unfinished figures. Beside the calculator rested the Rubik’s cube, perfectly ordered.
The phone vibrated. A message with no sender:
Proven: you’re sweeter than you are smart. 💋
Candy read it three times. The invisible signature carried the scent of Bloom No.9. The Stalker.
She sighed, half amused, half afraid.
In the bathroom mirror, while fixing her hair, she noticed something written in eyeliner on the fogged glass:
Next lesson: how to silence your boyfriend… with your lips. 😈
The handwriting was Eric’s.
Candy smiled. Her reflection watched her back with a new gleam—a blend of embarrassment and curiosity. The disobedient schoolgirl and the genius who had been Charles looked at each other from the same face.
"I hate you a little, professor," she murmured, brushing her hair.
In the hallway, the echo of her laughter sounded like a promise: the next exam would be even more dangerous.
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Chapter 21 The Practical Tutoring of Candy: A Lesson in Submission

The digital clock read 11:47 p.m.
Inside the apartment, only the click of a calculator marked the pulse of a night that had long ceased to be academic.
Candy, still in her half-buttoned school uniform, tried to maintain control, though every button seemed to conspire against her. The air smelled of graphite, masculine cologne, and something deeper: the scent of danger wrapped in desire.
Eric, sitting on the edge of the desk, watched her with a crooked smile. The warm light of the desk lamp bathed him halfway, leaving his eyes in shadow.
"You know what I love about you, Candy?" he asked in a low voice. "That you always try to rationalize the irrational."
She looked at him with a mix of defiance and nerves. "I’m not just a doll. I can prove the theorem of—"
"Shh."
The sound of silence fell over her when Eric covered her lips with the Rubik’s cube. He held it there for just a second—enough for her to feel its weight, its cold touch, the message contained in each of its faces.
"Smart girls don’t talk," he murmured. "They obey."
Candy swallowed hard. The light’s reflection danced over the cube as Eric slowly slid it from her neck to the edge of her skirt, as if measuring her emotional temperature. Then he let it fall to the side, where it rolled until it came to rest beside a pile of papers.
Her breathing quickened.
"Eric, this isn’t rational."
"Rational things never changed history," he replied, with a smile that was almost a provocation.
She wanted to argue, but her mind—that precise machine of logic and theorems—was beginning to fail. The calculations unraveled amid the noise of her own breathing.
Eric took her by the waist and sat her on the desk, sending the spreadsheets fluttering to the floor like snow. The slap of paper, the brush of cold air on her legs, the sound of her own panting—all became part of the lesson.
"Let’s review a concept," he said, opening his notebook and writing something in black ink. "Dependent variable: the result of an external force."
Candy looked at him. "And I’m the variable?"
"You’re the equation."
He lifted his gaze and held hers. In that silent exchange, the tension became tangible. Candy realized she was no longer in control of the experiment. She was part of it.
Eric’s tone shifted, lower, more precise. "Remember how you solved the cube in forty-seven seconds? Now you have thirty to solve something more complicated."
The metaphor was so clear that her skin reacted before her brain did. Candy looked down, trying to find some hidden logic, but the only answer was the rhythm of her own breathing—fast, disobedient.
"Just breathe," Eric whispered. "There’s no formula for this."
Candy closed her eyes. The room spun with the pulse of the lights. She felt Eric’s hands glide up her arms, pause on her shoulders, and gently adjust her posture. Every move was meticulous, as if he were studying how a body could learn a new language.
"Do you realize?" he murmured. "You’ve always tried to control every outcome. But what scares you most is surrendering."
The word surrender pierced her like a needle. Candy wanted to deny it, but the tremor in her voice betrayed her.
"No… I don’t…"
"Yes," he interrupted softly. "That’s why you fascinate me. Because even now, while you’re trembling, you’re still calculating how to win."
The weight of the phrase disarmed her. Eric leaned in and, instead of kissing her, pressed his forehead against hers. The contact was more intimate than any touch.
"Tell me," he whispered. "Who are you really, when no one’s watching?"

Candy didn’t answer. The response no longer lived in words.
Eric picked up the Rubik’s cube from the floor and placed it in her hand. "Solve it."
She turned it clumsily. The pieces wouldn’t fit. The cube seemed to laugh at her—at her frustration, at the awkwardness she once would’ve deemed impossible.
"See?" he said. "Your mind keeps searching for order, but order doesn’t always exist."
Candy took a deep breath, looked up at him. "Then teach me chaos."
Eric’s smile was almost imperceptible.

The air shifted. Words became unnecessary. The sound of papers sliding to the floor mixed with the rustle of fabric, the soft clatter of a pencil rolling off the desk. In that instant, the analytical genius vanished. What remained was the woman—the body trembling as it learned something no book could ever explain.
Her mind split in two directions: the one that reasoned and the one that felt. And in that fracture, something new was born.
She fixed her gaze on Eric, searching for a last trace of resistance.
"Tell me this isn’t an experiment."
"Of course it is," he replied. "But you’re both the scientist and the subject."

The phrase was the breaking point. Candy let the Rubik’s cube fall; the pieces slid across the floor and stopped with a perfect click. That tiny sound echoed as if it sealed a pact.
Eric looked at her with a mix of pride and desire. The desk lamp drew a warm glow over his face. She sat on the edge of the table, her schoolgirl skirt barely covering her thighs, a secret on the verge of revelation.
He came closer without a word, placing a hand under her chin, lifting her face. Candy’s eyes gleamed with defiance but also with surrender. On her lips, the faint shine moved with each breath.
"You did well," Eric murmured, his voice low, so close she felt his breath. "I think Charles finally learned his lesson."
Candy tilted her head, a sly curve tugging at her lower lip. "I don’t think he’ll be showing up to class again."
Eric chuckled, a deep, satisfied sound. "Perfect."

The silence that followed had a different temperature. Candy slowly crossed her legs, letting the skirt slide higher, revealing the pale line of her white stockings. She knew what that did to him. She did it on purpose.
Eric set the notebook on the desk and studied her for a long moment. The light reflected off her smooth skin, her bare neck, the strands of hair falling over her shoulders. It was no longer Charles’s face, nor the shadow of someone trying to hide—it was Candy, whole, feminine, brilliant.
"Transformation," he said, repeating the word he’d just written.
Candy looked down, then lifted her eyes slowly. "Is that what you wrote?"
"That’s what you are."

He moved closer, standing between her legs. Candy inhaled deeply. Her perfume—sweet, almost childlike, with a trace of vanilla—mingled with the scent of paper, ink, and the dust of long hours of study. Everything felt unreal.
Eric took her by the waist, tracing the edge of her white blouse, unbuttoning it slowly. Each click of a button was a second suspended in time. Candy didn’t look away. When the fabric finally parted, her chest was barely covered by the pink lace of her bra. Her skin glowed under the yellow light of the desk lamp.
Eric leaned in and kissed her right there, at the curve where her chest began. She let out a soft, trembling sigh. Her hands, still until then, rose to tangle in his hair.

The kiss deepened, slow and consuming. Candy felt everything she had been—fear, guilt, doubt—dissolve in that touch. She was only body, only presence. The skirt wrinkled beneath their movement; the fabric clung to her warm skin.
Eric held her firmly, guiding her without breaking rhythm. His voice at her ear was a murmur: "That’s it, Candy… let go."
And she did. She closed her eyes, tilted her head back, a quiet moan slipping from her lips and dying against his neck. Sensations intertwined—the softness of her stockings, the faint friction of the corset beneath her chest, the electric brush of his hands uncovering her inch by inch.

When he lifted her from the desk, Candy let the skirt fall completely. They stayed that way, among scattered papers and spilled ink, breathing the same air, looking at each other as if they had just invented a new way to speak.
Midnight ticked on the wall clock. The world outside kept turning, but inside that room, there were only two bodies and one word written at the bottom of a page:
Transformation.

And Candy smiled, knowing she could never be anything else again.

The next morning, Candy woke in Eric’s room. The lamp still glowed softly, bathing everything in amber. On the chair, her school uniform was neatly folded, like a lab coat from another life.
On the nightstand, a new Rubik’s cube waited—bright, unsolved. A note lay beside it, written in slanted handwriting:
"For the next study session. —E."
Candy smiled, and her reflection in the vanity mirror smiled back with something she didn’t recognize at first. It was calm. Or acceptance. Or both.

Her phone buzzed. A message, no sender.
"Demonstration successful: you are 0% Charles, 100% my creation. 💋"
The Stalker.

Candy read it twice before deleting it. She knew there was no escaping that invisible web that was always watching.


Chapter 22 From Rivals to Accomplices

It was midnight, and only the soft murmur of heart monitors broke the silence.
Florence Rojas adjusted the edge of her uniform in front of the mirror.
The reflection staring back at her smiled flirtatiously.
The fabric hugged her waist; the neckline was discreet, but just enough to remind anyone watching that discipline could coexist with desire.
Her lips, painted in a clinical shade of pink, seemed as much a part of her uniform as her badge or her stethoscope.
She sighed.
It still felt strange to hear the click-click of her heels on the linoleum floor; once, her steps had been firm, hard.
Now they sounded like a melody spun from silk.
But she had learned to enjoy the sight of herself.
And to be enjoyed.

She knew he would be there.
Oliver Shaw.
Her superior. Her rival one year ahead. Her… impossible.
Fernando despised him.
Florence desired him.

She fixed her hair with a shiny clip and walked down the hallway, letting the echo of her steps announce her arrival.
The door to Oliver’s office was slightly open, a slit of warm light cutting through the cold corridor.
Florence placed one finger on the frame and, with a restrained smile, peeked inside.
"Did you order a medical check-up?"

Oliver looked up.
His glasses were tilted, sleeves rolled up, a beautiful kind of exhaustion in his face.
For a second, he just stared at her.
"Florence," he said at last, his voice lower than usual.
"Just the person I wanted to see."

She entered slowly, playing with the edge of her glove.
"That sounds dangerous at this hour."
"Everything worthwhile is."

Oliver stood up. The height difference between them was the same as before, but now she relished it.
He held out an envelope.
"I need your opinion on this."

Florence took it carefully. Inside was a letter: an offer from St. Mary’s Hospital.
And her name written on the line labeled Recommended Staff.
"My name?" she asked, unable to hide the tremor in her voice.
Oliver nodded.
"I don’t want anyone else on my team. No one understands my method like you do."
He paused, tilting his head.
"Or looks at me the way you do."

Florence gave a nervous laugh. "Doctor, that’s not very professional."
"And you’ve never been conventional."

The air between them shifted.
He took one step, then another.
She backed up slightly, until the edge of the desk pressed against her back.
Her perfume—a mix of disinfectant and vanilla—filled the space between them.

"Do you remember when we used to argue about ethics protocols?" she asked softly.
"Yes," Oliver replied, moving closer. "You always won."
"Then stop," she whispered, eyes steady on his.
"I could… but I don’t want to."

The silence was a scalpel—precise, sharp, inevitable.
Oliver raised his hand, brushing a finger against the metallic bracelet on her wrist.
The temperature of her skin rose instantly.
"Your pulse is elevated, nurse."
"Diagnosis: too much coffee," Florence replied, her smile unbroken.
"Treatment: supervised rest."

Oliver let his glasses drop onto the desk and held her gaze with a mix of authority and desire.

Florence felt her heartbeat lose its rhythm.
She could hear his breathing, the rustle of his lab coat as he moved, the ticking of the clock on the wall.
Every detail was a note in that silent symphony they both pretended not to recognize.

"Oliver…"
"Tell me to stop," he said, his voice hoarse.
"If I did, I’d be lying."

Then they looked at each other.
Long.
Too long.

He took her by the chin, the gesture so natural that neither thought to stop it.
His breath brushed her cheek, then her neck.
Florence trembled—not from fear, but from memory: that sensation of surrender, of choosing not to understand, only to feel.

The first kiss was delicate, clinical—a hypothesis.
The second, undeniable proof.

Florence gave in.
The cold of the desk beneath her hands, the warmth of his body close to hers, the sound of shared breath—all fused into a whirl of sweet vertigo.
There were no hierarchies anymore, no protocols, no old names.
Only him and her.
The future doctor and his nurse.
The perfect mistake they both wanted to make.

Oliver leaned against the wall, watching her from there, his coat slightly open, hair disheveled.
Florence adjusted her uniform with that mix of pride and vulnerability that only someone who has survived a difficult exam can wear.
He smiled. "Do you know what the best prognosis is, Florence?"
She lifted her gaze.
"Enlighten me, doctor."
"That you’ll never be Fernando again."
He stepped closer, caught a lock of her hair, twined it around his finger.
"And that you’ll always be mine."

Florence didn’t answer. She just looked at him, and her smile undid him.
That smile—half mischief, half confession.

Dawn crept in slowly, seeping through the hospital windows.
The corridor smelled of alcohol and dried flowers.
Florence walked with light steps, her heels tapping out an almost musical rhythm.
Her neck was flushed, her hair slightly tousled, but her smile was flawless.

In the restroom, Florence washed her hands calmly.
The mirror reflected a face alight, changed, filled with a confidence she had once only pretended to have.
As she retouched her lipstick, she noticed something written on the glass in iodine solution:

Final diagnosis: Chronic feminization.
Treatment: Oliver for life. 💋

Florence sighed—and for the first time, she didn’t fear the diagnosis.
She smiled, straightened her uniform, and stepped back into the hallway with sure, graceful steps.
The hospital returned to its routine, unaware of the small scandal pulsing within its walls.
And in the distance, on a security camera feed somewhere, the silhouette of the Silken Stalker watched with a satisfied smile.
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Chapter 23 The Private Appointment: Dr. Oliver and His Personal Nurse

Shaw’s apartment smelled of red wine, hospital disinfectant, and something more intimate. Florence took a deep breath before closing the door. That scent enveloped her like a chemical formula too complex to replicate.

The laptop screen was still glowing on the dining table, projecting lines of clinical analysis—heart rates, lab results, columns of data. Between the streams of numbers, Oliver’s reflection appeared like a silhouette in a white coat, outlined against the dimness.

"Are you sure you don’t want to check my vital signs first, doctor?" Florence teased, tightening the sash of her nurse’s robe.

The light caught the shimmer of satin. The outfit was a blend of hospital and fantasy: a white top with a red cross cut indecently short, a tiny pearly nurse’s skirt, white stockings held by lace garters, and low glittered heels.

Oliver looked up, resting his elbows on the table. The smile that formed was that of a predator who had just found his favorite case study.
"No," he said calmly. "Tonight I want to conduct a different kind of exam."

The words hung between them, charged with double meaning.
Florence took a step forward, feigning composure. "What kind, exactly?"
"Direct observation."

The wine sat open on the counter. Oliver poured two glasses, his pulse as steady as a surgeon’s before an operation. The crystal chimed, filling the silence.
"Afraid of failing the test?"
"Exams never scared me," she replied, though her voice wavered slightly.
"Perfect," he said, offering her the glass. "Then let’s drink to scientific objectivity."

Florence took a sip. The liquid left a warm trace in her throat. The reflection of the wine on the glass looked like stylized blood.

Oliver removed his white coat and hung it on the rack. Underneath, he wore a black shirt with the sleeves rolled up and a steel watch that caught the light. Everything about him seemed methodical, calculated—even the disorder of his hair.
"Come closer."

Florence obeyed. The space between them shrank to mere inches, and the air grew heavy.
"Something intrigues me," he said. "How much of you is still… Fernando?"

She blinked, unsure. "Why do you ask?"
"Because the body is easy to transform. But the mind…" Oliver smiled, clinking his glass lightly against hers. "The mind always resists."

He studied her with clinical precision. His eyes traced the line of her corset, the curve of her waist, the sheen of her coral-pink lips. Every detail was a variable in an equation only he could solve.
"You look perfect," he said.
"Perfect isn’t the same as healthy, doctor."
"And you, nurse, are the most fascinating patient I’ve ever had."

Florence laughed nervously. "Fascinating in what way?"
"In every way."

The tone of his voice made her shiver. The glass slipped from her fingers; Oliver caught it before it hit the floor. That tiny act—the quickness, the precision—reminded her why she had chosen medicine in the first place: the thrill of absolute control over the unpredictable.
"Relax," he whispered, handing the glass back. "This is only a routine check-up."

She sat down on the sofa, crossing her legs. Oliver followed her with his eyes, then took a seat across from her. The laptop still projected graphs of the last blood test, and for an instant, the blue glow lit the room like an interrogation lamp.
"Tell me, Florence," he began, his voice softer now. "What do you feel when you put on that uniform?"
"Power," she said. "But also vulnerability."
"Curious combination."
"It’s what happens when you live between scalpels and high heels."
Oliver smiled faintly. "I like your honesty."
"I like that you value it."

Silence returned—thick, charged, alive. Florence felt the wine climb to her head, felt the line between teasing and confession start to blur.
"Doctor," she said with feigned innocence, "aren’t you going to take my temperature?"
"I already did. You’re burning up."

The words stole her breath. She didn’t know whether to laugh or sigh.
Oliver rose and walked toward her, slowly, with that studied calm that precedes major surgery. He stopped in front of the sofa and extended his hand. "Stand up."
Florence obeyed. Her breathing was a held tremor.

Oliver reached for the stethoscope hanging over the chair. "Let’s confirm something."
He pressed the metal disk against her chest, right where her heart beat beneath the fabric. The cold touch drew a shiver from her.
"Accelerated rhythm," he murmured. "Clear symptom."
"Of what, doctor?"
"That you weren’t lying when you said you liked danger."
She blushed, smiling. "And you weren’t lying when you said you enjoyed diagnosing it."

Oliver slid the stethoscope down her torso—to her waist, then to her stomach—pausing only an instant before pulling away. The amplified sound of her breathing filled the space.
"Pulse stable," he concluded. "But highly receptive."
"That sounds like a guarded prognosis."
"On the contrary," he said, lowering the instrument. "Your evolution is promising."
Florence stifled a laugh. "You should write that in my file."
"I already did."

His voice was so low it sounded more like a thought than speech.
She stepped back, trying to reclaim some distance, but Oliver caught her wrist gently. "Are you afraid of what you feel?"
"I’m afraid of how much I like feeling it."
"Then don’t resist."

The words fell like an order—but also like an invitation. Florence closed her eyes and felt her pulse quicken. That voice, deep and sure, cut through her like an electric current. The sense of control she’d always carried began to unravel, thread by thread, as though the seams of her inner disguise were coming undone one by one.

The white uniform, too short and too tight, seemed made of vapor. The dim light made her stockings shimmer, the edge of her corset gleam, the small tilted nurse’s cap glint against her dark hair. Every piece of clothing was a carefully constructed act of surrender.
"Doctor…" she whispered, not knowing if she was calling to him or warning him.

Oliver leaned in until his lips were nearly brushing hers. The aroma of wine mixed with her faintly sweet perfume—a scent that seemed to suspend the air itself.
"Just breathe," he said, his voice so low it was almost a caress. "That’s all I ask of you."

Florence obeyed. Her chest rose and fell slowly; her breathing became rhythm, became music. The microwave clock struck midnight exactly. Everything else disappeared—the noise of the world, the flicker of the TV, the clutter of thought.

Language shrank to breaths and glances. The whisper of fabric, the rasp of a zipper coming down, the faint click of a loosened strap—small domestic symphonies that spoke louder than words. Oliver watched her closely, as if memorizing each movement, each trembling flicker of her skin.

When she reached out and pulled him closer, the stethoscope around his neck slid free and dropped to the floor with a sharp, metallic thud. They didn’t laugh. They only looked at each other, already knowing what was coming.

Oliver kissed her with a patient ferocity, exploring her mouth slowly, tasting the tint of lipstick. Florence responded, her fingers gripping his shirt, tugging until she felt the heat of his skin. Everything that had been play, teasing, prelude—became need.

He guided her back onto the sofa. She fell against the cushions, breathing unevenly, her legs parting just slightly, the hem of her skirt rising. The white fabric contrasted with the softness of her skin, the sheen of her parted lips. Oliver’s hands traced her body, barely touching, as though afraid she might vanish under his fingertips.

Florence trembled. Not from fear—never from fear—but from release. Her body, transformed and beautiful, offered itself without question. Her breath broke into small gasps, each one sharper, truer than the last. Oliver held her tightly, moving with a rhythm both restrained and reverent. Florence felt herself giving in completely, losing balance, floating. The sounds escaping her throat grew louder, longer—soft at first, then deep, almost melodic. The air filled with them, filled the room like prayer.

Time lost shape. There was no doctor or patient anymore, no roles, no masks—only two bodies learning each other through desire.

When it was over, Florence lay sprawled on the sofa, her hair loose, her makeup smudged at the corners of her eyes. The hallway light brushed across her skin, tracing the faint tremor still on her lips.
"Final diagnosis," he murmured. "Full recovery."
"And the prognosis?"
"Addictive."

Florence laughed softly, turning her head toward him. "The doctor isn’t supposed to fall for his patient."
"Nor the nurse to want her doctor this much."

They both laughed, quiet, conspiratorial—as if sharing a secret no medical record could hold.

Dawn slipped in gently, filtering through the curtains of the living room. The laptop still glowed, the clock in the corner reading 6:03 a.m.
Florence opened her eyes slowly. The nurse’s uniform lay neatly folded on the armchair, arranged with surgical precision. Beside it, a pink stethoscope gleamed in the morning light.

On the metal tube, an inscription had been engraved:
"Property of Dr. Oliver Shaw."


Chapter 24 Maria and the Ritual

The clock struck midnight when Maria climbed the stairs of Adrian Lawson’s old building. The railing trembled with the same nervousness as her hands. She wore her coat buttoned up to the neck, hiding beneath it the black lace habit he had asked for. Each step echoed over the tiles as if the whole house were praying with her—or against her.
When she knocked on the door, the wood answered with a groan. Adrian opened it, barefoot, hair tousled, and with that same gleam in his eyes: that mix of profaned faith and devout desire.
The apartment smelled of melted wax and red wine. Candles flickered in cut bottles, casting shadows that looked like wings. On the table lay an open book of Baudelaire, and beside it, a black velvet strap.
“Tonight you won’t be my saint… tonight you’ll be my obedient sinner,” he said, with a calm that shook more than any scream.
Maria lowered her gaze. Not out of shame, but for the delicious sensation of losing control.
Adrian rose from the armchair and handed her a silk bag.
“Get dressed. Slowly. I want to see how your faith trembles.”
Inside, the outfit waited like a secret: a lace bodysuit with unthinkable transparencies, stockings with garters, and heels that could serve as penance. At the bottom, a pearl necklace with a small metal ring at its center.
Maria walked to the corner where a wooden screen partially hid her. The music—an old vinyl, violins and sighs—filled the silence. Every time a clasp fell to the floor, Adrian lifted his eyes from the book.
When she stepped out from behind the screen, the air seemed to stop. The lace glowed in the candlelight, the tiny crucifix hung between her breasts, and the coat lay forgotten on the chair.
Adrian closed the book without looking at it.
“You’re missing the most important accessory.”
He took the strap from the chair and approached. The touch of velvet against his palm sounded like an oath.
“Do you trust me?”
“Yes, Adrian.”
He slipped the ribbon around her neck, tightening it just slightly. It wasn’t pressure—it was a promise.
“Then follow my voice. Don’t think.”
The first pull was gentle, a gesture of guidance more than domination. Maria felt her body bend, not from fear but from surrender. She let herself be led, her breath trembling among the candles.
“On your knees,” he whispered. “The floor is cold, but sin warms.”
She obeyed. The marble floor chilled her legs; the sensation contrasted with the heat rising in her chest. Adrian watched her for a few silent seconds, like an artist before his living work.
“Like that,” he said at last. “Perfect.”
The tug of the strap made her lift her gaze. In his eyes there was more than desire: curiosity, tenderness, a devotion almost religious.
“Tell me, Maria,” he murmured. “Have you ever prayed on your knees knowing God wasn’t listening?”
She smiled faintly. “Now I know He was.”
Adrian leaned down and brushed her forehead with his lips, as if blessing her.
The silence that followed was so dense it could be cut with a prayer. Maria closed her eyes. The strap tightened again, marking an invisible rhythm. Every breath was a silent command.
The seconds stretched. The sound of her trembling voice blended with the murmur of the candles.
“I’m here, Adrian.”
“I know.”
The poet slid a hand through her hair, fixing the undone bow. His movements were slow, almost reverent, yet every touch had an edge. Maria felt the power of the strap like a line connecting her to him—not a chain, but a bond.

"Do you know what obsesses me about you?" he asked. "That every time you look at me, it feels like the sky opens just to watch you sin."
Maria let out a nervous laugh. "Then keep watching, poet."
Adrian helped her to her feet. "No. Tonight I’m not watching you. Tonight I’m directing you."
He led her before the large mirror in the hallway. Behind them, the candles formed a glowing frame. Maria saw herself reflected with the strap hanging, the lace shining like new skin. The image was so powerful that for an instant she felt she was seeing another woman, an apparition born from her own prayers.
"Who are you?" he whispered from behind.
She hesitated.
"Say it."
"I am Maria."
"And before?"
"Before… I was no one."
"Then blessed be you for being born again."
The poet embraced her from behind. There was no rush: only synchronized breathing, the sound of velvet slipping through fingers, and the trembling of faith melting away.
At some point, the wine spilled onto the floor. The sweet scent mingled with melted wax. Adrian guided her to the armchair, settled her among cushions and books, and looked at her like a poem recited in silence.
"Do you know what beauty is, Maria?"
"What?"
"Pain that learned to sing."
She shivered. "Then teach me the melody."
Adrian took a thin leather crop resting on the table. He stroked it with his fingers, not yet using it.
"This is not punishment," he explained. "It’s rhythm. Every note has its pause. Every pause, its echo."
Maria nodded, knowing the game was beginning.
The first touch of the crop was barely a brush. A faint hum that raised goosebumps on her skin. The second drew a more precise line, leaving a warm glow. The third, a vibration that made her close her eyes and bite her lip.
"Count," he ordered.
"One…"
Another stroke, slower.
"Two…"
The silence after each number was an abyss. Adrian watched how her body responded, how every breath seemed like a verse.
"You’re a poem," he murmured. "And every strike, a metaphor."
Maria smiled, panting. "Then keep writing."
The crop fell to the floor with a dry sound. He took her by the shoulders and turned her to face him. They both breathed in the same rhythm.
"Do you know what I love about you?"
"What?"
"That even when you break, you do it with elegance."
Maria rested her forehead against his chest. "And you… even when you dominate, you seem to pray."
Silence returned, thick, full of something that was neither guilt nor fear, but a rough tenderness, the kind that burns. The fire of the candles waned, licking the wax until it was gone. Outside, the city slept without witnesses.
Adrian took Maria’s hand. His fingers, long and sure, seemed to trace an invisible path along her skin. She followed without speaking, the echo of their steps muffled by the carpet. The improvised altar awaited them: a table covered with a white sheet stained with wine, as if it were the remains of a forbidden ceremony.
"Kneel," he said, his voice admitting no refusal.
Maria obeyed. She did it with the grace of someone offering herself, not surrendering. The black lace bodysuit clung to her figure with beautiful cruelty, outlining every new curve, every mark of her reborn femininity. The stockings held by taut garters gleamed under the trembling candlelight, the heels giving her the poise of a punished angel.
"Like this," Adrian murmured, caressing her cheek. "Perfect."

The scent of incense mixed with wine and something else: Maria’s perfume—sweet, floral, and a little like sweat. It was human, real, irresistible.
The poet leaned over her, his warm breath brushing her ear. “Even saints scream when they love.”
She lifted her head, her eyes wet with anticipation. “Then let heaven listen.”
And it did.
Adrian lifted her slowly, kissed her as if he wanted to draw her soul out. His lips traveled along her neck, the edge of her collarbone, the lace-covered shoulders. Maria trembled, her breath broken, a sound between a moan and a prayer escaping her lips.
The touch of their hands was its own language. Every movement had the precision of a rite: the finger gliding down her back, the tongue tracing the line of lace, the firm pressure that drew her closer. The air between them vibrated.
Maria wrapped her arms around him, feeling her body ignite, skin damp under the golden light. She thought of nothing else. Only the slow rhythm, the heat rising from within, the tremor splitting her in two.
The sound of the candles burning out mingled with her moans—a deep, sincere echo filling the room. Her voice, broken in rhythm, was both song and supplication. Adrian moved with her, within her, as if her body were the altar and devotion the only god.
The movements grew more intense, more erratic, sweat mixing with perfume, spilled wine soaking the white sheet. Maria moaned with her eyes closed, mouth open, body trembling all over. Every sound was a broken prayer, a declaration.
The moment engulfed them completely, erasing the boundaries between pleasure and faith, between surrender and rebirth.
When silence returned, only heartbeats remained. The candles flickered out, wax forming rivers over the table. Maria lay across the altar, makeup smeared, breath still trembling, lace clinging to her skin.
Adrian came close and, with slow fingers, brushed a lock from her forehead. She looked at him, smiling with wet lips, exhausted, sacred.
“And now?” she whispered.
He kissed her softly, with a tenderness that disarmed.
“Now,” he said, “heaven owes us an explanation.”
At dawn, when Maria awoke, the room was bathed in the gray light of morning. On the floor, the dried wine drew a map of shadows.
Around her wrist, the strap remained coiled like a bracelet. On her back, a verse written in lipstick:
“Once you were a man…
now you are only mine.”
Maria read it in the mirror, smiling. It wasn’t possession—it was willing belonging.
The phone vibrated on the table.
A message with no sender:
“Heaven can wait… but Adrian can’t. 💋”
Maria set the phone on the bed, took the strap and brought it to her lips, kissing it as if it were a rosary.
“Amen,” she murmured.
Outside, the bells of the nearby church rang for the first mass. But inside the apartment, only the echo of her calm breathing could be heard.
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Chapter 25 A Bet with an Unexpected Ending

The neon clock above the bar read two in the morning. At the Mirage Lounge, the air smelled of whiskey, expensive perfume, and impending defeat. The low lights made everything feel like a slow dream wrapped in smoke and temptation.
Penny Laine—formerly Peter—crossed the room with a stride she had learned from movies and from the girls she used to only watch. The short red polka-dot dress swayed with her newly discovered hips; the platinum blonde gleamed under the violet spotlights on the ceiling.
Tyler Monroe was waiting for her at the center table. Black jacket, shark smile, hands made for shuffling trouble. The cards slid between his fingers with hypnotic rhythm.
“Ready to lose, wildcard?” he said, tossing her a chip that landed with precision between her breasts.
Penny feigned indignation, though her smile betrayed her. “You always cheat, Tyler.”
“It’s not cheating,” he replied, leaning on the table. “It’s strategy. And you always fall for it.”
“Maybe because you let me.”
“Maybe because you want to.”
The dealer yawned and slipped away discreetly, leaving them alone. The lights dimmed further. The private game began.
Tyler shuffled with an almost obscene skill. The sound of the cards cutting the air had something of a prelude. Penny crossed her legs, letting her heel brush against his ankle under the table.
First round. Tyler grinned, revealing a full house.
“Looks like your stockings just lost their turn.”
Penny raised an eyebrow. “Always such a gentleman?”
“Depends on the company.”
She sighed dramatically, sliding the fishnet stockings from under her dress. She let them fall to the floor, the soft rasp of nylon louder than the click of chips. Tyler’s eyes dropped, then rose again with the calm of a man admiring art.
“Seems the wildcard’s luck is running out.”
“I still have my aces,” she replied.
Second round. Tyler laid down a royal flush.
Penny clicked her tongue. “Cheater.”
“Observer.”
Without another word, she unhooked the strap of her pink bra and tossed it at him. The garment flew like a doomed bet and hit him square in the face. Tyler sniffed it shamelessly and tucked it into his jacket pocket.
“Soft. Like your bluffs.”
She laughed aloud. “You’ll lose your teeth if you keep talking like that.”
“Dangerous promise, baby.”
Third round. The final one. Four aces against a desperate attempt at a straight.
Penny exhaled. “Well, I guess I lost.”
She slid her lace panties across the table. The cards still trembled beneath her hand. Tyler looked at the garment without touching it.
“I’d rather take them off myself.”
Tyler stood, circling the table with slow steps. Penny tried to back away, but the chips and her pride kept her in place.
“You know what happens to wildcards?” he murmured, leaning in until his voice brushed her ear. “They always end up face down.”
He took her by the waist, lifting her with effortless strength, and sat her on the table. The chips scattered like confetti. Penny laughed, half amused, half nervous.
“Are you insane?”
“Just a little.”
The silence between them turned electric. He tucked a lock of hair behind her ear. His fingers, warm, smelled of smoke and promise.
“You can surrender, if you want.”
“And lose the bet?”
“You might lose something more interesting.”

She looked him straight in the eyes. “For example?”
“Your composure.”
Penny’s laugh came out louder than expected. “I already lost that when I saw you shuffle.”
Tyler smiled. “Then let’s play without rules.”

Tyler’s penthouse was the private version of the lounge: low lights, a personal bar, and a poker table in the center, covered by a black sheet.
The windows reflected the city as if it were another game board, full of flickering lights.
Tyler took off his jacket, tossing it over a chair. Penny stood still, watching him, the pearl necklace shining like a reminder of who she belonged to.
“And now?” she asked, feigning innocence.
“Now I collect my prize.”
She smiled, tilting her head. “And if I want to renegotiate?”
“You already signed with your eyes.”

Tyler stepped closer, stopping right in front of her. His presence surrounded her. “Relax, wildcard,” he murmured, “just follow the rules.”
Penny lifted her chin. “And what are they?”
“The first: there are no rules.”

He took her by the waist, guiding her toward the table. The surface was cold, the black velvet absorbing the heat from her skin.
“You know I always win,” he said.
“Only because I let you,” she replied.
Tyler smiled, resting his hands on either side of her body. “Then admit it—you like losing to me.”

The air thickened, as if the world were holding its breath to see what would happen. Penny gripped the edge of the table; the wood was warm beneath her palms, and in her wrists pulsed the same rhythm that ran through her chest.
“Is this another bet?” she asked, her voice trembling between fear and provocation.
“No,” Tyler replied, brushing her cheek with his fingertips. “This is the reward.”

The words landed heavy, like a final chip on the table. Outside, the noise of the city faded; inside, only their breathing existed—the soft sound of fishnets brushing against skin.
Tyler studied her intently. Penny was a revelation: the short red polka-dot dress hugged her curves, moved with the rhythm of her newly learned hips, as if every motion were a dance. Her messy, shining blonde hair fell over her shoulders. In her high heels, she looked like a mischievous goddess, one born of desire and reflection.
“I told you the cards always fall in my favor,” he murmured, lifting her gently.
“Maybe this time I get to deal,” she replied, raising one leg over him and settling carefully onto his lap.
Tyler let out a low laugh. “Wildcard… you’re dangerous.”
“And you gamble the same,” Penny whispered, letting her lips brush his.

The silence that followed was dense, full of promises. Tyler’s gaze drifted down her neck, along the edge of her dress, stopping on the skin that showed through the weave of her fishnets. Penny felt that look and shivered.
He slid one hand along her waist, the other tangling in her hair. The kiss came slowly—tentative at first, then deeper—until they both forgot where one ended and the other began.
The fabric of her dress rustled as their bodies began to move. Penny arched, breath broken, lips searching for air amid moans that sounded like laughter. The scent of wine, the heat of skin, the rasp of netting against her thighs—all mixed into one sense, one wordless rhythm rising between them.
Tyler held her firmly, guiding her, letting himself be carried by the motion of her hips. Penny’s moans grew louder, messier, filling the room with a sound both sweet and wild. Every breath was a confession.
The sofa creaked beneath them, the clock ticked an hour that no longer mattered. The streetlight spilled faintly inside, drawing shadows over the rumpled dress, the taut stockings, the gleaming skin.

When everything became a shared tremor, Penny shut her eyes, lips parted, her voice breaking into a moan that blended with his. It was a sound of triumph, surrender, and of something new being born in that instant.
Penny leaned forward slowly, her breath still uneven, the blonde curtain of her hair spilling over her shoulders like molten gold. Tyler watched without moving, his gaze fixed on the way she descended, on the mischievous gleam flashing in her eyes. The air grew thick, almost liquid; each second seemed to stretch to its limit.
Her hands touched him with a tenderness almost devout, as if the gesture carried a purpose deeper than desire. Penny smiled—that smile that was both promise and challenge—and looked up at him, mouth half open, cheeks flushed with heat. The light in the room fell across her face, and for a moment, Tyler thought nothing else in the world existed but that image: her, silent, worshipping his body with a kind of surrender that undid him.
The motion was slow, rhythmic—a language that needed no words. The sounds tangled with their breathing, with the faint rustle of fabric, with the moan that escaped Tyler as he lost himself in the sensation. Penny held him with tenderness, with hunger, with something that brushed the edge of sacred. When she lifted her eyes again, her lips were wet, her gaze alight.
Time dissolved, leaving only the pulse of bodies, of heat, of the echo of pleasure still alive between them.

Then came stillness. Penny rested against him, breathing hard, her hair clinging to her neck, her smile impossible to hide. Tyler wrapped an arm around her, caressing her back.
“And now who wins?” he murmured, eyes still closed.
Penny laughed softly, her voice brushing his ear.
“This time… we both do.”

The first ray of sunlight slipped through the curtains, striking walls covered in abstract paintings. The scent of wine and smoke still lingered in the air.
Penny woke wrapped in a silk blanket, her hair tangled, her makeup smudged. On her skin, a few poker chips clung, shining faintly with the residue of the night before. Each one seemed to tell a story.
She sat up slowly, looking around. On the table, the deck of cards was still spread out, frozen mid-game. Among them, the joker lay face up.
Beside her, on the pillow, was a small black box. When she opened it, she found a silver pendant: a joker engraved with the words “Always my winning card.”
Penny held it between her fingers and smiled.

In the vanity mirror, her reflection returned a different version of herself: messy, glowing, satisfied.
The phone vibrated on the nightstand.
A new message.
“Who said poker isn’t a girl’s game? 💋”
Penny laughed, letting the phone drop onto the bed. The Stalker always knew when to appear.
She walked to the balcony, wrapped only in the blanket. The city sprawled below—vast, noisy, awake. From there, everything seemed possible: revenge, passion, danger.
Tyler appeared behind her, hair tousled, voice still rough.
“Planning to run off with my luck?”
“Maybe you’ll let me,” she answered without turning.
“Wouldn’t be a smart move.”
“But it would be fun.”

The sun finally broke over the city, flooding the penthouse with golden light. The cards on the table stirred in the breeze drifting in from the balcony.
The joker spun on itself and fell face down.
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Chapter 26 The Butterflies’ Reunion

The morning at The Pink Latte smelled of whipped cream, vanilla, and a sweet perfume that seemed to float between tables. Sunlight streamed through the wide windows like a glitter filter, tinting everything in pastel pink. At the back table, the six campus butterflies were already settled, each one the most delicious version of herself: crossed legs, painted lips, laughter chiming like crystal bracelets.
Penny, Florence, Candy, Lana, Maria, and Clarice—so different, yet so alike in their newly discovered glow—stirred their coffees topped with personalized foam art. No one remembered another life, nor wanted to. Only the present existed: sugar, perfume, lips, confidences.

Penny twirled her spoon, making the metal ring against her cup.
“Tyler says when I smile like this, he forgets how to breathe,” she sighed playfully. “Yesterday he taught me poker again… but every time I lost, I had to take off an item of clothing. I ended up with just my heels and the necklace.”
Laughter rippled through the group. Candy clapped softly, enchanted.
“Oh, Penny! Always so devoted. Eric has his games too… he makes me solve equations with my fingers on the keyboard and his fingers… well, you know where.”
Her giggle turned into a small, breathy gasp at the memory.

Florence flicked her ponytail, toying with the stethoscope hanging around her neck like jewelry. “Oliver says I’m his favorite patient. Last night he prescribed three orgasms and a bubble bath. I don’t know if I’m cured, but… I nearly fainted from happiness.”
Lana lifted her latte cup as if to toast. “Dani took me to the movies, but we didn’t watch a thing. His hand stayed on my thigh the whole time. When I asked if it was for protection, he said, ‘Of course, I’m protecting you from closing your legs.’ I almost died.”
Maria played with her rosary of black pearls. “Adrian told me desire can also be a prayer… and he made me pray on my knees, in front of him. I don’t remember how many times I said amen, but I know I got lost at the end.”
Clarice let out a theatrical sigh. “Daniel taught me how to handcuff a suspect properly… and then made sure I couldn’t escape. He left marks on my wrists—but also a smile that won’t fade.”

The whole table became a chorus of laughter, perfume, and knowing glances. It felt like a profane mass dedicated to pleasure and friendship. Each spoke without fear, as if the world itself were waiting to surrender to their whims.

Then she appeared.
The waitress—with a high bun and pink sunglasses—moved her hips with an elegance that looked rehearsed. Her apron, far too luxurious for a café uniform, shimmered subtly. No one noticed—or pretended not to notice—the silk gloves.
With a flawless smile, she set before each of them a cupcake and a note:
• For Penny, a Joker Macchiato and a red cupcake with frosting shaped like a beating heart.
• For Florence, an Rx Love with a chocolate syringe.
• For Candy, an X + Y = Him with pink glaze and edible glitter.
• For Lana, a Selfie Latte with a printed foam design.
• For Clarice, a Detective Mocha with cocoa fingerprints.
• For Maria, a Hot Sin with a cinnamon cross.

The waitress spoke barely above a whisper, her voice like silk:
“Enjoy, butterflies. The next round’s on me.”
And she drifted back toward the counter, leaving behind a trail of floral perfume.

The girls exchanged nervous laughter. Penny raised an eyebrow, teasing. “Doesn’t that waitress remind you of someone? There’s something about her smile…”
Maria twirled her rosary, murmuring, “Don’t say that. Some smiles summon things.”
But it was too late. The air smelled stronger now, sweeter.

The glitter on the cupcakes seemed alive. Each bite left a shimmer on their lips that wouldn’t come off with a napkin. Candy was the first to notice.
“This… sparkles too much.”
“So what?” Florence replied, licking a bit of cream from her finger. “So do we.”

The atmosphere grew warm. The whispers softened, every word turning more intimate. Penny leaned over the table, her neckline forming a valley of lace and polka dots.
“Can you imagine if someone were watching us right now?”
“Who, Tyler?” Lana laughed.
“Maybe someone else… someone who knows everything about us.”

The words hung in the air.

From the counter, the waitress—the Silken Stalker—lifted her cup. Her smile was almost maternal. “A toast to you, little ones,” she murmured, her voice too low for anyone to hear. “To your new truth.”
The butterflies clinked their cups together, laughing, unaware that their reflections in the café window showed something else: a single feminine figure, split into six goblets, as if their faces shared the same invisible mirror.

The warmth spread, blending desire and dizziness. Candy began to tell another of her secrets, her tone that of a mischievous child.
“Eric has this obsession… he makes me repeat formulas when he makes love to me. Sometimes I lose myself between the numbers, and all I can do is scream his name.”
Florence raised her hand as if to take a turn. “Oliver makes me stay perfectly still while he’s inside me; he says I’m his favorite experiment. And when he’s done, he kisses my forehead like he’s signing a prescription.”
“How romantic,” laughed Lana. “Dani’s not that poetic. He just orders me to kneel, and I do it—out of habit and pleasure.”

The collective murmur turned into a warm current, as though each woman’s voice were melting into one. Penny spun her spoon absentmindedly. “Sometimes I think I like being his toy more than his girlfriend.”
“We’re all toys in a way,” murmured Maria, kissing the cross on her rosary. “At least we get to choose who winds us up.”
The group laughed, pleased with their wit. Yet the light inside the café began to change. The shadows lengthened, tinged pink, and the dust motes shimmered like sequins.

Clarice was the first to notice the music. A low melody, sweet, almost imperceptible—like silk whispering against skin. “Do you hear that?”
“Must be the sound system,” Florence said.
But it wasn’t. It was a whisper. A woman’s voice, distant, repeating something like a chant:
“Silken, silken, braid the skin…”

The girls exchanged confused looks, though the glimmer in their eyes was more excitement than fear. The perfume grew stronger; a blend of jasmine, sugar, and metal.
Penny stood, unsteady, with a drunk smile. “Girls… I think the Stalker is watching us.”
Lana took her hand. “Then let her watch.”

The Stalker took a sip of her coffee, satisfied. The cupcakes were doing their work. It wasn’t poison, nor magic—it was liquid memory. Each crumb dissolved what little remained of their former selves.
Florence rested her head on Maria’s shoulder, laughing. “We’ve become what we always wanted to be… haven’t we?”
Maria stroked her cheek. “Yes, darling. What she wanted us to be.”
Clarice raised her cup, looking at the reflections of them all in the foam. “Look… we almost look like one person!”
“Because we are,” Penny murmured, not knowing where the words came from.

The Stalker approached, slow, sliding her empty tray across the table. “How lovely to see you all together,” she said, her voice a dangerous velvet. “Butterflies always return to the nectar.”
“We…” began Lana, but the woman pressed a finger to her lips.
“Shhh, doll. Don’t talk so much. Enjoy the flavor.”

Her eyes, hidden behind the glasses, seemed to hold the night itself.
“Soon, each of you will have your mission. It’s time your boyfriends learn the truth.”
Penny’s heart skipped. “The truth?”
“Beauty,” the Stalker answered. “And how it spreads.”

She placed six pink envelopes on the table, perfumed, embossed with golden letters. Inside, a card read:
Dear little butterfly:
Your next mission is to turn your boyfriend into an accomplice.
Do you accept the challenge? 💋

When they looked up, she was gone. Only the dense, intoxicating perfume remained, and the soft chime of the bells as the door closed.
Florence broke the silence with a low laugh. “You think it’s a joke?”
“What if it isn’t?” Candy countered. “What if it’s… an invitation?”
Penny ran her tongue over her lower lip, tasting the sugary glaze. “Then it’s the most fun one we’ve ever accepted.”
Maria lifted her cup. “To her.”
The others echoed through their laughter, “To her.”

Outside, the sky was a pearly blue. The butterflies left the café arm in arm, the envelopes gleaming in their purses. Each step they took left a faint shimmer on the ground, as if silk itself followed them.
From inside, through the fogged window, the Stalker watched. She lifted her cup one last time and toasted with a murmur that sounded like a promise:
“To the girls who forgot their names…”

The sun embraced them. Their laughter drifted away—light, bright, full of a future that no longer entirely belonged to them.
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Chapter 27 Six months later

Bloomhouse University no longer smelled of coffee or printer ink.
To inhale the air was to breathe perfume: a blend of gardenia, pink musk, and a trace of makeup powder hanging like mist.
The spring sunlight filtered through silk curtains in the main building, and the students walked the halls as though they were improvised runways.
The old brick walls were covered in murals of bodies in transformation.
The students—all radiant, all different—laughed, talked, posed for photographs.
There were no first-year boys anymore.
No one seemed to notice.
It was as if the past had dissolved into glittering dust that left skin smooth and memory clean.
The university had a new motto, inscribed in gold letters above the main entrance:
"Bloomhouse Reborn — Beauty as Truth."

In the main lecture hall, Professor Veil taught her class Aesthetics and Autonomy.
Her voice sounded like velvet.
Each word fell slowly, caressing more than instructing.
The audience watched her spellbound, breathing in sync with her calm tone.
Veil wore a pearl-gray satin suit and a blouse that looked like a translucent cloud.
Around her neck, a metallic butterfly flickered as if alive.
"Remember, my loves," she said with her unshakable smile, "identity is not imposed—it is designed. Freedom is a matter of texture, not dogma."
Soft laughter filled the auditorium.
Outside, the flowers in the botanical garden seemed to lean toward the windows, trying to listen as well.
Veil closed her folder.
"Class dismissed. Don’t forget tomorrow’s exercise: performative self-portrait without emotional clothing."
Applause.
Her students—all women, all perfect—left amid happy murmurs.
Veil stayed alone for a moment, gazing at her reflection in the glass door.
She smiled faintly.
The metallic butterfly moved.
The perfume rose again, delicate, controlled.

In the central café, Luna and Sophia sat together, sharing a strawberry cake with two little spoons.
Luna wore her hair loose, pale blond, with a tiny bow on the side.
Sophia watched her like someone witnessing an everyday miracle: the softness of her voice, the way she crossed her legs, the distracted gesture with which she touched her necklace.
"Did you notice?" asked Luna, smiling.
"Notice what?"
"That nobody wears makeup like I do."
Sophia laughed. "Because no one could."
Luna tilted her head, amused. "You say that like it’s a bad thing."
"I say it because it’s true."
The shine of her lips mingled with the strawberry’s gloss.
When Sophia kissed her, it wasn’t an impulse but a tacit agreement between two who no longer needed to pretend.
The kiss lasted just enough—not public, not private.
Perfectly social.
Perfectly intimate.
Sophia felt Luna’s scent clinging to the skin of her hands, the fabric of her jacket, the air itself.
She didn’t remember having known her any other way.
For her, now, Luna had always been like this: sweet, feminine, calm, happy.
"What are you doing this afternoon?" asked Luna.
"I was thinking of going to the book club. Chloe wanted me to come with her."
"Tell her to come over Saturday. I can make mocktails and watch an old movie."
Sophia nodded, almost without thinking.
It was the new normal: light, perfumed, shining.

Chloe, meanwhile, spent the afternoon on the art building’s rooftop.
Jade was beside her, painting something that looked like a mix between a portrait and a reflection.
The brushstrokes were soft, the colors pastel.

"Do you like it?" asked Jade, with the melodious voice Chloe already associated with calm.
"Yeah... I don’t know how you make everything look so... pretty."
Jade smiled.
"It’s not about making it pretty. It’s about making it feel."
"You used to be more..."—Chloe paused.
"More what?"
"I don’t know. More scattered, I guess."
Jade let out a crystalline laugh. "Maybe I learned to focus on what matters."
"And what matters?"
"This." Jade set the brush down and stroked her cheek with paint-stained fingers.
"Us."
Chloe shivered, as if the touch had reminded her of something lost and sweet.
The sun sank slowly, tinting everything in aged gold.
When Jade kissed her, the paint from her fingers left a mark on her neck like a signature.
Chloe didn’t wipe it off.
She let it dry.

By nightfall, the campus gleamed under LED lights now fitted with pink filters.
The fountains sprayed lavender-scented water, and the lampposts cast tiny holographic butterflies across the ground.
Everything seemed carefully designed to please.

Nova walked down the main avenue, holding hands with a third-year boy.
She wore a white dress, her hair tied back with a blue ribbon.
She laughed without fear.
Every movement carried something of a performance, something of control, something of learned freedom.
A group of students passed by, waving:
"Nova! I love your new video!"
She turned with a coquettish smile. "Thanks, darling. It’s just makeup and editing... and a bit of magic."
The boy looked at her in adoration.
"Magic doesn’t even cover it. You’re art."
Nova kissed his cheek. "And you, my favorite audience."
The lights reflected on her lashes like sequins.

That same night, in the café across from campus, Zoe sat with her arms crossed, staring out the window.
Her ouija board rested on the table, covered in dust.
She had dark circles under her eyes and tangled hair.
The waitress brought her another soy milk latte.
"Shouldn’t you be with the girls?" she asked.
"They’re not the girls anymore," Zoe replied. "They’re... something else."

Sophia and Chloe came into the café shortly after, laughing.
Luna and Jade waited outside, taking selfies against a backdrop of projected butterflies.
Zoe watched them, a knot forming in her chest.
"You know it," she murmured when they approached.
"Know what?" asked Sophia, confused.
"That something’s wrong. That none of this is real."
Chloe placed a hand on her shoulder.
"Zoe, you’re obsessed. Everything’s fine."
"Fine? Wake up!"
Zoe slammed the table, making the coffee tremble.
"Do you really think Luna has always been Luna? That Jade always painted with painted nails and a pleated skirt? I know you—I know that’s not who you were!"
Sophia looked at her sadly.
"Zoe, please. Don’t say that in front of them. You’ll hurt them."
"Hurt them? They’re already hurt and they don’t even know it!"
The silence turned heavy.
Outside, Luna and Jade’s laughter continued—soft, musical.
Zoe stood, trembling.
"If you don’t believe me, I’ll make you remember."
"Zoe, stop," murmured Chloe.
But the medium was already leaving the café, pushing the door open hard.
Outside, the air was so sweet it hurt to breathe.

Veil watched her from across the plaza.
Her silhouette reflected in the glass windows of the main building, wrapped in pink light.
A light smile crossed her face as she spoke into her earpiece.
"Bloomhouse is perfect," she whispered.
"They’ve all blossomed."
She turned to the mirror and adjusted her lipstick.
The color was identical to the university’s official shade: #F6B3C3, Bloomhouse Pink.
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Chapter 28 Echoes of Silk

The afternoon was slowly sinking over Bloomhouse, tinting the art building’s windows with hues of golden pink. The campus lights flickered with that soft, honeyed glow that seemed to seep into everything, as though the air itself were dusted with carmine powder. Luna, Jade, and Nova waited in the central café, laughing between whispers. Their nails shimmered under the dim lights, the three dressed in pastel shades—dusty rose, lilac, and pearl white—as if they had stepped out of the same painting.

When Chloe and Sophia entered, for a moment it felt as though they had stepped into a dream: the three looked so happy, so serene, so perfect, that for an instant they doubted everything they had thought about the Stalker. Luna spoke first, her voice syrup-sweet, the kind that made Sophia tremble every time she heard it.
“Love! I saved you a coffee with vanilla cream.”
Sophia smiled and sat beside her. “Thanks, Luna. You know I can’t resist that.”
“Neither can I resist you,” Luna replied with a soft laugh, resting her head on Sophia’s shoulder.

Chloe sat across from Jade.
“You look... good,” she said, unable to stop a trace of nostalgia from coloring her tone.
“Just good?” Jade crossed her legs with exaggerated grace. “Darling, I thought you’d say spectacular.”
Chloe laughed, though the sound came out tight. “You are. It’s just... hard to get used to.”
“Get used to what? That I feel alive?” Jade tilted her head with an ambiguous smile. “Because that’s exactly what I am now.”
Nova, always lighter in spirit, chimed in:
“Girls, why all the drama? Nobody hurt us. Bloomhouse is... different, sure, but look at us.”
She twirled on her seat, showing off her short blue lace skirt. “Who’d want to go back when you can shine like this?”

Sophia looked down.
“I don’t know, Nova... sometimes I feel there’s something behind all this. It can’t be that perfect.”
Luna stroked her hand. “Sometimes thinking too much ruins the pretty things. I mean it.”
“And what if the pretty thing is the trap?” Chloe murmured, barely audible.

The conversation dissolved into the café’s low hum. Outside, the sky thickened into deep violet.

Hours later, they gathered in Zoe’s dorm, following the message she had sent in a tone both teasing and urgent:
“If you really want justice, bring wine and patience.”

The room was sunk in half-darkness, lit only by candles and the faint pulse of a pink salt lamp. On the table, a crystal ball rested among scattered tarot cards. Zoe, wearing a black lace nightgown and her hair in a chaotic bun, looked like a bohemian version of herself.
“You’re late,” she said without turning. “As always.”
Luna was the first to answer, her voice gentle. “We didn’t know if you wanted to see us, Zoe.”
“I didn’t,” the medium replied, finally meeting their eyes—tired but fierce. “But I guess things change, huh? Just like you.”
Nova sat on the floor, crossing her legs. “You don’t have to be so cold.”
“Cold? No, sweetheart. I’m furious.”

Zoe slammed the table. The slap of cards scattering filled the air.
“Do you know how many nights I stayed here, searching for Silken? Waiting for one of you to do something?”
Chloe stepped forward.
“You’re right, Zoe. We didn’t do anything. We were scared. And... we didn’t want to lose you too.”

Silence fell like a veil.
For the first time in a long while, Zoe let her guard down. Her face softened, her tone slipping from rage into resignation.
“What if we lost you anyway?”
Luna’s voice trembled as she stepped closer.
“I don’t feel lost. I feel whole.”
“Sure you do,” Zoe muttered. “Because the cage is pretty.”
Sophia set her wine glass on the table.
“We just want to know what’s happening. That’s all.”
Zoe sighed.
“Then look.”

She placed both hands on the crystal ball.
The air seemed to thicken.
Reflections swirled within the glass like liquid smoke.
The girls leaned in, expectant.
But nothing happened.
The sphere stayed dull, mute.

“See?” said Zoe with a bitter smile. “Even the spirits don’t want to talk about her.”

Suddenly, a flicker in the light made them all look up.
The lamp blinked once.
Then again.
Then it went out.
The room sank into shadow.

“Zoe?” murmured Sophia.
“Relax,” said the medium, lighting another candle. “The campus energies have been disturbed lately.”
“What kind of energies?” asked Jade, raising an eyebrow.
Zoe walked toward the window.
“The kind that announce a visitor.”
“Visitor?”
“Yes. I’ve felt her... hovering.”
Luna shivered. “Who?”
Zoe turned slowly.
“Silken.”

The word hung in the air, heavy.
“That can’t be,” Nova whispered. “Nothing’s happened in months.”
“Exactly,” Zoe replied. “Silence is also a message.”

The dorm door creaked.
A dull thud echoed from the hallway.
They all looked at each other.
“Who... who was that?” asked Sophia, clutching Luna’s hand.
Another thud. Louder.
The crystal ball trembled on the table.
Zoe grabbed a candle and stepped toward the door.
“Stay here.”
“No way!” Jade shouted, following her.
“Zoe, don’t open it,” said Chloe, shaking.

But it was too late.
The door burst open.
A figure stood in the doorway, framed by the flickering hallway light.
Beige uniform, cap, pistol at her hip.
Sheriff Miller.

“Well, what a little gathering we have here, ladies,” she said with a lopsided smile. “Am I interrupting something important?”

Relief came, but not entirely.
Because behind her smile there was something off, something too calm for the situation.
Zoe lowered the candle.
“Sheriff... what a surprise.”
“Yeah, well,” Miller said, stepping inside slowly. “Got a few calls about strange lights around this part of campus. Thought I’d see what our good Bloomhouse girls are up to at midnight.”
Luna stepped closer, smiling, trying to look casual.
“Just a small get-together, Sheriff. That’s all.”
“Oh, right. The same friends who came to me months ago to report people missing, isn’t that so?”

Silence fell immediately.
The sheriff looked around, her gaze pausing on the crystal ball.
“How curious,” she said, approaching. “Not many students use one of these for fun.”
“It’s performance art,” Nova improvised. “Zoe’s final project.”
“Uh-huh.” Miller smiled. “Bloomhouse has always been... creative.”

She took another step toward them.
The light flickered again.
Zoe felt a chill run through her.
“I know what I told you last time,” the sheriff continued, “but it’s impossible to deny something’s changed on this campus.”

No one spoke.
Only the hum of the lamp, the faint perfume in the air, and the ticking of the hallway clock.

“Perfect,” Miller finally said, raising an eyebrow. “If you were so eager before, maybe you can help me again. Seems there’s someone wandering around the old theater.”

The group stayed silent.
Zoe pressed her lips together.
The name Silken floated in all their minds, though none dared to say it.

Miller smiled once more.
“Start thinking up an explanation. It’s clear your ‘girlfriends’ have changed their style since our last talk. Tomorrow, we’re going to have a long conversation.”

She left the room with firm steps, closing the door behind her.
Zoe’s candle flickered, as if it too were about to go out.


Chapter 29 Conspiracy

Dawn in Bloomhouse smelled of expensive perfume and fresh paper.
The campus woke beneath clouds of pink mist and the clicking of heels over newly polished floors.
For most, it was just another class day; for the six women gathered in the archive room of the old administrative building, it was the beginning of something far more dangerous.

The air smelled of strong coffee and restrained tension.
Sheriff Miller stood by the window, one brow raised, watching the courtyard while Zoe lit a lavender candle on the table—more out of habit than spirituality.
“Well,” Miller said, folding her arms, “now that we’re all here, are you going to tell me what the hell you think is going on, or should we keep pretending this is a group meditation session?”

Chloe spoke first, her voice calm but trembling.
“We know Veil isn’t who she says she is. And we also know that all of Silken’s victims... are now close to her.”
“Too close,” added Sophia, flipping through a folder full of printed photographs. “Penny, Maria, Lana, Clarice, Candy, Florence. All of them appear on Professor Veil’s personal assistant roster.”
“She calls them her muses,” Luna said with a sad smile. “Claims they inspire her lectures on ‘aesthetic autonomy.’”
“Autonomy, my ass,” muttered Jade. “Looks more like a worship network.”

Zoe nodded, dropping another tarot card onto the table: The High Priestess.
“That’s exactly what it is. And not symbolic worship. Silken always worked through hierarchies—the devotees, the converted, and those who don’t know it yet.”

Nova, who had been silent until then, toyed with her butterfly bracelet. “But... why them? Why only the girls who used to be boys?”
The sheriff exhaled, pulling a small notebook from her jacket.
“Because they were all connected. Not just through the university, but through what they represented.”

She opened the notebook across the table, revealing police photographs and newspaper clippings.
One by one, she laid out the images.
“Penny Laine—daughter of Richard Laine, CEO of Rose Cosmetics.
Maria Velasco—her father, partner in an international pharmaceutical company.
Lana Mora—her family owns a digital media chain.
Clarice Doyle—father, head of state security.
Candy Hunter—heiress to a tech corporation.
Florence Rojas—son of the medical director at St. Mary’s Hospital.”

The silence grew heavy.
Only the hum of the fluorescent lights remained.

Zoe broke it first.
“So she chose influential girls for her inner circle.”
“Exactly,” said Miller. “They were pieces on a board. Silken transformed them, then placed them strategically near Veil.”
Chloe frowned. “But... for what? It doesn’t make sense.”

Sophia, staring at one of the photos, spoke in a low but steady voice.
“It does make sense. If each one has access to different industries... Silken might be building something bigger. Not just a network or a cult.”
“What, then?” asked Nova.
“A system,” Sophia replied. “Something entirely new.”

Zoe tilted her head, intrigued. “Explain, sweetheart.”
“Rose Cosmetics, pharmaceuticals, media, tech, health... it all fits. Silken is using the converted as channels. Penny can access chemical products. Maria has links to hormones. Candy handles databases. Florence controls medical records.”
Luna shivered. “As if she wanted to redesign society from the inside out.”
Miller nodded slowly. “Or reprogram it.”

Zoe stood, walking toward the window.
Morning light carved her silhouette against the glass.
“Feminization stopped being a punishment or a metaphor. Now it’s a language, an operating system. Veil is installing it into the world.”

The girls looked at each other, unsure whether to believe it.
Jade spoke with a mix of irony and fear.
“So we’re the beta test of an aesthetic revolution.”
Zoe smiled, bitterly. “And without a user agreement.”

Sophia slammed the folder shut.
“I’m not going to sit around and do nothing.”
“And what do you suggest?” asked Luna.
“Find out where Veil keeps her files—her experiments, everything. We need to expose her.”

The sheriff looked at her with a trace of admiration.
“You’ve got guts. I’m sorry I didn’t listen to you earlier.”
Chloe, however, hesitated.
“And what if she finds out? She’s not... normal. You’ve seen her.”
“We already faced her once,” said Jade with a tense smile. “Though... well, technically, we lost.”
Luna squeezed her hand. “We’re not losing again.”

The sheriff lit a cigarette, ignoring the no smoking sign on the wall.
“Then we need a plan. But first—information. Where are those girls now?”
Sophia spread a map of the campus across the table.
“Veil has a private studio beneath the theater. Officially, it’s her performance lab. But according to the records, Penny, Candy, and Florence work there late almost every night.”
“Perfect,” said Miller, exhaling a cloud of smoke. “That’s where we start.”

Zoe studied the red marks on the map and frowned.
“That place... it’s got awful energy. I felt it weeks ago. Like the air there doesn’t belong to this world.”
Nova gave a crooked smile. “Well, neither do we, right?”
They all laughed softly, though the sound was hollow, nervous.

The next few hours passed in murmurs, coffee cups, and scattered folders.
Luna doodled circles on a napkin, lost in thought.
Sophia combed through Veil’s digital records on her laptop.
Jade made lists of materials and tools.
And Zoe, every so often, whispered to her crystal ball, which glimmered faintly in response.

By the time the clock struck three, they agreed to take a break.
The sheriff stepped into the hallway to take a call.
The girls were left alone.

“Do you think we can actually do this?” asked Nova, glancing at Luna.
“We have to try,” she answered.
“But look at you,” Chloe said softly. “You all seem so happy now... why risk that?”
Luna smiled sadly.
“Because if we don’t, what I am now will stop meaning anything. I don’t want to be a pretty puppet.”
Sophia brushed her cheek with her fingers. “You never will be.”

From the corner, Zoe watched them closely.
For the first time in a long while, a flicker of hope crossed her gaze.
“Maybe... just maybe... this time we have a chance.”

The sheriff returned, pocketing her phone.
“Good. I’ve got what we need.”
“What’s that?” asked Jade.
“An inspection warrant for the theater. Electrical faults. It’ll give us access without suspicion.”
“When?”
“Tomorrow night. During Veil’s lecture on The Future of the Body.”

Zoe let out a dry laugh.
“The future of the body... she has no idea what’s really coming for her.”

Before they dispersed, they packed the folders, photos, and maps into a metal box that Zoe sealed with a strip of silk.
“For posterity,” she said, almost ceremonially.
Miller nodded. “And if we don’t make it out, at least there’ll be proof.”

Before leaving, Luna paused by the window.
The campus gleamed under the golden afternoon, students laughing, talking, living in their illusion of peace.
“If everything changes tomorrow,” she whispered, “I want to remember this moment. When we still believed we could win.”
Sophia came up beside her and took her hand.
“We can. We just have to believe it a little more than she does.”


Chapter 30 The Crimson Theater

That night, the Bloomhouse Theater gleamed with a neon light that did not belong to this world.
The marquee, wrapped in pink ribbons, displayed a single name: Rebecca Veil — The Future of the Body.
From afar, it looked like a glamorous premiere.
Up close, it was a trap.

Inside, the floodlights illuminated a vast machine—metal arms, screens filled with flawless faces, and tanks of bright pink liquid.
At the center of the stage, Veil walked in slow circles, dressed in a white vinyl corset and long gloves that reached her shoulders.
Her hair was pinned in a perfect bun, shining under the lights.
The silver mask covering half her face caught and bent every ray of light, like a living mirror.

“Tonight,” she murmured, delicately adjusting a lever, “I will not only create beauty. I will create order.”

The machine hummed like a sleeping beast.
Veil stopped before the empty audience, raising her arms.
“They destroyed their world with ugliness, with war, with directionless desire. I will give them something new—a humanity that knows how to worship itself.”

From the back of the theater, a voice replied:
“Sounds lovely... if it weren’t for the fact that you force everyone to live by your idea of beauty.”

Veil turned slowly.
In the dim glow of the aisle stood the silhouettes of Luna, Jade, Nova, Sophia, Chloe, Zoe, and Sheriff Miller.
Their outlines shimmered under the spotlights—an unlikely, powerful group: daughters of transformation, returning to the womb of their creator.

“Ah,” Veil smiled. “My most rebellious students.”
“Your experiment’s over,” said Miller, hand on her gun. “You’re coming with us.”

Veil laughed, her voice echoing through the theater with metallic resonance.
“With you? Or with them?”

She gestured toward the back of the stage.
Three female figures emerged from the shadows—Penny, Candy, and Florence—dressed like laboratory muses, beautiful and unreal.

“My daughters,” Veil said proudly. “They understand. They are proof that evolution needs no permission.”

Sophia stepped forward. “You’re the one who doesn’t understand. It’s not evolution if it’s imposed.”
“I impose nothing, darling,” Veil replied, walking slowly toward them. Every movement was choreographed grace, every word scented like perfume.
“I offer what the world has always desired: perfection. You chose it yourselves.”

Jade let out a bitter laugh. “We didn’t choose to be slaves.”
Veil tilted her head. “Didn’t you? Look at you, Jade. You’re divine. You move as if the air itself applauds you. Do you truly wish to go back... to what you were?”

The question hung in the air.
For a moment, silence felt almost hypnotic.

But Luna, eyes bright, stepped forward.
“Being divine doesn’t mean losing our will. We don’t want your perfection—we want our choice.”

Veil smiled—a dangerous, patient smile.
“Always the poet, Luna. That’s what I loved about you. But butterflies that resist transformation... die as caterpillars.”

She raised her hand, and the machine roared.
From the tanks burst spirals of pink light, curling like ribbons across the stage.
The screens came alive, flashing hundreds of faces—the former students, now transformed.

Zoe took a step back. “This is bad. That thing is radiating dark energy—it’s way bigger than I thought.”
“A global feminization,” Sophia whispered.

Veil spread her arms like a conductor before an orchestra.
“Exactly. A new opera. And you—my chorus.”

Miller lifted her gun. “Not so fast.”

But before she could fire, Penny stepped in front of her.
“No,” she said, her voice trembling. “No more.”

Veil froze.
“What did you say, doll?”
Candy moved forward, clutching the hem of her gleaming robe.
“You gave us freedom,” she said softly. “But you also gave us fear. And real freedom doesn’t kneel before the one who grants it.”
Florence came closer too, her voice steady.
“You taught us how to be women, Veil... but you never taught us how to be human.”

Veil blinked, confusion flickering before fury overtook her.
“Traitors!”
She turned toward the console. “I don’t need you. The machine will do what I cannot.”

Penny reached out a hand. “Please, stop.”
“NO!” Veil roared.
She slammed a lever, and a torrent of crimson light shot through the cables above.
The screens flickered wildly, the machinery trembling.
The air filled with electricity and perfume, as if the world itself were exhaling its final breath.

Sophia screamed, “She’s overloading the system!”
Zoe rushed toward the control booth, her crystal ball glowing in her hands.
“I can’t stop it! The spirits don’t seem to understand coding!”

Veil laughed, tears of madness shining in her eyes.
“Stop it? This is art! This is redemption!”

The sheriff aimed again.
“Then your art ends here.”

The gunshot thundered through the theater.
The bullet struck the machine’s crystal core.
A crack spread across it like a spiderweb of light.

“No...” Veil whispered, running to the structure. “Don’t touch that—it’s my creation!”

The lights exploded one after another.
The tanks burst open, spilling pink liquid across the floor.
The air burned with flashes and perfumed smoke.

“Everyone out!” Miller shouted.
Luna grabbed Sophia’s hand.
“Come on!”
Jade shoved Nova, who stumbled on her heels.
“Run, sweetheart—this isn’t a runway!”

Zoe stopped for a moment, looking back.
Veil, still on stage, tried to hold up the central panel with her bare hands, as if sheer will could save her creation.
“I only wanted you to be beautiful...”

Then the machine roared one last time.
A blast of light filled the theater, as though the sky itself had opened inside the walls.
The girls ran through the aisle, their footsteps echoing through the hiss of steam.
Behind them, the stage collapsed in a rain of sparks.

Outside, in the cold night, the theater burned like a blooming rose on fire.
No one spoke.
Only the wind carried the remnants of Veil’s perfume—sweet, metallic, and fading into the dark.


Chapter 31 Bloomhouse in Bloom

The sunset painted the tall windows of Bloomhouse University’s grand hall in soft rose.
The air smelled of champagne, hairspray, and freshly cut flowers.
A banner hung above the dance floor: “Aesthetic First Generation — Bloomhouse Class.”
Beneath those glittering letters, the music drifted lightly, almost ethereal, as the first-year girls laughed, danced, and took selfies with butterfly filters.

There was no trace of the old gray days.
The entire campus seemed a perfumed dream where time itself had decided to dress in tulle.
And at the center of that glittering crowd, like living jewels under the lights, were the seven of them—Luna, Jade, Nova, Chloe, Sophia, Zoe, and Sheriff Miller—each carrying her own balance of nostalgia and fulfillment.

Luna, in a silk white dress that hugged her waist, spun slowly on the dance floor.
Sophia watched her from the bar, smiling with that blend of tenderness and awe that only comes when love survives every possible change.
“You still dance the same as before,” she said as Luna came near.
Luna laughed, her voice a soft melody. “Before... when?”
Sophia lowered her gaze, knowing their memories had dissolved like perfume in air.
But it didn’t matter. In Luna’s eyes still shimmered the same light that had first made her fall in love.
“I’m just saying—you’ll always be my favorite disaster.”
Luna leaned in and kissed her on the cheek, leaving a tiny mark of gloss.
“Then here’s to being your disaster, darling. And to keeping it well powdered.”
They both laughed, melting into an embrace.

The DJ changed the song, a slow ballad, and Sophia rested her head on Luna’s shoulder as they swayed in time.
Nothing about it was wrong—just two souls that had survived chaos and learned to love each other again, under another form, another name, another skin.

Near the stage, Jade stood with a drink in hand, radiating that irreverent diva air she was born with.
The shimmer of her emerald dress caught the lights from the ceiling.
Beside her, Chloe watched with a nervous smile.
“You’re the only person who can make a cocktail look like a jewel,” Chloe said.
Jade laughed, playful and bright. “Sweetheart, cocktails adore me. They have no choice.”
She reached out and brushed Chloe’s nose with a fingertip.
“And neither do you, hmm?”
Chloe blushed, trying to hide it.
“You make it sound like I’m hypnotized.”
Jade raised an eyebrow. “Aren’t you?”

Chloe’s answer was a kiss.
Slow, sure, full of complicity—
the kind of kiss that tastes of promise and forgiveness.
When they parted, Jade chuckled softly.
“I knew it. One drink, and I’ve got you wrapped around my finger.”
“Liar,” Chloe whispered. “You had me long before that.”
They held each other close.
In the distance, the reflections from the stage lights danced in their eyes.
The world could reinvent itself a thousand times; they only needed that moment—the shared perfume, the brush of lips, and the quiet knowing that, despite everything, love was still theirs.

Nova, meanwhile, began the night dancing alone.
Her dress shimmered pink with silver sparkles; her laughter was infectious.
Every so often, a junior boy approached to ask her for a dance.
She turned them down each time, smiling politely, as if keeping a secret.
Until one, more persistent than the rest, plucked a rose from a centerpiece and offered it to her.
“She’s dangerous,” Nova said, touching the petals.
“Why?”
“Because I like beautiful things a little too much.”
He shrugged. “Then I hope I qualify.”

She laughed and took the flower.
As they began to dance, Nova thought—perhaps for the first time—that maybe she could allow herself to be happy without fear.
After all, wasn’t that what she had always wanted?
A life where mischief and tenderness could coexist without guilt.

At a table in the back, Zoe stirred her drink with a finger, watching the others.
Sheriff Miller, still in uniform, sat beside her, visibly uncomfortable amid so much sparkle and sequins.
“Looks like they won,” she murmured.
Zoe arched an eyebrow. “Who? Them or Silken?”
The sheriff sighed. “Sometimes I don’t know.”

Zoe watched her for a moment.
“You blame yourself for not acting sooner.”
Miller didn’t answer. She only tightened her grip on her glass.
“Listen,” Zoe said, her tone briefly serious. “No one stops this alone. Not you, not me. But they’re alive. They’re happy. And that’s more than most can say.”
“Yeah... but at what cost?”
Zoe shrugged, smiling with that particular irony only she could carry.
“Sometimes, Sheriff, revolutions come wearing makeup.”

They both laughed, and Miller raised her glass.
“To them, then.”
“To us,” Zoe corrected, gently clinking her glass against hers.

After midnight, the ceiling lights went out.
Only the candles on the tables remained, casting a warm glow across happy faces.
Veil no longer existed—at least not in body.
But her shadow still seemed to drift through the air, dissolved in perfume and glitter.
The world she had created—or perhaps freed—kept on shining, beautiful and ambiguous.

Zoe rose, walked to the balcony, and looked down over the campus.
The gardens shimmered like a sea of soft lights, and the fountains spilled water tinted pink.
Music floated through the air, along with the scent of jasmine, of youth, of new versions of themselves.
Behind her, Luna and Sophia walked by hand in hand; Jade and Chloe kissed between bursts of laughter; Nova danced with the rose tucked in her hair.


Epilogue Pink Dawn

The morgue smelled of disinfectant, metal… and something else.
A sweet perfume, almost imperceptible, slipped between the fluorescent tubes and the steel drawers.
Dr. Evans lifted his eyes from the report and frowned.
It wasn’t the smell of death—it was something far worse.
Something… alive.

In front of him, on autopsy table number six, rested a pink silk cocoon, almost two meters long.
Its surface seemed to pulse softly, as if it were breathing.
The spotlights made it gleam, revealing a texture perfect and impossible—half organic, half textile.
Evans swallowed hard.
The report said it had been recovered from the rubble of the Bloomhouse Theater after the explosion.
No one knew what it was.
Neither human tissue nor synthetic polymer.
Something new.

He put on his gloves, approaching with the scalpel.
As he did, a drop of sweat slid down his temple.
The air felt heavier, saturated with a scent that recalled musk, expensive makeup, desire.
"Come on, Evans… just science," he muttered, trembling.

The blade touched the surface.
A whisper came from inside, like a stifled moan.
The scalpel sank into the silk—and a jet of perfumed air struck him in the face.
He fell backward, dazed.
The world spun in pink flashes.
The cold chamber filled with mist.

The cocoon opened slowly, revealing the body within: Becky Vega, a.k.a. Professor Veil.
Her skin, untouched. Her lips, the color of freshly cut strawberries.
Her eyes… closed, until, as if moved by a divine command, they opened.
They were not human eyes.
They were liquid pearls, flashes of living nacre.
And they smiled.

Dr. Evans tried to step back, but his knees wouldn’t respond.
Becky—or Veil, or Silken, or whatever remained of her—rose with the grace of a butterfly unfolding its wings.
The cocoon dissolved around her, turning into a gauzy silk dress that floated like a living cloud.
She extended a hand, her pink nails glinting under the white light.
"Shh…"
Her voice was a lullaby, an echo of every voice she had ever transformed.
"Breathe beauty."

Evans stared, hypnotized.
His pupils dilated.
The scalpel slipped from his hand with a metallic clink.
Veil lifted a small device from her wrist—a bracelet made of pink filaments that vibrated softly.
A Pink Frequency Emitter.
When she activated it, a barely audible tone filled the morgue.
It was more caress than sound, a hum that slid over the skin and down into the soul.

Evans felt the air turn warm, enveloping.
His muscles relaxed, his breathing became gentle.
A tear, shimmering like glitter, rolled down his cheek.
Veil leaned down and kissed his forehead.
"That’s better, doctor.
Not all bodies are meant to be opened.
Some just need… to bloom."

The fragrance in the room grew stronger.
The clock on the wall stopped.
Silence became absolute.

Hours later, the corridors of the county police station vibrated with that same hum.
The lights flickered, bathed in a pearly glow.
Officers, one by one, let their weapons, their radios, their folders fall to the floor.

Through the double glass doors, Veil walked barefoot.
Each step left a trace of shimmer behind.
Her silk dress seemed to weave itself as she moved, brushing against the walls, the gazes, the wills around her.

“Stop her!” shouted a sergeant before losing his balance.
The gun hit the floor, and he fell to his knees, smiling vacantly.
“Please,” murmured another officer, “what… what is this sound?”

Veil smiled without slowing down.
“Beauty, my love.
The language the world forgot.”

With every step, the hum grew stronger.
The mirrors along the hallway began to fog, reflecting blurred faces that softened, brightened, became more… blissful.

At the end of the corridor, Sheriff Miller barricaded herself in her office.
Sweat rolled down her forehead.
She held her pistol, finger on the trigger, but couldn’t focus.
“Hold on,” she whispered to herself.
“It’s just… noise. Don’t listen to her.”

But Veil’s voice didn’t come from outside.
It came from within.
Soft, rounded words, wrapping around her thoughts like threads of silk:
“Why fight what’s beautiful?
Aren’t you tired of carrying the weight of duty?
Look at your hands… they weren’t born to hold weapons.
They were born to caress.”

The sheriff lowered her weapon.
Veil appeared in the doorway, splendid, radiant.
“Shh…”
She stroked her cheek.
“Do not fear. Beauty doesn’t kill, it transforms.”

The sheriff let the pistol fall.
Her eyes clouded.
And as the pink frequency filled the air, the clock struck six in the morning.

Outside, the world was a canvas.
The sky dawned tinged in pink—not by the sun, but by the glow emanating from the building.
Veil stepped into the dawn, wrapped in the silk that had once protected her.
The fabric, now part of her, formed a dress that seemed to breathe, moving with the wind.
Behind her, the station burned in a soft fire, as though light itself were melting.

At the foot of the main steps, a group waited:
Twelve girls dressed in silk cloaks and hoods, each wearing a butterfly brooch upon her chest.
They were the Sigma Sigma Sigma, the campus’s secret sisterhood.

Their leader, a redhead with turquoise eyes—Alyssa—stepped forward, and upon seeing Veil, knelt.
“Mother,” she whispered, “what shall we do now?”

Veil looked at her with infinite tenderness, as one might gaze upon a perfect creation.
The wind lifted a strand of her hair; the perfume filled the air.
“Do?” she repeated.
“No, my child. There’s nothing left to do.
The work is complete.
We no longer need to hide beauty.”

Alyssa lifted her gaze, tears shining like jewels.
Veil cupped her face in both hands, and the pink glow of dawn reflected in her pupils.
“Every flower has its season.
Ours… is just beginning.”

The other girls knelt, forming a circle around her.
From the nearby streets, the first passersby watched in confusion as the pink light spread over windows, cars, trees—
a silent wave of sweetness and power.

On the roof of the station, Veil gazed out over the city.
Her dress fluttered, fused with the dawn.
The Sigma Sigma Sigma waited in silence, their hoods gleaming beneath the rising sun.
“Today an era ends,” she said, “and another begins.”

The wind lifted her silk skirt, revealing that beneath it there was no flesh, but light—
liquid, living, infinite light.

Veil smiled, eyes fixed on the horizon.
“From Bloomhouse to the world,” she murmured.
“From flesh to perfection.”

And with one final gleam, her figure dissolved into the morning light, leaving behind a trail of perfume, laughter, and promises.


Secret File of Silken Stalker

📂 *File #001: Lana Mora (formerly Lucas)*

📌 Progress:

•​Physical feminization:

o​Breasts: B-cup (all-natural thanks to hormones!).

o​Penis: Preserved, but smaller and more sensitive (Dani prefers it that way!).

•​Psychological submission: 95% (loves to pose in lingerie, but only for Dani).

•​Hormones: In her daily latte (Dani makes sure she drinks it).

📝 Notes:

"Dani is jealous: no one else touches Lana.

Objective: refine her voice a bit more. Add more glow to her skincare routine."

📂 *File #002: Clarice Rojas (formerly Claude)*

📌 Progress:

•​Physical feminization:

o​Breasts: A-cup (perfect for pantsuits!).

o​Penis: Functional, but only when Daniel orders it.

•​Psychological submission: 94% (fantasizes about being handcuffed… only by him).

•​Hormones: In her lipstick (dosed through kisses!).

📝 Notes:

"Daniel spoils her too much. Remember, it's a power game.

Next step: GPS collar (to monitor her solitary walks)."

📂 *File #003: Candy Montero (formerly Charles)*

📌 Progress:

•​Physical feminization:

o​Breasts: A-cup (ideal for her schoolgirl outfits!).

o​Penis: Useless for penetration… but perfect for submission games.

•​Psychological submission: 93% (solves equations… while on her knees).

•​Hormones: In her gummy "vitamins" (Eric calls them "treats").

📝 Notes:

"Eric does not share. Still, increase the docility dose in her snacks.

Goal: have her ask for permission to touch herself."

📂 *File #004: Florence Rojas (formerly Fernando)*

📌 Progress:

•​Physical feminization:

o​Breasts: B-cup (Oliver examines them daily!).

o​Penis: Only for "special procedures."

•​Psychological submission: 97% (cries if she doesn't get her examination).

•​Hormones: In her micellar water (perfect and submissive skin!).

📝 Notes:

"Oliver wants to lock her in his office. Approved… with supervision.

Include pheromones in her intimate soap."

📂 *File #005: Marcus Velasco (formerly Marcos)*

📌 Progress:

•​Physical feminization:

o​Breasts: A-cup (hidden under that sinful habit!).

o​Penis: Only for "heated confessions."

•​Psychological submission: 96% (loves being corrected by Adrián).

•​Hormones: In her communion wafers (she takes communion with submission!).

📝 Notes:

"Adrian tolerates no rivals. Increase emotional dependency dosage.

Goal: have her sign an oath of obedience... in blood."

📂 *File #006: Penny Laine (formerly Peter)*

📌 Progress:

•​Physical feminization:

o​Breasts: A-cup (perfect for tight dresses!).

o​Penis: Only for "wet bets."

•​Psychological submission: 98% (loses on purpose... for pleasure).

•​Hormones: On her poker chips (she kisses to lose!).

📝 Notes:

"Tyler keeps her like a treasure. Still, install a sensor in her lucky charm collar.

Objective: have her ask to be handcuffed... in public."

📜 Final Note:

"They think they chose this.

Their boyfriends think they control them.

But me... I just water the flowers."


Preliminary Report: Project Butterflies

(Confidential files from the Observer Sedosa, recorded immediately after each feminization)

📂 *File #001: Lana Mora

📌 Initial State:

•​Physical:

o​Breasts: Slight growth (incipient A-cup, sensitive to touch).

o​Genitalia: Penis reduced in size (≈40% less), still functional but hypersensitive.

o​Skin: Softer, facial/body hair reduced by 70%.

•​Mental:

o​Initial confusion, followed by fascination with her reflection.

o​Sudden attraction to feminine fashion (though she denies it).

•​Hormones: First doses administered via energy drink (Dani as unwitting distributor).

📝 Post-Transformation Notes:

"Subject shows resistance to makeup but shudders when wearing a skirt.

Immediate objective: expose her to coquettish photo sessions to reinforce Lana identity."

📂 *File #002: Clarice Rojas

📌 Initial State:

•​Physical:

o​Breasts: Small breast buds (painful to the touch).

o​Genitalia: Penis preserved, but erections less frequent.

o​Features: Fuller lips, plucked eyebrows.

•​Mental:

o​Panic upon seeing her new figure, then obsession with hiding it… unsuccessfully.

o​Blushes when noticing male gazes.

•​Hormones: Lipstick with estrogens (applies unconsciously every 2 hours).

📝 Post-Transformation Notes:

"Subject tried to rip initial dress. Now she caresses it in the mirror.

Priority: pair her with an authority figure (Daniel is ideal)."

📂 *File #003: Candy Montero

📌 Initial State:

•​Physical:

o​Breasts: Incipient A-cup (reacts to cold/stimuli).

o​Genitalia: Smaller penis, with extreme sensitivity (≈3 touches = moans).

o​Skin: Glowing, no male acne.

•​Mental:

o​Initial rage, then fascination with her high-pitched voice.

o​Unexplained attraction to Eric (former academic rival).

•​Hormones: Sweet gummies with progesterone (Eric uses them as "rewards").

📝 Post-Transformation Notes:

"Subject solved equations in heels to impress Eric.

Goal: link intellectual pleasure to sexual submission."

📂 *File #004: Florence Rojas

📌 Initial State:

•​Physical:

o​Breasts: Developing B-cup (hyperreactive nipples).

o​Genitalia: Softer penis, with less potent ejaculations.

o​Movements: More flexible hips (unconscious swaying).

•​Mental:

o​Denial followed by addiction to moisturizing creams.

o​Blushes when wearing nurse uniform (she used to hate it!).

•​Hormones: Micellar water with estrogens (applies 5 times/day).

📝 Post-Transformation Notes:

"Subject corrected her posture to slim her waist. Oliver noticed the changes… and approved.

Next step: request she wears skirts at the hospital."

📂 *File #005: María Velasco

📌 Initial State:

•​Physical:

o​Breasts: A-cup (sensation of heaviness).

o​Genitalia: Shorter penis, with renewed sensitivity.

o​Voice: Less deep, but not yet melodic.

•​Mental:

o​Religious shock ("Is God punishing me?"), then curiosity for lingerie.

o​Attraction to Adrian (her poetic confessor).

•​Hormones: Communion wafers with estradiol (she takes communion 3 times/week!).

📝 Post-Transformation Notes:

"Subject touched herself in front of the mirror… and cried from pleasure.

Objective: replace Catholic guilt with desire for submission."

📂 *File #006: Penny Laine

📌 Initial State:

•​Physical:

o​Breasts: A-cup (nipples always erect).

o​Genitalia: Thinner penis, with painful erections.

o​Skin: Hairless, shiny like a doll.

•​Mental:

o​Initial rage… then obsession with painting her nails.

o​Fascination with Tyler.

•​Hormones: Poker chips coated with anti-androgens (she sucks on them while playing).

📝 Post-Transformation Notes:

"Subject lost a bet and accepted a polka-dot dress. Tyler already calls her 'Wild Card'.

Goal: normalize her losing… at everything."

💊 Phase 1 Summary

•​Objective Achieved: Feminized bodies, minds in transition.

•​Problems:

o​Initial physical resistance (scratching, attempted shaving).

o​Emotional resistance (guilt, denial).

•​Solution:

o​Assigned boyfriends to guide their submission.

o​Hormones in everyday objects (no escape!).

📜 Observer's Note:

"The butterflies still struggle in the chrysalis…

But soon they will fly into my nets."


Final Report: Project Butterflies

📜 Executive Summary

Objective Accomplished: Transformation of male subjects into functional, happy, and indoctrinated women.

Effectiveness: 99.9% (the only remaining vestiges of masculinity are anatomical-functional and controlled).

Next Phase: Expansion

📂 Individual Destinations: Projections and Permanent Control

1. Lana Mora

•​Future:

o​Career: Fashion photographer for magazine "Femme Fatale"

o​Relationship: Dani will "hire" her as an exclusive model. Marriage in 2 years.

o​Control: Birth control pills with hormonal boosters (prescribed by a "beauty clinic").

✒️ Becky's Note:

"Dani is jealous... perfect. Lana will never work with another photographer.

Plan B: If she hesitates, activate hypnosis via her reflection in mirrors."

2. Clarice Rojas

•​Future:

o​Career: Unlicensed forensic consultant (dependent on Daniel).

o​Relationship: Daniel will "adopt" her as his wife and assistant.

o​Control: Collar with daily estrogen doses + audio recorder.

✒️ Becky's Note:

"If she tries to investigate her past, the collar will electrocute her memories.

Bonus: Her habit of biting her lip activates submission pheromones."

3. Candy Montero

•​Future:

o​Career: Eric's "assistant" at the university (no salary, only "rewards").

o​Relationship: Eric will showcase her at conferences as his "genius wife".

o​Control: GPS-tracked Rubik's cube in her backpack.

✒️ Becky's Note:

"If she solves the cube too quickly, it will release a testosterone-inhibiting gas.

Final goal: Have her sign a mathematical slavery contract."

4. Florence Rojas

•​Future:

o​Career: Untitled nurse at Oliver's private clinic.

o​Relationship: Oliver will discharge her as a "permanent patient".

o​Control: "Vitamins" with nanotracers (monitor her sexual activity).

✒️ Becky's Note:

"If she cries too much for attention, the vitamins will induce erotic dreams about Oliver.

Extra: Her stethoscope emits aphrodisiac ultrasounds."

5. María Velasco

•​Future:

o​Career: "Director" of a girls' orphanage (indoctrinated by Becky).

o​Relationship: Adrian will lock her in his library as his "literary muse".

o​Control: Communion wafers with high doses of estradiol.

✒️ Becky's Note:

"Plan B: Subliminal tattoo on her back (Property of Adrian)."

6. Penny Laine

•​Future:

o​Career: Croupier at Tyler's casino.

o​Relationship: Tyler will auction her as a "human wild card" (but no one else will be allowed to touch her).

o​Control: High heels that deliver electric shocks if she moves away from Tyler.

✒️ Becky's Note:

"If she wins a game, the heels will burn the soles of her feet.

Hidden objective: Make her request to be *handcuffed 24/7*."

💋 Observer's Final Note

"They believe they are free.

Their boyfriends believe they dominate them.

But me... I just tend the garden.

Next stop: The world."

🔐 End of file. Self-destruction in 3... 2... 1...
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