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For everyone who has ever worn a mask,
and for the ones who lovingly help us take it off.


Dear Reader,

Theo steps into Sadie’s sleepover expecting to charm his way into her bed. Instead, the women see through his player persona, and he stumbles into a world where pink polish, whispered praise, and lace rewire his understanding of strength. This is the journey of a man discovering that his deepest freedom lies not in control, but in letting go.

This story is a work of fantasy intended for a mature audience. While the journey begins with playful coercion and manipulation, it is ultimately a romance built on psychological surrender, enthusiastic group validation, and the profound safety found in absolute trust. It’s about discovering that belonging is the greatest victory of all.

For your consideration, this book contains the following:

	Coerced Feminization & Sissy Training

	Friends to Lovers / Seduction Backfire

	Enthusiastic Group Femdom (FFF/M)

	Power Exchange (Female Dominant/Male Submissive)

	Praise Kink & Group Validation

	Forced Proximity (The Sleepover)

	Chastity & Prostate Play

	Gender Identity Exploration & First Time in Public

	Explicit Sexual Scenes & Language




And most importantly...

A beautiful and affirming Happily Ever After (HEA).

Please enjoy.

With love,

Dolly Darling
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Chapter 1


I show up with a grin that’s worked for me everywhere else. Hand on the bouquet — messy, spring flowers, not too showy, just right to look like I didn’t Google “what flowers for a girl you want” — I knock, already rehearsing the lines. This is it. Sadie’s text — You should come to my birthday weekend, just us, real sleepover vibes! — has been on my mind all week. Her, the one I’ve been circling for months. If there was ever a window, this is it. I’ve played this game before. I play it well.

The door swings open and it’s Lily, pink pajama shorts, face bare, hair up. She beams like she’s waited her whole life for me to show. “Theo! You made it!” She loops me in with one arm before I’ve even stepped over the threshold. I catch the scent — something sugary, skin-warm, and overwhelmingly feminine. Behind her, the place looks like a Pinterest bomb: blankets, candles, a cake stand loaded with cupcakes. Zara’s sprawled on the couch, phone out, feet up, silver polish flashing on her toes.

And then there’s Sadie, standing by the kitchen island, pouring wine into mismatched stemless glasses, head tilted, watching me with that smile — slow, knowing, soft around the edges. The one that makes me want to hand over every secret I’ve ever had.

Lily snatches the flowers. “These are adorable. Sadie, he brought you flowers!”

I catch Sadie’s eye and give her my best “just for you” look. “Happy birthday,” I say, and she holds my gaze for half a second longer than necessary. Her cardigan is off her shoulders, sleeves bunched at the elbows, collarbone bare. I want to bite it. I want to make her notice.

She sets the wine down and comes over, brushing my arm as she passes. “Thank you, Theo. That’s sweet.” The way she says sweet — I’d trade all the cheap victories of my past for a shot at making her say my name like that.

Lily tugs me into the living room. “Okay, group selfie!” She wedges in beside me, Zara on the other side, Sadie slips in behind, hand on my shoulder — claiming me, staking her flag. I lean into her, too aware of the way my chest feels tight under her palm.

The phone clicks. There’s a flash. Everyone laughs. I laugh too, just a little louder, stretching out, taking up space. I’m the guy here. The only one. The guest of honor, maybe. I can work with this.

I drift to the couch, slide in next to Sadie. Zara nudges a tray of face mask packets toward the coffee table. “Okay! So, birthday weekend agenda.” Her tone is sing-song, a joke, but her eyes flick to Sadie for a beat — like she’s waiting for a cue. “Face masks. Manicures. Chick flicks. Slutty snacks. All the girl stuff Theo’s always wanted to try.”

I smirk, toss my arm along the back of the couch. “Hey, I’m game. Long as there’s pizza somewhere in there. And maybe some real movies?” I wink at Sadie. The line lands, but she doesn’t bite. She just tips her head, studying me.

Lily leans forward, squeezing a tube of face cream onto her hand. “Nope. No boys allowed tonight. Except you, of course. You’re an honorary girl for the weekend!”

Laughter bubbles around me, easy and teasing, but there’s a note in it — like I missed the punchline.

I play it cool. “Honorary girl, huh? Will I have to pass some kind of test, or do I just get the sash and tiara now?” I give my signature smirk, the one that makes girls giggle and drop their guard.

Except Sadie doesn’t giggle. She just looks at me, eyes soft and unreadable, lips parted. There’s a weight in my gut, a flicker of something — unease, maybe, or just anticipation. I don’t know. I shake it off.

Sadie slides onto the rug in front of me, knees drawn up, glass in hand. “It would be so nice to just have one weekend that’s ours, you know? No posturing, no boys crashing the vibe. Someone who’ll really do the things we do, not just watch and make fun.” She glances up, lashes low, and suddenly I’m on trial. The room goes still for a moment. I feel the pressure in my chest, a heat at the back of my neck. Her disappointment — barely-there, a shadow — lands harder than any outright demand.

I swallow, force a grin. “Hey, I’m not crashing anything. You want me to paint nails, I’m painting nails. I’m in.” I hear myself, too eager. The girls exchange a look — tiny, there and gone — like I’ve passed some test I didn’t know I was taking.

Zara claps her hands. “Yes! Spa night initiation. Theo, you’re up first.” She grabs a bag of polish bottles and dumps them onto the table. “Pick your color.”

I play along, scanning the bottles — glossy coral, shimmery lavender, sparkly blue. I reach for the blue, figure it’s safest, but Lily snatches it away. “Nope, that’s mine. You have to let Sadie pick for you. Birthday girl’s choice.”

Sadie’s fingers close around a soft pink, pale and sugary. She holds it out, palm up. “Trust me?”

The question is gentle, but it leaves no room for no. Her eyes catch the lamp’s glow — too bright, too open.

My cock stirs the moment she settles in front of me, thighs folded under her. I hesitate, pulse ticking in my throat, but there’s no way out that doesn’t make me look like an ass. I nod, and the smile she gives me is soft but sharp, slicing through whatever front I have left. I hold out my hands, palms up, a little too casual.

I laugh too loud at Zara’s joke — something about “Theo’s burly man-paws getting the princess treatment” — and tell myself it’s all harmless, just part of the act. I’m the guy who can hang. I’ll show Sadie I’m game, flexible, the one man on Earth who can take a joke.

Sadie’s fingers close around my right hand. Her skin is cool and soft. She doesn’t squeeze — she cradles — and the shift in how I’m being touched knocks something loose inside my chest. The laughter from the girls swells around me, but my world narrows: her hands, my hands, the slow, gentle drag of her thumb along my knuckle. My smirk falters.

I stare at the top of her head as she bends over my nails, her hair falling in a loose curtain, close enough that I catch a whiff of coconut and skin.

They set up shop around me, moving with the easy choreography of old friends. The girls chatter, tossing in-jokes over my head, and I realize — really feel — that I’m on their turf now. The air is thick with some floral candle, sweet and dense. My jeans feel too stiff against the plush throw.

Every cushion, every blanket — softness everywhere, pressing in.

Sadie lifts a nail file, meets my eyes, and says, “Just relax.”

Her voice is low, soothing. Not the teasing I expect. I want to say something clever, to get back on the front foot, but my voice stalls. I’m aware of my hands — how big they look, how clumsy. She holds them delicately, as if they’re fragile.

She begins to shape my nails, each pass of the file gentle but thorough. The sensation is unfamiliar — oddly intimate. I’m used to being looked at, but not like this. Not handled. I’m aware of every callus, every spot where I bit a nail down too far. I want to tug my hand away, but Sadie’s grip is tender, certain. I let her have me.

Lily leans forward, chin on her knee. “You’ve got such pretty nail beds, Theo. Look at that shape!”

Zara laughs. “He’s going to make us jealous. Theo’s going to have the best hands at this sleepover.”

I roll my eyes, but the words land heavier than they should. “Just lucky, I guess.” My joke wobbles. My skin tingles where Sadie holds me.

Sadie’s head tilts. “Not just luck. Some people have beautiful hands.”

She says it so matter-of-fact, so genuine, I feel my chest tighten. I flex my fingers without thinking, and her touch doesn’t falter. Her thumb traces over my palm, soothing, sure. The motion is intimate, practiced. Not sexual, but with an intimacy that unsettles me. My smirk falters. I’m exposed in a way I’ve never been — my hands displayed, worked on, praised.

The first brush of color — cold, slick, foreign — makes my breath hitch. She’s close enough I feel the warmth of her knee against my shin, the steadiness of her hands. Her focus is total. I watch the pink spread over my thumbnail, glossy and strange.

“That color’s perfect for you,” Zara murmurs. Her voice is teasing, but there’s no meanness. Only approval. The room feels too warm.

“This’ll be fun,” Lily says, voice like honey over the hum of the living room. “You’re the bravest man I know, Theo.”

I shoot her a grin, try to keep it easy. “Just don’t make me leave here with sparkles and unicorns. I’ve got a reputation.”

Zara snorts. “Please, you’ll look hot.” She waves a brush in the air like a wand. “Let’s see those hands, big guy.”

Sadie’s hand doesn’t leave mine as she moves to the next finger, ignoring the chatter circling us. Her eyes flick up, locking with mine. “Hold still,” she says, gentle command in her voice. I freeze. I’m used to giving orders. Now I’m obeying without thinking.

My cock swells, unexpected and insistent, straining against my jeans. I shift, trying to angle my hips away from Sadie, but her grip tightens just enough to hold me in place. She knows. She has to know.

Lily’s voice floats in. “You’re being so patient, Theo. Most guys would squirm or whine.”

“Most guys would be running for the hills right now,” Zara adds, laughing.

I force a laugh to meet them. “I guess I’m not most guys.” But it comes out thinner than I mean.

Sadie looks up at me, lashes low. “No, you’re not.” She lifts my hand, brushes a coat of pale pink onto my pinky. The stroke is slow, deliberate. I watch, transfixed by the way my skin looks next to hers — soft, clean, helpless.

“Almost done,” Sadie says. She blows gently on my nails, breath warm. I feel my cock twitch, shame flooding in. I can’t look at her. My cheeks burn.

“There,” Sadie murmurs, not looking up. “You have nice hands.” I glance at her, searching for the tease, but her face is open. For a second, I’m exposed — just skin and nerves and the impossible urge to pull away or lean in, I can’t tell which.

Zara leans over, blowing on her own nails. “You’re taking this like a champ, Theo.” Her tone is light, but the way she gazes at me — smirk twisted, eyes glinting — makes me flush. I tell myself it’s the wine.

My pulse beats in my ears. The scent of flowers, polish, and something warm I can’t name closes around me. I want to say this is all part of the plan. That letting them have their fun will put me in their good graces, put Sadie in my bed by Sunday. But the edge of control I thought I had slips, bit by bit, under the softness of Sadie’s touch, the way she holds my hand so easily.

Sadie’s eyes meet mine. “You’re such a good sport. This weekend is going to be so much fun.”

Her voice is velvet, her smile gentle. It makes me wonder if I’ve just signed up for something I don’t understand. If, somewhere under the laughter and the pink polish, there’s a line I won’t see until I’ve already crossed it.

I swallow, my throat dry, and force another smile, but I can feel it — something shifting, a current beneath the surface, tugging me out past where my feet can touch.

I tell myself this is good. This is how I win her. But as they close in with creams and brushes, as the pink hardens on my nails, all I can do is sit and smile and play along — pretend I’m still in control while a new game begins, one I never meant to play.

And somewhere behind Sadie’s patient smile, I think I catch a glimpse of something else. Hunger. Victory. I want to believe she’s just having fun, that this is all harmless games, but there’s something in her eyes, a spark that feels more like challenge than charm. I tell myself to relax, to go with the flow, but the knots in my stomach won’t loosen, and the longer I sit here, the more I feel like a mouse trapped in a cat’s playroom.
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Chapter 2


II’m on the living room rug with my legs crossed and my hands tucked under my thighs, my nails an absurdly perfect, glossy pink. My face feels scrubbed raw, tight from the peel-off masks that left us all in fits of laughter an hour ago. There’s a fuzzy, sweet ache behind my eyes from the cheap wine and the stifling heat of the room, a pleasant buzz that threatens to pull me under.

But I can’t let myself slip, not yet.

Every time I risk a glance at Sadie, every time I catch her gaze across the circle, I feel the ghost of her hands moving over mine when she’d painted my nails. The memory is a hot little coal in my gut. The way the girls cooed and giggled, their attention a bright, focused spotlight that made me the center of their universe for a moment—a moment I can’t stop replaying, chasing the warmth of it.

Truth or Dare had started as a joke. It was Zara’s idea, of course, all big, mischievous grins and mock-scandalized gasps. But with each empty bottle, the questions got sharper, the dares riskier. Lily confessed to stalking her ex on LinkedIn, a new profile picture her current obsession. Sadie, when pressed, admitted with a slow smile that she sometimes pictured her professors naked to get through lectures. I kept up a frantic tap dance of deflection. I turned every truth into a self-deprecating joke and every dare into a victory lap of loud, performative confidence. It was easy, for a while. The girls laughed with me, but their laughter had an edge now. They were pressing, circling, watching to see how I’d react when I got close to the line—the invisible boundary of my own carefully constructed masculinity. They were testing the fences, and a part of me, a terrifying, exhilarating part, wanted them to break through.

Now it’s my turn again. Zara’s grinning at me, her lips stained blue from a candy ring she’s been sucking on.

“Truth or dare, Theo?” She tips her head, the challenge in her eyes unmistakable, glittering in the lamplight.

I want to say truth. My mind scrabbles for it, for the soft pitch, the easy out. But before I can open my mouth, Lily pipes up from my side, her voice giddy.

“No backing down now! You said you’d do any dare.” She nudges my shoulder, her energy infectious and impossible to refuse.

“Dare,” I say, the word tasting like a mistake the moment it leaves my tongue. I try to keep my voice loose, casual, even as my gut clenches into a cold, hard knot. I glance at Sadie for backup, for some kind of lifeline, but she just watches me over the rim of her wineglass, the corner of her mouth curling into a slow, knowing smile. A jolt of something — part betrayal, part thrill — shoots through me. She’s in on it, whatever it is.

Zara doesn’t hesitate. Her grin widens as she fishes something from behind a throw pillow. With a flick of her wrist, she tosses it into my lap. It lands with no weight at all.

I look down.

It’s a pair of panties — silky, blush-pink, with a tiny satin bow at the hip. The faint scent of Sadie’s perfume — vanilla and something floral — rises from them. They’re hers, unmistakably. My throat closes up, and the air in the room suddenly feels thick and heavy, pressing in on me.

I force a laugh, but it comes out too loud, too sharp in the sudden quiet. “You want me to try these on? Seriously?”

Lily lets out a whoop, bouncing on her knees. “It’s just for laughs, Theo! Come on, you’ve been such a good sport all night.” She’s on my left, her eyes sparkling, her presence a warm, insistent pressure.

Zara smirks, leaning back on her hands. “We’ll even close our eyes if you’re shy.”

My gaze flies to Sadie, my last hope. I try to make it a joke, to give her an out that is also an out for me. “It’s the birthday girl’s decision. Do you really want this?” I’m begging her, I realize. Let me off the hook. Don’t do this to me.

Sadie tips her head, her eyes wide and innocent, her lips parted in an exaggerated pout. She knows exactly what she’s doing — turning my refusal into a personal slight, making it the meanest thing in the world. “It would make me so, so happy. Please, Theo?” Her voice is a soft caress, a velvet-gloved command.

My resistance cracks, not with a bang but with a long, slow crumble of stone into dust. The part of me that’s been playing defense all night just gives up, exhausted. I try to grin, to reclaim some control, but it feels thin and brittle on my face.

“Fine,” I say, my voice sounding hollow, like it’s coming from someone else. “But you all owe me big time for this.” I snatch the wisp of silk from my lap and push myself to my feet, the blood roaring in my ears, drowning out their delighted giggles.

The bathroom is just down the hall — a few steps that feel like a mile-long corridor of judgment. I shut the door and twist the lock, the click echoing in the small space. My breath is ragged, my hands shaking as I brace them against the sink. The person in the mirror is a stranger. There are smudges of mascara under his eyes from where I’d laughed too hard earlier. His nails are a shocking, vibrant pink. He looks…soft. He looks ridiculous. A wave of shame washes over me, so hot it makes my eyes water.

I strip off my jeans, then my boxers, folding them with precise, jerky movements and placing them on the closed toilet lid. The panties are a whisper in my hand, impossibly small and light. I hesitate, my heart hammering against my ribs. This is the point of no return. Then, before I can lose my nerve, I step into them, pulling the delicate fabric up over my thighs. The silk glides over my skin, a cool, alien sensation that catches on every hair, on every ridge of muscle. When it slides up and over my cock, I flinch, a jolt of pure heat shooting up my spine.

They fit, somehow. They’re snug, the waistband settling high on my hips, my cock and balls barely contained by the delicate pouch. The band hugs me, not tight, just…present. There’s no hiding the way I fill them out. The silk presses everything forward, outlining my shape in a way that feels both obscene and deeply, disturbingly intimate. It’s a feeling I can’t name, a vulnerability I’ve never known.

I stare down, mesmerized and horrified. My cock is already swelling, thickening against the silk, and the feeling is so sharp, so electric, I almost groan. I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to will it down, to think of anything else, but it only grows harder, the pressure becoming exquisite. The panties cup me, cradling my weight, making every involuntary twitch feel like the deliberate brush of a lover’s hand. My face burns with shame and something else, something I refuse to acknowledge. I can’t go out there like this. I should rip them off right now, throw them in the trash, and bolt. But I can’t make myself move. A part of me is frozen, transfixed by the sight of myself, by the feeling of being held this way.

A sharp knock rattles the door, making me jump.

“You okay in there, Theo?” It’s Sadie. Her voice is muffled, gentle, patient. “Don’t leave us waiting too long. The suspense is killing us.” There’s laughter behind her words, but it’s soft — not cruel, but encouraging. It’s an invitation.

Taking a shaky breath, I force my jeans back on over the panties. The slick silk catches on the rough denim, a strange and unsettling friction against my already sensitive skin, but I don’t have a choice. I unlock the door and open it, my face hot with a mixture of dread and anticipation. The girls are sprawled on the floor, giggling, their expectant faces turned toward me.

Zara claps her hands together, a sharp, excited sound. “Showtime! Let’s see!”

I roll my eyes for show, a weak attempt at my old bravado, shoving my embarrassment down as far as it will go. With a theatrical sigh, I kick off my jeans, letting them puddle around my ankles.

The moment the pink silk is revealed, all three girls squeal. It’s a sound of genuine, unadulterated delight. There’s no pity in it, no mockery. Lily scrambles forward on her knees, Zara exhales a low whistle, and Sadie…Sadie just sits back, arms folded, her mouth curved in a slow, lazy smile that makes my chest ache with an unnamed emotion.

“Oh my god, Theo, you’re adorable,” Lily breathes, reaching a hand out as if to trace the waistband, but stopping just short of touching me. “Look at you! They fit perfectly.”

Zara’s eyes dart down to my crotch, and her grin turns sharp, her eyes dancing with amusement. “He’s filling them out so well. Honestly, Theo, you might actually look better in those than Sadie does.”

The words are a one-two punch of sting and thrill. My cock throbs, a blatant, impossible-to-hide pulse against the silk. I have the sudden, overwhelming urge to cover myself, to run back to the bathroom and lock the door. But I can’t. I’m paralyzed by their collective gaze, by the intoxicating power of their attention. I just stand there, exposed, as they shower me with a kind of praise I’ve never experienced before — praise for being pretty, for being an object of their amusement and desire.

“Give us a spin,” Zara says, waving her hand in a circle. “Give us the full show.”

My mouth is dry. My body moves before my mind agrees, turning slowly in place. Heat crawls up my neck and floods my cheeks. My cock twitches with every tiny movement, the silk tugging and caressing in equal measure. The waistband rides high on my hips, and I realize with a sickening lurch that I have never been so completely, utterly visible in my entire life. My legs are shaking, but I force a smirk, playing up my discomfort for their benefit. I want to say something cutting or funny, but the words are gone.

Sadie’s voice cuts through the giggles, low and steady, a velvet anchor in the dizzying sea of their attention.

“Come here, Theo.”

I go, helpless, as if pulled by an invisible string. She pats the rug beside her, and when I kneel, the scratchy fibers against my bare knees feel like a penance. She studies my face, her eyes filled with an open hunger that is somehow also tender — a possessive gentleness that makes my chest tighten until it hurts.

She reaches out, her cool fingers trailing up my thigh, the touch sending a shiver through me. Her hand stops just at the delicate lace edge of the panties.

“You really do look beautiful,” she says, her voice pitched so low that only I can hear it. Her hand moves to the waistband, her thumb stroking over the silk, a slow, deliberate circle right above my hip bone. The sensation is lightning. My cock jumps against the fabric, and a soft gasp betrays me.

Sadie grins, her eyes flashing. “Sensitive?”

Her words are gentle, a whisper of a question, but they hold the weight of a command — a dare for me to admit the truth.

I can’t speak. I can only nod, my body having already betrayed me. My cock is pulsing frantically under her gaze, the silk now growing damp where it’s stretched taut over my shaft. The praise, the focused attention, the unexpected softness of it all — it’s overwhelming. I want to hide my face, but I want her eyes on me more than I want to breathe. I want the sound of the girls’ voices, the heady intoxication of being wanted, seen, and praised for this very vulnerability.

Lily leans in, her breath warm against my arm. “You’re getting hard! Oh, Theo, that’s so cute.” Her voice is bright, a sunbeam of genuine delight, with no hint of mockery. There’s no shame in her tone, only pleasure.

Zara fans her face with her hand. “Looks like you’re enjoying this a lot more than you thought you would, huh?”

Sadie’s fingers tighten just slightly on my hip, her gaze unblinking, holding me captive. “You like being our pretty girl, don’t you?”

The words punch the air out of my lungs. Every instinct screams at me to deny it, to crack a joke, to push her away and reclaim some scrap of my dignity. Instead, I find myself nodding, just a tiny, jerky movement, my breath coming in fast, shallow pants.

“Yeah,” I whisper, the word cracking, so soft I barely hear it myself.

Sadie’s smile is slow, triumphant, and yet so gentle it makes me want to cry with relief. She leans in close, her lips brushing the shell of my ear as she speaks. “You’re gorgeous. I want you like this.” Her hand traces the waistband again, then dips lower, her thumb rubbing a slow, firm circle over the silk stretched over the head of my cock. A full-body shudder wracks me. I close my eyes, my body rocking forward into her touch, desperate for more.

The girls cheer, clapping and filling the room with a chorus of approval. For a moment, I float — weightless, perfect, completely and utterly desired. Every nerve ending is alive, humming with a pleasure so intense it’s painful. Every thought is gone except for the desperate need to keep this feeling going, to chase their approval into whatever territory they lead me.

Sadie pulls back, but her touch lingers on my hip, a brand of ownership.

“Keep them on, Theo. They suit you.”

It’s a command, not a request. I nod again, helpless and mute.

The game goes on around me, but I barely hear it. The girls tease and ask more questions, but their voices are a distant, happy buzz. I just sit there, legs folded, the silk panties clinging to every curve, my cock pressed hard against the soft, damp fabric. My whole world has narrowed to the possessive press of Sadie’s hand on my hip and the glorious, unending rush of their praise. I laugh when they laugh. I answer when they ask. But everything is different now. My body is not my own. The panties feel like a claim, a mark of ownership, and I love it with a terrifying intensity. I never want to take them off.

Eventually, Sadie stands, stretching like a cat, her t-shirt riding up over her bare hips. “Let’s call it a night, yeah?” Her gaze finds mine, warm and full of a promise that makes my stomach flip. “Theo, you should keep those on. They look so right on you.”

My answer isn’t a choice. It’s a surrender.

“Okay,” I breathe, the word soft and desperate.

My voice is gone. My mind is gone. I watch the girls gather their things, giggling and chattering about breakfast plans, and I feel a profound sense of peace settle over me. They treat me as if I belong, like I’m one of them. No — it’s something more than that. I’m the center, the prize, their pretty thing. As they file out, their goodbyes are casual, as if nothing monumental has just happened, but for me, the world has tilted on its axis. Standing in the middle of the living room, shaky and exposed, the silk a cool caress against my skin, I know I want to be theirs. I want their praise forever. I want Sadie’s hands, her words, and the consuming promise in her eyes.
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Chapter 3


I wake to silk gripping my cock. It’s not a dream — there’s a tight, clinging press between my thighs, damp and smooth and so wrong that the memory of last night surges up hot and thick, flooding my face with shame before I even open my eyes.

The living room is flooded with pale gold light. I’m curled on the couch, still half-wrapped in a throw blanket, legs tangled and bare except for Sadie’s panties stretched over my hips. The pink bow sits right above my cock, daring me to move, daring me to remember. I’m half-hard, body humming with the memory of their voices, their laughter, Sadie’s hand at my waistband.

I press my palm over the silk, meaning to adjust myself — meaning, I tell myself, to fix the uncomfortable cling. But the touch just makes it worse. My cock swells, throbbing against the slippery fabric, and the heat of my palm mixes with the slick already staining the gusset. My body betrays me. I groan, low and desperate, teeth gritted as I try to will it away.

I should get up. I should peel these off, hide them in my bag, pretend none of this happened. I should —

A soft knock interrupts my spiral. The door swings open.

Sadie stands in the kitchen doorway, holding two mugs. Her hair is a wild halo, messy and perfect, her cardigan slipping off one shoulder. Her eyes rake over me — my legs, the panties, my flushed face. She smiles that slow, lazy smile like she’s already won.

“Morning, princess.” She doesn’t even top to question her choice of words. “Coffee?”

I yank the blanket higher, scrambling to cover my thighs, but she just walks over and sets the mug on the table. Her hand finds my hair, ruffling it, and I freeze. She leans close, her breath sweet with toothpaste, and I feel myself sink into her orbit without even meaning to.

“I hope you slept well,” she murmurs. Her gaze drops, deliberately, to the panties barely hidden beneath the blanket. “You kept them on. That makes me very happy.”

My mouth is dry. I stare at her, searching for some hint of a joke, some chance to brush this off, but she’s unblinking. Her fingers tap the bow at my hip, teasing the edge of the silk. My cock jumps, traitorous and needy, straining the fabric.

“I was going to change,” I mumble, voice thick, “but —”

She interrupts, cool and calm, like it’s a settled fact. “Don’t. Leave them on. They look so perfect on you, Theo. It’d be such a shame to waste all the progress you made last night, don’t you think?” She cocks her head, a challenge in her eyes.

I can’t meet her gaze. My cheeks burn, my body thrumming with embarrassment and something that feels dangerously like pride. The silk is a brand, a reminder. I can’t believe I slept like this, but the idea of disappointing her — of failing her — roots me to the couch.

“Okay,” I whisper, eyes on the mug. The word leaves my lips before I know I’m saying it.

She rewards me with a soft kiss to my forehead, then straightens, her hand resting a moment too long on my shoulder. “Good girl,” she says, so quiet I almost think I imagined it.

Footsteps thump overhead. Lily and Zara are up, voices drifting down the stairs, laughter bouncing off the kitchen tile. I panic, yanking the blanket tighter, but Sadie just shakes her head.

“Come help me with breakfast,” she says, pulling me upright. The blanket falls, and I’m exposed — pink silk, tented cock and all. I scramble for my jeans, hopping from one foot to the other, but Sadie just watches, amused.

“Jeans, Theo. And the shirt you wore yesterday. That’s fine.” Her tone brooks no argument. “You can help with the pancakes.”

The fabric of my jeans scrapes over the silk as I tug them on. The panties twist, the waistband biting into my hips, every movement making me hyperaware of what’s underneath. I throw on my t-shirt, the hem dropping just low enough to cover me — barely. I can’t escape the feeling of the bow pressing against my skin, a secret that’s mine and not mine at all.

In the kitchen, the girls act like nothing’s changed. Lily hums as she cracks eggs, Zara sips her coffee, Sadie slides up behind me, hands warm on my hips. They don’t say a word about what’s hidden under my clothes, but every so often, their eyes linger — on my waist, on the flush in my cheeks, on the way I hover awkwardly by the stove.

“Flip that for me?” Sadie asks, sliding a spatula into my hand. Her fingers brush mine, lingering just a moment too long.

I flip the pancake, trying to focus on the sizzle, the smell of butter and sugar. I can feel the panties with every movement — the way they hug my cock, the slick patch spreading where I’ve leaked. I’m not soft. I’m not relaxed. I’m wired, desperate for any sign of approval.

Zara perches on a barstool, swinging her feet. She grins, all teeth and mischief. “Theo, you’re in a good mood this morning. Must be those cute little panties. I think they suit your personality.”

Lily giggles, bumping her shoulder against mine. “You do look cute, you know. The pink really works for you.”

I want to protest, to brush them off with a joke, but the words die in my throat. My body hums at their attention — at being seen, even in this secret, shameful way. I flip another pancake, pretending not to notice the way Sadie watches me, patient and steady.

When I set the last stack on the table, Zara snatches the spatula from my hand. “Let the princess sit,” she teases. “You’ve earned it.”

I slide into a chair, jeans tight across my thighs, cock still pressed hard against the silk. Every movement is a reminder. Every brush of fabric is a spark. I shovel food into my mouth, desperate for distraction, but the girls’ conversation circles me, wrapping me up in soft, teasing words.

The doorbell rings, sharp and sudden. I freeze, fork halfway to my mouth.

Sadie looks up, eyes bright. “That’ll be the groceries,” she says. “Theo, would you grab them?”

I start to protest, but Zara hops up, grinning. “Yeah, Theo, go get the door! You’re already dressed — unless you’re hiding something under there?” She winks, daring me to argue.

I swallow, throat tight. “Fine.” I force myself to stand, tugging my shirt down as far as it’ll go. My hands shake as I walk to the door.

It’s only a few steps, but my mind is reeling — What if they see? What if I bend wrong? The panties are a hot, embarrassing secret under my jeans, and now I’m about to stand face-to-face with a stranger.

I unlock the door, forcing a neutral smile. The delivery driver — a woman, maybe thirty, hair tied back, bored expression — hands over two heavy bags.

“Morning,” she says, barely glancing up.

I mumble thanks, grabbing the bags. As I bend to pick up the last one, my shirt hikes up. Cool air prickles my lower back, and I feel it — the waistband of the panties, the pink bow, exposed just above my jeans. I freeze, praying she didn’t notice.

Her gaze flickers, eyes catching on the flash of pink. A pause, a half-smile tugging at her lips. She doesn’t say anything, but her eyes meet mine, lingering for just a second too long. There’s something knowing, almost amused, in her look.

My face blazes. My cock pulses, leaking into the silk, hot and wet and undeniable. Shame and excitement crash together, and I can’t tell which is stronger. I’m caught. I’m seen. The humiliation is a fire in my veins, but it’s twisted into something else — something sharp and hungry.

The driver gives a tiny, polite nod, like she’s in on the joke, then turns away. The door clicks shut behind her. I sag against it, heart hammering, breath coming in short, ragged bursts.

My cock is dripping now, slick and aching, the silk clinging to every inch. I want to hide, to run, but I can’t move. The rush of being caught is electric, racing through me, pooling low in my gut.

“Everything okay?” Lily’s voice calls from the kitchen, teasing and sweet.

I stumble back in, face flushed, bags swinging from my hands. I set them on the counter, trying to keep my shirt pulled down, but it’s no use — the waistband flashes again, and the girls see.

Lily’s eyes widen. “Oh wow, Theo…” Her gaze drops to my crotch. “You’re — uh — are you okay?”

My gut clenches as her gaze lingers where the fabric stretches taut over my arousal. The surprise on her face stirs up a storm within me — embarrassment colliding with a twisted sense of excitement.

I should be running, hiding, but instead, I’m rooted to the spot, cock throbbing harder under her scrutiny. What the hell is wrong with me? Normal men don’t get excited by this kind of humiliation. Normal men don’t wear silk panties and leak through them in front of women. Yet here I am, unmistakably aroused by my own exposure.

I try to speak but my throat closes around the words. My hands twitch at my sides, caught in the limbo between covering myself and simply surrendering to being seen.

Zara bites her lip, grinning. “Looks like someone had a fun trip to the door.”

Her taunt should humiliate me — and it does — but the shame ignites something hot, electric. What’s happening? I’m turned on. Alive like never before.

Each second they stare at the damp spot spreading through silk and denim stretches, time warping, drawing out the exposure. I should only feel shame. I do. But underneath, a thrill hums — like standing at a cliff’s edge, wanting to leap.

I’ve always been the guy in control. The seducer. The one who calls the shots. But right now, I’m not in control. I’m at their mercy. And the crazy thing is, I don’t hate it. I don’t even dislike it. I’m scared, yeah, but there’s this other feeling too. This... anticipation. This desire.

Sadie moves behind me, hand circling my waist, grounding me. I melt into her, seeking solace. But confusion rises — am I leaning into her as the man I’ve always been, or is this new, silk-wrapped self craving her dominance, her approval? Her fingers press into my hip, and the line between who I was and who I’m becoming dissolves.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” Her voice is low, gentle, but there’s steel in it — a command, not a question.

The truth blazes in my chest, undeniable yet hard to embrace. My cock throbs against the silk, my mind scrambling for sense. How can I like this — being caught, exposed, maybe even feminized? The word is both terrifying and magnetic. The rush of being seen — vulnerable, pretty, aroused — contradicts all I believed about myself, yet my body’s response is painfully honest.

Is this who I am? The thought sits cold in my gut, but warmth starts to spread, thawing something I never knew was frozen. Maybe I need to stop fighting and finally let go.

I can’t answer Sadie or give voice to the question roaring inside me. My throat’s knotted with shame and exhilaration. All I manage is a sharp, convulsive nod, sending a tremor through me. It’s not just the effort to stand — it’s the force of a lifetime of denial breaking at once, leaving me shuddering in the aftermath.

She turns me with firm hands on my shoulders, grounding me. That pressure telegraphs a strength I never thought I had, and I sag into her grip, letting her guide me, forcing me to face her. Her gaze is impossibly soft, but lined with that same unyielding steel. She doesn’t just look at my face; she strips away the man I always pretended to be.

“There’s nothing wrong with enjoying this, Theo.” Her thumb brushes over my cheek, a feather-light touch that sends a jolt straight to my core. It isn’t a gesture of pity, but one of profound understanding. “You look beautiful. You feel beautiful, don’t you?”

The word hangs in the air between us: beautiful. Men like me — the man I was — were never beautiful. We were handsome, rugged, strong. Beautiful was for women. It was for Sadie. Yet hearing it applied to me now feels less like an insult and more like a key sliding into a lock I never knew existed. I swallow hard against the lump of a thousand unspoken truths. The want is a bonfire in my chest, but the shame is a cold, heavy blanket, smothering the flames.

“I…” The sound that escapes my lips is a fractured thing, barely a whisper. “I think I do.”

Sadie’s smile is everything — tender and knowing, fiercely proud and deeply possessive. It’s the smile of someone who has seen the truth all along and has simply been waiting for me to catch up. “Maybe you’d be more comfortable if you just accepted it,” she says, her voice a low murmur that soothes and commands in equal measure. “Let yourself have this. Wear what feels good. Stop fighting it.”

Her words sink into me, not like stones, but like warm oil, loosening joints that have been rigid for years. My cock is still leaking, the damp silk a constant, sticky reminder of my body’s betrayal — or its honesty. But the shame, that old, familiar companion, is finally receding. It isn’t just softening; it’s dissolving, melting away under the heat of her gaze, leaving something purer, sweeter, in its place. Relief.

I draw a shaky breath and, for the first time since I woke up in this strange new world, I meet her eyes without flinching. My reflection there is blurry, but I see the shape of a truth I can no longer run from. My nod this time is slow, certain. A promise. A surrender.

“Okay.”

A breath I’ve been holding for a lifetime rushes out of me. She closes the small space between us, wrapping me in a hug that feels like a homecoming. Her arms are strong around my back, but it’s her hands that undo me, her fingers tracing the delicate lace waistband of the panties hidden beneath my shirt. She leans in, her lips brushing my ear.

“Good girl,” she whispers.

A lightning strike. Every muscle in my body seizes, a jolt of pure, unadulterated pleasure that is so intense it’s almost pain. Girl. The word lands not as an insult, but as a coronation, the final piece of myself clicking into place.

The girls drift around us, their movements and light laughter filling the kitchen with a warmth that seeps into my bones. But I am an island in the center of it all, anchored by Sadie’s embrace. I stand there, panting softly against her shoulder, the silk a second skin, feeling seen — truly, completely seen — for the very first time in my life.


[image: ]






Chapter 4


Zara claps her hands the moment we clear the lunch plates. “Makeover time!” Her grin is sharp and bright, teeth flashing in the midday sun spilling through Sadie’s kitchen window. “It’s Sadie’s birthday, so obviously we have to glam up. And Theo’s already been such a good sport…” She winks at me, making it impossible to tell if she’s taunting or inviting.

I want to protest, but the words tangle up somewhere under my tongue. My nerves buzz with the aftertaste of breakfast — my body still thrums with the memory of the pink silk, the heat of being seen, the craven pulse that followed. The idea of being their project, their doll, prickles at my ego and stirs something looser, needier, deeper down.

Sadie leans against the doorframe, coffee in hand, studying me like she’s already undressing my defenses. “He really does have the prettiest features,” she says, voice soft as velvet but edged with certainty. “It’d be a waste not to see what we could do.” Her gaze pins me, and I can’t look away. “Don’t you want to see how beautiful you could be?”

My stomach knots, then unspools. I’m outnumbered, outmaneuvered, and — if I’m honest — more than a little curious. I mutter something about ‘just this once,’ but Lily sweeps me along before I can retreat. Her hands are small, warm, insistent on my arm.

They shepherd me upstairs, through the living room’s blush of sunlight, into the soft hush of Sadie’s bedroom. The scent is unmistakable — laundry powder and jasmine, with something richer beneath. The curtains are drawn, diffusing the light to a gentle haze.

The bed is already scattered with compacts and palettes, mysterious bottles and brushes, a riot of color and promise.

I’m not sure where to stand, but Lily solves it for me, patting the foot of the bed. “Here. Sit. We’ll take care of everything.”

Her kindness is a balm, cool and gentle against the press of self-consciousness. I sit, hands in my lap, jeans stretched over the secret of what I’m still wearing underneath. My body is tense, waiting for the punchline or for Zara’s laughter to tip into mockery. But Lily kneels in front of me, all sincerity and softness.

“First, we need a blank canvas,” she murmurs.

Her fingers brush my jaw, tipping my chin up. She smooths hair back from my forehead, her touch steady and reverent. “You have such nice skin.”

She dips a cotton pad into something cool and sweet-smelling, wiping gently over my cheeks, my temples, my nose. “Soft, too. Do you moisturize?”

I shake my head. Her laugh is small, delighted. “Well, you should.” She warms a dollop of cream between her palms, then massages it into my face with slow, circular motions. I close my eyes, the sensation sinking in — her hands coax the tension out of my jaw, down my neck. I breathe in the subtle perfume, the whisper of her encouragement.

“See? Isn’t that nice?” Her voice is a lullaby, threading through the steady thump of my pulse.

“You deserve a little pampering.”

My protest weakens. Something in me — some old resistance — cracks, letting her touch in. It feels good. I can admit that. The praise softens me, soothes the edges I didn’t know I’d sharpened around myself.

When she smooths foundation over my cheeks with a sponge, her words keep coming, gentle and true. “Such lovely cheekbones, Theo. You should show them off more.”

I almost laugh, but the warmth in her tone turns the impulse to liquid in my chest. My body sags, boneless under her care. I stop trying to control my expression and just let her work, each stroke and dab an unearned kindness I find myself craving.

Zara pounces the moment Lily finishes with powder. “Now for the fun part.”

She yanks the chair around so I’m facing the mirror — facing myself — and I nearly flinch. My reflection is softer, already a little blurred at the edges, but still recognizably me.

Zara cracks open a palette, loading a brush with shimmer. “You’re gonna love this.” Her hands are quick, skilled, but there’s an intensity to her focus that snags my breath. She holds my chin, tilts my head, paints my eyelids in slow, confident sweeps. The bristles tickle my skin, and I can’t help but blink, lashes fluttering beneath her touch.

Every time she pulls back, she cocks her head, grins, and adds another layer. Bronze at the crease, gold at the center, some sharp black wing that makes my eyes wide and doll-like. She murmurs to herself about symmetry, about angles, about how “you’ve got the lashes girls would kill for.”

I watch as each pass of her brush — each subtle flick and smudge — changes my face. My eyes look bigger, darker, more mysterious. My features soften, shift. There’s a moment where I don’t recognize the person staring back at me. A stranger, beautiful in a way that feels dangerous.

The room is quiet except for Zara’s humming, Lily’s whispered encouragement, Sadie’s presence like gravity behind me. I start to lose track of my own boundaries, swept along by their focus, their investment in making me…what? Pretty? Girlish? Something other than what I am, or maybe something I’ve never let myself be.

Zara dusts highlighter over my brow and steps back. “You’re a knockout already. But you need lips.” She beckons Sadie over, relinquishing her role like a magician passing the final trick to her assistant.

Sadie sinks to her knees in front of me, eyes locked on mine. She holds a tube of lipstick — deep berry, lush and decadent. She uncaps it with a flick, twists up the color. Her hand finds my jaw, thumb pressing at the hinge, tilting my face.

“Don’t move,” she murmurs, her breath brushing my skin. Her knees bracket mine, skirt pooling around her thighs. The world narrows to the scent of her — clean and floral and musky — and the pressure of her fingers on my face.

She paints my mouth with slow, deliberate strokes, starting at the bow, working outward. The stick is cool at first, then warms to my skin. She traces the edge of my lips, coaxing them into a softer shape, a suggestion of a pout. I can’t breathe. I can’t think.

Sadie’s face is so close I see the flecks of gold in her eyes, the faint flush on her cheeks. Her thumb slips down to press at my chin, holding me open, vulnerable. My cock surges under the silk — hard, aching, desperate for friction — and I’m sure she can see the pulse racing in my throat.

She finishes the first coat, then leans in, her lips barely parted, her eyes unreadable. She blots the color with her finger, then applies a second, slower layer. Her focus is absolute. She could do anything to me and I’d let her. My mind empties — no jokes, no masks, just sensation.

When she finally leans back, her expression is both satisfied and possessive. She tucks the lipstick away, then tips my chin up, forcing me to meet her gaze.

“You’re absolutely gorgeous, Theo,” she says, and the words are a verdict, not an opinion.

“Look at yourself.”

My hands shake as I turn to the mirror. My mouth — berry-stained, full, impossibly soft — completes the illusion. I see not a joke, not a dare, but someone…beautiful. Feminine. Fragile and bold, strange and right all at once.

The room erupts behind me. Lily squeals, clutching my shoulder. “Oh, you look stunning!”

She brushes a stray hair behind my ear, her smile radiant. “The color is perfect.”

Zara crouches at my side, her hands framing my face. “You’re wasted on boring boy clothes. Seriously, that jawline? Those eyes? You’re a goddess, Theo.”

Their excitement is real — no trace of mockery, just pure, breathless awe. I drink it in, hungry for their approval. My cock throbs, pressed hard against the silk, but for the first time it feels…connected. Not shameful, but a secret I share with them, proof that their attention has rewritten me.

Sadie stands, fingers trailing under my chin, her eyes never leaving mine. “We’re not done yet.” She opens a box on the bed and pulls out a wig — a soft, caramel-brown bob with a side-swept fringe.

I reach for it before she can say more, my need so sharp it surprises me. “Please,” I whisper, desperate for the next step. For more of them. For more of her.

Sadie smiles, slow and satisfied. She fits the wig over my head, her hands gentle and sure, arranging the hair so it frames my new face.

I stare at myself; at the soft, painted mouth, the wide, glittering eyes, the girl in the mirror who shouldn’t be me but is. My chest tightens.

*This is wrong. This is too much. This is — *

But then why does it feel like sinking into a bath after years in the cold? Why does my pulse hum with something like recognition?

No, this can’t be right, I’m not supposed to feel this way.

Yet the tremor beneath my ribs feels like a tuning fork struck against bone. Because for the first time, the mirror’s hush matches the hush inside me. And the daunting realization? My body has already adjusted to the warmth of this shape.
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I see her first in the glass.

A girl stares back at me — no, I stare back at me, but everything is wrong and right at once. My jaw is softer under the sweep of blonde hair that falls just below my chin, bangs brushing my brow. Sadie’s dress drapes my shoulders, the sleeves loose and fluttering, the print a tangle of wildflowers that seems to breathe with my body. The fabric barely skims my knees as I shift. The waist is cinched with a ribbon, drawing me in, remaking my shape. My arms look delicate, wrists slim beneath the stack of bangles they added “for fun.”

I blink. The girl in the mirror blinks, too.

My lips, plump and berry-bright, part in shock. For a moment, I don’t even recognize myself. I search for the man beneath, the smirk I know so well, the practiced lean of confidence I always fall back on. They’re gone. There’s only her — only me.

My cock swells under the dress, sudden and shameless. The panties — Sadie’s panties — catch and hold me, silk against skin, damp from my own excitement. My breath catches, chest tight. I have never been this hard from a look in the mirror, never wanted so much to be the thing I desire.

Lily’s hands press lightly to my shoulders. “Oh my god, Theo,” she sighs, awe heavy in her voice. “You’re… gorgeous. Like, legitimately pretty.”

Zara circles me, phone in hand, already snapping photos. “Hold still,” she says, grinning. “Chin up. Look at me — no, look at the mirror. There. That’s it.”

I feel the urge to shrink away, to laugh it off, to hide the flush creeping up my neck. But I don’t. I can’t. Their eyes on me feel like sunlight. I want more. I want to be seen. The urge is terrifying, almost painful in its urgency.

Sadie moves behind me, her presence a tide I can’t resist. She touches the wig, fluffing it out, arranging the strands so they feather around my face. Her hands linger at my temples, fingertips drawing slow circles at the edge of my hairline. “You look so natural,” she murmurs, close enough that her breath stirs the fine hairs above my ear. “Like you were meant for this.”

My nipples tighten, sensitive even beneath the thin cotton. The dress shifts against my chest, cool and soft. My cock throbs again, slick already leaking into the silk, hidden but not forgotten.

Zara giggles, waggling her phone. “Try this — hand on your hip. No, like this.” She guides my wrist, bending my arm so my elbow flares out, fingers splayed.

The pose feels ridiculous, until I see it — my waist drawn in, my shoulder dropped, my chin tilted. I look elegant. Poised. Beautiful.

“Give us a twirl, babe!” Lily laughs, clapping.

I spin, awkward at first, then smoother. The skirt flares, hair swinging around my face. For a split second, I catch my reflection and a flush of pride swells in my chest.

I am pretty. The kind of girl I’d want to fuck — except she’s me.

Sadie’s hands return, one at my lower back, steadying me. She meets my eyes in the mirror, her gaze sure and soft. “Relax your jaw,” she whispers, mouth so close to my ear I almost think she’s kissing me. “Now, smile. Not too wide — just a hint.”

I obey. I smile — not the cocky grin I wear at bars, but something small, uncertain, impossibly shy. The girl I see smiling back at me glows. My cock throbs, leaking more, the fabric growing wetter. I shiver, thighs pressed tight, my whole body a live wire.

Sadie’s grip shifts to my shoulders, her fingers tracing the bare skin just above the dress. She stands behind me, their leader, my architect. Her voice is velvet and command.

“There she is. There’s my pretty girl.”

The words break something in me. I want to argue, to deny it, but the truth is written in my body’s hunger. The truth is in the ache between my legs, the way I lean back into her, my hands falling naturally into the shapes she wants — waist, cheek, hair.

Zara’s camera clicks. Lily beams, moving closer, her reflection crowding the glass beside mine. “Pose with me, Theo! Arm around my waist — no, softer.” She shifts my hand, and I let her. I let them shape me, mold me, pose me. Each time, the mirror gives back someone more graceful, more delicate, more right.

I start to move without prompting — one ankle tucked behind the other, a sly tilt of the head, fingers brushing the hem of the dress.

The girls notice, their encouragement a chorus in my ears.

“See? You’re a natural,” Lily purrs, the sound a low vibration that seems to travel from her chest straight into mine.

“I knew it,” Zara says, the shutter clicking again, a sharp, percussive sound punctuating the soft moment. “Absolutely knew it.”

Sadie squeezes my shoulders, her grip gentle but unyielding, a possessive anchor in the dizzying swirl of my own emotions. She leans in, so close that I can feel the warmth of her breath, a moist, intimate caress against my skin that sends a tremor down my spine. “Look at you,” she breathes, her voice a low, hypnotic hum. “Do you see what I see?”

I can’t answer. The air catches in my lungs, my throat closing around a lifetime of unsaid things. All I can do is stare. My eyes fix on the reflection — on the soft line of the jaw, the startling blue of the eyes, the shy, hopeful curve of the lips. It’s the face of a stranger, a girl who could be anyone, except she’s me. Except the longing to be her is a physical thing, a hollow ache in my sternum so profound I can’t stand it. She is everything I’ve ever secretly, shamefully wanted to be.

Sadie’s fingers drift from my shoulders, tracing the sensitive line of my neck before sliding into the wig’s soft, dark hair. Her touch is electric. She tilts my head, a slow, deliberate movement that forces my gaze to meet itself in the mirror. There’s no escape. “This is who you really are,” she says, the words a statement, not a question. A key turning in a lock I didn’t know was there. “Isn’t it?”

I try to form a denial, to summon the old defenses, the familiar lie that this is just a game. But the words crumble into dust before they can form. My body betrays me with its own irrefutable truth. A fresh, hot pulse of need clenches deep in my groin, and my cock throbs, leaking helplessly into the damp silk of the panties. There is no hiding how much I want this, how desperately my entire being craves this reality.

Sadie’s hand cups my jaw, her thumb stroking the smooth line of my cheek, a gesture that is both infinitely tender and an assertion of complete control. “Say it,” she whispers, her voice a thread of silk in the quiet room. “Tell me what you see.”

The words feel like they’re being torn from me, dragged up from a place so deep and hidden I’d forgotten it existed. My voice is a fragile thing, thin and shaking, but I give her the truth because I can no longer hold it back.

“She’s… she’s beautiful.”

My gaze falls, shame and relief warring in the heat that burns my cheeks. Admitting it feels like stepping off a cliff. I swallow, forcing the final, most terrifying confession out. “And I want… I want to be her. I like being her.”

The silence that follows is electric, thick and humming with unspoken energy. I brace myself, every muscle tensing for the blow — for the laughter, the scorn, the sudden, cold dismissal. For the old, familiar ache of being too much and never enough, all at the same time.

Instead, Lily’s arms wrap around me from the side, her body warm and solid against mine as she buries her face in my shoulder. “I’m so proud of you,” she whispers, her voice heavy with genuine emotion.

The camera flashes, a brilliant burst of light, and I see Zara’s reflection, her grin mirroring the incandescent glow in her eyes. “Look at you, Theo. You finally let her out, and she’s fucking stunning.”

Then Sadie’s arms encircle me from behind, their warmth a comforting, protective barrier. Her lips graze my temple, a soft, fleeting kiss that feels like a benediction. “That’s my good girl,” she murmurs, the words a soft melody that unravels the last knotted threads of my fear.

A rush of relief floods me — hot, dizzying, and so sharp it brings tears to my eyes. It feels like the world tilting back onto its axis. There’s no defeat here, no humiliation. The shame that has been my shadow for as long as I can remember simply evaporates, leaving only the wild, aching joy of being seen, of being wanted, of wanting myself for the very first time.

They fuss over me then, their hands gentle as they smooth the satin of my skirt, adjust a silver bangle on my wrist, and tuck a stray strand of dark hair behind my ear. Their praise is a soft rain, a balm for every invisible bruise I’ve ever carried.

Sadie steps back, her head tilted as she surveys me like a masterpiece she has just completed. “We should get dinner started,” she says, her tone returning to something more casual, but her eyes still burn with a fierce, possessive pride. “But you’re far too beautiful to change back. Stay just like this for me. Please?”

The request lands not as a question, but as a gift.

I nod, the motion eager, all pretense of hesitation gone. “I’d like that,” I say, my voice steadier now. “I really would.”

I watch my reflection as they gather their things, my body humming with a bright, clean current of anticipation. My cock is still hard, a needy, pleasant weight beneath the soft folds of the dress. The girl in the mirror smiles, a real smile this time, and I smile back. She is me.
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Chapter 5


I can feel the blood pounding in my ears, a frantic drum against the delicate shell of the pearl earring Lily clipped on earlier. She pulls me by the hand toward the closet, her laugh bright, irresistible, a sound that promises fun and danger in equal measure. My other hand is trapped, caught in Sadie’s as she stands behind me, her other hand resting on my shoulder, a velvet chain holding me captive.

“Come on, Theo,” Sadie’s voice is a low murmur against my ear, a silken command I’m already wired to obey. “If you’re going to look this beautiful, you should show it off. It’s my birthday, after all. I want to have dinner out with my girls.”

My girls.

The words send a simultaneous thrill and a spike of ice-cold panic through my gut. My stomach flips, a sickening lurch of anxiety. My hands go cold and clammy, fingers flexing uselessly against the soft, unfamiliar fabric of Sadie’s dress. I try to laugh, to make a joke of it, to break the spell, but the sound catches in my throat, emerging as a stuttering, desperate cough. “I — I can’t. I can’t go out like this. People will see. What if someone… what if they know?”

Sadie’s grip on my shoulder tightens. It’s a gentle pressure, but firm, an undeniable anchor pinning me in place. “No one’s going to think twice,” she says, her confidence a shield I don’t feel I deserve. “You pass, babe. Trust me.” Her breath is warm against my neck, smelling of champagne and the minty gloss she applied to my lips. “Honestly, you look so natural I’d be jealous if I didn’t get to claim you as mine.”

Zara, perched on the edge of the bed like a sleek, watchful panther, kicks her heels against the wooden frame. The sharp thwack-thwack of the sound punctuates the tension in the room. “We’ll be with you the whole time. A little girl squad. No one’s going to mess with us.” She arches a perfectly sculpted brow, her eyes sweeping over me in an open, unapologetic appraisal. “And besides…” a slow, wicked grin spreads across her face. “You’re fucking stunning, Theo. Let the world see what we see for once.”

I should refuse. A thousand protests die on my tongue. I should insist this has gone far enough, joke that the wig is itching, sabotage the whole outing by tripping and scuffing the borrowed heels. But my protest fizzles into nothing under their combined gaze. The hunger in their faces — the way Sadie looks at me, like she’s both proud and ravenous — melts the last of my frozen resistance. A dizzying, forbidden heat blooms behind my ribs, and the word slips out in a breath, “Okay.” The word is a whisper, a surrender. “If you really think I can… I’ll do it.” My voice doesn’t sound like mine. It sounds thinner, higher. It sounds hopeful. Terrified. Hungry.

The next fifteen minutes are a dizzying vortex of focused activity, a whirlwind of hands and soft-spoken instructions. Zara kneels before me, unlacing my battered sneakers and tossing them aside with theatrical disdain. She replaces them with a pair of nude heels, the straps so delicate they look like they could snap. Her fingers are cool and efficient as she buckles them around my ankles, her touch sending a shiver up my leg. “There,” she says, sitting back on her heels. “Now you look complete.”

Lily fusses with the wig, her touch impossibly gentle as she brushes out a nonexistent tangle, her brow furrowed in concentration. She tucks a small, flower-shaped clip behind my ear, the cold metal a stark contrast to the warmth of her fingers against my skin. “Perfect,” she murmurs, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror. Sadie moves in last, tilting my chin up with one finger. She re-applies my lipstick, a deep, glossy berry stain. Her thumb presses firmly at the corner of my mouth, a silent command, and my lips part for her without thinking.

I stand between them, surrounded, a doll being dressed and perfected. As they gather their purses, keys, and phones, their movements are fluid and familiar, a practiced dance I’m only just learning the steps to. The mirror gives me a final, terrifying glance: wide, dark-lashed brown eyes, a perfect flush of blush on my cheeks, the gentle float of a dress that brushes just above my knees, hiding the silken panties beneath. I look back at the stranger in the glass, at her hesitant, hopeful expression, and try to remember how to breathe.

When we step outside, the world feels too bright, too loud, too sharp. The late afternoon air is balmy, saturated with the golden light of a setting sun that makes everything glitter. The sidewalk is a chaotic river of bodies, people passing by with the easy, oblivious indifference of the city. My legs wobble with each step. The unfamiliar pitch of the heels is a constant, terrifying balancing act, forcing my hips into a gentle sway I can’t control, making my entire posture soften and yield.

Sadie senses my terror and immediately links her arm through mine. Her palm is warm and solid against the bare skin of my bicep. “Relax,” she murmurs, her voice pitched low, just for me. “Just breathe. You’re not alone. We’ve got you.”

Her words are meant to soothe, but my heart is still hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird. Lily and Zara close in on my other side, their bodies bracketing me tight, a protective phalanx against the gawking world. Their easy, laughing chatter is a buffer, a wall of sound meant to insulate me, but every inch of my body screams with a vulnerability I’ve never known. I feel like my skin has been peeled away.

The sharp click of my heels against the concrete sounds impossibly loud in the urban symphony, a declaration of my presence that I desperately wish I could mute. The light skirt swishes with every hesitant step, the soft fabric a constant, teasing reminder against my bare skin. Each time a stranger’s gaze sweeps over our group, my stomach knots itself into a tight, painful ball. Are they looking at me? Can they tell? Do they see the boy hiding under all this? I feel naked, exposed, a raw nerve ending about to be struck.

But then — something miraculous happens. A woman walking her dog passes us, pausing just long enough for her tired-looking beagle to sniff at Zara’s ankle. She smiles, a warm, genuine expression that lights up her face. “Love your dresses, girls!” Her eyes flick over all of us, warm and unbothered, landing on me for a fraction of a second longer. “Especially yours, honey. That color is gorgeous on you.”

The world stops. The city noise fades to a dull hum. For a moment, all I can process is the casual, effortless kindness in her voice. Honey. Gorgeous. The words land like soft pebbles in a silent pool, sending ripples of heat across my skin. My face flushes, a deep, burning crimson that I pray the blush conceals. Sadie sees it, and her fingers squeeze my arm in a quick, triumphant pulse. “See?” she murmurs, her tone crackling with triumph.

We weave through the crowded shopping district, past clusters of laughing couples holding hands and the glossy, impossibly perfect mannequins in store windows. The city is alive with the promise of the evening, neon signs flickering to life, painting the dusk in shades of electric blue and hot pink. I catch our reflection in the dark glass of a shop window: four girls, arm in arm, laughing as Lily tells a story. I stare at my own image — the way the dark wig falls in soft waves around my shoulders, the shimmer of highlighter on my cheeks, the delicate arch of my back forced by the heels — and for a single, breathtaking moment, I believe it. I see her, not me.

Another group of women walks by, and one of them stops, tapping Lily on the shoulder to ask where she got her shoes. The conversation flows easily, a babble of brand names and compliments, and no one so much as blinks at me. They use the words like charms, like spells, and each one makes my pulse jump, hot and dizzy. “She looks amazing in it,” another of them says, nodding at my dress. I feel a wave of light-headedness, a giddy, terrifying joy.

The girls keep up a steady, quiet stream of encouragement. Zara leans over and teases, “You’re walking in those things like a pro. Making us look like amateurs.” Lily beams, linking her pinky through mine as we wait to cross the street, her small hand a warm anchor. All the while, Sadie’s thumb strokes lazy, soothing circles on my forearm, a secret, possessive signal that I’m doing well, that I’m being a good girl.

A question burns in my throat. Am I? Am I doing well? Or am I just playing along, getting lost in their fantasy so completely that I’m starting to believe it myself? But every time someone glances at me and smiles, every time I catch that stranger’s reflection in a window, it gets harder and harder to tell where the act ends and the real me begins. Maybe there’s no line at all. The thought is both liberating and the most terrifying thing I’ve ever considered.

We stop at a small, elegant boutique with a window display full of silk slips and delicate lingerie, all pale pink, lavender, and cream. Zara turns, her eyes lit with a familiar, dangerous mischief. “Okay, quick detour. Let’s go in. Theo needs something pretty for later.”

My knees almost buckle. A fresh wave of panic, cold and sharp, crashes over me, threatening to pull me under. “I — no,” I stammer, my voice cracking. “I can’t — we can’t.” This feels different, more intimate, a line I’m not ready to cross. A dress is one thing, a costume. But lingerie… that’s for a woman’s skin.

Sadie silences me with a single, potent look. Her eyes are soft, but her expression is absolute. “You can,” she says, her voice gentle but leaving no room for argument. “Let us take care of you.”

She takes my hand and leads me inside. The shop is a quiet, perfumed cloud of soft lights and even softer music. A sales clerk with kind eyes and a chic, asymmetrical haircut greets us, her smile wide and welcoming. “Welcome, ladies! Looking for anything special tonight?”

I freeze, my eyes darting to the plush carpet, unable to meet her gaze. My throat closes up. But Zara, fearless, barrels ahead. “We are! We’re treating our birthday girl here,” she says, hooking a thumb toward Sadie, “ — and this one — ” she squeezes my arm, pulling me forward into the light, “needs to try on something lacy.”

The clerk’s professional eyes move over me, head to toe, her expression open and assessing. A flicker of a smile plays on her lips. “Oh, absolutely. You’d look incredible in lavender.” Before I can protest, she plucks a hanger from a nearby rack — a whisper of delicate lace, a barely-there bralette with a matching pair of panties. “Want me to start a fitting room for you, hon?”

My mouth goes dry. I can’t speak, can barely manage a jerky, convulsive nod. Lily and Sadie nudge me forward, giggling like conspirators as the clerk leads us to a row of curtained alcoves at the back of the store. “Just let me know if you need another size,” she says, hanging the fragile lingerie on a hook inside a curtained space. “You’ll look stunning.”

The heavy velvet curtain falls closed behind me, and for a moment, I’m blissfully, terrifyingly alone with the sound of my own ragged breathing. The fitting room is small, lined with mirrors on three sides, ensuring every angle reflects the painted, pretty girl I’ve become. My hands tremble as I slip out of Sadie’s dress, the fabric cool against my heated skin. I fold it carefully, reverently, and place it on the small stool in the corner.

The panties I’m wearing come next — replaced by the cool, soft kiss of the lavender lace. Then the bralette, snug and smooth, transforms the flat plane of my chest, creating the illusion of curves I’ve never had. I look up, and my breath catches, trapped in my lungs.

I don’t see Theo, the boy who thought he could seduce Sadie with bravado and bullshit. I see someone else. Someone vulnerable, radiant, right.

A low, humming throb beats beneath the lace, each pulse a silken note that sings straight up my spine and blooms behind my painted eyes like sunrise. The mirror shows me a girl, flushed and wanting, pretty and desperate for praise.

The curtain rustles, pulling me from my trance. Sadie peeks in, her eyes wide, hungry, and impossibly tender. “Can we come in?” she asks softly.

I can only nod, mute. The girls crowd into the small space around me, their warmth and perfume enveloping me. Zara lets out a low wolf whistle. “Holy fuck, Theo. You look like a fantasy.”

Lily reaches out and runs her fingers over the lace at my hip, her touch featherlight and reverent. “It suits you,” she coos. “The color, the cut… you look happy.”

The clerk appears behind them, leaning against the doorframe, her face open and encouraging. “I told you,” she remarks, her tone honeyed with satisfaction. “Some girls just have that glow.”

I stand there in the center of their rapt attention, surrounded by soft voices and approving hands, feeling more exposed than I have ever been in my entire life. And more seen.

My cock strains against the thin barrier of the panties, a hot bead of moisture leaking from the tip. I should be mortified, drowning in shame, but I’m not. I’m electrified. The girls notice, of course they do, and their collective approval is a drug flooding my system — Sadie’s dark, knowing smile, Zara’s delighted giggle, Lily’s soft blush. Even the clerk just laughs, a low, throaty sound, and shakes her head. “It happens more than you’d think, sweetie,” she whispers, giving me a conspiratorial wink.

I want to cry. I want to laugh. I want to fall to my knees and beg them for more of this feeling, this intoxicating validation.

Instead, I do something else. I straighten my spine, pull my shoulders back, and lift my chin. I let them look at me — all of me.

Sadie steps forward and kisses my cheek, her lips soft and warm. “You’re perfect,” she whispers. “My beautiful birthday surprise.”

Zara turns to the clerk, already grabbing more sets from the racks — lace and silk in every color imaginable. “We’ll take all of these,” she announces, her voice full of authority. “She deserves it.”

The clerk wraps everything in layers of tissue paper with another knowing wink. “You girls have fun tonight.”

We leave with shopping bags strung over our arms, our combined laughter trailing behind us like a bright ribbon. I float through the streets, the dress swirling around my bare legs, the heels clicking a confident rhythm on the pavement. The fear is gone — not just subsided, but completely burned away by the incandescent heat of their attention, by the dizzying thrill of being seen, accepted, and adored.

As we walk, Sadie leans in close, her breath a warm puff against my ear. “How do you feel?”

I swallow against the lump of emotion in my throat, a dizzying, joyful smile spreading across my face. “Like I belong.”

Her fingers find mine, lacing through them, her grip both possessive and proud. “You do.”

The city glows around us as we make our way to the car, the shopping bags heavy with silk and endless possibility. The old, familiar terror has been transmuted into something entirely new — something sharp and sweet and utterly addictive. I want more of it.
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Chapter 6


Lily’s voice slides through the living room as soon as the front door closes behind us, the shopping bags barely dropped at our feet. “So, I was reading this article about male anatomy and prostate health…” She says it like she’s introducing a board game, all lightness and curiosity, but the words land in my gut with a weight that makes my cheeks flush hot.

I stand awkwardly, dress hem dancing around my thighs, bags dangling from my wrist. Zara’s already flopped onto the couch, grinning at Lily. Sadie’s behind me, her hand firm on my back, guiding me forward with that calm, unyielding touch that leaves no room for retreat.

Lily’s eyes are on me, warm but sharp. “You know, Theo, the prostate is sometimes called the ‘male G-spot.’ Most men never learn how to take care of it. It’s a real shame.”

“Right,” Zara jumps in, swinging her feet up, “it’s basically public health at this point. Especially for girls who care about their boyfriends’ well-being.” Her gaze dares me to object.

I try to laugh, my mouth pulling tight at the corners. “I think I’m good, thanks. I don’t need a lesson tonight.”

Sadie’s hand glides up between my shoulder blades, fingers tracing a slow, circular path that makes me stand a little straighter. “Don’t be silly. It’s important. Most men are so squeamish about their own bodies. But you’re not like that, are you?” Her tone is measured, coaxing, a challenge dressed in silk.

I swallow. My throat feels dry. “I… I guess not. I just —”

I glance at Lily, at the way she’s kneeling now beside the coffee table, unpacking a little tray of items: a slim bottle of clear lubricant, a folded page from some medical site, a pair of blue gloves still in their wrapper. She looks like someone setting up a classroom demonstration, not an ambush.

Lily pats the cushion beside her. “Come sit. I promise, it’s all above board. I even printed diagrams.” She flashes me the page — a cross-section of male anatomy, all cartoonish lines and helpful arrows.

I force myself down beside her, hyper aware of my skirt as it rides up, the drag of my new panties tight against my aching cock. Lily’s scent is soft and powdery, oddly soothing. I want to protest, but there’s no angle to do it without looking childish.

“Here’s what you need to know.” Lily’s tone has shifted: gentle, matter-of-fact, the kind of voice she’d use to explain a recipe or a skincare routine. “The prostate is about this far in —” she points to the diagram, then to her own gloved finger, “— and it’s perfectly normal to massage it. It can be pleasurable and it’s good for you.”

Zara leans forward, elbows on knees, chin in her hands. “This is, like, the one health thing men never get right. They’re scared of their own bodies.” She eyes me, playful, but her smile is soft. “You’re not scared, right?”

I feel a pulse of embarrassment, shame prickling under my skin. But Sadie’s kneeling behind me now, her hands rubbing slow circles on my upper arms. “It’s just information,” she says, her voice low. “You always said you were open-minded.”

Lily squirts a dollop of clear lube onto her gloved palm. The cool, slippery sound is louder than it should be, echoing in the hush that’s fallen. She offers me her hand. “We’ll do this together. Just follow my instructions. It’s the best way to learn.”

Every cell in my body wants to shrink away, but I nod, jaw clenched, and let her take my hand. Her fingers are small and sure, squeezing mine. She glides a generous smear of lube along my index finger, turning it glassy and wet.

“Just relax. Lie back for me,” Lily says, her voice velvet-soft, coaxing. I let her guide me, spine sinking into the couch, skirt bunched around my hips. Sadie kneels at my head, stroking my hair. Zara’s at my feet, her gaze bright, expectant.

Lily’s voice never wavers. “Start with the outside. Just touch, slow circles. See how your body feels.” She guides my hand under the skirt, under the soft edge of my panties. The lube feels cold against my skin, and my cock pulses, hard and leaking, trapped by lace.

My finger finds the tight ring of muscle, and my breath catches. The girls are watching, but their eyes are gentle — clinical, even. Like I’m a patient, not a specimen.

Sadie leans in, her voice in my ear. “It’s just anatomy, Theo. Nothing to be ashamed of. You’re doing so well.”

My fingertip presses, slow, the lube making everything slippery, alien. I’m blushing so hard my scalp tingles. “I — I don’t know if I can —”

Zara’s voice is light. “Don’t force it. Just breathe. Most boys never even try.” She smiles, approving. “But you’re not most boys, are you?”

Lily’s hand is over mine, guiding me. “A little pressure. That’s it. Just let yourself open up.”

My finger slides in, the tightness yielding with a strange, impossible ache. I gasp, hips jerking. The shame burns. I can’t look at them. My cock throbs, trapped, the tip pressed flat against my belly.

“See?” Lily says, her tone bright, as if she’s teaching a science lesson. “Your body knows what it wants.”

I push a little deeper, knuckle by knuckle. The sensation is raw, overwhelming — pressure and fullness and something that makes my breath stutter. Lily narrates each step, her voice steady, reassuring. “You’re looking for a small bump, about this far in. Just explore.”

My fingertip finds it — a ridge, slightly rough, and when I press, white light bursts behind my eyelids. My cock twitches, leaking into the panties. I let out a noise, half-whimper, half-moan.

Sadie’s hand cups my cheek, grounding me. “That’s it. See? Perfectly natural. Healthy, even.”

Zara grins, voice smug. “You should see yourself. Most guys would kill for a reaction like that. You’re glowing.”

I want to die from the shame, from the way my body betrays me in front of them. But their faces are open, accepting — no laughter, only interest, pride. My humiliation is a fact, not a joke.

Lily’s hand rests over mine, her skin warm through the glove. “Just breathe. Try circling your finger. Notice how your cock reacts. That’s the prostate’s magic.” Her voice is so clinical it almost sounds detached, but her gaze is locked on my face, searching.

I circle, slowly. Each movement sparks another jolt through my cock, my body arching, hips twitching against the couch. My other hand fists in the skirt, twisting the fabric. I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop.

Sadie leans close, her lips brushing my ear. “This is what it means to care for yourself, Theo. To let yourself feel everything your body can give you.” Her hand strokes my hair, slow and gentle.

Zara’s voice floats up from the foot of the couch. “Look at you. If every guy learned this, they’d never leave their rooms.”

My cheeks burn hotter, but the shame is melting, transmuted into a strange, greedy pride. I want their praise, their eyes on me. I want to be this good student, this exhibition.

Lily’s tone is soft, almost motherly. “You can stop anytime. But you’re doing so well. And see? Perfectly healthy reaction.” Her gaze dips to my crotch, the wet spot blooming on the lace.

I moan, helpless, my finger still inside me. The lube, the tightness, the clinical attention, the approval — it’s too much, it’s not enough.

Sadie traces my jaw with her thumb. “There’s so much more to learn. But that’s enough for tonight. Let your body rest.”

I shudder, my hand slipping away, the emptiness strange, almost painful. My cock aches, hard as ever. My body buzzes with leftover shame and something sweet underneath.

Lily helps me sit up, her hand steady at my back. “Tomorrow we can try some new techniques. If you want.”

I nod, voice shaky but sure. “Yeah. I want to learn. I want to understand.”

Sadie kisses my forehead, pride shining in her eyes. Zara grins, shaking her head like she’s won a bet. Lily squeezes my hand.

I sit there, panties wet, ass slick with lube, body humming. My finger tingles with the memory of pressure, pleasure, shame. I want more. I want all of it. And I know, as they gather close, that I’ll let them teach me anything.
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Sadie’s hand drags the covers down my bare legs. Sunlight slices across her sheets, sharp and bright. My mind fights to catch up — yesterday’s dress still pooled on the floor, my chest cradled in new lace, thighs still sticky where pleasure dried during the night. The room smells like perfume, sleep, sex, and something delicate I can’t name. I close my eyes and wish for five more minutes. I’m not ready.

“Rise and shine, pretty girl,” Sadie sings. She’s kneeling over me, her smile lazy, eyes bright with intent. Behind her, Zara and Lily stand in the open doorway, arms folded, their faces wearing that look: gentle, expectant, quietly hungry. My gut flutters.

Lily pushes her glasses higher, her voice even. “We have a lesson to finish. Yesterday was just the basics. You’re ready for more, aren’t you?” She sounds clinical — almost detached — but her gaze lingers on the way my new lavender bralette clings to my chest, the matching panties tracing a barely-there seam between my thighs.

The air chills my skin. Goosebumps prickle. My cock twitches, swelling against the soft lace, and shame flushes hot across my neck. I try to hide it, pressing my legs together. There’s no point.

Sadie strokes my jaw, her thumb pressing until I look at her. “Don’t hide,” she whispers. “Not here. Not with us.”

I nod, barely breathing. The three of them are a wall of certainty. I surrender, stretching beneath their gaze, every inch of me on display.

Zara sits at the foot of the bed, eyes sparkling. “You were such a good girl yesterday. Let’s see what you can really do.”

Lily holds up a small, pastel box. She opens it — inside, a smooth, slim toy, glossy purple, nothing like anything I’ve ever seen outside of porn. She sets it gently on the sheets. Next comes the lube, thick and clear, cool in her hand. She kneels beside me, her voice soft. “This is for beginners. It’s safe, see? We’ll go slow. Sadie, help her relax?”

Sadie’s hands spread over my hips, her touch warm, sure. She brushes hair from my face, leaning in until her lips graze my ear. “You trust me, Theo?” Her voice cuts through the swirl of fear and hunger, finding something soft inside me.

I swallow. My voice is a whisper. “Yes.”

Lily smiles. “That’s all you need.”

She coats the toy with lube, her hands steady, eyes never leaving my face. “Breathe. It’s like yesterday, but better. More honest.” She slips her gloved finger beneath the waistband of my panties, sliding them down my thighs. Cold air kisses my skin. My cock, flushed and hard, rests against my stomach. I’m shaking.

Zara’s hand closes around mine. “It’s okay to be scared,” she murmurs, thumb tracing my knuckles. “Let yourself want this. Let us see it.”

Sadie’s mouth slides down the side of my neck, her lips hot and soft, leaving behind the faintest trace of her breath — a damp, tingling path that prickles along my skin. When she pauses, her teeth scrape just beneath my jaw, a tiny, shuddering threat of pain that melts instantly into the comfort of her arms holding me steady. Her hands remain splayed, broad and certain, as if she’s bracing me against what’s coming, rooting me in the surge of excitement building within my being.

Lily’s hands are steady, her fingers cool and sure as she cups my knee and gently nudges my legs wider. My thighs tremble, muscles fluttering with nervous tension. I feel the slick, syrupy slide of fresh lube between her gloved fingers, the faint sound of it — wet, obscene — before she brings the toy to me. The cool tip meets my skin, shocking me with its chill; I tense involuntarily, every nerve prickling with awareness.

“Slow, Theo. Breathe out and push against me,” Lily’s voice cuts through the storm inside my head, low and measured, so gentle it almost doesn’t seem real. The instructions anchor me, something to clutch at when my thoughts threaten to scatter. I suck in a shaky breath, then force it out, trying to follow her words as the pressure builds at my entrance.

My muscles clench, instinctive and terrified. For a heartbeat, I can’t imagine how I’ll let her in — then the insistent pressure at my rim becomes too much. I force myself to relax, exhaling in a stuttering rush, and suddenly the tip pops past that tight ring of muscle. It’s a flare of pain, bright and urgent, but it fades almost immediately, replaced by a shivering, slippery relief. I groan, the sound raw and helpless, my hips jerking upward — half in retreat, half in need.

Sadie’s hands cradle my face, her lips brushing the crest of my cheekbone. “Good girl. Let go,” she whispers, the praise threading through me, softening something knotted and frightened in my chest. The warmth of her breath is an anchor, her closeness reminding me I’m not alone.

Lily’s hand is unyielding but infinitely patient. She twists the toy, not forcing, just easing it deeper, rocking it with slow, deliberate care. I feel my body stretch around it — a burning, alien pressure that flirts with the edge of pain. I want to pull away, to hide, but the sensation morphs — somehow it sweetens, dissolving into a trembling relief. My body opens for her, vulnerable and aching.

Shame floods me, cold and electric, colliding with the hot surge of want that won’t be banished. My face burns. I want to turn away, to hide the way my breath catches and breaks, the way my thighs quiver open. But I want this more. I want them to see how much I want it, how much I need it. The toy slides deeper, inch by inch, until I’m filled — stretched and impossibly full. A slow, steady ache radiates outward, grounding me in my own body.

“Almost there,” Lily soothes, her thumb stroking my thigh. Her eyes meet mine — steady, seeking. “I’ll stop if you say so.”

But I don’t say a word. I can’t. The need inside me is too big, too sharp. I want them to see me like this — ruined and open and desperate. Owned by this feeling, by their attention, by the relentless press of the toy inside me.

Lily twists her wrist, a careful, searching motion. The tip drags over something deep inside — a place I didn’t know existed. My whole body goes electric, vision blurring at the edges. My cock leaps, a hot pulse of pleasure wringing a fresh bead of precum onto my belly, slick and shining. I gasp, high and broken, a sound that’s too naked to be mine.

I can’t breathe. I want more. I want everything.

Sadie’s hands frame my face. “That’s it. Good girl. Let yourself feel it.”

Zara squeezes my fingers. “Look at you. So sensitive. So hungry.”

The pleasure is raw, deep, nothing like the edge I know from jerking off. It rolls up from inside — heavy, flooding, inescapable. Lily holds the toy still, watching, waiting for my body to adjust.

“Now, move your hips a little,” Lily murmurs. “Find the right angle. We’ll help you.”

Sadie shifts my thigh, opening me further. The cool air brushes my skin, but then the toy drags over my prostate again, a shock of sensation so sharp my toes curl. Lightning forks through me — my cock spits another bead of precum, slicking my belly. I can’t help the way my whole body bucks, desperate for more, the ache cresting into need.

Lily’s hand steadies my hip. “That’s your sweet spot. Right there. Chase it.”

I obey, grinding down, the toy hitting that place again and again. My cock is an afterthought now, left to twitch as every nerve lights up deep inside.

Sadie strokes my hair, her voice a lifeline. “You’re beautiful like this. So open. So honest.”

Zara’s eyes shine. “You’re learning. Let go. Show us what you feel.”

I lose track of words. My world narrows to the insistent pulse inside me. My muscles clench around the toy, greedy. I grind harder, chasing that impossible, swelling pressure.

Lily’s fingers coax mine to the base of the toy. “You control this. Take what you need.”

I wrap trembling fingers around it, feeling the slick warmth of lube and my own heat. I push, twist, the toy angling deeper, grinding against that spot until my vision flickers. My legs jerk, helpless, and my cock leaks, untouched, forgotten. I sob, the noise torn from somewhere deep — raw, vulnerable, surrendering.

Sadie’s hand covers my mouth, muffling my cries. “That’s it. Show us everything.”

The wave crests. My body locks. The orgasm hits — a deep, rolling eruption that starts in my ass and explodes through my belly. My cock jerks, spurting mess onto my skin, but the pleasure’s somewhere else — hot, shattering, total. I moan, helpless, shaking apart under their hands.

The world goes white, then pink, then soft, as if color itself melts and fades into glow. I slump back, chest heaving, lungs dragging in shaky gulps of air sharp with sweat and the faint sweetness of their perfume. Heat beads on my skin, already cooling, leaving a chill prickle in its wake. The toy slides free, and the sudden emptiness makes me gasp — spent, hollow, but already aching again for more.

Sadie gathers me up, her arms strong, steady. Her fingers drift through my damp hair, grounding me when I feel like I might dissolve. Lily and Zara press close, limbs tangling with mine, their warmth hemming me in, a cocoon of bodies and breath.

Lily’s voice comes quiet, reverent, almost trembling at the edges. “You did it. You really did it. That’s what your body can do.” Her words echo in the fog of my mind, fragile and unbelievable.

Zara leans in, lips brushing my cheek, the faint sting of sweat on her skin meeting mine. “Fucking gorgeous,” she murmurs, and I can feel her smile against me. “You’re radiant.”

Sadie lowers her lips to my brow, kissing me like she’s sealing a promise. “You’re ours, now. All the way through.”

Their touch holds me steady until my breath stops rattling, until the world settles back into place between heartbeats. I feel cherished — wrecked and remade in the same moment, wanted so completely it frightens me. The shame that gnawed before is gone, rinsed out, and what lingers instead is pride — and a greedy, desperate need gnawing at the edges, already hungry again.

Sadie’s voice dips close by my ear, playful, patient. “Now that you know what’s possible… maybe next time we’ll help you focus on this — ” her fingertip trails down my cock, still twitching weakly against my belly — “without distractions.”

A shiver rakes me, sharp as lightning. My throat works before the words even form. I nod, eyes fluttering shut, and whisper, “Whatever you want. Anything. Please.”

Lily laughs then, soft and luminous, her breath a brush of heat across my damp shoulder. The sound is full of promise, and something in it makes my chest ache with want. “We’ll take care of everything, pretty girl.”

I sink into the weight of them, into the glow that fills every part of me, nerves still singing like struck wires. I know with a shattering, terrifying certainty that I’ll never crave anything less than this.
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Chapter 7


Sadie’s bedroom glows with early afternoon light. I stand awkwardly at the edge of her wide bed, arms folded across the delicate blouse Zara made me change into after lunch, the silk clinging to my skin where sweat still lingers. The girls move around me like a tide — Zara humming as she folds lingerie, Lily propped against the headboard, knees hugged to her chest. But it’s Sadie who commands the space, even without saying a word. She sits on the bed, one knee drawn up, eyes steady on mine, as if she’s been waiting for this exact moment since the day we met.

She smiles — a real one, slow and private.

“Come here, sweetheart.”

I obey. The word lands low in my belly. My knees go weak as I settle on the quilt at her feet. The mattress dips under my weight, and the room seems to hold its breath. I try not to look at the small velvet pouch in her lap, though it draws my gaze like a magnet. My body remembers the morning: the way I came, wrecked and babbling, from nothing but their hands and a toy inside me. Shame should fill me, but there’s only a hot, fizzing pride, and a raw kind of hope I can’t name.

Sadie opens the pouch. A glint of polished silver in her palm — a cage, delicate but undeniable, impossibly elegant in its intent. She turns it over, lets the pieces clink softly against each other. The sound is surgical, final.

My throat tightens, a vice I can’t swallow past. I feel my cock twitch, still sore and soft in my panties, a last reflex of vulnerability in a body already spent. Fear stirs low in my gut, animal and primal — the old terror of losing something I thought defined me, something I’d clung to for so long that the thought of release aches almost like grief.

Sadie’s gaze doesn’t waver, steady as a hand on my shoulder. Her eyes are impossibly gentle, holding me there, and something in her calm makes my panic pulse hotter.

“Do you know what this is for?” she asks, her voice soft enough to crack me open if I let it.

I catch myself gripping the quilt, nails digging in. My mouth is dry. The truth feels sharp and heavy, impossible to shape into words. I shake my head, eyes fixed on the cage gleaming in her palm, a question as old as longing trembling in my chest.

“It’s… a cage?” The word tastes strange — foreign and fragile, like admitting a secret I’d never let myself speak.

Lily laughs, a melody that softens the moment. I glance at her, seeking reassurance, and find only warmth in her eyes — no mockery, just kindness. The sting of the word “cage” eases as she speaks, her tone as light as if she were discussing something as innocuous as jewellery.

“Chastity,” she says, explaining like she’s offering me a gift rather than a sentence. “It’s only temporary. Sadie wants to help you focus.”

The word lands like a feather, but the ache in my chest tightens. I can feel Zara’s gaze, sharp and clever, from the foot of the bed. She leans forward, elbows on her knees, her lips curling into a knowing smile.

“It’s a tool, Theo. Not a punishment. Like putting blinders on a racehorse so it finds its speed.” Her voice carries an edge, but there’s no cruelty in it — only a promise that what’s coming is for me, not against me.

I meet Sadie’s eyes again, searching for a sign that I’m safe. She nods, slow and certain, as if affirming something deep and private between us.

“Exactly. You responded so beautifully to the toy this morning. But you kept reaching for old habits — your cock, the need for friction. This,” she lifts the cage, letting the metal catch the light, “lets you focus on what your body can really do. No distractions.” The way she says it, her words gentle but unyielding, makes my heart beat faster — afraid, yes, but also desperately hopeful. The cool metal kisses my skin first, a delicate chill that tightens everything inside me; Sadie’s steady breath brushes my ear, warm and certain, and I feel the room tilt as her faith in me becomes the only sound I can hold on to.

Heat blooms beneath my skin, prickling over my cheeks and down my neck. The shame I expect doesn’t come — only a flush of something rawer, sweeter. My voice comes out small.

“But… I — what if I need —?” I can barely finish the question, the fear of deprivation tangled with the hope of being held through it.

Lily interrupts, pushing her glasses up her nose, eyes bright behind the lenses. I watch her, seeking some last permission, and she gives it with a smile.

“You don’t need it. That’s the point. Your pleasure comes from somewhere deeper now. From giving up control, from letting us lead you to something new.” The certainty in her tone tugs at something old and trembling inside me, and I want, so badly, to believe her.

Zara leans in, her grin wicked, but her eyes soft.

“And trust us, it’ll make everything you feel back there even sharper. You’ll beg for it by tonight.” There’s a thrill to her words, a promise that sounds half threat and half blessing. I shiver, pulse thumping louder, and realise I’m not scared in the way I thought — I’m hungry, desperate for the pleasure that comes from surrender, for the chance to impress them, to please.

A shudder runs through me. I feel my cock twitch again, trying to stir, trying to remember what it used to want, but the need is different now — not the frantic, self-absorbed urge I know, but a new, trembling hunger for praise and surrender. I want to be good. I want to be seen.

Sadie’s eyes never leave mine. She lifts her hand, fingers loose, offering the hollow of her palm like a quiet invitation that waits forever.

“Let me show you. It’s not scary. I promise.” Her voice wraps around me, steady and warm, and something in me unlocks. The room grows quieter, the other girls’ voices slipping into a hush, the world narrowing to the space between Sadie and me.

I move forward, trembling. My knees press into the mattress, the quilt soft under my skin, and I kneel between Sadie’s parted knees. She opens her thighs, skirt pooling around her hips, and I feel her body framing me, a private alcove of skin and cotton and quiet authority. My pulse roars in my ears, drowning out every thought but this one: I am here, I am seen, I am wanted.

Sadie’s hand cups my chin, her thumb stroking lightly along my jaw, tilting my face up to hers. Her fingers are warm, sure, anchoring me in the moment.

“You trust me?” she asks, voice low, the question hanging between us like an offering.

“Yes,” I whisper, not just because I want to, but because I do. Every nerve in my body says yes.

She smiles — a priestess’s blessing, radiant and private.

“Then let me help you.” The words settle over me, sacred and electric, and I let myself fall.

She tugs at my waistband, slow and ceremonial, and my panties slide down to mid-thigh. I flush all over, aware of Zara and Lily watching, their gazes bright, hungry, but not unkind. My cock lies soft and sticky against my thigh, spent but hopeful. I want to cover myself, to turn away — but I force myself to be still. This is part of it. Showing them everything.

Sadie warms the cage in her palm, her skin radiating a heat that transfers into the metal piece by piece until it feels almost alive. When she raises it to my body, though, the contrast makes me shiver — the metal is still cool, sharp against my overheated skin, and startlingly heavy, heavier than I had imagined when it was just an idea instead of reality. The weight promises permanence, inevitability. She handles me with a care that makes my chest clench — her fingers slow, deliberate, moving with reverence, as though she’s cradling something more fragile than flesh. Her voice threads through the silence, steady, sure, a chant against the flood of panic rising in me.

“Relax,” she murmurs, thumb tracing an idle circle along the curve of my hip. “Breathe. Let your cock rest in my hand. There’s nothing to fear.”

Her words ripple through me like a spell cast directly into marrow. My lungs drag air in sharp and shallow, then finally release it in a trembling exhale. I let her hold me. I let the trembling quiet.

My cock, traitorous and eager, twitches under her gaze, straining to coax blood into its length, desperate to rise — yet before it can, the first band of metal slips around me. The ring slides behind my balls, unforgiving in its decisiveness. Cold. Assertive. A checkpoint past which there is no turning back. My stomach knots. My thighs twitch as nerves spark, instinct begging me to resist. But I keep still under her touch, muscles trembling with the effort of surrender.

She gathers me into her palm, her fingers a soft net corralling every sensitive inch of me. Slowly, ceremonially, she guides my cock into the cage — each motion deliberate, tucking me down and away as though placing a cherished relic into a velvet-lined case. The press of the bars encloses me fully, and I flinch, caught between sharp awareness and the strange curl of safety.

From the bed, Lily and Zara’s voices rise like a chorus, threads weaving through the moment.

“You look gorgeous,” Zara purrs, her tone cutting right down my spine.

“So obedient,” Lily adds, warm and precise, her words clutching around my heart.

“Such a good girl for Sadie,” Zara finishes, voice reverent as if I’ve fulfilled some prophecy.

Their praise encloses me as surely as the cage itself, heavy and intoxicating, pressing every nerve toward breaking point. My cock aches with a furious kind of need, swelling in vain against the narrowing bars. The pressure builds like a bruise, sharp, then blunt, then strangely soothing. Relief seeps in, uncoiling deeper than frustration. For once, there isn’t the frantic question of what I should do with my desire — it’s contained, held, decided for me.

Sadie presses the pieces together, fitting halves like parts of an intimate puzzle. Her movements are patient, deliberate, and my chest feels tight with reverence for the ceremony of it. Then she lifts the tiny brass lock. Between her fingers, the key glints, catching what little light there is, a jewel set in ritual.

“This is my promise to you,” she says, voice low and sure. “I’ll keep you safe. I’ll show you things you never dreamed of. All you have to do is surrender.”

The words crack me deeper than I anticipate. For a moment, fear panics through me — being seen this raw, this utterly small — but then it washes away in the tide of her certainty. Gratitude swells hard in its place, fierce and overwhelming. She isn’t caging me to hurt me; she’s taking the burden into her own hands. She’s giving me the gift of no choice at all. All I have to do is let go.

The lock clicks shut with a final snap. Small, decisive, sharp as a bell. It echoes in my ribs. Irrevocable. Permanent.

Sadie dangles the key before my eyes, letting it sway gently between us like a charm.

“You’re mine now, Theo. Dedicated. Focused.” Her gaze rests on me like a mantle, brimming with pride, fierce and protective. My vision stings, throat aching from a rush too big to contain.

I glance down. The cage gleams, unyielding and elegant. My cock throbs gently inside it, helpless, utterly contained. Not humiliated. No — this is devotion made visible, proof I’ve been claimed. I feel… chosen. Worthy.

Zara slides close, her presence sudden heat at my side. She leans in, fingertip gliding teasingly along the metal, her grin wolfish.

“You look so fucking cute like this,” she whispers, drawing the words out just to make me squirm. “I bet you’ll be twice as sensitive tonight.”

Lily peers over, her expression a blend of curiosity and warmth, her voice clinical but protective.

“The skin will adapt,” she assures, her tone like a physician soothing a patient. “Every nerve will heighten. You’ll feel every graze, every lick — especially where it counts.”

The thought sends my stomach fluttering down into heat, and I can’t stop the shiver that wracks me.

Sadie turns my face in her palm, her thumb pressing lightly against my cheek until my eyes lift to hers, steady and unyielding.

“Thank me.”

The command tears the words straight from my chest.

“Thank you, Sadie.” The sound cracks, high and broken. My lungs burn. “Thank you for locking me. For helping me. I want —” I choke, swallowing around the lump lodged in my throat, eyes stinging too hot for control. “I want to be good for you.”

Her smile softens, velvet and absolution in one. She bows just enough to brush her lips against my brow, sealing her claim like a blessing.

“You already are.”

Fingers spread across me — Zara’s warm at the back of my neck, Lily’s cool at my thigh, Sadie’s palm at my chest. They cover me in touch, in ownership, in acceptance. Murmurs crowd close, a hymn of possession.

“Good girl.”

“So devoted.”

“Ours now.”

Each phrase crescendos over the last until my body is humming with it, my mind emptied out and filled up only with the sound of them. The tension I’ve carried forever drains loose, leaving nothing but the certainty of their hold.

I am locked. Bound. Owned — but not diminished. Not erased. Instead, I am found, gathered whole, and focused into something purer than I’ve ever known.

Sadie threads the key onto a slender chain, fastens it around her neck, the small glint of brass stamped against her skin. A holy pendant. She dips close, her breath ghosting at the shell of my ear so I can feel the warmth of every syllable.

“This is just the beginning, Theo. There’s so much more I want to show you. All you have to do is say yes.”

My entire body bows inward toward her, and the word spills out, reverent and desperate, the only truth I can manage.

“Yes.”

I breathe it again, dizzy with relief, drenched in gratitude so fierce it hurts:

“Yes.”

She laughs softly, triumphant and gentle, and draws me into her arms. My cage presses between us, an unbreakable promise. I let go of the last scraps of shame, and sink into the safety of her control, desperate for whatever she’ll give me next.
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Chapter 8


Sadie’s living room swallows me whole. I sit perched on the couch, caged and trembling, the lace of my pale blue lingerie biting into my skin in ways that feel both too much and not enough. My hands — manicured by Lily, trembling, useless — rest on my bare thighs. My knees press together, legs angled, posture uncertain, trying to remember how a man is meant to sit, failing, failing, until I can’t even recall what that would look like. There’s only now, and the heat prickling under my skin, and the way Sadie’s gaze pins me.

I want to pretend I’m in control. I want to remember the swagger I brought here, that cocky smile, those clever lines. But the cage between my legs throbs, a hard little ache, reminder and taunt: I’m not that person anymore — not to them, not to myself.

Zara sprawls on the rug, her chin resting on her palm, eyes glinting with something dangerous and delighted. Lily perches on the arm of the sofa, a collection of lube and slender toys at her side, hair shining like a curtain. Sadie sits at the center of it all, cross-legged on the ottoman, her cardigan draped delicately, the chain with my key catching the light every time she moves. Her calm makes the room feel smaller, airless, charged.

She smiles at me — close-lipped, knowing, patient. “Theo. We’re going to give you a gift tonight.” The words curl through me. “A new kind of pleasure. No rushing. No shortcuts. We want you right here, present, until you know what you’re begging for.”

Zara grins, teeth white and sharp. “You think you’ve been edged before?” She laughs, low. “You have no idea.”

Lily’s hand finds my shoulder, her palm cool, steadying. “Let us show you. Just trust us. That’s all you have to do now.”

I nod. I don’t trust my voice. I don’t trust my body, traitor to all my old ambitions. My cock twitches against the bars, already starting its useless, caged swelling. I close my eyes, exhale, try to pretend I’m anywhere else.

But then Sadie’s voice: “Look at me.”

I obey, helpless.

She crooks a finger. “Knees apart, princess. Let us see you.”

I flush, but my legs open. The panties tug tight between my thighs. I hear Zara’s approving hum, feel Lily’s hand drift lower, fingertips trailing along the garter strap, gentle but claiming. My breath stutters.

Sadie watches, her eyes never leaving my face. “Tell us what you want.”

A thousand answers jam in my throat. I want to cum. I want to go home. I want to be good. I want to be theirs.

“I don’t know,” I say, and the admission guts me. “Please. Just… do whatever you want.”

Sadie’s smile deepens, indulgent. “We will.”

Lily starts first. She coats her fingers, then slips them between my cheeks, spreading me open like she’s done it a hundred times. I tense — my instinct to resist, to protest, to play at bravado. But the cage keeps me honest, keeps me small. I breathe through it. Her touch is so gentle it burns. One finger slips inside, pressing past muscle, slow, slow. I clench, then surrender. She adds another, her palm cradling my ass, her cheek close to mine as she murmurs, “Good girl. Relax. Let it happen.”

My face burns. I squirm, but don’t pull away. Lily’s rhythm is maddening — never enough, always almost. She finds that spot inside me, brushes it, then retreats. My cock strains against the cage, swollen, helpless. Pain and pleasure tangle. My hips twitch.

Zara dips closer, her nails sketching lazy swirls up my legs. She pinches the tender skin just above my stockings, then slides her fingers higher, finding the dampness between my legs. She strokes my inner thigh with the back of her knuckles, teasing, relentless. Then her other hand pinches my nipple, hard, rolling it until my whole chest aches. I gasp. My hips jerk forward, chasing friction that isn’t there.

Sadie stays back, watching, her presence a pressure against my skin. She doesn’t touch me. She only speaks. “Such a pretty thing. Look at you, all dolled up and desperate. All that posturing — gone. There’s nothing left but need now, isn’t there?”

I shake, swallowing a whimper. My hands twist in the couch cushions. I can’t speak. The room feels too bright, too close, the sounds of my own breathing too loud.

Lily presses deeper, curling her fingers, circling my prostate. “You’re dripping,” she purrs. “Feel how much your body loves this. You don’t need your cock, do you?”

Zara twists my nipple harder, then releases it, soothing with her tongue. She bites, just once, a stinging snap. “You’re so sensitive, baby. Every inch of you is ours. Let go. Let us have you.”

Sadie’s words are softer now, closer, threading through my panic, tugging me deeper. “You’re doing so well. Tell me how it feels.”

My voice cracks, but I answer, “It hurts. I can’t — It’s too much.”

She nods, satisfied. “That’s right. Let it be too much. You can’t go back now.”

Time dissolves. The girls rotate, taking turns, their methods seamless. Lily’s fingers are replaced by a small plug, slick and cold, pushed inside with a promise: “This will keep you open for us.” Zara’s mouth follows her hands, lips and teeth marking my thighs, biting new heat into the flesh. She sucks on my nipple until I whine, then stops, grinning, leaving me straining for more.

Sadie moves to kneel between my legs, her eyes dark, intent. She strokes my caged cock through the panties, just enough to make the pressure unbearable. “Poor thing,” she croons. “So full. So empty.”

I’m drooling, panting, shuddering. My lips feel slick, my chin wet, but I can’t stop it. I don’t even have the strength to close my mouth. My body jerks in little spasms I can’t control, hunger pulling me apart from the inside. I can’t tell if I’m hard or soft, only that I’m frantic, feral, stripped down to something less than human — just desperate, animal, unmade. Every time I surge forward, propelled by the raw need twisting my guts, they catch me. Every time I buck, every time I gasp, every time my body strains tight and buckles toward release, hands vanish, mouths withdraw, heat dissolves to empty air. The denial cuts sharper than pain. I’m left open, raw, clutching at absence, begging without knowing what I beg for.

The world closes in, tight and hot, a tunnel of touch and praise and denial, over and over. It makes me dizzy. Drunk. My mind feels too big for my skull, unravelling like threads yanked loose from a seam. I can’t latch onto thought — only want. Shame sloughs off in heavy scraps, peeling away until there’s nothing left underneath but this stripped, unguarded need.

“Please,” I hear myself say, my voice raised and broken. I don’t even know what I’m asking for. It falls out of me high, shaky, cracked down the middle. “Please, please — ”

Zara’s laugh lands low, wicked, knowing. It hadn’t occurred to me how much I wanted her approval until the sound of it twists in my gut like a hook. “What do you want, baby?”

I stare at her, breath caught in my chest. The answer should be obvious, it should flood in, but when I reach for it my hands close around nothing. How do I even name this? I want everything. I want nothing but this. My body screams with it but language fails me.

Sadie leans down, and the brush of her lips against my ear makes every hair rise. The hot whisper brands my mind. “You want to cum?”

The word hits hard, heavy, unholy. My face burns hot with humiliation. I gulp air, stumble over myself, my voice tattered and pitiful. “Yes — no — I mean — please, I need — ”

Her answer is colder than ice but it cuts sweeter than any mercy. “Not yet,” she whispers. And I swear in that instant I could collapse for her, fall and never get up again. I want to die from wanting her.

Then Lily moves. There’s a slick pop as she removes the plug, the sudden emptiness almost worse than anything, before something slender presses back in, humming with vibration. When she slides it deep inside, the sound catches sharp in my throat. The pulses ripple through my pelvis, bloom outward into every nerve. My knees fall open wide; I don’t even try to stop them. My legs shake so bad they drum the sheets. My cock weeps, leaking into the silk, trapped and useless. Another sound tears out of me, high and reedy, humiliating, and I don’t care who hears.

Zara kneels between my legs, her breath tickling my slick thighs, tongue circling deliberate marks into my skin. Too close — she’s too close to the cage. My heart pounds in my chest, begging silently for her mouth to close the distance, but she doesn’t. She only blows cool air through the lace, cruel and playful. “You look so pretty like this, Theo. All made up, ruined for us.”

Her words hit like hands on my chest, forcing me back, making me show her everything, making me small. I can’t avoid it when Sadie cups my cheek firmly, dragging my eyes up to hers. The way she looks at me floods my veins, as if she’s reading something I didn’t even know I’d written across my face. “You want to be good for us, don’t you? That’s all you want now. To be our perfect little sissy.”

The word sinks into me. Sissy. My body convulses like it might spit it out, but instead I dissolve. I want to deny it, I want to shout it away, but nothing comes. The fight’s already gone. My hips twitch desperate, my lips part, and my throat burns as tears slip loose.

“Yes,” I sob, the sound ragged, unrecognisable. “Yes, I want to be good. I want to be your girl. I want — ” My voice threads to pieces, shredded by need.

The tears fall harder now, flowing hot, helpless, smearing trails across my flushed skin. My chest hitching, choking on the confession pouring free. “Please. Please, let me serve you. Let me make you happy. I’ll do anything. I can’t — ” The words break jagged in my throat, raw truth spilling out in panic. “I can’t be him anymore. Please, Sadie. Please.”

Something glimmers in her eyes — a kind of fierce pride, brighter than anything I’ve been allowed to claim for myself. She wipes my tears with her thumb, and though her touch is gentle, her smile is terrible in its beauty, sharp as possession. “What do you truly want, Theo?”

The question crushes me hollow. My whole body locks, seized tight with the force of it. Breathing feels like drowning. The answer doesn’t need to be searched for — it has been swelling under my ribs, pressing against my skin the whole time, waiting for permission to claw free. So simple it aches.

“I want to be your sissy,” I whisper, the words trembling, brittle. Then the torrent, louder still, crashes through my sobs, my voice snapping clean in the middle of a sentence. “I want to be your pretty girl. I want to wear what you choose. I want to please you. I want to be owned. I don’t want to be a man. I just want to belong to you. Please. Please, let me be yours.”

The words pour out, unstoppable, a confession that burns as it cleanses. My chest heaves. Tears streak down my cheeks, salt and shame and relief tangled together. I am empty, emptied out, and it feels like the truest thing I’ve ever said.

Sadie beams, pride and love mingled in her gaze. Lily and Zara swoop in, hugging me, petting my hair, murmuring praise.

“Oh, baby,” Lily coos, pressing kisses to my cheek. “You did it. You’re so brave. So honest.”

Zara’s arms wrap around my shoulders, her mouth at my ear. “You’re perfect now. Ours. Our beautiful girl.”

Sadie kisses my forehead, then unfastens the lock at my cage. Her fingers are quick, deft. She slides the metal away, finally freeing me. My cock springs out, angry and purple, glistening with need.

Sadie cups me, strokes once, twice. “Cum for us, princess. Show us how much you love belonging to us.”

The touch is too much. I sob, buck, shudder, spilling across her palm in helpless waves. My whole body convulses. I scream, not in pain, not in pleasure, but in something deeper — release, surrender, bliss. I cum harder than I ever have, harder than I thought possible, every nerve aflame.

They hold me through it. Lily strokes my hair. Zara kisses my damp cheeks, tasting tears and sweat. Sadie cradles my face in her hands, her gaze soft and proud.

“Good girl,” she whispers. “You’re home now.”

The climax drains away, and stillness floods in — a warmth that spreads through every limb, languid and thick, a hush that thrums soft under my skin. My chest rises and falls unevenly, each breath caught between a laugh and a sob. I curl into their arms, boneless, trembling, held together only by their touch. The silk and lace cling damp to my body, cooling now against flushed skin, a reminder that I am still dressed for them, still theirs — still their perfect, ruined girl.

I don’t want to conquer them. The thought feels foreign, almost absurd, compared to the pull thrumming in me now. I only want to give, to rest against the certainty of being wanted with no conditions. To belong.

Tears slip freely, soaking into Zara’s shoulder as I whisper a breathless sound that barely makes sense even to me. Yet they hold me tighter, as though they understand all the same. My heart aches with it, a sweetness so sharp it feels like it could cut.

I want this — more than anything. The words echo in my mind with the weight of a vow. And saying it, living it, letting myself be unmade and remade in their arms — it feels like coming home.
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Chapter 9


I wake in a cocoon of warmth, bodies pressed on either side, the hush of Sadie’s bedroom wrapping me in something gentler than sleep. Soft sheets against my skin, the faint scent of lavender and last night’s perfume in the air, an arm draped over my waist — small, delicate, unmistakably feminine. For a long moment, I hover on the edge of waking, savoring the strange new weightlessness in my chest. No dread, no coil of anxiety in my gut. Only a strange, heady glow that feels both unfamiliar and entirely right.

Sadie’s hand traces lazy circles on my bare stomach, her nails scratching lightly at the line of my panties. Lily and Zara are still asleep, tangled together near the foot of the bed, Zara’s head tucked into Lily’s neck, a tangle of hair and slender limbs. Sunlight pools across the comforter, dust motes swimming, golden and soft. I don’t want to move. I don’t want the spell to break.

But Sadie is awake, and I feel her watching me. She’s lying on her side, head propped up on one hand, a little smile curling at her mouth — private, knowing, proud. She doesn’t say anything right away. She just waits. I let myself meet her eyes and something melts in me, the last fragile defenses sliding away. This is what I wanted. This is what I chose. I want her to see all of me now — unhidden, unguarded, changed.

Her thumb dips lower, playing with the lace edge, and her voice is honey and velvet. “Good morning, princess.” The endearment doesn’t sting. It settles. It fits.

My voice comes out softer than I expect. “Morning.” There’s a tremor in it, but not the old fear. I breathe, slow and deep, letting the new sense of myself rise and settle.

She brushes a strand of hair from my face, her touch feather-light. “Did you sleep well?”

I nod. “Better than I can remember.” It’s not enough. “I feel… good.” I swallow, searching for a word that used to live in my mouth but never fit before. “I feel right.”

Sadie’s eyes crinkle, her smile deepening. “You look right, too.” Her hand strokes down my thigh, pausing at the garter clip, and the shiver that rolls through me feels like gratitude and surrender, entwined.

Behind us, Lily shifts, blinking awake, and Zara’s voice emerges, sleep-rough. “Morning, gorgeous.” She snuggles closer, her arm thrown over my hips. “What time is it?”

Sadie glances at the phone. “Almost ten.” She grins. “We should get ready if we want to make it to brunch before noon.”

I stiffen, old habit prickling, a flicker of anxiety about how I must look — hair a mess, yesterday’s makeup smudged, lace twisted. But then I realize I don’t care if they see me like this. They’ve seen more than I’ve ever shown anyone. My hands tighten on the sheet, and I speak before I can second-guess it.

“Can I…” I falter. The words feel delicate, precious, as if saying them wrong might shatter something. I look at Sadie, at the soft approval in her gaze. “Can I wear something pretty?” My cheeks flush, but I don’t look away. “I don’t want to go back to—” My throat catches. “I want to be beautiful for you. For all of you.”

Lily’s eyes pop open, wide and bright. She sits up, grinning. “Yes! God, yes, Theo—”

“Not Theo,” Zara interrupts, her hand squeezing my side. “Not right now.”

My heart stutters, but the fear isn’t there. I nod, feeling the promise of tears prickling. “Not Theo. Your… your girl.” The language is strange in my mouth, but it tastes sweet, not forbidden. I want to say it again. I want them to name me.

Sadie’s hand finds mine, fingers weaving through. “You can wear whatever you want, princess. Tell us what you’re thinking.”

I squeeze her fingers, gathering courage. “Something light. Flowing.” The vision forms as I speak — an image of myself not as a joke, not as a game, but as someone who belongs in silk and sun. “The sundress. The white one with the yellow flowers. And—” I swallow, the want blooming bold. “The yellow bra and panties. The ones with the lace.”

Lily squeals, delighted, and Zara’s grin stretches wicked. “Now you’re talking.”

Sadie presses a kiss to my knuckles. “Thank you for telling us what you want.” She shifts, climbing out of bed, the cardigan slipping from her shoulder. “Let’s get you ready.”

I follow her to the closet, Zara and Lily trailing behind, all of us giggling, the air bright and sparkling with something new. There’s a ritual to it now, an easy comfort. Sadie sorts through the hangers, holding up the dress so the sunlight makes it glow. She hands it to me, then turns to the dresser, opening the top drawer. “Here.” She holds out the yellow lingerie, the lace soft and inviting, not at all mocking. “Put these on. Let’s see our girl.”

My hands don’t shake. I step out of my boxers, leaving the last piece of my old uniform behind. I slip into the panties, the cool lace hugging me, tucking myself away as naturally as breathing. The bra follows — Lily helps fasten it, her fingers sure and gentle. I glance down at myself, the delicate straps, the scalloped edges, the way it shapes me — not perfectly, not like a real girl, but enough. Enough for now.

Sadie’s eyes sweep over me, her approval unmistakable. “Gorgeous.” Zara whistles, looping a gold chain around my neck, the little sun charm winking at my throat.

“Wait,” I say, surprising myself with how certain I sound. “The anklet too. The one with the bell.”

Lily retrieves it, fastening it around my ankle, her grin mischievous. “You know you’re going to drive us crazy with that, right?”

“Good,” I say, and they all laugh — full, genuine, delighted. I feel tall. I feel light. I feel seen.

Sadie sits me down at her vanity, the big mirror ringed with warm bulbs, the clutter of palettes and brushes fanned out like an artist’s toolkit. “How do you want your makeup?” she asks, her voice soft but expectant.

I think, then answer, “Pretty. Soft. Maybe a little pink on my lips? And… can you do the eyeliner? The way you do it? I want to look at myself and see what you see.”

She smiles, leaning in, her thigh pressing against mine. Her touch is gentle, reverent, but also assured — she’s done this a hundred times, and now she does it for me. I close my eyes, letting her work, the brush of powder across my cheeks, the tug of the pencil at my eyelid, the slow sweep of color on my lips. Each stroke feels like a benediction, a promise. The others gather around, offering suggestions, giggling, complimenting every step.

At first, I only feel the sensation — the tickle of the brush, the faint chemical tang of lipstick. But as Sadie tilts my chin up, I open my eyes and meet her gaze in the mirror. She studies my face, lips parted, her own cheeks flushed with pride.

Then she leans close, so close I can feel her breath on my cheek, and murmurs, “You’re beautiful.” I believe her. Finally, I believe it.

She’s still holding my chin, eyes locked on mine, and the air between us thickens. Something rises in my chest — want, hope, terror, relief. My mouth goes dry. My fingers twist in my lap, restless.

I need to ask. It isn’t enough to be made pretty. I want to be claimed. I want her to own every part of me, inside and out. My voice shakes, but I force the words past the knot in my throat.

“Sadie,” I whisper, barely more than a breath.

She looks at me, eyebrows arched, waiting.

I swallow, heart thumping. The words stick in my throat, but I force them out. “Will you…” The rest is a whisper, raw and naked. My cheeks burn, but I can’t look away from her gaze. “Will you make love to me? Properly?” The implication hangs between us, heavy and electric. I hold my breath, waiting. “With the strap-on. I want you to. I want it to be you.”

The silence is absolute. I don’t dare breathe. I’m terrified — of rejection, of ridicule, of the thing I’ve just named aloud. My hands tremble in my lap, fingers twisting together. I watch Sadie’s face, searching for any sign of judgment or hesitation. But there’s only softness in her expression, her eyes shining with something that looks like pride. She cups my cheek, her thumb brushing the corner of my mouth, and I lean into her touch, desperate for reassurance.

“Oh, sweetheart.” Her voice is low, thick with emotion, and it sends a shiver down my spine. “I’ve wanted that since the first night. I’ve just been waiting for you to ask.”

The wave of relief is overwhelming, leaving me lightheaded. I let out a breath, feeling the stress melt away from my shoulders, replaced by a sweeter sensation—excitement, happiness, the exhilarating rush of being desired for who I truly am. Tears well up in my eyes, and I quickly blink them away, focusing on Sadie’s face. She’s looking at me with a smile, her gaze overflowing with tenderness and love.

Sadie kisses me then, slow and deep, her lips soft, her hands cupping my face. There’s no hurry, no command — just the certainty of her affection, the seal of her acceptance. When she pulls back, her smile is radiant, and I can’t help but return it. My heart feels like it’s about to burst.

“We’ll do it right. We’ll go slow. And you can have anything you want. I’m so proud of you for asking.”

The words are a blessing. I shiver, eyes prickling, and don’t look away. I feel like I’m floating, weightless and free. For once, I don’t feel like I have to hide or pretend. I’m seen, and it’s exhilarating.

Zara and Lily crowd in, their arms looping around my shoulders. Lily nuzzles my neck, her voice bright with tears. “You did it, babe. I’m so fucking proud of you.”

Zara’s grip is fierce, her voice steady and sure. “You get it now, don’t you? How good it feels to ask.”

I nod, unable to speak. My throat is tight with emotion, and all I can do is lean into their touch, soaking up their warmth and support. I feel cherished, celebrated, wanted — not for what I can take, but for what I can give, what I can surrender. It’s a feeling I’ve never had before, and it’s intoxicating.

Sadie rises, smoothing her hands over my shoulders. “Let’s finish getting ready. Our girl deserves to be shown off.”

I stand, the dress whispering over my thighs, the anklet chiming as I move. My reflection in the mirror startles me — soft waves of hair, flushed cheeks, lips glossy and parted. The dress flatters me, the bra shapes my chest, and the necklace and anklet sparkle in the morning light. I don’t look like a joke. I don’t look like a fraud. I look… right.

As I turn, the girls make a little show of fussing over me — Zara adjusting my bra strap, Lily smoothing the skirt, Sadie pinning a daisy behind my ear. Their hands are reverent, delighted, and I bask in their attention. The anxiety that always gnawed at me when I dressed for a date, the nervous rehearsing of lines, the fear of being found lacking — gone. In its place is this strange, buoyant joy.

Downstairs, Sadie hands me a purse — her purse, pale yellow to match my dress — and I sling it over my shoulder. I feel a giddy thrill at the way it completes the outfit, the way it marks me as theirs, as one of the girls.

Lily grabs her phone, snapping photos, and I don’t hide from the camera. I pose, I smile, I let them see me — all of me.

In the hallway, as we’re about to leave, Sadie catches my hand, pulling me close. Her voice is low, intimate. “Are you happy?”

I nod, breathless. “I am. I really am.”

She kisses my forehead, then leads the way out, her confidence infectious.

I catch sight of myself in the hall mirror — a soft, pretty girl in a yellow dress, surrounded by women who see her, who want her, who love her. The sight squeezes something deep in my chest, a rush of gratitude and awe.

I’m not pretending. I’m not performing. I’m choosing this, choosing them, choosing myself. And now, I know what it means to belong.

We step into the sun, laughter and bells and bright skirts swirling, and I carry their pride in me, an anchor and a promise. The sound of their laughter, not just from the world but from within, rings in my ears. This is more than joy; it’s belonging. The echo of it is not loud, but clear, uplifting. As we walk into the world, together, I realise this feeling is not fleeting. It’s not just for today, or this moment. It’s the foundation of something new.
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Chapter 10


The door clicks shut behind us. I’m still wearing the sundress, my makeup only touched up after brunch, gold anklet chiming as I pad barefoot across the rug. There’s laughter in the air — a residue from the meal, the flirtatious glances, the thrill of being seen as Sadie’s girl in the daylight. I’m not hiding. I’m not faking. It’s all real, and I want more. I want to be good at this.

Zara is the first to stretch out on the living room floor, her legs crossed, eyes gleaming with mischief and purpose. “Alright, team,” she says, patting the plush rug beside her. “Time for advanced drills.” Her tone is half gym coach, half wicked older sister.

Sadie is on the couch, poised and serene, one leg tucked beneath her, lips parted in a small, private smile. Lily sits at her feet, legs curled to the side, leaning into Sadie’s thigh. They’re watching me, not as prey or a plaything, but as a project — someone worth teaching, worth shaping into something more.

I kneel where Zara points, nervous energy fizzing under my skin. The weight of their attention doesn’t shrink me. It sharpens me, laser-focused, the way I used to feel before a big match. My mind is already turning over the task, breaking it into technique, feedback, adjustment. What does it take to excel at this? What makes the difference between passable and unforgettable?

Zara produces a box from behind the armchair — a realistic cock harness in pale silicone, veins and a swollen head, shining faintly in the daylight. It’s big, but not monstrous. Life-sized. Serious.

She buckles it around her hips, the straps digging into her jeans, and stands, presenting it to the room with a flourish. “Meet your new training partner.” She grins at me, kneeling so the cock is level with my mouth. “Ready for your first lesson, cupcake?”

My tongue is eager with expectation. I nod, voice steady. “Yes. I want to get good at this.” The girls exchange delighted glances. I’m not embarrassed. I mean it.

Zara’s fingers thread into my hair. “Good. Start with a kiss. Don’t rush it — treat it like you’d treat a real girl’s cock. Respect, but don’t be shy.”

I lean in, pressing my lips to the tip. The silicone is warm from her body heat, faintly rubbery but not unpleasant. I close my eyes, inhale, and run my tongue along the slit. There’s a collective inhale from behind me — approval. Encouragement. I push further, wrapping my lips around the head and letting it rest on my tongue, just the weight of it in my mouth, no pressure yet.

“Slow,” Zara murmurs. “Get used to the shape. You’re not swallowing it whole on your first try. Worship a bit.”

I circle my tongue around the head, tracing the ridge, lips slick with spit and whatever’s left of my gloss. My jaw opens wider, relaxing. I take more in, working down the shaft an inch at a time, breathing through my nose. My mind is racing: How does this feel to her? What would make it better?

“Use your hand too,” Lily chimes in, her voice soft but sure. “Just below your lips. Grip it, match the rhythm.”

I wrap my fingers around the base, thumb pressing into the underside. The motion feels natural, like jacking myself off but in reverse. I try a little twist, remembering what made girls moan when I was on the other side of this. Zara hisses — whether it’s for show or not, it fills me with a sharp jolt of pride.

“Good girl,” she says, cupping my cheek. “Now, little flicks with your tongue under the crown. That spot’s sensitive on everyone.”

I focus, tongue darting along the underside, pressing into the vein, slow then fast, gauging her response. My cheeks hollow, lapping at the base, my lips clinging to the skin as I ease back, letting the head pop from my lips with a faint, obscene sound.

Sadie is watching, eyes half-lidded, a faint flush across her cheeks. She says nothing, but I catch her gaze and the heat in it makes my cock twitch under the dress. I want her approval more than anything. Every bit of feedback, every smile, every murmur — I collect it, bank it, hunger for more.

Zara grabs a pillow and slips it beneath my knees. “Comfort is key, babe. Your jaw will ache if you tense up. Relax. Open wide.”

She rests her hands on my shoulders, gentle but firm. “Ready to go deeper?”

I nod. “Show me.”

She guides the tip to my lips again. “Breathe out as you slide down. It’s about the angle — keep your head up, back straight. Don’t force it, just let your throat open.”

I inhale, exhale, push down. The cock slides past my lips, the head pressing at the back of my mouth, triggering the faintest gag. My eyes water, but I don’t pull back. I breathe through it, relax, and push further, letting the shaft fill my mouth, the head bumping against the tight ring at the entrance to my throat.

Zara strokes my hair, shushing me. “That’s it. You’re a natural. Don’t fight it — let your mouth do the work. Use your tongue, hollow your cheeks.”

I try again, focusing on breath, on opening instead of resisting. I flatten my tongue, slide down, farther this time, the shaft slipping deeper until my nose is pressed into Zara’s pelvis. My jaw aches, my throat spasms, but the sense of accomplishment — I did it, I took it all — overrides everything else.

She grins, voice thick. “Fuck, look at you. Swallow, princess.”

I gulp, the cock twitching in my mouth. The girls behind me gasp — Lily claps her hands, Sadie’s breath catches, and I flush with pride.

“Hand, Theo,” Lily urges. “Keep stroking the base. Coordination. You’re doing amazing.”

I follow, letting my hand glide up and down in time with my mouth. I try a twist, a squeeze, just enough pressure. I bob my head, building a rhythm, tongue flicking against the underside on every upstroke. I listen, not just to instructions but to the sounds Zara makes — gasps, moans, the way her hand tightens in my hair when I get the angle right.

It’s not about me. I’m not trying to get off. I’m trying to excel, to be the best toy, the best girl, the best partner they’ve ever trained. Every correction is a gift. Every praise, a medal.

“Deeper,” Zara urges, voice tight. “You’re ready. Let it fill your throat.”

I brace, push down again, swallowing around the shaft. My jaw unlocks, my throat opens, and I take her to the hilt, nose buried, spit leaking from the corners of my mouth. I hold it there, counting, unwilling to crack first.

Sadie’s voice floats down, a low, approving hum. “That’s it. Beautiful. You look so good with your mouth full.”

Her words push me deeper. I want to do it again. I want to impress her.

Zara pulls out, letting the cock pop from my lips. My jaw throbs, spit stringing between us. She wipes my mouth with her thumb, smirking. “You’re a fucking prodigy. Seriously. Most guys can’t take this much their first time.”

My cheeks burn — not with shame, but with pride. I want to do it again, better, longer.

Lily slides in beside me, takes my hand, squeezes. “Try adding both hands next time — one at the base, one twisting above. And watch for her hips. If she starts to move, you match her, let her set the pace.”

I nod, storing the advice. I want every tip, every shortcut, every secret.

Zara presents the cock again, and I dive in, lips parted, hands working in tandem, head bobbing in rhythm with her gentle thrusts. My spit slicks the shaft, my throat tightens and releases, and when she moans — really moans, body tense — I know I’m doing it right.

Sadie leans forward, fingers tracing the line of my jaw. “How does it feel to serve, princess?”

I pull off, gasping, face flushed, spit everywhere. “It feels… amazing. I want to get better. I want to be the best you’ve ever had.”

Lily laughs, her voice full of glee. “Listen to that. From cocky to cock-hungry in two days flat.”

I grin, pride swelling in my chest. “Teach me everything. I want to be perfect for you.”

Sadie stands, pulls me to my feet, and hugs me tight. She smells like perfume and shampoo and sweat. Her hands cradle my face, her eyes locked on mine, burning with approval.

“Tomorrow, we add your other training. Oral and anal together. The full experience. You’ll make the perfect girl for us.”

My breath hitches. I want it. I crave the challenge. I want to hear her say those words again, see her pride.

“Please,” I whisper, trembling with eagerness. “What else can I learn?”

They all laugh, the sound warm and wild, and I know — this is where I belong. Here, on my knees, proud of the skills I’m building, desperate for the next lesson. Not humiliated, not broken, but whole. Chosen. Needed.

Her fingers dig into my skin, a sharp, delicious pain that makes me whimper. The heat of her body radiates against me, her perfume a heady mix of jasmine and something musky, something her. I can feel her smile in the way her fingers trace my jaw, the way her breath tickles my ear as she speaks.

Sadie’s hand tightens on my cheek, her voice a promise in my ear. “Anything you want, princess. And everything we want, too.”

My stomach flips. The words are simple, but the subtext is thick. I know what she’s offering, and I know what she’s asking for in return. But I don’t care. I want it. I want it all.

I nod, ready — hungry for the next step, the next test, the next praise that tells me I’m finally enough. The thought sends a thrill through me, a surge of excitement that sends my pulse hammering against my ribs. I can hear my own breath, shallow and eager, and I wonder if they can hear it too, if they can see how much I want this.

Their gazes are heavy on me, their looks burning, and I realize they see the same thing I do — a girl on the brink of something fresh, something thrilling, something greater.

Anything you want, princess. And everything we want, too.

The phrase loops inside my skull like a prayer, sealing the deal I’m dying to make. I say yes with my whole chest, starving for it, because this hunger is mine now, and I can’t pretend otherwise.
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My jaw aches. Spit threads from my lip to Zara’s cock as I pull off, chest heaving, every muscle vibrating with effort and something sharper than pride. I hear my own breath — wet, ragged, urgent. The air tastes like latex, sweat, lube, and the salt of my own need. I kneel in the circle of the girls’ attention, anchored between Zara’s parted thighs and the steady, gloved pressure of Lily’s hands at my hips. I am the center of this knot, every movement watched, measured, anticipated.

Lily’s voice slices through the haze, a coach’s cool authority layered over her usual mischief. “Tonight’s practice is multitasking. You’ll keep Zara in your mouth while I work your ass — don’t rush, find your rhythm. Focus. You want both of us to finish, and you’re not allowed to lose the beat for even a second. Got it?”

I nod, tongue swollen, spit pooling behind my teeth. I feel a rush, not of humiliation, but of challenge. This is my routine, my event, and I want to nail it. I set my jaw, lift my head, and meet Zara’s stare. Her eyes blaze with excitement, and the hefty cock sways softly near my bottom lip.

“Ready?” Lily asks, her palm gliding between my cheeks, finding the plug she’s left in all afternoon.

I swallow, clear my throat. “Ready.” My voice is steady. I want this. I want to excel.

Zara grins, wicked. “Show us, pretty girl.”

I take the cock in my mouth, opening wide, letting my lips seal around the head. I start slow, rolling my tongue along the underside, my hand wrapping around the base. The angle’s awkward — Zara’s hips tense, thighs squeezing my arms, the harness creaking as she shifts her weight. I find a groove, bobbing in time with her shallow thrusts, spit coating my chin. I hear Sadie’s breath catch from across the bed. My cock twitches, trapped in its cage, but the ache is a background hum — almost irrelevant. My focus narrows to the task.

Then Lily pulls the plug free. Cold air hits my exposed hole, followed by the slick press of something larger, firmer. I flinch, mouth clenching, and the cock in my throat threatens to slip free.

“Focus,” Lily murmurs, her breath ghosting over my hip. “Don’t stop. Mouth and ass — same rhythm. Let yourself open.”

She pushes the toy in slowly — an inch, two, stretching me wider than I’ve taken before. My muscles protest, then yield, the pressure blooming into a sharp, dizzying pleasure. I want to yelp, but my mouth is full. I steady myself, counting the beats in my head — inhale, swallow, slide down, exhale, Lily’s toy gliding deeper with each bob.

Zara’s hand tangles in my hair, urging me down. “That’s it, baby. Deeper. Let me use your throat.”

My jaw burns. My eyes water. Lily’s toy is all the way in, the base flush against my ass, her hand steady on my lower back, holding me open for Zara. I gasp, swallow around the cock, tongue flexing, finding the sweet spot where the ridge of the shaft grinds against my palate.

Zara starts to rock, slow at first, then with more confidence. Her thighs cage my head. The world is reduced to two focal points — the strain in my jaw and the hot, splitting stretch in my ass. Each thrust from Zara presses my mouth deeper; each push from Lily inside me makes my hole clench, a shockwave of sensation bouncing between my tongue and my ass.

“Good girl,” Lily breathes, twisting the toy, searching for my prostate. “Keep sucking. You’re doing so well.”

It’s a test of will — my need to please colliding with the fight-or-flight twitch in my muscles. I dig my nails into the rug, locking myself into position, determined not to falter. My technique frays at the edges, teeth threatening to scrape, throat spasming, but I catch myself, pull back, focus on the texture — soft skin, firm shaft, silicone slick with spit. I flatten my tongue, hollow my cheeks, and let Zara take the lead, her hips fucking my face with a steady, hungry rhythm.

Lily starts thrusting the toy, slow at first, then picking up speed. Each drive rocks my whole body forward, pushing me down Zara’s cock. I choke, cough, saliva flooding my mouth, but I don’t break. I relax, throat opening, the cock sliding deeper with each pass. My nose presses against Zara’s mound, the harness digging into my cheeks.

Zara groans, low and urgent. “Fuck, she’s getting good at this. Don’t stop. Make me cum, pretty thing.”

Her praise is a drug. It spurs me on, makes me greedy for more. I swirl my tongue around the head on every upstroke, flick the frenulum, let my lips glide over the sensitive ridge. I use my free hand to fondle her balls, cupping, rolling, tugging in time with the thrusts. The feedback is immediate — her thighs tremble, her breath hitches, the cock twitches in my mouth.

Lily’s toy grinds deep, hitting my prostate dead-on. My hips jerk, muscles tightening, a bolt of raw pleasure racing up my spine. I groan around the cock, vibration buzzing up Zara’s shaft. She shudders, slaps my cheek with the flat of her hand — hard enough to sting, not enough to hurt.

“That’s it. Use that mouth. Don’t stop, no matter what.”

Lily laughs, the sound sharp, almost cruel. “You’re drooling all over yourself, princess. Such a mess. Such a hungry little slut.”

I can’t reply — my mouth is too full, my mind a swirl of commands and sensations. The pain in my jaw has faded into background noise, overtaken by the pleasure in my ass and the pride swelling in my chest. I am a conduit, a tool, their plaything and their pet project. I want to be used. I want to succeed.

Zara’s thrusts grow erratic. Her grip on my hair tightens, forcing me down, holding me there as her hips stutter. I gag, swallow, relax. Her groan is guttural, primal. I feel her body go rigid, the harness jerking in my mouth. I keep sucking, keep stroking, don’t let up until her thighs relax, her hand unclenching from my hair.

She pulls out, cock wet and shining, a string of spit connecting us. I pant, spit dripping onto my chin, tongue numb. My ass still throbs around Lily’s toy, every thrust setting fireworks off across my skin.

Zara collapses onto the rug, grinning, flushed, sweat beading on her brow. She reaches down, wipes my chin with her thumb, and whispers, “Fucking perfect.”

Lily leans in, whispers in my ear, her voice a velvet knife. “Ready for level two?”

I nod, desperate for more. “Yes. Please.”

Lily pulls the toy from my ass, slow and careful, then replaces it with an even bigger one — a thick, curved shaft that presses against every nerve ending inside me. I gasp, thighs shaking, the stretch at the edge of bearable. But I don’t flinch. I want this. I want to prove I can take it.

Sadie joins us then, slipping onto the bed behind me, her legs spread, panties already peeled off. She cups my jaw, tilts my head up, her eyes heavy with heat and pride.

“My turn,” she says, voice low, commanding.

I crawl to her on hands and knees, ass high, the toy buried deep, muscles clenching around the intrusion. Sadie pulls me between her thighs, her scent sharp and intoxicating. She guides my mouth to her cunt, her fingers in my hair, her thighs squeezing my ears.

“Make me cum, princess. Use that tongue.”

I obey, burying my face in her slick folds, tongue lapping, lips sucking, nose pressed into her heat. I lose myself in the taste, the scent, the rhythm of her hips grinding against my mouth. My hands reach out blindly, searching for purchase, and find Lily’s thigh and Zara’s calf. I squeeze, knead, fingers tracing circles, nails scratching just enough to make them gasp.

Lily straddles my ass, the toy inside me working in slow, relentless circles, her hands stroking my back, kneading my cheeks. Zara kneels beside Sadie, her hand in my hair, guiding my head, urging me to lick deeper, faster, harder.

My senses fragment — mouth on Sadie, hands on Lily and Zara, ass stretched wide, every nerve ending lit up, firing in chaotic harmony. I am nothing but sensation, nothing but service, every thought narrowed to the question: How can I make them cum?

Sadie bucks against my mouth, her moans rising, thighs squeezing my head. I flick my tongue over her clit, circle, suck, press inside, feeling her spasm around me. She cries out, hips jerking, nails raking through my hair.

“Yes, yes, fuck, just like that — don’t stop —”

I don’t. I can’t. I am possessed, moving from one task to the next, instinct taking over. My left hand grips Zara’s thigh, kneading, stroking, fingers curling between her legs to press against her slit. She gasps, grinds against my palm. My right hand finds Lily’s cunt, two fingers sliding in, thumb circling her clit.

The three of them writhe around me, a tangle of limbs, hands, mouths, their pleasure building in concert, a symphony of moans and gasps and demands. I lose track of who is where, who I am touching, licking, fucking. I am everywhere, nowhere, a single point of focus at the center of their pleasure.

Sadie cums first, thighs clamping around my head, cunt spasming against my tongue. Her scream is music, her body trembling as she slumps back onto the bed, spent. I pull away, gasping, lips swollen, chin soaked.

Lily takes over, rolling me onto my back, straddling my face. She grinds down, cunt pressed to my mouth, the toy still buried in my ass. I lick, suck, bite, hands gripping her thighs as she rides my tongue. Zara hovers above me, her cunt pressed to my trapped cock, grinding, smearing her slick on my cage.

The toy in my ass slams into my prostate, sending jolts of pleasure through my whole body. But I don’t care about my cock. I don’t care about my orgasm. All that matters is the taste of Lily, the sound of Zara’s moans, the feel of Sadie’s hand stroking my cheek, her voice murmuring praise.

Lily cums next, shuddering, flooding my mouth, grinding so hard I can barely breathe. She collapses onto my chest, panting, laughing, kissing my forehead.

Zara finishes last, riding my hand, her cunt spasming around my fingers, her cries echoing off the walls. She falls beside me, spent, grinning.

I lay there, used, empty, blissful. My ass aches, my jaw throbs, my cock is untouched, caged, forgotten. I don’t care. I don’t want to cum. My pleasure is theirs, my satisfaction measured in their screams, their shudders, their praise.

Sadie gathers me into her arms, cradling my head to her chest. The others curl around us, petting, stroking, murmuring words of pride and affection. Her heartbeat drums slow and steady beneath my ear, a quiet metronome for the ache still pulsing in my jaw.

“You did so well, princess,” Sadie whispers, kissing my hair. “You’ve never made us cum like that before.”

Lily nods, fingers tracing my arm. “You’re a natural. Perfect little service slut.”

Zara grins, flicking my nose. “Tomorrow’s the final test. If you pass, you’ll be ready for anything.”

I smile, exhausted, fulfilled, floating. I have never felt so accomplished, so useful, so utterly at peace. The scent of them — salt, sweat, faint traces of Lily’s perfume — settles over me like a warm blanket.

“Thank you,” I murmur, voice hoarse. “I’ve never felt this… good. This right.”

Sadie hugs me tighter. “You’re ours, princess. And tomorrow, you’ll prove it.”

As the silence returns to our breathing, I close my eyes, drifting in their arms, ready for whatever comes next. Ready to serve. To please. To belong. I nestle my head into Sadie’s chest, the sound of her heartbeat a lulling cadence. Each gentle touch from Lily and Zara’s playful nudge only reinforce that I’m exactly where I’m meant to be — claimed and cherished, a prize to be savored.
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Chapter 11


The living room is unrecognizable, flooded with morning light and thick with anticipation. The curtains are drawn just enough for golden lines to stripe the rug, and there’s music — low, thumping, slow — threading through the air like a pulse beneath my skin. I am on display, and I love it. Every inch of me feels sculpted for them, from the delicate pink lace hugging my chest to the garter biting into my thighs, to the shimmering gloss Sadie painted over my lips with a kiss and a satisfied hum. My hair is curled and pinned, my lashes heavy, my skin powdered and perfumed. I am the centrepiece, trembling and radiant.

They call it graduation, but it feels like a coronation. Zara’s voice slices through the hum, low and amused. “Look at our girl. You nervous?” She’s sprawled on the chaise, her eyes raking me up and down with open hunger, her legs spread like she owns the morning.

Lily sits cross-legged on the floor, arms draped over her knees, naked but for a velvet collar, smirking, always the brat.

And Sadie — the axis around which we all spin — stands behind me, hands on my shoulders, steadying me.

Nervous? Yes. But not the old kind. It isn’t fear or uncertainty that vibrates through me. It’s hunger, sharpened to a point. I want to impress them. Not to pass a test, not to earn forgiveness or validation, but because the act itself — serving, pleasing, creating beauty in motion — fills me until I ache. My cock is locked away, forgotten, as distant as childhood. I am nothing but mouth, hands, ass, and the bright, swelling thing inside my chest that wants to shine for them.

Sadie’s lips brush my ear. “Today you show us who you’ve become, princess. No more training. No more lessons. This is yours.”

My knees almost give out. I catch myself on the edge of the coffee table, look up, find all their eyes on me. Not as prey. Not as a pet. As something cherished, singular, claimed. My breath comes faster.

Lily laughs, soft and wild. “She’s ready. Let’s see if she remembers her lines.”

The room shifts, and I am in motion, guided by instinct and desire.

Sadie tugs the straps of my bra, adjusting, possessive, then pushes me gently to my knees. The carpet burns faintly under my shins, the roughness an anchor against my skin. I keep my back straight, chin lifted, every gesture deliberate — graceful, feminine, proud. My heartbeat is a flutter in my throat.

Zara swings her legs over the edge of the chaise, the harness already buckled around her hips, cock jutting obscenely. She crooks a finger. “Come here, darling. Put that pretty mouth to work.”

I crawl, feeling the arch in my back, the way my hips sway, every movement a performance for them. The leash of my own need tugs me forward.

I kneel between Zara’s thighs, inhale her scent — faint, musky, laced with sweat and clean skin. The warmth radiates from her, drawing me in. My hands rest on her knees as I lean in, tongue flicking over the head, a slow spiral that makes her groan.

I’m not waiting for direction. I know what she likes: the teasing swirl, the soft suction just behind the crown, the way I bob my head and let spit drip down the shaft. I take her deep, my throat opening in a practiced, hungry rhythm. Her hand fists in my hair but doesn’t guide, just anchors — a silent admission that I’m in control of her pleasure. That trust, that surrender, sends a shiver up my spine.

Behind me, Sadie strips, slides onto the couch, legs spread, cunt glistening. I catch her eye and she nods, her approval a gift I tuck away, precious and rare.

Lily is at my side, fingers slipping under my chin, stroking my jaw as I suck Zara’s cock. “Look at you. Such a show-off. You want to make us proud?”

I pull off with a wet gasp, tongue working over my swollen lips. “Yes, Miss.” The words feel natural, right. I want their praise. I want to bathe in it, to drink it in until I’m overflowing.

Lily grins and settles behind me. I feel her hands on my ass, tugging aside the delicate thong, exposing me. She drags her fingers through my crack, pressing against the slick, stretched entrance, testing my readiness. I arch back, offering, greedy for her touch, my skin prickling with anticipation.

Zara rocks her hips, driving the cock deeper into my mouth. I relax my throat, swallowing around the shaft, humming, letting her fuck my face. She moans, curses, her thighs trembling under my palms.

Lily pushes two slick fingers into my ass, scissoring, stretching. I moan around the cock, the sensation sending sparks through my whole body, heat pooling low in my belly. She finds my prostate, rubs in slow, taunting circles, and my hips jerk, grinding back against her hand.

Sadie’s voice cuts through, warm and sharp. “Come here, baby. Let me see that tongue.”

I pull off Zara’s cock, spit running down my chin, and crawl to Sadie. She grabs a handful of my hair, drags me between her thighs, and I bury my face in her cunt, tongue working, nose pressed to her clit. She’s already wet, slick, swollen, the taste of her familiar and addictive. I lose myself in her, licking and sucking, my fingers clutching at her thighs, inhaling her scent — heady, intoxicating, grounding.

Behind me, Lily doesn’t let up, her fingers pumping in and out, curling just right, making me whimper into Sadie’s cunt. Zara kneels behind me now, her cock gliding along my back, smearing spit and lube, the heat of her skin a taunt.

I move without thinking — one hand slides between Lily’s legs, my fingers slipping into her, thumb circling her clit, matching the rhythm she sets in my ass. My other hand reaches for Zara, cupping her balls, rolling them gently, teasing, delighting in the way she shudders.

I am everywhere — mouth on Sadie, hand in Lily, ass open for Zara. The air is thick with their moans, the slap of skin on skin, the wet, obscene sounds of pleasure. My senses blur; I don’t know where one of us ends and the next begins. Pleasure crackles along my nerves, dizzying, consuming.

They move me, pose me, use me, but I’m not passive. I anticipate, shift, offer myself up. When Sadie’s breath hitches, I double down, flicking her clit faster, sucking harder, feeling her thighs clamp around my head as she bucks and cries out.

Lily rides my fingers, grinding down, her cunt fluttering around me. She leans forward, bites my shoulder, her laugh hot against my skin. “Good girl. Don’t stop. Make us cum.”

Zara’s cock pushes against my ass, slick and insistent. I tilt my hips, open for her, and she slides in slow, stretching me wide. The stretch burns, then blooms into pleasure as she bottoms out, her hands gripping my hips, setting a deep, steady pace.

Sadie cums first, her body tensing, hips grinding into my face. I drink her down, licking and sucking until she shudders, her hand tangled in my hair. She pulls me up, kisses me, tastes herself on my lips. “Perfect. My perfect girl.”

Zara fucks me harder, her cock slamming into my ass, her breath ragged. Lily grinds against my hand, her cunt soaking my fingers. I match their rhythms, move with them, orchestrating our bodies like an instrument I was born to play.

I lose track of time. There is only sensation — cock in my ass, cunt on my tongue, fingers inside me, mouths and hands everywhere. They take turns with me, swapping places, each claiming a part of me. The heat of their bodies, the tang of sweat and sex, the relentless pulse of pleasure — it’s all I know.

Lily straddles my face, her cunt drenching my mouth as I tongue her clit, my hands on her hips, guiding her. She rides me hard, panting, gasping, her pleasure building.

Sadie kneels behind me, her fingers teasing my cock through the cage, her other hand stroking my hair.

Zara kneels in front of me, her cock slick with spit and lube, sliding between my thighs. I press them together, make a tunnel for her, squeeze tight as she fucks my thighs, her hands gripping my ass.

We fall into a rhythm — Lily riding my face, Zara between my thighs, Sadie at my side, stroking, praising, guiding. I anticipate every need, every whim. I know when Lily wants a finger inside her, when Zara needs more pressure, when Sadie wants her clit sucked just so. I read their bodies, their breath, the flex of muscle and the tremor of anticipation.

I am the centre, the axis, the star around which they orbit.

Lily cums with a scream, her cunt clamping around my tongue, her hips grinding down hard. The sound splits the air, raw and triumphant, and her whole body shudders above me. I feel the frantic tremble in her thighs as she collapses onto my chest, her breath hot and ragged against my skin. A rush of pride blooms inside me, fierce and almost dizzying, as I taste her pleasure on my lips.

Sadie replaces her, sliding up to straddle my face, her cunt slick and swollen, dripping onto my mouth. The scent of her — salt and sweetness, musk and desire — fills my head, dizzying. Her weight settles over me, familiar and commanding, and I open for her without hesitation.

Zara thrusts into my ass, her cock pulsing, hips slamming into me. I squeeze, push back, take her deeper, revelling in the fullness, the stretch, the way my body yields to hers. The burn of it, the fullness, makes my breath stutter. I want to give her everything — let her take, claim, possess.

Sadie rides my face, grinding, her cunt smearing across my mouth, her hands in my hair, guiding, controlling, claiming. Her grip tightens, a wordless command, and I surrender to it gladly. I suck her clit, tongue her hole, do everything I know she loves, each movement desperate to draw out her pleasure. She moans, curses, her body tensing, thighs trembling on either side of my head. The taste of her, sharp and electric, floods my mouth.

Zara’s thrusts grow erratic. She grips my hips, slams deep, grinds, her body trembling. I can feel her on the edge, hear it in her breath — ragged, uneven — the way her hands shake against my skin. Each pulse of her cock inside me sends a jolt through my whole body.

Sadie’s hips move faster, her moans sharper, her thighs squeezing my head. I reach up, thumb circling her clit, tongue fucking her, desperate to make her cum with me. The heat of her, the slickness, the way she shudders under my mouth — it makes my heart race, aching to see her break apart.

I sense it — a gathering, a swell, all of us teetering on the edge together. It’s electric, a current running through our tangled bodies, drawing us in, closer, ready to snap.

“Now,” Sadie commands, her voice breaking. “Don’t stop. Don’t fucking stop.”

I don’t. I can’t. I suck, lick, thrust, ride the rhythm of their bodies. I feel Zara’s cock pulse inside me, Lily’s hand on my chest — a grounding touch — Sadie’s cunt on my mouth, her hips frantic. For a moment, I lose myself in them completely.

They cum together — Sadie screaming, Zara groaning, Lily gasping, all three shuddering, writhing, clinging to me. I am the axis, the catalyst, the vessel for their pleasure. Their cries rise around me, a symphony of release, and I drink it in.

The room explodes with sound — moans, cries, curses, laughter. My body shakes with the force of their release, my ass spasming around Zara’s cock, my mouth flooded with Sadie’s taste, my fingers soaked with Lily’s cum. Sweat slicks our skin, the sheets twisted and damp beneath us.

And then — peace. Silence. The aftermath. We collapse together, tangled, breathless, trembling. The air is thick with the scent of sex, our bodies pressed close, hearts pounding in unison.

They gather around me, arms and legs and mouths, kissing, stroking, praising. Sadie pulls me into her lap, wraps her arms around me, kisses my temple.

“You did it,” she whispers. “You’re our perfect girl.”

Lily’s lips brush my neck, her voice soft. “No more lessons. No more tests. You’re ours now. You belong.”

Zara strokes my hair, her eyes bright with pride. “Never seen anything like it. You made us all cum together. That’s… that’s fucking magic.”

I bask in their praise, let it soak into my skin, my bones, my soul. I am not empty, not desperate, not lacking. I am full, radiant, complete.

My cock remains rigid, trapped and untouched beneath the tangle of limbs — a desperate ache pulsing in time with my heartbeat — a need so sharp it borders on pain, yet utterly irrelevant in this moment. Their sweat beads on my stomach, mingling with the cooling evidence of their release, but I feel no frustration, no familiar clawing emptiness where satisfaction should live. Instead, a deep glow spreads outward from my centre, chasing away the ghost of every lonely night spent chasing validation through conquest, where my own pleasure was just another transaction.

This ache isn’t a wound — it’s a vessel, filled to overflowing by the lingering echoes of Sadie’s choked gasp against my lips, Lily’s trembling fingers tracing my jaw, Zara’s low groan vibrating through the mattress. This is the fulfillment I didn’t know I craved — not the hollow victory of taking, but the sacred weight of being held, chosen, needed in my surrender.

I have become what I never knew I wanted — no longer the hunter, the performer strutting through bars and bedrooms, tallying conquests like coins. That old self feels like a poorly fitted suit, scratchy and suffocating, discarded on the floor of this room. Now, I am simply a sanctuary. A safe harbor. The space where their pleasure finds its voice, where their release shatters them and I hold the pieces. Not a seducer weaving lies — but the quiet ground where their truth takes root.

I am their perfect girl. The simple words settle into my bones, not as a label forced upon me, but as a truth I’ve finally earned — a key sliding perfectly into a lock I didn’t know existed. And I have never been so happy, so fiercely proud, so utterly, beautifully myself — not fractured, but whole; not lacking, but brimming with a quiet, radiant power that thrums in my blood, stronger than any fleeting climax I ever chased alone.
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Chapter 12


The quiet after the storm: that’s what the apartment feels like when the front door clicks shut behind them. The girls’ laughter fades down the hallway, fading and folding into silence. For the first time since Friday, I am alone. I stand in the middle of Sadie’s living room, arms hugged around myself, still in the soft, powder-blue slip she laid out for me this morning, stockings hugging my thighs, lace brushing my nipples with every breath.

I could change. I could dig through the bag where my jeans and T-shirt still lurk at the bottom, under piles of panties and tights and satin chemises. For a minute I picture it — ripping off the slip, peeling off the stockings, reclaiming the man beneath the artifice. The fantasy lands hollow, like a punchline to a joke I’ve outgrown. I don’t move. My feet stay rooted in the deep pile of the rug. My fingers — lacy, painted, foreign and yet mine — press into my ribs.

No one’s here to see me. There’s no command, no eager eyes, no threat of punishment or reward. For the first time, I am free to choose. The choice comes as a small, soft certainty: I don’t want to go back. Not now. Not for an hour. Not for even a minute.

A laugh escapes me — quiet, startled, bubbling up from somewhere that feels brand new.

I drift through the apartment, trailing fingertips over the surfaces that have held the proof of my new life all weekend. The kitchen counter, still sticky from last night’s cocktails. The pile of shoes by the door — my sneakers buried under three pairs of heels and a set of sparkly sandals that could never have belonged to the old me. My gaze lands on the gold-trimmed mirror by Sadie’s bedroom, and I catch a glimpse of myself. The girl in the glass stares back, hesitant, expectant.

She is mine. She is me.

I head to Sadie’s vanity. It’s an altar to femininity — bottles and palettes and brushes all arranged with loving chaos. I sink onto the velvet stool, feeling the slip ride up the backs of my thighs, the silk cool against my bare skin. The mirror frames my face: lips still faintly pink from the gloss Sadie painted on this morning, cheeks flushed, eyes huge. I look soft. Vulnerable. Lit from within.

My hands hover over the makeup collection. I run a finger along the row of lipsticks, the sticks of eyeliner, the pans of shimmering blush. The first day, my hands shook as Sadie drew on my face — ownership, humiliation, pride all tangled together. Today, with no one watching, the urge is simple. Curiosity. The hope of making something beautiful.

I pick up a tube of mascara — expensive, heavy, with Sadie’s faint vanilla scent clinging to it. I lean closer, open my eyes wide, and coax the wand through my lashes. My hand is steadier than I expect. I remember the way Sadie did it — gentle, careful, letting the bristles do the work. My lashes darken, thicken, curl up toward my brows. It’s subtle, but the effect is immediate: my eyes look deeper, more alive.

I try eyeliner next. I rest my elbow on the table and pull my eyelid taut. The pencil glides, leaving a clean black line hugging my lashes. The first line wobbles, just a little, but the second is smoother. I fix the edges with a cotton swab, tilt my head, smile. There — a wing, sharp and brave. I do the other eye, bite my lip in concentration, and sit back to admire my handiwork. Not perfect, but real. Mine.

Blush, high on the cheekbones. A dab of highlighter at the corners of my eyes. Lip balm, then a swipe of nude lipstick that makes my mouth look lush and kissable.

I lean back, appraising. The person in the mirror is delicate, unfinished, but undeniably herself. Myself. I touch a fingertip to my lips, grin. I’m beautiful. I’m not hiding, or pretending. I want this, just for me.

A wild urge strikes: try everything. Why not? There’s no one to judge, no one to correct. Just me, my body, my reflection. I dig through the drawers, finding palettes I’ve never dared touch — glittering blues and smoky plums, fire-red lipstick, brushes shaped like fairy wands. I play. I wipe away mistakes and start again. I layer colors, blend shadows, laugh at my own missteps. Each version is a new possibility: bold, mysterious, sweet, sultry. Each face is a mask and a revelation. None of it feels false.

An hour passes — or maybe two. I lose myself in the ritual. The act of transformation isn’t a performance anymore; it’s a conversation, a game, a pleasure. Sometimes I close my eyes, run my hands over my face, feel the texture of powder and the curve of my cheekbones. I experiment with contouring, shaping my nose, flicking highlighter along my collarbones. I try on three sets of false lashes, blinking at my own ridiculousness. I giggle, remembering the first time Sadie glued them on and I nearly sneezed them off.

I clean my face and start fresh — soft, minimal, dewy. I leave my lips bare, my cheeks just kissed with color. This is the version that feels right. Honest. Real.

I push back from the vanity, standing up on shaky legs. My slip clings to my hips, thin and lovely. I pad into the bedroom, drawn to the closet — Sadie’s, but colonized now by all the new things bought for me. Dresses hang in a rainbow row. Folded sweaters and camisoles and bralettes, an explosion of lace and cotton. Lingerie in every shade: pale pinks, inky blues, honey-gold, deep wine. My bras and panties, stockings and garters. The collection is dizzying. I reach out, stroking the fabrics, savoring the textures: the whisper of mesh, the bite of lace, the soft slide of silk.

I pull out a dress — a slip of pale green, bias-cut, with thin straps and a plunging neckline. I strip, letting the blue slip fall to the floor. The air cools my skin, goosebumps rising along my arms. I pull on the dress, feeling the weight settle around my body, the fabric hugging my curves, the hem brushing my knees. I turn in the mirror, watching the way the dress moves with me, fluid and graceful.

I try different shoes — strappy sandals, chunky heels, ballet flats. I walk the length of the bedroom, practicing the sway in my hips, the lightness in my step. I twirl, watching the skirt flare. I try on a cardigan, then a denim jacket, then nothing at all.

I sit on the edge of the bed, crossing my legs at the ankle, smoothing the fabric over my thighs. My hands fall naturally into my lap — fingers curled, wrists delicate. I practice a smile, a pout, a look of surprise. I watch the way my lips move, the way my eyes crinkle. I experiment with my voice, pitching it higher, softening the edges, letting it flow.

I am inventing myself, one gesture at a time.

My gaze falls on the pile of lingerie scattered across the bed. I start to organize — folding bras, pairing panties, lining up stockings. As I sort, I catch myself imagining outfits: this bralette with those high-waisted shorts, that babydoll under the green cardigan, the white lace set for a lazy Sunday morning. I think about which colors flatter my skin, which cuts make me feel powerful, which fabrics I want to wear to bed. I find myself making a mental shopping list — lace in emerald green, a slip dress in lemon yellow, a proper push-up bra, perfume that smells like the sea.

It hits me — sudden, quiet, profound. This isn’t a costume anymore. These aren’t props. This is my wardrobe. My future. I am building a life, not rehearsing a role.

I pick up a pair of pink satin panties, hold them to my cheek, breathe in the faint scent of detergent and girlhood and hope. I laugh, a little choked. I never thought I’d crave softness, or beauty, or the thrill of walking through the world as someone who deserves to be seen. I never thought I’d care what shade of blush looks best with my eyes, or whether my walk is graceful, or how to match my bra to my dress. Now I want all of it.

I slip on a fresh set: white lace bra, pink panties, the green dress over top. I brush my hair, letting it fall soft around my face. I do my makeup again, this time as gently as I know how — barely-there, just enough to highlight the features I’ve learned to love.

I stand in front of the full-length mirror, hands clasped in front of me. I look. I really look.

The woman staring back is me. She isn’t perfect — her eyeliner wobbles, her posture slouches, her eyes are puffy from crying and laughing and not sleeping enough. But she is real. She is beautiful. She is free.

I press a hand to my chest, feel the shallow rise and fall, the thud of my heart. Tears prick my eyes, hot and blinding, and I let them fall. Not from shame. Not from confusion. From relief. From joy.

All the masks I wore before — swagger, bravado, easy charm — they fall away here. I am not performing. I am present, raw, alive. I am the girl I have always been becoming.

I touch my reflection — fingertips to glass. I mouth the words: I’m here. I see you. My reflection beams back at me, just as happy, just as content.

I sink onto the floor, dress billowing around me, and let myself cry. Not sobbing. Just a gentle leak, tears sliding down my cheeks as I breathe in the wonder of it all. I’ve spent my life chasing conquest, chasing validation, always afraid of being seen too closely. Now I want to be seen. I want to be known.

A journal lies on the nightstand — a gift from Sadie, covered in floral paper, the pages edged in gold. I pull it onto my lap, pick up the purple pen tucked into the spine, and open to a blank page. My writing hand trembles, still marked by the muscle memory of old signatures, old roles. I start slow.

Tuesday afternoon. Alone, finally. I didn’t want to stop being her when no one was watching. I wanted to see what she could do, how she could look, what she could become. I feel... not scared, not ashamed. Happy. Peaceful. Like I belong to myself.

The words spill out in waves. I write about the sensation of mascara brushing my lashes, the thrill of a perfect lipstick, the way the green dress hugs my body. I write about the laughter that bubbled up when I tried on false lashes, the pleasure in walking across the room in heels, the comfort of folding my lingerie and planning outfits for days that haven’t happened yet.

I am not pretending. I am not waiting for someone to tell me what to do. This is me. I want to keep growing. I want to try every shade, every style, every possible version. Thank you for seeing her in me before I did. Thank you for making it safe to find her. I love you for that. I love myself for this.

I close the journal, press it to my chest, and let out a shaky breath. The world is quieter than it’s ever been, but I am not alone. The girl in the mirror is with me. She will always be with me.

A soft sound — keys in the lock, voices in the hallway, laughter rising. My heart leaps, but not from fear. Excitement. I want to show them what I’ve discovered. I want them to see the girl who finally saw herself.

I wipe my tears, stand, smooth the dress over my hips. The silky fabric glides beneath my fingertips, a gentle affirmation. I check my makeup, pat my hair into place, each gesture now confident rather than anxious. I catch my reflection one last time, offer her a wink, a secret shared between the person I was and the woman I’ve become.

The door swings inward, and the familiar jangle of keys dissolves into the light patter of footsteps and a cascade of giggles that drift into the apartment like dandelion seeds caught in a breeze — fragile but insistent.

The truth blooms deep in my marrow as I smile: I belong here. Not because they make space for me, but because I’ve carved it within myself. I am home. It’s not just a thought; it’s a gentle melody humming in my chest, steady as a lullaby, quiet as the echo of a whispered name. For years, “home” was a borrowed coat, ill-fitting and scratchy. Now? Now it settles in my ribs like the final note of a song I’ve been singing since birth, resonant and true.
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Chapter 13


The sunlight tastes different on my skin this morning — brighter, softer, like it’s meant for me. I step out of Sadie’s apartment, heels clicking on the tile, feeling the sway of my sundress around my thighs. Every detail is deliberate but effortless: the delicate lemon-yellow fabric, the scalloped straps framing my shoulders, the sweep of my skirt as I walk. My hair falls in soft waves, brushed glossy and parted off-center, a shade lighter from last night’s rinse. My makeup is understated, flawless — dew-bright skin, coral on my lips, mascara making my eyes wide and curious.

I slide my sunglasses onto my nose, catch my reflection in the car window, and don’t flinch. I don’t scan for flaws or evidence. I smile. The woman looking back knows who she is.

Sadie unlocks the passenger door for me with a wink, her arm brushing mine. “Ready to give this city something to talk about?”

“Always,” I say, voice lilting upward, light. Lily and Zara pile into the back, trading jokes about who’s most hungover, who’s most likely to spill mimosa on her blouse. Their laughter is loose, warm, unguarded. No one is monitoring me now. There’s nothing to correct. Their pride is quiet, satisfied, woven into the gentle teasing.

The drive to the restaurant is a blur of sunlight and city noise — traffic lights, honks, pedestrians in crisp workwear. I rest my hands in my lap, fingers twined, nails painted a muted rose. My knees point straight ahead. My posture isn’t a performance. I inhabit it. I belong here, a fourth member of their coven, not a project or an outsider.

We pull up in front of a wide-windowed bistro, the kind of place where everything is bathed in natural light and the air smells of espresso and citrus. The patio is crowded with people — women in linen, men in slim-cut suits, couples and friends hunched over little carafes of coffee. I step onto the sidewalk, skirt flaring, heels finding the rhythm of the pavement without effort. Zara loops her arm through mine as we walk in.

A hostess greets us with an easy smile. “Table for four?” Her eyes flick over each of us, land on me, and she gives a little nod of approval. “You all look gorgeous this morning.”

“Thank you,” I say, voice confident but gentle, and she leads us past a row of potted plants to a sunny table near the window. I glide into my chair, crossing my legs at the knee, smoothing my dress across my lap. The gesture feels as natural as breathing.

The menu is a glossy square — avocado toast, omelets, towers of pancakes dressed up with edible flowers. I scan the options, not for what will hide me but for what will delight me. Lily nudges my shoulder, grinning. “Bottomless mimosas?”

“Absolutely,” I say, and I watch as she signals the server, a young woman with blunt-cut hair and easy grace. She takes our order — her pen poised over her notepad, eyes flicking between us. When she turns to me, she gives a quick, friendly once-over, as if appraising my lip color or the way my necklace catches the light.

“Love your dress,” she says. “Lemon’s the color of the season, apparently.”

“Thank you. I nearly wore lavender, but I thought this might bring out my eyes.”

She laughs, a warm, honest sound, and scribbles a note. “Well, you’re the one setting trends here.”

Her approval sinks into me — not like a test passed, but like sunlight after a storm. I glance at the other women at my table, see pride, not relief. No one is holding their breath for me to pass. I have already arrived.

Brunch slides into motion. Conversation blooms — stories about Zara’s disastrous Hinge date, Lily’s latest work drama, Sadie’s snarky take on the influencer at the next table. I move through it all with an easy rhythm, jumping in with jokes, questions, little observations about the food or the décor. I gesture as I talk — small, contained movements, wrists fluid, palms upward. I never once catch myself slipping into old patterns. I don’t spread out or sprawl. My laughter is higher, softer, more open.

When the server refills our drinks, I thank her, holding her gaze, watching the way she smiles. It’s the little things — the curve of my hand around the flute, the way I dab at my mouth with a napkin, the angle of my ankles under the table — that anchor me in the moment. I’m not thinking about how to look feminine. I am feminine.

Halfway through the meal, I excuse myself. I slide from my chair, smoothing my skirt, gathering my purse. I walk to the restroom, head held high, hips moving in a subtle sway. Eyes drift toward me as I pass — a young woman in a crisp blazer, a couple sipping lattes, a pair of older ladies in pearls. I register their glances, but they aren’t searching. They’re seeing. I nod, offer a small, close-lipped smile, and slip into the ladies’ room.

Inside, I check my makeup in the mirror — lipstick intact, eyeliner crisp, cheeks softly flushed. I adjust a curl behind my ear, study the woman in the glass. My reflection is calm, self-possessed. I wash my hands, fingers nimble, careful not to smudge my polish. The sound of laughter drifts in from the hallway.

On my way back, I pass a table of women my age, their plates a riot of greens and berries. One of them glances up. “Your dress is incredible. Where did you get it?”

I pause, beam. “Borrowed it from my girlfriend, actually. She has a whole closet of treasures.”

“Well, you wear it like it was made for you,” she says, and the others chime in with little nods, appreciative looks. I thank them, feeling a rush of warmth in my chest, and float back to my table.

When I return, Zara raises her glass. “You’ve got admirers, darling.”

“I’m just living my best brunch life,” I say, grinning. The words come out easy — no trace of apology, no shadow of the boy who might have bristled at being mistaken, who might have hunted for cues, for cracks in the performance. There is no performance. There is only me.

A fresh round of mimosas arrives, sent by the bartender. Our server sets them down with a conspiratorial smirk. “Compliments of the man at the bar,” she murmurs, nodding discreetly.

I glance up, and there he is — a tall, broad-shouldered man in a blue shirt, sleeves rolled to reveal tanned forearms, hair swept back in a neat wave. He lifts his glass toward us, a half-smile on his lips, eyes lingering on me. The attention lands not as a threat, but as a gift. There is no sting of exposure, no instinct to shrink. I feel seen — desired, even — and the sensation is honey-sweet.

Sadie leans in, voice low. “Looks like someone’s got a little crush.”

My cheeks warm, but not with embarrassment. I catch the man’s gaze, hold it for a breath, then turn back to my friends. Lily laughs, soft and delighted. Zara arches a brow. There’s no tension at the table — just the giddy possibility of being wanted, of being part of the world.

The man approaches a few minutes later, weaving through the tables with easy confidence. His cologne is fresh, not overpowering, a whisper of cedar and lemon. He stands at the end of our table, addressing us all. “Couldn’t help but notice you ladies are the best-dressed group in here. Thought I’d introduce myself. I’m Julian.”

He offers his hand to each of us. When he reaches me, his touch is gentle but sure, his smile just shy of flirtatious. “And your name?”

I meet his eyes, let my lips part in a slow, measured smile. “Theo.”

He blinks — curiosity flickers, then acceptance, then a return of the same warmth. “Theo. That’s beautiful.”

He asks if he can join us for a moment, and I nod, gesturing to an empty chair. We make small talk — his favorite brunch spots, the best beaches nearby, a joke about mimosas before noon. He flirts, but it’s gentle, never pushy. His attention lingers on me, waiting for an invitation. I keep the conversation light, steering it with questions, laughter, the occasional sideways glance. When he leans in, voice dropping, I sense the shift. The invitation, the interest.

I rest my hand on my glass, fingers relaxed, voice steady. “You’re very kind, Julian. But I’m with my friends today.” My smile is soft, not apologetic. I own my refusal. I watch him process it, a flicker of disappointment quickly masked by good humor.

“Had to ask,” he says, standing. “Thank you for the company, ladies.”

He nods at me, and I hold his gaze, grateful. There’s no old panic, no need to explain. I’m not a man being mistaken for something else. I am a woman turning down a suitor — nothing more, nothing less.

As he retreats, the girls break into applause, muffled behind their hands. Lily leans across the table. “That was masterful.”

Sadie squeezes my hand. “You handled that like an absolute queen.”

Zara raises her glass. “To Theo, heartbreaker extraordinaire.”

I laugh, the sound full and unguarded, and lift my glass in return. The praise lands differently now. It isn’t a grade or a test. It’s recognition — an acknowledgment that I belong, that I move through the world not as a curiosity, but as myself.

We linger over coffee, stories and plans for the week ahead. The sunlight shifts, falling in golden stripes across the table. I watch the people around us — women in bright skirts, men in pressed shirts, servers darting back and forth. I feel the brush of my dress on my skin, the gentle ache in my calves from the heels, the tickle of my hair on my neck. Each sensation is a thread weaving me into the morning.

The check arrives, and we split it four ways — no protest, no debate. Just friends, equals, sisters. As we gather our things, Sadie leans in. “You know, you’ve got a look about you, like you’re exactly where you’re meant to be.”

“I think I finally am,” I say.

The words hang between us, real and uncomplicated.

We step out into the late morning light, the city bright and clean. I slip my arm through Lily’s, let Zara lead the way to the car, Sadie trailing behind with a soft, proud smile. My stride is unhurried, hips swaying with a confidence that is bone-deep. The wind catches the hem of my skirt, flutters it around my knees. My heels strike the pavement, sure and steady.

People pass us — some glance, some smile, most don’t look at all. I walk in the open, nothing to hide. I am not playing at anything. I am not bracing for impact. The world feels possible, full of kindness and curiosity and light. I catch my reflection in a shop window — cheeks flushed, lips parted, eyes shining.

This is me, moving through the world as myself. No mask, no secret, no apology.

We reach the car. Sadie unlocks it, slides into the driver’s seat. I pause, hand on the door, and look back at the street — the restaurant, the patio, the busy sidewalk. I take a breath, let it fill me up, settle me.

I am not the boy who came here on Friday night, hungry for conquest, afraid of being found out. I am not the man who believed power meant control. I am a woman, whole and certain, walking tall in my own skin.

As I slip into the passenger seat, laughter still bubbling in the back, I realize the journey isn’t over. But the fear is gone. I pull down the sun visor, check my lipstick one last time, and smile. There is nothing left to hide. The world has seen me, and I am still here — stronger, softer, free.
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We spill into the apartment still high from sunlight and mimosas, the air thick with laughter and perfume and the click of our heels on hardwood. My cheeks ache from smiling. Lily is trying to tell a story about the world’s worst espresso martini, but Zara keeps interrupting to correct the details, both of them doubled over against the entryway wall. Sadie just watches us, arms folded, mouth quirked, all knowing satisfaction.

I toss my purse onto the side table, kicking off my shoes. The hem of my yellow dress still swirls around my thighs, my skin tingling with every remembered glance and compliment from brunch. I lock eyes with my reflection — lipstick a little faded, hair loose from the wind, eyes shining. I look like I could swallow the sun and not burn.

Zara slips behind me, hands curling at my hips, chin on my shoulder. “That guy was undressing you with his eyes, babe. Next time let him buy you the whole brunch.”

“He can buy his own damn mimosa,” I shoot back, wiggling my hips until she squeals and lets go. “I was too busy breaking hearts at our table.”

Lily whoops, bounding barefoot down the hallway. “You did! You were a vision, Theo. No, wait, you know what? You’re a menace.” She throws her arms around my waist, squeezing me until I’m breathless. “I love you. You’re magic.”

Sadie just smiles, eyes drinking me in. “Our girl’s unstoppable.”

There’s a pulse under my skin, hot and sweet. I want more. I want them. I want to celebrate everything — the sunlight still clinging to my skin, the slick heat coiling low in my belly, the dizzy certainty that I belong here, claimed and adored and home.

I meet Sadie’s gaze, grinning. “Should we take this party somewhere more comfortable?” I draw out the word, my voice low and thick with promise. “Unless anyone wants to see if the couch can survive another round.”

Lily claps a hand to her chest, fake scandalized. “That poor couch. Have mercy.”

Zara grabs my hand, pulling me toward the bedroom. “No mercy. Only celebration.”

We tumble through Sadie’s door, still giggling, still half-drunk on each other. The bed is unmade, sunlight pooling on rumpled sheets. I can smell us — soap, sweat, perfume, a hint of citrus from someone’s lingering brunch cologne. It makes my head swim.

I climb onto the bed without waiting, flopping onto my back, knees apart, skirt rucked up. I stretch, toes pointed, feeling every inch of my bare skin against the cool cotton. The girls surround me — Zara at my feet, Lily curled at my side, Sadie perched at the head, steady and sure. The atmosphere is heavy with excitement, my heart pounding faster as their eyes roam over me, every caress sending sparks through my body.

I prop myself up on my elbows, dress sliding lower, chest rising in the softest curve. “Look at me,” I say, bright and breathless. “Look at what you’ve made. Aren’t you proud?”

Lily answers first, her voice thick with delight. “God, yes. You’re perfect. You know that, right? You’re perfect.”

Zara crawls up between my thighs, eyes wicked. “Perfect and greedy,” she says, tracing a nail along the inside of my knee. Her touch sends a jolt through me, and I bite my lip to stifle a gasp. “You want to show off, don’t you?”

I arch my back, shameless. “I want all of you. I want to taste you. I want to be used. I want to make you proud.” My breath catches as Zara’s fingers trail higher, teasing, and I feel a flush spread across my skin.

Sadie’s smile widens, slow and private. “There’s our girl.” She lifts her hand in invitation. “Come here, love.”

I scramble forward, crawling into her lap, arms winding around her neck. Her slip is silky under my fingers, her thigh hot against my ass. She kisses me, deep and claiming, her hand sliding up the back of my dress, palm splayed over my spine. I melt into her — there is no mask, no need to perform. I am hungry, alive, wild with wanting.

Sadie pulls back, brushing her nose against mine, her breath warm and sweet. “Show us,” she murmurs, voice rough with affection. “Show us how happy you are.”

I turn to Lily, kissing her with open-mouthed heat, my fingers trembling as they slip under the hem of her sweater. She’s soft and eager, all laughter and sighs as I mouth at her throat, down to the collar of her bra. The scent of her perfume fills my nose, and I breathe her in, dizzy with it. She pulls me tighter, nails raking lightly over my scalp, sending shivers down my spine.

Zara’s hands tug me backward, her lips hot at my ear. “Don’t forget about me, princess,” she purrs, her voice a dark promise. She’s already stripped down, skin gleaming under the dim light, her pierced nipples catching the glow. I twist, laughing, reaching for her, my pulse thrumming in my throat. She grabs my wrist, guiding my hand between her thighs, and I gasp at the heat of her. She’s hot and wet and throbbing for it, and I slide my fingers through her slick folds, grinning when she gasps, cocky and proud and hers.

Lily tugs my head back, kissing me until my breath stutters, her palm cupping my cheek. Her thumb smears my lipstick, the smudge cool against my skin. “You’re radiant,” she whispers, her voice laced with awe. “You make me so fucking proud.”

Zara shifts, pressing her cunt to my mouth, bold and greedy. I lap at her, hungry, my tongue flicking over her clit, my fingers pumping inside her. She rocks against my face, muttering curses and encouragement, her thighs bracketing my head, the muscles trembling under my hands. The taste of her — salt and musk and something uniquely her — fills my mouth, and I moan against her, lost in the slick, desperate sounds she makes.

Sadie sits back, legs crossed, watching. Her hand strokes my hair, her gaze sharp and soft all at once, like sunlight through storm clouds. “That’s it,” she murmurs, her voice a velvet command. “Give her everything, sweetheart.”

Zara shudders, her whole body going tight, hips jerking as I suck her clit between my lips. She comes with a laugh, a guttural cry, yanking my head back to steal a messy, breathless kiss. I lick my lips, smug, half-crazed with need, my own body aching and empty.

I roll over, letting Lily pull me into her arms. She strips my dress away with gentle, eager hands, baring my body inch by inch. Her kisses are everywhere — shoulder, throat, the inside of my elbow, each one a brand, a claim. I arch into her, wanting to be devoured, to be worshipped and ruined and theirs.

Sadie leans in, her voice a purr, dark and rich as honey. “I can unlock you,” she offers. “Let you cum like a man, if that’s what you want. One last time. Or —” She lets the word hang, heavy with promise and challenge, the space between us humming with everything unsaid. “Or you can stay my girl. Let me take you. Let me fill you. Let me watch you cum as ours.”

I don’t hesitate. The choice is so clear it nearly breaks me. Tears prick my eyes, not from fear but from relief — like I’ve been holding my breath for years and only now remember how to exhale. I shake my head, fierce, urgent. “I want you to fuck me,” I breathe. “I want you to use me. Please, Sadie. I want you to take me. I want to cum as your girl. I don’t want the old way. Not ever again.”

Sadie’s eyes darken — pride, hunger, love, all swirling together like storm clouds before rain. She reaches to the nightstand, pulls out her harness and the thick, gleaming strap-on, already slick with lube, catching the low light like polished obsidian. Lily squeals with delight, launching herself at me, kissing my cheeks, my nose, my lips — quick, joyful pecks that taste like celebration. Zara grins, wicked and bright, her fingers slipping beneath my panties, stroking my slit, my entrance, teasing me open with slow, deliberate circles that make my hips jerk forward.

Sadie stands, steady and sure, and lets Lily and Zara help her strap in. Their hands move with practiced ease, adjusting buckles, smoothing straps, their laughter soft and intimate. When she turns back to me, cock jutting from her hips, her authority isn’t just present — it’s absolute, woven into the very air around her. “On your hands and knees, sweetheart,” she commands, voice low but unwavering. “Face your sisters. Show them who you are.”

Zara grins, pushing me onto all fours, her hands firm on my waist. “Let us see, pretty girl,” she commands, settling in front of me, her legs wide, her cunt still gleaming from my mouth. Lily kneels beside her, stroking my hair, whispering praise, her fingers tracing patterns on my skin that make me shiver.

Sadie kneels behind me, her hands hot and sure on my hips. She peels my panties down, baring my ass, her fingers stroking over my slit, teasing, opening me up. I moan, head dropping, my breath coming in ragged gasps. The cool air hits my wetness, and I whimper, my body shaking with anticipation, with need.

She presses the head of the strap-on to my hole, slow and deliberate, stretching me open. I push back, greedy for the burn, the fullness, the sense of being owned and filled. She sinks in, inch by inch, her hips flush against my ass, one hand steady on my back. The sensation is electric — raw, overwhelming, right. I moan, high and desperate, my mouth pressed to Zara’s thigh, the muscle tense beneath my lips.

Sadie begins to move — gentle at first, just a slow glide in and out, then firmer, deeper, her hips pistoning with steady rhythm. Every thrust sends fire through me, pleasure coiling low in my belly. My cock aches, untouched, leaking onto the sheets, but it’s irrelevant now — just a ghost of who I was. All I want is this: to be filled, to be used, to be theirs.

Lily cups my face, guiding me to her chest. I mouth at her nipples, suck them between my lips, wanting to give her everything. She gasps, fingers twisting in my hair, her hips rocking against my mouth, her breath coming in sharp little cries. The taste of her skin — sweet and salty — fills my mouth, and I groan, my own pleasure spiralling higher.

Zara laughs, wild and hungry, grinding herself against my cheek. “That’s our girl,” she growls, her voice rough with desire. “Take it, princess. Take all of us.”

Sadie’s rhythm builds — hard, relentless, merciless in her celebration. Her hands grip my hips, pulling me back onto her cock, splitting me open, making me hers with every snap of her body. The bed creaks beneath us, the sheets tangled around my knees, and I sob into Zara’s thigh, my vision blurring with tears of pleasure.

Lily comes first, soft and fierce, her body arching, her thighs squeezing my head. She moans my name, her voice breaking, praise pouring from her lips like a prayer. I suck and kiss, greedy for the taste of her pleasure, for the way her fingers tighten in my hair, holding me to her like she’ll never let go.

Zara pushes me lower, her cunt pressed to my mouth, hot and dripping. I devour her, my tongue buried deep, my chin slick with her cum. She rides my face, shameless, shouting her release as she grinds down, her body shaking, her nails digging into my shoulders. The weight of her, the trust of her, sends another wave of heat through me, and I moan against her, my own climax coiled tight and ready to snap.

She leans over me, her lips at my ear, her voice low and commanding. “Cum for me, princess,” she growls. “Show us how good it feels to be ours.”

The orgasm tears through me — violent, beautiful, absolute. It rips away every last doubt, every shadow of the old Theo. My body spasms, ass clenching around Sadie’s cock, my own cock untouched, leaking, useless. I scream, sob, collapse — wracked by pleasure so pure it feels like grace. My mind dissolves into white light, into love, into the unshakable knowledge that I am found.

Sadie holds me as I shudder and writhe, never letting go, her kisses soft and triumphant against my shoulder. Lily and Zara gather around, laughing, kissing my cheeks, praising me, their hands everywhere — stroking, clutching, loving. Zara’s lips find mine, her kiss slow and deep, her tongue tracing the seam of my mouth like she’s memorising me. Lily presses her forehead to my temple, her breath warm against my skin, her fingers laced with mine.

The room hums with laughter, with love, with the quiet, radiant proof of my transformation. I am not a student, not a plaything. I am theirs. I am myself.

We collapse together, tangled and sticky, breathless and grinning. Sadie cradles me in her arms, her cock still nestled inside me, her lips at my temple. “You’re perfect, you know that?” she murmurs, her voice thick with emotion. “Our girl. Ours.”

Zara cackles, flopping onto her back, her chest heaving. “Fuck, that was a celebration.”

Lily giggles, pulling the blankets over us, her body warm against my side. “Best afterparty ever.”

I laugh, giddy and exhausted and whole. The sunlight spills across the bed, warm and golden, painting stripes across our skin. I am not an outsider, not a project, not a test to be passed. I am their girlfriend, their lover, their prize.
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Chapter 14


I wake to soft light seeping past the new curtains — white linen with embroidered roses, chosen with care after an entire Saturday spent at the market with Lily, who’d insisted I needed “something gentle to wake up to, not just blackout panels.” The sheets brush my skin — clean, crisp, scented faintly with the girls’ shared detergent. I stretch, toes pointed, arms overhead, and for a moment just let myself breathe. The room feels so completely mine.

I glance around: the vanity covered in compacts and brushes, perfume bottles and lipstick tubes lined up like trophies. Dresses and blouses in pale pastels fill the open wardrobe, their hems brushing the shaggy rug. Ribbons, hair clips, and delicate lingerie crowd the drawer I used to keep my old boxers in. There’s a photo on the nightstand — me between Lily and Sadie, all three of us laughing, my lips glossy, hair perfectly curled.

I press my palm to my chest and feel a bright warmth, steady and real. Sometimes I still expect to wake up in my old flat, tangled in unfamiliar sheets, surrounded by laundry and beer cans, clutching my phone to check who I might have texted in the dark. Instead, there’s this. Home. A girl’s room. My room.

I slide out of bed and pad to the bathroom, feet bare on cool tiles. I look in the mirror as the shower warms — my face, clean of makeup, softer than it used to be, cheeks a little fuller, lashes darker, brows shaped by Sadie’s steady hands. I touch the edge of my jaw, then my lips, smiling at the faint pink stain left over from last night’s tint. Even without paint or powder, I see her now. Me.

The water steams and I step in, letting it wash over my body. I shave — quick, practiced strokes — then run my palms over smooth skin, checking for any rough spots. Out again, I wrap myself in a pink towel and move to my vanity. I run through my skincare, humming as I go: toner, serum, a little rose-scented moisturizer, then sunscreen. My hands know the routine by heart. It’s like meditation, each step grounding me further in this new life.

I reach for the foundation and pause, considering — maybe just concealer today. I want to look fresh. I blend and powder, add blush, comb up my brows, sweep on mascara and a little shimmer. Lip gloss, hair detangled, then twisted up with a silk scrunchie.

I pick a slip — white, soft, trimmed with lace. It feels right, familiar. Over it I pull on a pale blue apron, one with ruffled straps and a sash that ties in a neat bow at my back. There’s something about the ritual of tying it tight that always settles me. I slip on fuzzy socks and head to the kitchen, humming the tune Lily played last night as she braided my hair.

The kitchen smells like the aftermath of last night’s laughter and wine — toast crumbs, candle wax, a hint of strawberries from the compote we spooned over ice cream. I wipe the counter, start the coffee, then move through the morning’s tasks with a kind of joy that still surprises me. I slice fruit, arrange it in a spiral on a platter, whisk eggs, heat the pan for pancakes. The old Theo would have called this servile, would have bristled at the idea of waiting on anyone. But there’s a deep, clean satisfaction in this — knowing what will make them smile before they even wake. I hum as I work, lost in the quiet comfort of oil sizzling and batter bubbling.

Mugs clink as I set the table. I fold napkins into little bows, fill water glasses, double-check the coffee’s strength. I catch my reflection in the window — a girl in a frilly apron, beaming, lips glossy. My cheeks flush with pride.

The first footsteps down the hall are unmistakable — Sadie, always the earliest. She appears in the doorway, her hair mussed, eyes soft. She grins, pads over, and plants a kiss at the corner of my mouth. “Morning, princess. Smells amazing.”

She takes her mug, sits at the table, and watches as I pour. “You spoil us,” she says. There’s that edge in her voice, the reminder that praise is never just casual. I stand a little straighter, let the compliment warm me.

Lily is next, all bright eyes and loose pyjamas, her robe trailing behind her. She loops her arms around my waist from behind, pressing a sleepy kiss to my shoulder. “My favourite girl,” she says, her words muffled against my skin. “You look so cute this morning. That apron is almost indecent.” Her hands tease the hem of my slip, her affection easy, possessive, claimed.

Zara staggers in last, hair wild, wearing nothing but boxers and a tank, yawning like a lion. She grabs a pancake off the plate, pops it in her mouth, and winks at me. “That’s my girl. You keep making breakfast like this, we’ll never let you out of the kitchen.”

We gather at the table, plates filled, coffee steaming. The chatter is soft, tangled with laughter, the kind of easy intimacy I used to envy from a distance. Sadie asks about everyone’s day ahead. Lily giggles over something in her calendar. Zara smirks at the way I cut her fruit for her, then feeds me a slice, thumb tracing my cheek. The old Theo would have tried to turn it into a joke, would have flexed or smirked, tried to claim the moment for himself. Now I just let myself blush, let myself be cared for.

After breakfast, as I stack the plates, Lily’s voice drifts over. “Theo, love, would you be my date for the firm’s spring dinner? It’s cocktail attire, but — ” she tilts her head, grinning, “I was hoping you’d wear that lavender dress. The one with the flutter sleeves. And those silver heels. You’d look perfect on my arm.”

She says it like it’s the most natural thing in the world. No hesitation, no question about whether I’d go as a girl. Just the assumption that this is who I am. I feel a flush, a rush of excitement — no fear, no old shame. Just eager anticipation. I want her to show me off. I want to be hers.

“Of course,” I say, grinning wide. “Let’s do matching lipsticks this time.”

Lily beams, her delight open and honest. “God, you’re adorable. I can’t wait.” She leans in, tugs me down for a kiss, then laughs. “We should try a new eye look. Maybe silver shadow?”

Sadie perks up. “You’ll make all the partners jealous. Everyone will want to know who Lily’s stunning girlfriend is.”

Zara snorts. “Just make sure you don’t steal the show, princess. Leave them with a little dignity.”

I press a hand to my cheek, embarrassed and thrilled. The old Theo would have died before letting anyone call him adorable, before letting anyone see him like this. Now, it feels like praise — like being seen.

We talk about shoes and clutches and how to do my hair for the dinner, the conversation as easy as breathing. They’re already planning out my look, offering tips and teasing me, their confidence in me infectious. I find myself looking forward to it — not with nerves or performance anxiety, but with the thrill of knowing I’ll get to be myself, celebrated and claimed, on Lily’s arm.

Eventually, the girls scatter — Sadie to her home office, Zara to the shower, Lily back to her room to get dressed. Each one kisses me before they go: Sadie with a hand on my hip, Lily with a warm squeeze, Zara with a playful swat to my backside. Their touches ground me. I feel… treasured. Cherished. Not owned like a possession, but trusted like a favourite secret.

Alone at last, I tidy up the kitchen. I rinse plates, wipe crumbs, refill the coffee pot. There’s a list on the fridge of what we need for dinner, and I find myself already thinking through what Lily might want for dessert. I fluff pillows, straighten throws, light a lavender candle in the living room. Every movement, every act of service, brings a quiet satisfaction. This isn’t submission as punishment, or obedience for show. It’s care — offered, accepted, returned a hundred little ways.

I pause at the window, watching the city wake up. My reflection shimmers back at me: a girl in a frilly apron, hair up, cheeks flushed, lips glossy. I touch my chest, feel the thump beneath my palm, steady and sure.

It’s still surreal, how easily this life fits me. How the boy who came here hoping to seduce Sadie — who thought control and conquest were all that mattered — could have become this. Not lost, not diminished, but found. I traded shallow nights for mornings filled with laughter. Empty bravado for real, lived-in beauty. The performance of masculinity for the simple joy of serving the women I love — and being loved back, in every gesture, every kiss, every careless, confident touch.

I think of that first night — how desperate I’d been to prove something, to anyone. Now, there’s nothing left to prove. Only to give, to belong, to keep building this quiet, joyful world.
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Sadie’s living room glows with that late-evening honey light — the kind that always makes me feel softer, like I’m part of something warm and private. The curtains are half-drawn, the couch is piled with pillows in every shade of rose and cream, and I can smell popcorn, chocolate, and that faint, clean scent that lingers on freshly-washed throws. My dress tonight is a floaty lilac thing, thin straps and a low back, falling around me in gentle folds. When I spin — just once, in the mirror, while I was waiting for them to call me in — it moves like water, catching against my legs, making me look smaller, prettier. I chose it because it’s my favorite. Because it makes me feel the way I want to feel: feminine, beautiful, theirs.

I busy myself at the coffee table. Four glasses — one for each of us, sparkling rosé poured carefully so the bubbles don’t spill. A bowl of cut strawberries, dusted with sugar, sits next to the popcorn I made from scratch. Lily loves dark chocolate, so there’s a plate of that too, broken into squares. Zara’s chips and spicy salsa. Sadie’s favorite lemon cookies, just out of the oven. I arrange everything in tidy circles, making sure there’s enough for everyone to have their favorite. I even fold the napkins into little triangles — something I picked up from Lily after that first chaotic weekend.

The girls filter in one by one, laughter trailing behind them. Sadie’s hair is up, soft tendrils escaping; she wears an oversized cardigan over a fitted tank, and when she sits, she tucks her feet up and pats her lap in invitation. I go to her at once, nestling down until my head fits perfectly against her thigh, hair fanned out. Her fingers slip into my curls, stroking slowly, never rushed, tracing lazy circles on my scalp. I close my eyes, letting her touch sink in. Her palm is warm, sure, possessive in a way that makes every part of me loosen.

Lily curls up at the other end of the couch, sliding my feet into her lap. “These poor things,” she croons, rubbing my arches, thumbs digging in just right. I sigh — a real, helpless sound. I let her have them, let her knead out every knot, every bit of tension. Her hands are gentle but firm, and I love the way she presses her nails into my heel, leaving faint crescents that linger after she moves on.

Zara flops down next to Lily, grabbing my hands, turning them over, examining my nails. “Look at these. You did the little flowers again.” She traces a fingertip over the painted petals, grinning, then brings my hand to her mouth and kisses each knuckle, slow, savoring. “Our princess is getting too good at this. You might have to do all our nails next time.” There’s pride in her voice — real, proud ownership. I bask in it.

The room buzzes with an easy closeness. We argue over what to watch — Lily wants something soft and silly, Zara votes for action, Sadie just wants us happy. In the end we settle for an old musical, the kind with big dance numbers and garish colors. I barely follow the plot; I’m too wrapped up in the steady stroke of Sadie’s fingers, the way Lily’s hands keep drifting up my calves, the lazy circles Zara draws on my wrist. Every touch grounds me deeper.

They talk over the movie, trading stories and inside jokes. Sometimes Sadie leans down to kiss my forehead. Sometimes Lily pinches my ankle just to make me squeal. Zara teases, calling me “pretty girl” and “good pet.” The words don’t sting now. They fill me with pride, make my cheeks warm, my body pliant and eager. I look at the three of them — my women, my anchors, my world — and I know I am exactly where I belong.

Halfway through the film, Sadie’s voice slips down to a private, velvet register.

Sadie’s fingers slow, then pause, her thumb tracing lazy arcs against my knee. The hush between us deepens, a soft pocket of intimacy carved out from the gentle chaos of the room. When she speaks, her voice is quieter, meant only for me.

“You know,” she says, “I always had a thing for you. Even back when you were all swagger and noise.” She smiles, not unkindly, and her eyes are unflinching. “But I could tell… all that bravado, it felt like armor. I used to watch you with the boys, see the way you’d puff yourself up. It never seemed like the real you, not really. More like something you put on, maybe to hide what was underneath.”

Her words settle over me, heavy and warm. I feel my heart stumble, then race. For a moment, embarrassment prickles beneath my skin — hot, shameful — but it gives way almost immediately to something softer, a kind of relief I hadn’t known I was waiting for.

She saw me. Not the mask, not the loud, reckless act I’d spent years perfecting, but something underneath. The truth is, I played that part so long I started to believe it was all I could be. Swagger, confidence, the quick grin — all rehearsed, all armor. I thought it was the only way to move through the world, the only way to be safe. It never occurred to me, not really, that anyone would want to see what was underneath. That anyone could find something worth loving there.

Except… the night of that sleepover, everything changed. The mask slipped, and I saw myself — really saw myself — for the first time. And she did, too.

I clear my throat, suddenly shy. My voice is tentative, edged with disbelief. “Did you really see that part of me? Even back then?”

Sadie’s expression softens, her eyes shining with a warmth that makes my chest ache. “I did,” she says, certainty in every syllable. “I saw the way you reacted whenever a guy got too loud at the bar, always having to be even bigger, louder, but softened every time a woman told you what to do. I watched you slip into that cocky player act — because you thought that’s how you earned approval. But underneath all that bluster, you just wanted someone to take charge. To see you. To invite you in.”

My voice is tentative, filled with wonder. “You saw what I needed… even when I didn’t.”

“And I always hoped you’d let me see more. But what you’ve given me — given us — since then… it’s more beautiful than I ever could have imagined.” Sadie’s fingers brush against my jaw, her thumb tracing a slow, tender line along my cheekbone.

My breath catches. Something fragile and bright unfurls inside me, a trembling sort of hope. Sadie leans in, pressing a kiss to my cheek — gentle, reverent, sealing the promise between us. I close my eyes, letting the comfort of her touch settle me, letting it sink all the way down to the softest, most hidden part of myself.

“We were thinking, love… Next weekend, we might invite someone new. Someone we trust. To meet our girlfriend.”

The word lands in my stomach like a shot of champagne. There’s a flutter — excitement, yes, but no fear. No panic. I imagine standing in front of someone new, not as a project, not as a joke, but as their girl. Their chosen, cherished one. The thought doesn’t make me shrink. I feel myself straighten, shoulders back, chin lifted, pride swelling up. I want to be seen like this. I want to show off what we’ve made together.

I look up at Sadie, unable to hide my smile. “I’d like that,” I say, voice quiet but sure. “I want them to see me. All of me.”

Sadie leans down and kisses me, long and unhurried. “That’s my girl.”

Lily beams, squeezing my foot. “They’re going to love you,” she says. “You’re the best thing we’ve ever brought home.”

Zara just grins, flicking a piece of popcorn at my chest. “You’ll blow their mind, princess. Just don’t steal all their attention.”

The film drifts on. The city glimmers beyond the window. My body is soft and relaxed, content to be used as a pillow, a footstool, an object of affection. There’s no training here, no rules to remember, just the natural rhythm of touch and belonging. Sadie strokes my hair, Lily massages my feet, Zara draws lazy doodles on my palm with her finger. The air is thick with something gentle and bright — possessiveness, yes, but also care.

When the credits roll, they turn their attention fully to me. Lily tugs me up to sit between her thighs and runs her hands through my hair, braiding it loose, whispering praise in my ear. Zara pulls my legs into her lap and massages my calves, kissing up my bare knees. Sadie traces the outline of my face with her fingertip, eyes heavy with love. One by one, I give myself to each of them: kissing, touching, letting my hands and mouth move over skin and silk and lace. Their pleasure is easy, their praise constant — beautiful, good, ours, perfect.

When I’m nestled back among them, dress rumpled, lips swollen from kisses, I let myself be held. I listen to their voices as they make plans for the weekend — Zara wants to try a new brunch spot, Lily’s found a pottery class for couples, Sadie suggests a picnic in the park. Each plan includes me without question. Not as a guest, not as a favor, but as their girlfriend. As someone essential.

The room is quiet now, movie long finished, lights dimmed. I lie tangled between them, Sadie’s arms around my waist, Lily’s leg thrown over mine, Zara’s hand draped across my belly. The fabric of my dress is soft against my skin, my hair smells like Lily’s hands, and every inch of me feels claimed, loved, home.

As my eyes close and sleep draws me under, I think of the boy who strutted in here, thinking he could take what he wanted and leave untouched. Instead, I am theirs — cherished, changed, seen. I will never stop being grateful that Sadie looked past my mask, found the real me, and loved me enough to set me free.
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Thank You for Reading!

Did you melt watching Theo’s arrogant smirk fade as he discovered his true self in panties and praise?

If so, please consider taking a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Your feedback is incredibly valuable and helps other readers discover this story.

To be the first to know when a new deliciously degrading story is released, be sure to follow Dolly Darling on Amazon.

Thank you for your support!

About the Author

So, what happens when you discover your ex-US Army boyfriend is as obedient in the bedroom as he was in the barracks, with a hidden taste for silk lingerie and feminization fantasies? You start writing.

Dolly Darling is the mischievous secret pen name of a bestselling contemporary romance author. While she's most used to crafting tales of dominant alphas and submissive heroines, her real-life adventures with her bisexual switch boyfriend and their shared motto of, "I wouldn't do anything to you, that I wouldn't let you do to me," led her to discover the tantalizing thrill of watching those same alpha men melt into a pretty little puddle of compliance. Turns out that true power sometimes falls to whoever is holding the lipstick.

When she's not writing delicious domination fantasies, on both sides of the submission fence, she's finding an abundance of ways to test just how far her real-life Army Doll boyfriend's patience will stretch. (Spoiler: it stretches a lot, especially in heels.)
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