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THE DARE


Iknew I shouldn’t have come. The rules were clear—“no men allowed” had been repeated to me often enough, sometimes with laughter, sometimes with a flash of warning in her eyes. But when she leaned across the café table that afternoon, her lips brushing the rim of her straw before curling into that wicked, knowing smile, I already felt my resolve fray.

“Come over tonight,” she whispered, low enough that the girls at the next table couldn’t overhear. “Sneak in. If you’re brave enough.”

Brave. The word lodged in my chest like a dare I could neither swallow nor refuse.

I’d laughed it off at first, shifting in my seat, glancing toward the open windows where the sunlight streamed across the floor. “You know that’s not allowed. I’d get caught in five minutes.”

Her eyes glimmered with mischief. “Five minutes would be long enough for me to reward you.”

That was how she worked—an intoxicating blend of tease and promise, knowing exactly where my defenses cracked. Even as I shook my head, pretending to stay firm, the image bloomed in my mind: slipping past those guarded doors, heart racing, and finding her waiting at the top of the stairs with that sly, secretive grin.

By nightfall, my nerves had tangled into knots. Every step closer to the sorority house felt like crossing a forbidden threshold, the quiet suburban street echoing with the sound of my pulse. Porch lights dotted the row of houses, some voices drifted from an open window, but this one—the house where she lived—looked deceptively still.

When I reached the side gate, I froze. My hand hovered on the latch, breath shallow. What if someone saw me? What if I was caught before I even reached her? My stomach clenched at the thought of the sisters finding me skulking in their yard like some trespasser.

And yet beneath that fear, another sensation pulsed. The raw, tingling thrill of being exactly where I wasn’t supposed to be.

The latch gave with a soft click. I slid through, shutting it gently behind me. My footsteps were cautious, deliberate, and absurdly loud in my ears as I crossed the grass. She’d left her window cracked just as she promised.

I tapped once.

The curtain shifted, and then her face appeared—bright-eyed, radiant, framed by loose waves of hair that caught the lamplight from inside. She put a finger to her lips, a conspirator’s signal, before vanishing. A moment later the back door creaked open.

“You made it,” she whispered, tugging me in before I could reconsider. Her fingers laced with mine, warm and electric.

“I shouldn’t be here,” I muttered, though I let her pull me close, the scent of her perfume winding around me until the world beyond this house blurred.

“That’s what makes it fun,” she said. Her lips brushed my ear, sending a shiver down my spine. “You wanted this as much as I did. Admit it.”

I didn’t answer, because she was right.

The hall was dim, lined with framed photographs and soft carpet that muffled our steps. Every creak of the floorboards made me flinch, and every time I did, she squeezed my hand as if to remind me that I belonged—at least to her. My pulse was frantic, anticipation and dread twisted together until I couldn’t separate them.

Halfway up the stairs, the sound of laughter froze me in place. A door opened at the landing above, spilling warm light and two silhouettes into the hall.

Panic surged.

Her hand flew to my chest, pressing me back into the shadows beneath the banister. My breath caught, heart hammering, as two girls padded down the hallway in slippers and shorts, giggling about something I couldn’t make out. They were so close I could see the glint of nail polish on one girl’s toes, smell the faint trace of popcorn.

If they turned their heads, if they looked too closely⁠—

The door at the end of the hall closed. Their voices faded. Only then did I breathe again.

She leaned into me, her laugh barely a breath against my cheek. “See? That wasn’t so bad.”

I stared at her, still trembling, and hissed, “Not bad? I nearly⁠—”

Her kiss silenced me, quick and sharp, tasting of amusement and victory. “You’re mine now,” she said softly, and I couldn’t tell if she meant tonight or something deeper.

By the time we slipped into her room, my chest ached with the release of tension. She closed the door quietly, locking it, then leaned against it with a smile that made my knees weak.

“You did it,” she said. “My daring little intruder.”

I tried to laugh, rubbing at the back of my neck, but the words stumbled out instead: “What if someone finds me?”

Her gaze softened, though the mischief never faded. “Then we’ll just have to make sure you don’t look like you.”

Something in her tone made my skin prickle. I frowned. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

She crossed the room in three slow steps, her hips swaying, her eyes catching mine. Her hands slid up my chest, curling at my collar before tugging me down for another kiss—this one slower, lingering, her tongue brushing mine until I forgot everything but her.

When she finally pulled back, her lips curved into a secretive smile. “It means,” she whispered, “if you want to stay… you’ll have to blend in.”
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CAUGHT ALREADY


Icouldn’t believe how close it had been. The echo of the door shutting still rattled through my chest as I sat there, blanketed and trembling, my pulse a hammer that refused to slow.

My whole body hummed with the adrenaline of near discovery. A second longer, a slip of that blanket, a laugh too loud, and I would have been exposed—not just as some trespasser, but as her boyfriend. The forbidden presence in the house.

And yet beneath the terror was something else, something I hated admitting even to myself. A raw current of excitement, low in my stomach, impossible to ignore.

Stacy peeled back the blanket and gazed at me like she could read it all. Her smirk told me she already knew. “You liked it,” she whispered again, her breath brushing my cheek, her tone daring me to deny it.

I shook my head too quickly, my voice a ragged whisper. “No. I nearly had a heart attack.”

Her fingers toyed with the collar of my shirt, nails grazing my skin. “Your heart’s still racing. You think I can’t tell the difference between fear and thrill?”

I swallowed hard, unable to answer, because the truth was tangled somewhere between the two. She leaned closer, her body warm and firm against me, the scent of her perfume surrounding me in a way that felt inescapable.

“What if she’d pulled back the blanket?” I asked, my voice trembling with the weight of the question.

“Then,” Stacy said softly, “you’d already be halfway to belonging here.”

The words confused me, unsettled me. “Belonging?”

Her smile curved into something wicked. “Not as you. But as someone else. Someone who looks like she belongs.”

It hit me then—what she had hinted at before. I stiffened beneath her, my breath catching. “You can’t be serious. You mean⁠—”

Her finger pressed to my lips. “Shhh.” Her eyes gleamed with amusement, but beneath it there was resolve. “If you want to stay, if you want more of this… you’ll have to let me disguise you. Otherwise, you won’t last five minutes.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but the words fell apart under the memory of that blonde girl at the door. She had nearly caught me doing nothing more than sitting on a bed. If I was seen again, uncovered, unprepared…

Stacy tilted her head, studying me with the same patience she used when I was being stubborn. “I could send you home right now,” she offered, her tone almost sweet. “But that would be boring. And we both know you don’t want boring.”

“I don’t want to be humiliated either,” I snapped, though even as I said it, the flush rose in my cheeks, betraying me.

Her grin widened. “Don’t you?”

I hated how the question sank into me, how it lingered in the silence between us. Did I? The thought of being caught had humiliated me. And yet—why was my body still on fire from it? Why did the brush with exposure make me feel so alive?

She slid off my lap and stood, stretching like a cat, her nightshirt riding up enough to flash bare skin. My eyes followed helplessly, and she smirked at my surrendering gaze.

“Stay put,” she ordered, padding across the room to her dresser. Drawers opened and closed with soft thuds. I watched in a mixture of dread and fascination as she began setting things on the bed beside me: a silky camisole, a pair of shorts that shimmered faintly, something lacy and black I didn’t dare name.

“Stacy,” I hissed, my voice urgent. “You can’t⁠—”

“Oh, I can,” she cut in, holding up the camisole against me as though testing its fit. “And I will. Unless you’d rather take your chances in the hallway as yourself. Which do you think is safer?”

I hesitated. My throat felt dry.

She leaned down until our faces nearly touched, her voice dropping to a whisper that curled inside my ear. “Admit it. Part of you wants this.”

I couldn’t say it aloud. I didn’t dare. But my silence was enough for her. She kissed me, slow and lingering, before pulling back with triumph in her eyes.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Or should I say… good girl?”

The words sent a jolt through me. Shame burned hot beneath my skin, but so did something else—something sharp and undeniable that twisted low in my belly.

Before I could answer, another knock rattled the door.

We both froze.

“Stacy?” a different voice called—this one sharper, older, maybe one of the house officers. “Everything okay in there?”

Stacy didn’t miss a beat. She grabbed the camisole and tossed it over my head, the silky fabric sliding down my shoulders like liquid fire. My hands shot up to tear it off, but she pressed them down, her eyes blazing with command.

“Don’t move,” she mouthed.

I sat there, stunned, wrapped in soft silk that clung to me in ways I’d never felt before, while she went to the door. She cracked it open only an inch, her body blocking the view again.

“Everything’s fine,” she said sweetly. “Just winding down.”

“Sounded like voices,” the other girl pressed.

“Talking to my mom,” Stacy lied with casual grace. “She’s nagging about classes again.”

A pause. Then a sigh. “Alright. Keep it down.”

The door shut.

Stacy leaned back against it, her shoulders shaking—not with fear, but with laughter she was trying to contain. When she finally turned back to me, her gaze landed on the camisole still draped over my frame.

And the smile she gave me then told me there was no turning back.

“You’re halfway there already,” she said softly. “My little secret sorority sister.”

My stomach dropped. My pulse raced. I wanted to tear the thing off, to deny her, to demand my old self back.

But I didn’t move.

I sat there, caught between humiliation and heat, shame and thrill, knowing the moment I’d pulled that camisole over my head—even in panic, even in disguise—I’d stepped onto a path I couldn’t so easily escape.

And Stacy knew it too.
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THE MAKEOVER


Ishould have taken it off the second the danger passed. The camisole clung to me like a secret I couldn’t shake, its silk cool against my skin, its straps foreign on my shoulders. I sat there frozen, every muscle screaming to peel it away, but something about Stacy’s gaze held me still.

She looked at me not with shock or pity, but with a glimmering satisfaction that made my breath falter. “You’re adorable like this,” she said softly, her voice threaded with mischief and affection in equal measure.

“I’m not—” I began, but the words tangled uselessly. I wasn’t what? Not a girl? Not her doll? Not the kind of fool who would let his girlfriend dress him up in her sorority bedroom? Every excuse crumbled under her smile.

She stepped closer, her fingertips trailing the hem of the camisole, tugging it down until it lay smooth across my chest. “If you’re going to stay here tonight, you need to blend in. That means no trace of the boy who shouldn’t be here. That means becoming one of us.”

My stomach clenched. The idea was absurd, impossible. Yet her certainty made it feel inevitable, like she was unfolding a truth she had already accepted on my behalf.

“Stacy…” I whispered, my throat tight. “I can’t.”

“You can,” she corrected gently. “And you will. Unless you’d rather be tossed out into the hall half-dressed, hoping no one notices.”

The image burned in my mind—caught red-handed, dragged in front of her sisters, exposed as the trespassing boyfriend who couldn’t even obey a simple rule. Humiliation in its most brutal form. My face flamed just imagining it.

Her hand cupped my cheek, soft and insistent. “Trust me,” she whispered. “Let me do this. For both of us.”

The surrender she asked for was terrifying. And yet, when I met her eyes, I found myself nodding.

Her grin widened. “Good. Then sit still.”

She moved quickly, pulling open drawers and scattering their contents across the bed. Lipsticks, brushes, compacts—her arsenal of transformation. I stared in disbelief as she laid them out like a painter readying her palette.

“This is insane,” I muttered, though my body didn’t move.

She only hummed in amusement, pushing me gently back onto the pillows. “Close your eyes.”

I obeyed.

The first touch startled me—the soft press of a sponge against my skin, the faint powdery scent of foundation. She worked with practiced strokes, the brush whispering across my cheeks, the sponge dabbing at my jaw.

I wanted to squirm, to protest, but each touch carried the authority of command. I was her canvas, her project, her secret.

When I dared open my eyes, she shushed me and traced eyeliner along my lashes. The sensation was alien, ticklish, humiliating—and yet I stayed still, my breath shallow, as she coaxed my features into something softer, stranger.

“You’re doing so well,” she murmured, tilting my chin to catch the light. “Almost like you were made for this.”

The words sent heat rushing through me.

She applied mascara next, her hand steady while mine trembled. Each stroke made my lashes heavier, my reflection blurrier. I caught a glimpse in her vanity mirror—my own face, but not. A softer version, blurred edges and dark lashes, someone who could almost pass for…

I looked away quickly, shame prickling through me.

“Don’t hide,” Stacy teased, brushing gloss across my lips. “You’re beautiful.”

“Stop,” I whispered. But even I could hear the falter in my protest.

When she was satisfied, she stood back and tapped her lip thoughtfully. “Almost perfect. You just need the hair.”

She rummaged in her closet and pulled out a wig I recognized—a brunette cascade she’d worn once to a costume party. She shook it free, the strands catching the lamplight, then placed it carefully on my head. Her fingers adjusted the hairline, combed the locks over my shoulders, styled them into something unnervingly natural.

When I looked in the mirror again, I didn’t recognize myself. The camisole, the makeup, the wig—it was enough to erase the boy and leave behind something else entirely. A girl-shaped shadow. A sorority sister who might almost belong.

My heart raced. My throat was dry.

“Stacy,” I whispered, barely audible. “What have you done to me?”

Her smile was radiant, victorious, tender all at once. She cupped my face between her hands, forcing me to meet her gaze in the mirror. “I’ve given you a way to stay,” she said simply. “And maybe a way to discover what you really want.”

I should have torn it all off then. I should have stood, shaken my head, demanded an end to the game.

But I didn’t.

I sat there, staring at the stranger in the glass, humiliation burning in my cheeks, arousal twisting in my gut, and realized with a shiver of dread and thrill that she was right.

This wasn’t just a disguise anymore.

It was the beginning.
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SORORITY SECRETS


The first time I stepped out of her room dressed like that, my knees almost gave out.

Stacy had pushed me to the door, her hands firm on my shoulders, her grin positively wicked as she whispered, “If you want to stay, you can’t just look the part. You have to play it.”

I wanted to refuse. I wanted to lock myself inside and bury my face in a pillow until morning. But the thought of sneaking back home after coming this far, the thought of her disappointed shake of the head, was somehow worse. So I let her tug me into the hallway.

The carpet felt softer than it ever had before. My pulse was loud in my ears, my thighs brushed by the silky hem of the skirt she’d pulled over me, my borrowed wig tickling the side of my neck. Every step felt impossible. My hands clutched at the little clutch purse she’d pressed into them, as though the prop might convince the world I belonged.

We didn’t even make it halfway down the hall before the voices caught us.

“Stacy?”

I froze.

Two girls emerged from a doorway, both in pajamas, both with that half-awake brightness of late-night gossip. Their eyes flicked from her to me, lingering just long enough for my stomach to twist.

Stacy smiled casually. “Hey, girls. Just walking my cousin around.”

Her cousin. The words made me want to laugh and faint at once. My cousin in silk and makeup? My cousin in a wig? Surely they would see through it in an instant.

But they didn’t challenge it. Not directly.

One of them—tall, sharp-eyed, her hair braided down her back—leaned against the wall and tilted her head. “Cousin, huh?” Her gaze lingered on me like she was peeling away the disguise layer by layer. “Don’t remember seeing you at chapter meetings.”

I forced my voice into something light, praying it wouldn’t crack. “I—I’m visiting.”

Her eyebrow arched, the corner of her mouth curling in amusement.

The other girl giggled. “Cute skirt. Little short, though, isn’t it?”

Heat rushed to my face. I tugged at the hem instinctively, which only made their smiles widen.

“Don’t tease,” Stacy cut in, though she was laughing too. She slid her arm around me protectively, but it felt more like possession than rescue. “She’s shy.”

The word hit me like a spark—she. Stacy had said it deliberately, daring me to flinch, daring me to contradict. I didn’t. My throat was too tight to manage anything.

The tall girl smirked. “Shy, huh? That explains the blush.”

They shared a look, and I knew then that they didn’t believe a word of Stacy’s excuse. But instead of calling her out, instead of demanding answers, they chose something far worse.

They played along.

“Oh, don’t worry,” the giggling one said, stepping closer. “We won’t bite. Not unless you want us to.”

Her perfume was sweet and dizzying. My pulse fluttered as she leaned in, fingers brushing the strap of my camisole as though testing it. I fought the urge to jerk away.

The tall girl’s voice dropped lower, conspiratorial. “We’ve got plenty of secrets in this house. One more won’t hurt.”

The way she said it made my skin prickle. My disguise wasn’t just tolerated—it was entertainment. A game.

Stacy tugged me forward before they could corner me fully, whispering in my ear once we’d turned the corner. “See? They didn’t turn you in.”

I glanced back, my heart still hammering, and saw them watching, heads bent together, smirks flashing like they’d discovered something delicious.

“They know,” I hissed, panic rising.

“Of course they do,” Stacy said, almost gleeful. “That’s the point.”

I shook my head, dizzy with humiliation. “I can’t⁠—”

“You can,” she interrupted, her voice firm, her hand squeezing mine until I stilled. “And you will. Because every time you’re seen like this, it gets easier. Because every time you blush and squirm, I know you’re falling deeper.”

I hated how true it felt.

When we slipped back into her room, I collapsed onto the bed, burying my face in my hands. She knelt beside me, tugging them gently away, forcing me to meet her gaze.

“You survived,” she whispered, her smile softening now, less wicked, more proud. “You survived, and they didn’t stop you. Doesn’t that feel… intoxicating?”

I wanted to scream no. I wanted to insist this was too much. But the truth pulsed through me, undeniable. The shame, the fear, the thrill—they had all blurred together until I couldn’t separate them.

I didn’t answer. I didn’t have to. She kissed me, deep and claiming, and when she pulled back, her eyes glowed with certainty.

“You’re mine,” she murmured. “And soon, you’ll be theirs too.”
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THE HAZING


I’d barely survived the first encounter in the hall and soon I could feel the shift in the air. Stacy had let the mask slip just enough, and now the others were circling like curious cats. Their laughter seemed to follow me down the corridors, their glances lingering too long, their smiles curling at the corners like they knew exactly what game I was playing.

I should have refused when Stacy tugged me toward the common room. I should have told her no, locked myself in her bedroom, and demanded my clothes back. But her hand was warm around mine, her eyes glinting with that dangerous mix of affection and command, and I found myself trailing obediently at her heels.

The room was lit by string lights, their soft glow spilling over couches scattered with blankets and half-finished mugs of cocoa. A small cluster of sisters lounged there, legs tucked beneath them, hair messy from sleepovers and gossip. When we entered, every head turned.

“Stacy,” one of them cooed, a sly smile spreading. “Brought your little cousin again?”

Laughter rippled through the room. My stomach dropped.

Stacy gave a nonchalant shrug, tugging me closer. “Thought I’d let her get to know everyone.”

The word again—her—landed like a spark. My skin burned under their gazes. I shifted in place, tugging at the hem of the skirt she’d put me in, wishing I could sink through the floor.

They didn’t waste time.

“Come sit,” one of them urged, patting the couch. “Don’t be shy.”

I perched awkwardly on the edge, my knees pressed tight together, my wig falling forward like a curtain to hide behind. The sisters exchanged amused glances, their smiles sharpening with the kind of conspiratorial delight that only made me more aware of my disguise.

The tall girl from before leaned forward, her braid slipping over her shoulder. “Cute look. But you’re missing something.”

She rose, disappeared down the hall, and returned a moment later with a lacy bra dangling from her fingers. My breath caught.

“Try it on,” she said simply, holding it out like an offering.

My cheeks flamed. “I—no, I can’t⁠—”

“Of course you can,” Stacy cut in smoothly, her hand pressing to my knee, firm and reassuring all at once. “Don’t be rude. They’re just helping.”

Helping. The word twisted in my chest.

The sisters giggled as I fumbled, as my trembling fingers accepted the garment. The lace was delicate, whisper-thin, almost mocking in its femininity. Every instinct screamed to drop it, to run, to tear away the costume I’d already let myself wear. But Stacy’s eyes pinned me in place, daring me to disobey.

I slipped my arms through the straps. The girls clapped softly, encouraging, delighted.

“Adorable,” one whispered.

“Needs a little more practice,” another teased.

The tall girl smirked. “Maybe heels will help.”

A pair appeared, black and glossy, the kind that clicked against the floor like punctuation marks. They were placed at my feet, daring me to slip them on.

My throat was dry as I bent forward, sliding them onto my feet. The height tilted me, forced me to wobble, my balance precarious as laughter bubbled around me.

“Walk for us,” someone said, and the command sliced through the room like a whip.

I shook my head, mortified. But Stacy leaned closer, her lips brushing my ear. “Do it,” she whispered, low and irresistible. “For me.”

And so I did.

I rose, my legs trembling, my steps uncertain. The heels clicked against the floor with every shaky stride, each sound echoing humiliation and—God help me—something deeper, sharper, hotter. The girls giggled, some applauded, some whispered to one another.

By the time I reached the far wall and turned, my body was a furnace of shame and arousal, my disguise no longer just a disguise but a performance. A role I was playing for them—for her—and one I couldn’t deny was beginning to consume me.

When I collapsed back onto the couch, flushed and trembling, Stacy’s hand slid into mine, squeezing tight. Her smile was proud, possessive, victorious.

“You’re doing so well,” she murmured. “My perfect little pet.”

The sisters, still giggling, nodded in agreement. The laughter didn’t stop once I’d stumbled across the room in those impossible heels. If anything, it grew louder, richer, more conspiratorial.

The sisters sprawled on the couches like queens watching a jester, their giggles weaving into whispers I couldn’t quite make out. My body burned with shame, every inch of me exposed—not naked, but seen, more deeply than I’d ever been. The lace bra pinched at my shoulders, the skirt clung to my thighs, and the wig’s silky weight only made me more aware of how far from myself I had fallen.

I sank back down beside Stacy, wishing the cushions would swallow me whole. She only smiled, her hand finding mine, her thumb stroking gently across my knuckles as if to remind me who I belonged to.

“She’s adorable,” one of the girls said, her voice pitched high with amusement.

“She’s trying so hard,” another chimed in.

My stomach lurched at the word she. They tossed it around so casually, so deliberately, like it was a joke they were all in on but I couldn’t escape.

The tall girl tilted her head, her braid slipping over her shoulder. “I think she should do something for us. A little service task. Isn’t that what pledges are for?”

The suggestion made my chest tighten. Service. Tasks. My imagination spun out of control: scrubbing floors, fetching drinks, parading around like their doll.

Stacy’s smile sharpened. “Good idea,” she said, her tone deceptively light. “Why don’t you be a sweetheart and get them some snacks from the kitchen?”

My head snapped toward her, panic rising. “What? No—if someone sees⁠—”

“No one’s in the kitchen this late,” Stacy interrupted smoothly, her eyes glinting with authority. “You’ll be fine. Besides…” Her hand squeezed my thigh under the skirt, firm enough to make me gasp. “…you don’t want to disappoint me, do you?”

I couldn’t answer. The silence was its own admission.

The sisters giggled as I rose on shaky legs, the heels clicking across the floor like an announcement of my humiliation. The kitchen light buzzed overhead as I fumbled through the cupboards, hands trembling, every second convinced someone else would walk in and expose me. I returned with a tray of popcorn and pretzels, balancing it like an offering, my face hot with humiliation.

Applause greeted me.

“Such a good girl,” one teased.

“Careful with those heels!” another added.

The words sank into me like hooks. I set the tray down and collapsed back onto the couch, wishing my heart would stop pounding.

But they weren’t finished.

“Snacks are good,” the tall girl mused, “but I think she should show off the rest of her… wardrobe.”

Stacy’s grin was wicked now. She leaned toward me, her breath warm against my ear. “What do you think, pet? Want to give them a little fashion show?”

“I can’t,” I whispered, my voice breaking. “Please.”

Her fingers curled around my chin, tilting my face toward hers. “You can. And you will. Because you’re mine. And because you love how it feels when they look at you like this.”

The shame in her words pierced me. And the worst part was—she wasn’t wrong.

They handed me lingerie next. A pair of sheer panties, a silky chemise, a garter belt with stockings still in their wrapper. My hands shook as I took them, the sisters’ laughter bubbling around me like champagne fizzing over.

“Go on,” one urged, her eyes bright with mischief. “Don’t be shy.”

Stacy guided me toward the bathroom, giving me a moment of privacy, though even that felt like part of the game. Alone under the fluorescent light, I stared at myself in the mirror. Mascaraed lashes, painted lips, wig framing a face I hardly recognized. My chest wrapped in lace, my legs bare above the glossy heels.

And now this.

Piece by piece, I slid the garments on. The panties clung too snugly, the garter clipped awkwardly, the stockings smoothed up my thighs like a caress I couldn’t escape. When I finally slipped the chemise over it all, the silk whispered against my skin, and I nearly collapsed against the counter with the weight of it—the absurdity, the humiliation, the dark thrill that made me harder than I dared admit.

When I stepped back out, the room erupted.

“Oh my God.”

“Look at her!”

“Turn around, let us see!”

Their delight was overwhelming. My cheeks burned so hot they felt scorched. I spun slowly, every click of my heels loud as thunder in my ears, every giggle a knife that cut deep and left behind something twisted and hot.

By the time I sat back down, trembling, breathless, Stacy’s arm wrapped possessively around my waist. Her nails traced slow circles across my thigh through the silk, grounding me, claiming me.

“You did so well,” she whispered, her lips brushing my ear. “Didn’t it feel good?”

I shook my head weakly, but the truth betrayed me in every shiver, every shallow breath, every twitch of arousal hidden beneath the lace.

The sisters smirked knowingly. They didn’t need me to say it. They already saw everything.

And I knew, with a sinking thrill, that this was only the beginning.
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OBEDIENCE LESSONS


The laughter still echoed in my ears long after we left the common room. Even once Stacy shut her bedroom door behind us, locking it with a soft click, I could hear it in my head—the chorus of giggles, the teasing voices, the approving claps. Every sound was a reminder of what I had just done: walked, posed, served, and blushed in lingerie while half the sorority watched.

I should have felt sick. Ashamed. Furious. Instead, my body was buzzing.

I stood there trembling, unable to meet Stacy’s eyes, my hands clutching at the hem of the chemise as if I could tug it lower, make myself smaller. The wig slid over my cheek, and I shoved it back with shaking fingers.

“They were laughing at me,” I whispered, my throat dry.

Stacy stepped closer, her eyes glimmering in the soft glow of her desk lamp. “They were admiring you.”

I shook my head. “No. They knew. They all knew.”

Her fingers caught my chin, tilting my face up until I had no choice but to look at her. “Exactly. And you didn’t run. You didn’t rip it off. You stood there and let them see you. You obeyed.”

The word sank into me like a weight—obeyed. My lips parted, but no sound came.

Stacy’s smile deepened. She pushed me gently backward until the backs of my knees hit the edge of her bed. “Sit,” she ordered, her tone quiet but undeniable.

I sank down without thinking.

Her hands smoothed down my arms, then lingered at my wrists, holding me still. “You’ve been fighting me every step of the way,” she said softly, her eyes steady on mine. “But tonight, you listened. Tonight, you followed my lead. And I saw how much it thrilled you.”

My stomach flipped. “I wasn’t thrilled, I was⁠—”

“Humiliated?” she finished for me, her lips quirking. “Scared? Ashamed?”

I nodded, heat rushing to my cheeks.

Her smile was tender now, but no less dangerous. “And aroused.”

I froze.

She leaned closer, her breath brushing my ear, her voice a low purr. “Don’t bother denying it. I felt it every time I touched you. I saw it in the way your thighs squeezed together, the way your breath caught. You loved it.”

A shudder ran through me. I wanted to deny it, but the words tangled in my throat, betraying me with silence.

Her hand slid down, resting against my thigh, her nails grazing the edge of the stocking. “That’s why we need to start training you properly. No more half measures. No more excuses. You need to learn how to obey me. How to serve.”

The word sent a jolt through me, sharp and electric.

She pulled back just enough to look me in the eye, her gaze burning with certainty. “Take off the heels.”

I blinked.

“Now,” she said firmly.

I bent forward, slipping them off, the relief immediate but fleeting. I straightened, waiting, my pulse racing.

“Good,” she murmured. “Now the stockings.”

My fingers trembled as I rolled them down, one leg and then the other, laying them carefully beside me as though the act itself was part of the ritual.

“Better,” she said, her approval like a caress. “See how easy it is when you just listen?”

I swallowed hard. “Why are you doing this?”

Her hand cupped my cheek again, soft but commanding. “Because I want you. All of you. Not just the boy who sneaks into my bed. I want the part of you that trembles when you wear silk. The part that blushes when my sisters giggle. The part that aches to belong to me completely.”

Her words undid me. My chest ached, my breath hitched, my body hot with confusion and want.

“I don’t know if I can,” I whispered.

She kissed me then, slow and deep, her tongue tracing mine until I was dizzy. When she pulled back, her eyes locked on mine, her voice was steady, absolute.

“You already are.”

The truth of it broke me open. I sat there, shivering in lace and silk, realizing that every step of resistance had only dragged me deeper into her control. And now, with her hand in mine and her command in my ear, I wasn’t just pretending anymore.

I was learning how to be hers.

Stacy reached down and brushed her thumb across my bottom lip, smudging the gloss she’d applied earlier. “Lesson one,” she whispered. “Obedience starts with the little things.”

Her hand drifted to my shoulder. “Kneel.”

My throat tightened. “Stacy⁠—”

Her eyes sharpened, her tone brooking no argument. “Kneel.”

The word sank into me like a command I couldn’t fight. My body moved before my mind caught up, sliding off the bed, knees sinking into the carpet. The position was humiliating—beneath her, looking up at her like some servant—but also… strangely right. My palms pressed against my thighs, trembling.

She smiled, proud, and tangled her fingers in the wig, guiding my head until I looked her in the eye. “Better. See how beautiful you are when you stop fighting?”

Heat flooded my cheeks. I wanted to look away, but she held me there, forcing me to confront the reflection in her eyes: not a boyfriend, not a trespasser, but something softer, smaller, pliant.

“Lesson two,” she murmured, stepping back slightly. “Service. When I ask, you give. No questions. No hesitation.”

She plucked a pillow from the bed and let it drop onto the floor. “Fluff it. On your knees. Show me you can do something simple, just because I want it.”

The request was absurd. Pointless. Yet I bent forward, fingers fussing with the pillow, plumping it clumsily, setting it neatly at her feet like some offering. The silk of the chemise slipped across my chest as I moved, reminding me of what I was wearing, of what I had become.

When I sat back on my heels, heart pounding, Stacy’s smile deepened. She lowered herself gracefully onto the pillow, settling as if it were a throne. “Good pet.”

The word cut through me. Pet. I shifted, uncomfortable, but also impossibly hot beneath the shame.

“Lesson three,” she said softly, leaning forward, her voice dropping to a near whisper. “Affirmation. I give the words. You repeat them.”

Her eyes held mine, steady, unblinking. “Say: I belong to you.”

My lips parted, but no sound came.

Her hand cupped my cheek, firm. “Say it.”

The humiliation burned in my chest, but I forced the words out, broken and quiet. “I… belong to you.”

Her smile was radiant. She stroked my hair like I was something delicate. “Good. Again.”

This time, the words came faster, though my face burned hotter. “I belong to you.”

“Again.”

“I belong to you.”

Each repetition felt heavier, more binding, until the phrase wasn’t just an echo but a truth settling into my bones. By the third time, my voice cracked—not with resistance, but with something frighteningly close to relief.

Stacy leaned down, her lips brushing mine in a soft, claiming kiss. “Lesson four,” she whispered against my mouth. “Gratitude.”

She straightened, her eyes gleaming. “Say: thank you for training me.”

I shook my head, mortified. “No, I can’t⁠—”

Her gaze hardened. “Yes. You can.”

My chest heaved. The silence stretched, suffocating, until at last I broke. “Th… thank you for training me.”

Her smile bloomed again, victorious and tender at once. She stroked my hair, her nails lightly scraping my scalp, making me shiver. “Good girl.”

The words made my stomach twist, made my cock throb painfully beneath the lace. I wanted to collapse, to cry, to run, to stay. The contradictions tore me apart, and yet beneath them all was a clarity I couldn’t deny: I was hers.

When she finally pulled me back up onto the bed, curling me against her body, my head resting in her lap, I realized the lessons weren’t just games or dares. They were reshaping me.

And worse—part of me wanted to learn more.
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THE PET OF THE HOUSE


Ithought her lessons had been the end of it. That after kneeling, after repeating those humiliating words until they stuck in my throat like truth, she would be satisfied—for a night, at least.

I was wrong.

By the next evening, Stacy was humming with mischief. She dressed me with deliberate care, layering soft silk and lace over trembling skin, tugging the wig straight, brushing powder across my cheeks until my reflection made me want to look away. Her touch was gentle, affectionate, but her eyes carried a spark of command that kept me still even when I wanted to beg her to stop.

“You’re ready,” she said finally, tilting my chin toward the mirror.

I barely recognized the girl staring back at me. A girl with flushed cheeks, glossed lips, wide eyes rimmed in mascara, her body shaped into suggestion by lingerie hidden beneath a borrowed skirt and blouse. My heart thudded so loudly I was sure it would give me away before I even left the room.

“Ready for what?” I asked, though I already dreaded the answer.

Stacy smiled, tugging me toward the door. “To serve.”

The common room was dim when we entered, lit only by strands of fairy lights strung across the ceiling. A handful of sisters lounged on the couches, sipping wine coolers and trading stories, their laughter rising and falling like a tide. Their eyes landed on me instantly.

“Ohhh, look who’s back,” one of them cooed.

My stomach dropped.

Stacy didn’t let me hide. She guided me forward, her hand firm at the small of my back, presenting me like a prize. “Girls,” she said smoothly, “meet our newest little helper.”

The word sent a shiver down my spine. Helper. Pet. I swallowed hard, wishing the floor would open beneath me.

The sisters smirked, their gazes sweeping over me in open appraisal. One patted the floor beside her feet. “Come here, sweetheart.”

I hesitated, my body frozen. Stacy’s nails pressed lightly against my back, sharp enough to make me move. My knees bent, silk pulling tight against my thighs, as I lowered myself onto the carpet at her feet.

“Perfect,” the girl murmured, her hand stroking absently through the wig like I really was some pet curled beside her chair. My face burned so hot it ached.

“She’s precious,” another giggled. “Look at those big eyes.”

“More like a deer in headlights,” someone else chimed.

Laughter rippled, warm and merciless.

“Fetch us some drinks,” one of them commanded suddenly, her smile sly. “Let’s see how well she serves.”

I froze again, humiliation crashing over me. But Stacy leaned down, her lips brushing my ear. “Do it,” she whispered. “For me.”

And so I rose on trembling legs, heels clicking across the floor as I carried their glasses to the kitchen, filled them carefully, and returned with the tray balanced in shaking hands. Every eye followed me, every giggle laced with amusement.

“Good girl,” one of them said as I set the drinks down.

The words pierced me, humiliating and addictive all at once. My body burned hotter than it should have.

The orders came quickly after.

“Curtsy for us.”

I blinked, certain I’d misheard. But their expectant smiles told me otherwise. Slowly, awkwardly, I pinched the hem of my skirt and bent into a trembling curtsy. Laughter bubbled, claps rang out.

“Again,” they urged, and I did it, lower this time, the wig falling forward over my cheek.

“Adorable,” one whispered, her eyes gleaming.

Then came the chores. Fetching napkins. Straightening pillows. Crawling on my hands and knees to retrieve a slipper someone had “accidentally” kicked across the room. Each task left me burning hotter, the silk whispering against my skin, the lace tight around my chest, the sound of their laughter ringing in my ears like applause.

Through it all, Stacy watched, her smile sharp, her eyes full of pride. When I faltered, she gave me the smallest nod, the gentlest squeeze of my hand, and I found myself continuing—not because of the sisters, not even because of the humiliation, but because she wanted it.

By the end of the night, I was kneeling again at her feet, my thighs aching, my face aflame, my body thrumming with a shameful heat I couldn’t suppress. Stacy stroked my hair idly, sipping from her glass, her fingers threading through the wig as though I truly were her pet.

“She’s a natural,” one of the sisters said.

“You should keep her around,” another laughed.

Stacy’s smile was radiant. She leaned down, her lips brushing the top of my head. “Oh, I intend to.”

And in that moment, surrounded by their laughter, kneeling in silk and lace, I realized with a dizzying mix of horror and exhilaration that I wasn’t just playing anymore.

I was their pet.

And worse—part of me loved it.
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MISTRESS’S CLAIM


By the time Stacy led me back to her room, I was trembling.

The sisters’ laughter still clung to me, echoing in the back of my skull. I could feel their eyes on me even now, imagined the smirks, the giggles, the conspiratorial whispers. My knees ached from kneeling, my throat felt raw from silence, and yet beneath the humiliation there was a pulse I couldn’t ignore—low, hot, steady, an ache that had followed me all night.

Stacy closed the door and locked it. The soft click seemed to sever me from the world outside, leaving only her and me and the wild thundering of my heart.

She leaned back against the door, watching me. Her smile wasn’t playful now. It was deeper. Hungrier.

“You were perfect tonight,” she said softly.

I shook my head, my voice breaking. “They laughed at me. They treated me like—like I wasn’t even⁠—”

“Like you weren’t a boy?” she finished, stepping forward, each step measured, deliberate. Her fingers caught my chin, tilting my face up until I had no choice but to meet her gaze. “That’s because you aren’t. Not anymore. Not here. You’re mine. My pet. My girl. And you loved every second of it.”

Her words pierced me. I tried to deny them, but my body betrayed me—the trembling, the heat, the shameful hardness straining beneath lace.

Her thumb smudged the gloss on my lips. “You obeyed. You served. You proved yourself. And now…” Her smile curved wicked and tender all at once. “…now I claim you.”

She pushed me back onto the bed. My body sank into the sheets, the wig spilling around my face, the chemise tugging up as she slid onto me, straddling my thighs. Her eyes glinted with triumph and affection.

“Look at you,” she whispered. Her hands smoothed slowly down my chest, over the lace that cupped me, lower still until her fingers pressed firmly over my shameful arousal. “Dressed for me. Trembling for me. Begging without a word.”

Her lips descended, hot and insistent, claiming mine. The kiss unraveled me, my arms pulling her closer even as humiliation burned hotter. She broke away only to murmur, fierce and certain: “Say it.”

My breath caught. “Say what?”

“That you’re mine.”

The words tumbled out, cracked and raw. “I’m yours.”

Her smile bloomed, radiant. She kissed me again, deeper, her tongue sliding against mine, her hand never leaving me.

“Good girl,” she breathed, her lips brushing my ear. “My sorority pet. Mine to dress, mine to train, mine to love.”

Love. The word shattered me.

My body arched into her touch, every ounce of resistance gone. I wasn’t pretending anymore. I wasn’t disguising myself to survive. I was surrendering—to her, for her, because of her.

She slipped away only long enough to open a drawer. I watched, dazed, as she pulled out something I recognized and dreaded: the harness, sleek black leather with a glistening toy strapped at its center. She caught my wide-eyed look and smirked.

“Lesson five,” she said, her smile slow and dangerous. “Reward.”

I shook my head weakly, shame tightening my chest. “Lexi, I⁠—”

Her hand pressed against my lips. “Shhh. You’ve earned this. You’ll take what I give you. And you’ll thank me after.”

She pushed me gently back onto the bed, my body sinking into the pillows. The chemise rode up as she straddled me, her eyes gleaming with possession. Her hand smoothed down my chest, over the lace stretched tight across me, lower still until her palm cupped the obvious bulge beneath my silky panties.

I jolted, my breath catching.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her voice a caress and a command all at once. “Good girl. Feel how much you want this.”

Her hand began to move, slow and deliberate, rubbing me through the damp silk. The friction was unbearable—too little and too much all at once—making me squirm beneath her as shame and pleasure tangled into one.

“You’re mine,” she murmured, leaning down to kiss my throat. Her lips trailed up to my ear, her breath hot. “Mine to serve drinks. Mine to kneel when I say. Mine to let my sisters laugh at while you blush and ache for me.”

Each word was punctuated with a firmer stroke, the silk clinging tighter, slicker, my hips bucking helplessly against her palm.

“Say it,” she demanded, her voice low, unyielding. “Say who you belong to.”

“I—I’m yours,” I gasped, the words breaking.

“Again,” she hissed, stroking harder now, her tongue flicking against my ear.

“I’m yours!”

The pleasure spiraled too fast, too hot, humiliation making it sharper. My thighs trembled, my hands clutched at the sheets, my breath came in ragged sobs as she whispered over me, relentless.

“You’ll serve me in private,” she breathed, her hand working me faster. “And you’ll serve them in public. You’ll be my pet, my doll, my sorority girl. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I whimpered, my body breaking apart. “Yes, I understand.”

“Good.”

The final rub sent me over the edge. I came with a muffled cry, spilling helplessly into the panties she kept stroking, her hand firm and claiming even as my body convulsed beneath her. The shame of it only made it sharper, hotter, more consuming.

When I collapsed back, trembling and spent, she gathered me into her arms, stroking my wigged hair, pressing soft kisses to my temple.

“You did so well,” she whispered. “I’m so proud of you.”

Tears pricked my eyes, though I didn’t know if they came from humiliation or relief. I buried my face in her chest, letting her warmth soothe the trembling aftermath.

In her arms, I wasn’t just a boy in disguise. I wasn’t just a pet.

I was hers. Fully.

And I had never felt more claimed.
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He thought it was just a joke. She knew it would change everything.

When Jack joins his girlfriend Vanessa for a beach vacation with another couple, he doesn’t expect anything more than sand, sun, and maybe a few flirty dares. But when Vanessa dares him to try on her bikini “just for fun,” Jack goes along with it… and something awakens.

The fabric clings to him in ways he never expected. The stares linger a little too long. And the praise from Vanessa—and her best friend Melissa—feels better than it should.

Soon, Jack isn’t just wearing the bikini. He’s shaving his legs, glossing his lips, and becoming their “beach babe.” But the more they tease him, the more he craves it. The more they touch him, the more he changes.

And when Vanessa finally shows him what girls like him truly deserve, Jack will have to decide if this was just a vacation fantasy… or the first step into a life he was always meant to live.
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He came to the festival to escape himself. What he found was the truth he’d never dared to speak.

At the heart of a dreamy spring equinox celebration, Jake stumbles into a strange, quiet artist’s tent. When she paints his face, something changes—not just his reflection, but his entire body. Softer, curvier, and feminine in ways that feel impossible… and yet so right.

Confused and trembling, she flees into the garden—and meets Lena. Lena doesn’t ask questions. She doesn’t stare. She sees her.

Together, they dance, laugh, kiss, and explore the sensual magic of a body reborn. As Jake becomes Jessa, she discovers a tenderness she never thought she’d deserve… and a love that makes her feel truly seen for the first time in her life.
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