
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Dare

Brad tapped his phone camera, flipped it to selfie mode, and grinned.

“Alright, alright, y’all asked for it. You dared me, so here we go. I booked the appointment.”

He flexed one bicep in the mirror behind him. The tank he wore was cut low enough to show the top of his abs and the swell of his pecs. He winked.

“Studio Femme,” he said in a sing-song voice, drawing it out like it tasted ridiculous. “They do, like, total makeovers. But not just your look. Your whole vibe.”

He sipped his protein shake, the strawberry kind with extra creatine.

“I’m gonna show up, play along, take a couple pics in a wig or whatever. Just for the content. No big deal.”

In the comments section, his followers were already lighting up.

“DO IT, BRAD.”
“You won’t.”
“Only if you come out in lip gloss.”
“Bet you’ll like it.”

He laughed. “Y’all are wild.”

He tapped the confirmation email one more time. The branding was soft. Pale pink, gold foil lettering. The logo was clean. Studio Femme, beneath it: Redefine. Realign. Reveal.

His appointment was for Saturday at noon.

He didn't tell anyone that part of him was actually curious.

It wasn’t the makeup or the clothes.

It was the mystery.

Studio Femme had no public client photos. No before-and-afters. No list of services. Just glowing reviews and a reputation for transformation so intense, it couldn’t be described. Only experienced.

Brad thought it was perfect clickbait.

And a part of him -- just a sliver -- wanted to know what it felt like to not always be the one in control.


Chapter Two: The Gate

Brad showed up in joggers, a cropped hoodie, and a backwards cap.

He held his phone up the whole time, narrating into the lens as he walked through the marble lobby. “Okay, y’all, I’m here. Studio Femme. Look at this place. Real fancy, real pink. Let’s see what they do to me.”

He expected a receptionist. A check-in counter. Maybe a welcome basket.

Instead, there was just one tall door at the end of a white hallway and a single woman waiting beside it.

She was still as glass. Platinum hair pulled into a tight twist. Heels. Cream silk blouse. High-waisted ivory trousers. No clipboard. No smile.

Brad lowered his phone just a little.

“You Brad?” she asked.

“Yeah. You’re…?”

“Isobel.”

Her voice was calm. Controlled. Soft but with zero give.

He nodded. “Cool, cool. So, what’s first? Wigs? Lashes? Y’all gonna turn me into Barbie or what?”

He chuckled.

She didn’t.

Instead, she stepped aside and gestured toward the door. “You came here to be polished. That begins when you step inside.”

He hesitated, eyes flicking toward the camera in his hand.

Isobel watched him.

He wasn’t sure why, but he turned it off.

Just for a minute.

Then he stepped through the door.

The room beyond wasn’t what he expected. It wasn’t pink. It wasn’t girly. It was clean, minimalist, scentless. The lighting was soft and even, the walls lined with mirrors. Not regular ones. Subtle, curved, designed to reflect posture more than features.

Isobel followed him in.

“No phones beyond this point,” she said. “You’re welcome to leave at any time. But if you stay, you listen. You follow. You learn.”

Brad smirked. “Got it. Whole vibe of obedience, huh? Is there a safe word or something?”

“You think this is funny.”

He shrugged. “A little.”

“You won’t.”

He raised an eyebrow.

Isobel stepped forward. She was taller than he’d realized. Not physically, but in presence. In stillness.

“You booked a consultation,” she said. “You’re here voluntarily. And that’s the only thing that matters.”

Brad nodded slowly.

“So what now?”

“Now,” she said, “you take off your hoodie. Tie your hair back. And stop slouching.”

She turned. Walked to the far door. Didn’t wait for him to follow.

And for reasons he didn’t fully understand, he obeyed.


Chapter Three: The Humble Strip

The dressing room looked more like a spa suite. Warm lighting, folded towels, and a blush velvet lounge chair in the corner. But it was the clothes laid out for him that made Brad pause.

Soft rose-toned lounge pants. A ribbed crop tank in butter yellow. Satin slippers. No logos. No compression. Just curve-friendly comfort.

A card sat on the bench beside them.

Remove your clothing.
Shower.
Wear the garments provided.
Flexing is not permitted in the mirror.

Brad picked up the crop tank between two fingers and grinned. “Y’all really going all in, huh?”

There was no camera now. No phone. Just the sound of warm water running behind a sheer curtain and the faint scent of something floral in the air.

He stripped.

Took his time, even though no one was watching.

The shower was strange. Wide, with no corners, and water that hit from every angle. He stood in the heat longer than he meant to, letting it press into his muscles, washing away the sweat, the sarcasm, the idea that this was still a joke.

He dried off slowly. The towels were soft enough to make him feel something. He didn’t want to think about what.

Then he pulled on the outfit.

The crop tank clung to his chest, the fabric so light it moved with every breath. The lounge pants hugged his thighs, loose at the ankle, drawing attention to the taper of his calves.

He looked at himself in the mirror and started to flex.

Then stopped.

There were no rules here. Not really. But something about the space made disobedience feel… clumsy. Less fun. Less cool.

He sat in the velvet chair, bare feet warm in the satin slippers, arms resting on the sides like he was waiting to be seen.

When Isobel returned, she said nothing for the first ten seconds. Just stood. Observed.

Brad didn’t move.

Finally, she stepped forward and ran her fingers gently along the hem of his crop tank.

“Already better,” she said.

He smiled, unsure why that pleased him so much.

“You're not being made to do this,” she reminded him. “You’re simply being invited to see how much of your strength was just tension.”

He didn’t answer.

She walked behind him. Lifted his hair. Tied it into a soft high ponytail with a satin ribbon.

Then handed him a small mirror.

He looked at himself.

And this time, he didn’t laugh.


Chapter Four: Training Redefined

The training room was long, white, and empty except for a row of mirrors and a low platform that ran down the center like a runway.

Brad stepped in slowly, still wearing the blush lounge pants and crop tank. His ponytail swayed against the back of his neck, and he kept adjusting it like it didn’t belong. But every time he pulled it tighter, it stayed.

A pair of heels waited for him on the platform.

They weren’t extreme. Just a soft nude color, barely three inches, with an open toe and a slender ankle strap.

Isobel stood at the far end of the room, hands folded in front of her, watching.

Brad approached the platform.

“You want me to put those on?”

“No one’s making you,” she said. “But if you’re here to learn control, start with your balance.”

He stared down at the shoes.

After a long moment, he stepped out of the slippers and picked them up. The leather was soft. The insoles padded. He sat on the edge of the platform and slipped them on. Right foot first, then left. The ankle straps fastened with a soft click.

He stood.

The shift was immediate. His calves tensed. His center of gravity moved. His spine straightened instinctively.

“Walk,” Isobel said.

He took three unsteady steps and laughed. “Okay, wow.”

She didn’t smile.

“Again.”

He turned and walked again, this time slower. Shoulders down. Arms at his sides. Not stomping... gliding.

“Don’t lead with your chest,” she said. “Lead with your hips. Your energy belongs behind your movement, not in front of it.”

He adjusted. Walked again.

“Better.”

He did it again.

And again.

The mirrors tracked him from every angle. The lounge pants skimmed his thighs. His ponytail bounced. The heels whispered across the floor.

Each lap became more fluid. He started to feel the rhythm, the curve of the step, the sway in his hips. Not exaggerated. Natural.

“Now stop at the end,” Isobel said. “Turn. Shoulders back. Chin soft.”

He obeyed.

“Put one hand on your hip.”

He hesitated, then did.

“Smile.”

He smirked.

“No,” she said. “Not that smile. A grateful one.”

That made something in his chest flutter.

He tried again.

The mirror showed a man who didn’t look like he was pretending.

He looked like he was figuring out something dangerous about himself.

And loving it.


Chapter Five: Body Worship

The vanity was lit from below, casting a warm pink glow across the bottles arranged like a ritual. Oils. Lotions. Serums. Everything in glass or crystal, labeled in gold script. The robe they left him today was shorter. Silk. Lavender. His name was still Brad. But it felt thinner now. Like it couldn’t hold as much weight.

He sat, slowly, in the pink velvet chair.

There were no instructions this time. No card. Just a single audio track that began to play as soon as he picked up the body oil.

Isobel’s voice.

“Today is not about performance. It’s about reverence.”

The mirror was larger than before, tilted slightly forward so he had to look up at himself. The light kissed his skin. His shoulders. His thighs.

“Begin at the ankles,” her voice said. “Massage slowly. With gratitude.”

He poured the oil into his palms. Warmed it. Touched his ankle with cautious fingers. Then began to work it upward. Calf. Knee. Thigh.

He was used to treating his body like a machine.

Now, it felt like sculpture.

By the time he reached his waist, his breath was shallow. His skin glowed. His robe had slipped open, hanging loose around him like a whisper.

“Say thank you,” the voice instructed.

Brad blinked. “What?”

“To your body,” Isobel’s voice repeated. “Say thank you.”

He hesitated.

Then placed both palms on his stomach. His abs were still there. Tight. Cut.

But softer now. Beautiful in a new way.

“Thank you,” he said quietly.

The words came easier the next time.

“Thank you.”

He said it again, this time with a smile.

His face, reflected in the mirror, wasn’t flexing. Wasn’t smug. Just… content.

He reached for the shimmer lotion next.

It went on like silk, leaving a barely-there sparkle across his chest, shoulders, and arms. He turned slightly to catch the way it lit his skin.

He looked like he’d been brushed with light.

The final step was a dusting of pink body powder across his collarbone, then a spritz of something warm and floral that clung to him like memory.

He stood.

His robe slipped off his shoulder.

He didn’t fix it.

He leaned into the mirror.

Smiled.

And whispered, with no hint of irony -- 

“Damn, she’s pretty.”


Chapter Six: The Softening Hour

The chair in front of the affirmation mirror was lower now. Candy pink. Covered in velvet. The space around it was quiet except for the gentle pulse of ambient music. Rose-tinted lights warmed the walls.

Brad sat, freshly lotioned, lip gloss already slick on his mouth. A pale pink ribbon held his ponytail high, and a long silk camisole clung to his frame like it had always been meant to.

He didn’t squirm.

He liked the way he looked sitting down like this.

The mirror flared softly to life. Across its surface, a single glowing word appeared:

Sweet.

Then Isobel’s voice played through the speakers.

“Let’s begin,” she said, her tone low, warm, and close. “Soften your shoulders. Touch your throat. Feel the center of your voice.”

Brad obeyed.

“Repeat after me,” she said. “My voice doesn’t need to prove anything.”

“My voice doesn’t need to prove anything,” he echoed, slower, rounder.

“Let it melt.”

The next line scrolled across the mirror.

I speak gently. I speak slowly. I sparkle.

He read it aloud, then again, each repetition taking more weight out of his tone. The consonants softened. The vowels stretched.

The third line came in script so curvy it looked like a signature.

Bella doesn’t shout. Bella purrs.

Brad hesitated.

He didn’t have that name yet.

Not officially.

But it shimmered in the mirror, like an invitation he couldn’t ignore.

He whispered it.

“Bella doesn’t shout. Bella purrs.”

The moment he said it, his voice caught on something warm in his throat. Like honey.

The mirror pulsed with approval.

“Again,” Isobel’s voice said. “Make her real.”

“Bella doesn’t shout,” he said again. “Bella purrs.”

He caught his reflection. Bare shoulders, glossed lips, ponytail gently moving with every breath. He smiled.

The next line was shorter.

I’m not hard. I’m polished.

He leaned forward, lips close to the glass, and let the words glide out of his mouth like perfume.

The speaker clicked off.

The lights dimmed.

And Brad -- no, Bella -- sat in silence, not needing anything else.

Just her name.

And the way it shimmered in her mouth.


Chapter Seven: Attitude Adjustment

Bella clicked down the hallway in glossy white kitten heels, hips leading, lips shiny from her second coat of gloss. The camisole hugged her chest, and her matching lounge shorts fluttered with each step. She looked perfect.

And she knew it.

Too much.

When she passed one of the assistants in the lounge, she flipped her ponytail and gave a little smirk. “No touch-ups needed today, babe. I’m basically finished.”

The assistant didn’t answer.

But later that afternoon, when Bella entered her usual affirmation room, it wasn’t soft pink anymore.

It was chrome.

Cold, mirrored walls. A hard-backed stool in the center. A tray of tools she didn’t recognize. Stretch bands, small weights, a corset with hook-and-eye closures running the full length.

A note sat on the stool in clean, black ink.

Polishing isn’t perfection.
And sparkle without submission is just noise.

Her glossed lips parted.

Then she rolled her eyes.

“Okay. Fine.”

Isobel’s voice played overhead.

“No sass today, Bella. You’ll move when told. Speak when invited. If you smirk, we start over.”

Bella put her hands on her hips. “Is this supposed to be punishment or choreography?”

A pause.

Then: “Both.”

The music began. Low tempo. Measured.

“Strap in.”

Bella eyed the corset, then stepped into it. Laced. Tightened. Snapped her waistband into place with more force than necessary.

“Stand tall.”

She stood.

“Heels higher.”

She adjusted.

“Repeat the phrase: Bella isn’t a brat. She’s a gem.”

Bella scoffed.

“Again,” the voice said, firmer now.

She rolled her eyes, then said it flatly. “Bella isn’t a brat. She’s a gem.”

The lights dimmed.

“Again.”

She blinked. Sighed.

“Bella isn’t a brat. She’s a gem.”

“Now glide. Hips. Shoulders. That’s it.”

The music built. She walked the perimeter of the room, mirrors multiplying her every move. The corset pulled her upright. The heels made her steps deliberate. Every sway, every blink, every breath became a performance.

And the longer she moved, the more her bratty edge dulled. Not disappeared, just refined. Pointed inward, polished like chrome.

When the lights finally brightened again, she was breathless. Glowing. Her lips had lost their pout. Her eyes had gone soft.

“Final line,” Isobel said.

Bella doesn’t roll her eyes. Bella bats her lashes.

Bella blinked. Then smiled sweetly.

“Bella bats her lashes,” she whispered.

And this time, she did.


Chapter Eight: Bella Emerges

The dressing room had changed again.

This time, it glowed.

Racks of clothes in blush, white, coral, and lilac wrapped the walls like petals. In the center, a platform of pale marble and a full-length mirror, softly backlit. A nameplate sat on a low stool, waiting to be claimed.

Isobel was already there. Poised, patient, notebook in hand.

“You’ve come a long way,” she said. “Now it’s time to decide who arrives on the other side.”

Bella stood barefoot in her robe, fingers grazing the edge of her thigh. She looked at the stool. At the nameplate.

Bella Starr

Isobel traced her finger over the nameplate. “It means beautiful. Strong. It’s been circling you since your first step in heels.”

Bella smirked. “And Starr?”

“Because of how you enter a room.”

Bella Starr. It hit instantly.

“Bella doesn’t sweat,” she said out loud, turning toward the mirror. “She glistens.”

Isobel arched an eyebrow.

“Bella doesn’t try,” she added with a toss of her ponytail. “She arrives.”

The words fell out easy now. Like they’d always been waiting.

She strutted to the platform, robe parting as she moved. At the top, she turned slowly, one leg in front of the other, a hand resting lightly on her hip.

She caught her reflection.

And grinned.

“I’m Bella Starr.”

The lights around the mirror pulsed like a camera flash.

Isobel stepped forward and fastened a rhinestone necklace around her neck.

Bella


In perfect script, glinting against her collarbone.

She touched it. Let her fingers linger.

“I don’t think I want to go back,” she whispered.

Isobel’s voice was calm.

“You already haven’t.”


Chapter Nine: The Studio Pass

The envelope was small and white, sealed with a pink wax stamp shaped like a heel.

Inside, one card:

Bella Starr
Access Approved
Studio Femme: Internal Training Suite
Dress Code Strict. Attitude Soft.

Bella clutched it with both hands and grinned. She was still in her satin robe, still fresh from affirmations, her lips freshly glossed in strawberry shimmer. The idea of a gym inside Studio Femme had always been a rumor. She hadn’t asked. She’d waited.

Now she was ready.

The suite was hidden behind a mirrored wall at the end of a quiet corridor. When the doors opened, Bella gasped.

It wasn’t a gym.

It was a cathedral to softness.

The floors were blush pink rubber. The machines were curved, pale, and silent. Dumbbells came in lavender and rose gold, no higher than five pounds. Each mirror was backlit and slightly angled to capture flattering lines. A fragrance diffuser misted something like coconut milk and orchid petals.

She stepped inside, ponytail bouncing, heart racing.

A mannequin displayed the dress code: matching pink sports bra and high-waisted shorts, trimmed with lace. The tag had her name already stitched inside.

Bella Starr

She squealed.

The assistant at the counter handed it over with a clipboard and a soft smile.

“Rule one,” she said. “No grunting. Only soft noises. Purrs, if possible.”

Bella bit her lip.

“Rule two: Posture before pressure. You lift for shape, not power.”

Bella nodded.

“Rule three: Always reapply gloss after cardio.”

She laughed. “Obviously.”

The dressing room had full-length mirrors and gentle music. Her reflection glowed. Hair up in a high bow. Sports bra snug. Glossed lips. Cheeks warm. She turned. Posed. Winked.

She didn’t lift heavy that day.

But she stretched.

Posed.

Glided between machines in heels that had no business being on a treadmill, but she made it work.

At one point, she passed her own reflection and whispered, “Bella Starr doesn’t sweat. She sparkles.”

And she did.


Chapter Ten: The Test

The outfit was laid out on a velvet chaise in her suite: a blush pink sports bra with a tiny rhinestone heart between the cups, high-waisted leggings in soft sculpting mesh, a white cropped zip-up hoodie, and glossy nude sneakers with satin laces.

On top, a card written in Isobel’s looping hand:

Today, the world meets Bella.
No code to crack. No mask to drop.
Just walk. Just smile. Just sparkle.

Bella dressed slowly.

She’d worn tighter. Flashier. But this was different. Every piece hugged her like it had been sewn for her body specifically. Her gloss shimmered with a soft mauve tint. Her ponytail sat high and firm, curled into a perfect bounce.

She didn’t even hesitate at the door.

The driver said nothing when she climbed into the back seat.

The gym was only eight minutes away.

She felt every second.

She stepped out of the car slowly, clutching her rhinestone water bottle like it was a clutch. The sun kissed her shoulders.

She walked through the glass doors of the gym she used to train in.

And every head turned.

Some looked curious. Some surprised. One man whispered, “No way…”

She didn’t shrink.

She smiled.

And walked to the front desk.

“Checking in,” she said, voice light, almost musical.

“Name?”

“Bella Starr.”

The girl behind the desk blinked. Then smiled slowly.

“You look amazing.”

“Thank you,” Bella purred. “I feel even better.”

She did her stretches on the pink mat near the window. She chose lighter weights, higher reps, and made sure every movement flowed.

She didn’t grunt. She didn’t rush.

She posed. Glowed.

At one point, she caught sight of herself in the mirror.  High ponytail swaying, cheeks blushed, waist tight, and that signature glint in her eye.

She whispered, “Bella Starr.”

And for the first time in her entire life, gym or not, she felt like she owned the room.


Chapter Eleven: Bella Starr, Certified

The studio lights were already on when Bella walked in.

The training room had been transformed. Mirrors wiped spotless, the floor polished to a shine, and a single silver platform waiting in the center. On it: one crystal stand with a velvet box. A rhinestone badge glinted from inside.

BELLA


in pink script, edged in stars.

She bit her lip to stop from smiling too early.

Three assistants waited at the edges of the room, dressed in pale gray. Isobel stood at the far wall, arms crossed, expression unreadable, but her eyes followed every step Bella took.

Bella’s heels clicked softly as she crossed the floor. She wore a custom leotard in ballet pink, sheer panels at the waist, and matching heels that laced up her calves like ribbons. Her lips were glossed in peach. Her ponytail was wrapped in a bow so big it bobbed like punctuation.

The music began. Slow. Sultry. Familiar.

She didn’t need choreography.

She just moved.

She stretched her arms, arched her back, rolled her shoulders with the grace of someone who had spent hours polishing every step, every look, every pout. Her walk wasn’t just confident. It was performed. She hit her mark at center, bent one knee, and let her hands drift over her own waist like a caress.

No flexing.

Just form.

She turned. Tilted her chin. Batted her lashes.

Not for attention.

For approval.

When the music stopped, she stood tall, chest rising and falling with pride.

Isobel stepped forward slowly, heels muffled by the silence.

“You came in looking for attention,” she said softly. “Now you command it.”

Bella held still.

Isobel lifted the velvet box, removed the badge, and gently pinned it to the center of Bella’s chest.

It sparkled against her skin like it had been waiting there all along.

“You are certified,” Isobel said. “Not just pretty. Not just pink. Polished.”

Bella looked down at the badge.

Then up at Isobel.

Then smiled.

“Thank you,” she said, voice feather-light.

“Say it,” Isobel replied.

Bella turned toward the mirror. Hands on her hips. Legs crossed at the ankle. Lashes low.

“I’m Bella Starr.”

The name glowed back at her.

And she didn’t just believe it.

She owned it.


Chapter Twelve: Power in Pink

The door to Studio Femme’s sunrise suite opened with a soft chime.

Inside, five new clients sat nervously in pastel robes, legs crossed, hands folded. None of them spoke.

Then they heard it.

Click. Click. Click.

Heels.

A moment later, Bella Starr entered the room.

Head high. Waist cinched. A tight pink latex pencil skirt hugged her curves, paired with a cropped white blouse tied into a bow. Her lips gleamed with rose gloss. Her ponytail bounced with each step.

She didn’t walk in.

She arrived.

“Good morning, dolls,” she said sweetly, turning slowly so her presence filled the room.

No one spoke. They just stared.

She smiled, pleased.

“My name is Bella,” she continued, “and I’ll be leading your daily affirmations and posture training. If you’re here to be strong, bold, and unforgettable…” -- she winked --…then we’re going to get along just fine.”

She gestured to the mirror wall behind her.

“Let’s start with softness.”

She clicked to the front of the room and turned to face them, arms outstretched.

“Repeat after me,” she said. “I don’t need to prove anything. I just need to glow.”

Their voices were uncertain, but hers was steady.

“I am strong. I am soft. I am sparkle.”

She turned to the mirror. Met her own reflection. Adjusted her gloss with a single fingertip.

Then whispered, “Bella Starr doesn’t follow. She floats.”

Isobel stood quietly outside the room, arms folded.

She didn’t interrupt.

She didn’t need to.

Bella Starr had arrived.

And she was here to stay.
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