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Erotic discipline and obedience training: Themes include servitude, psychological conditioning, and the surrender of personal agency.

Gender identity exploration: In a fictional and hyper-stylized manner, it engages with identity, performance, and transformation.

Reader discretion is strongly advised. If you are drawn to darkly elegant tales of submission, identity reshaping, and the erotic thrill of obedience, this anthology is for you.


The Maid Contract

Daniel closed his laptop with a dry sigh. The metallic click seemed to seal not just another useless day of apartment hunting but also his hope of finding something that wouldn’t leave him broke by the third of the month. His inbox was a mix of automated rejections, unaffordable prices, and shady ads written in all caps. 

Then he saw it. 

“Furnished apartment in central location. All utilities included. Negotiable price. Only for responsible individuals committed to household order. Special contract.”

It sounded too good. It sounded like a trap. But it also sounded like salvation. Daniel couldn’t even afford the deposit for a shared dump on the outskirts, and this listing came with real photos: gleaming hardwood floors, marble countertops, an LED-lit bathroom, a king-size bed, even a small terrace with plants that looked freshly watered. 

He replied without thinking. 

The response came in less than an hour—quick, polite. They scheduled a viewing for the next day and, if he liked it, to sign the contract. Daniel showed up in his old hoodie, his student backpack, and an anxiety well-disguised as youthful indifference. When he arrived, an assistant opened the door and led him to a spacious, sunlit living room. They offered him tea. They smiled. 

“If you agree, here’s the contract,” the assistant said, placing a thick folder on the table. 

It was long. Extensive. Legally impeccable, it seemed. Daniel skimmed the first few pages: cohabitation clauses, responsible use of furniture, respect for house rules. Nothing strange. 

He signed. 

He didn’t notice clause 7.3: 

“The tenant agrees to perform all household duties while dressed in attire appropriate to their role as a maid.” 

The apartment was a dream. Daniel spent his first night sprawled on the plush bed with a goofy grin, surrounded by the scent of clean sheets and expensive fabric softener. He cooked pasta in a kitchen straight out of a TV show, stored his things in spacious closets, showered under a powerful stream that massaged his neck as if it knew exactly where it hurt. He felt like a millionaire. He felt saved.

The illusion lasted exactly until the following afternoon. 

There was a knock at the door—three delicate yet firm taps. Daniel opened it and found himself face to face with an imposing woman. Tall, slender, dressed head to toe in black, her hair pulled back into a flawless bun, her lips blood-red as if they had never known a smudge. 

"Good afternoon, Daniel," she said in a measured, elegantly British voice. 

"Miss Eliza?" he stammered, surprised. 

"In the flesh. I came to give you a formal welcome... and to deliver your uniform."

"My what?"

She stepped inside without asking, with the confidence of someone who already owns everything beneath her feet. Under her arm was a white box tied with a black satin ribbon. She set it on the sofa with theatrical delicacy. 

"The contract was very clear," she said, turning around with her hands clasped behind her back. "You agreed to perform household duties... dressed appropriately."

Daniel laughed—a short, nervous, halting laugh. "I thought it was a legal joke. One of those absurd clauses."

"Everything was recorded," she replied, turning a tablet toward him. On the screen: him, signing, saying, "I fully agree." His voice clear. His signature bold. "Not to mention legally placed cameras in the apartment. This is a fully binding agreement."

Daniel swallowed. "But... I... no..."

"You want the apartment, don’t you?"

"Yes..."

"Then put on the apron."

He opened the box. Inside, neatly folded, was a French maid’s uniform: white lace, glossy black fabric, shoulder ribbons, a small apron at the center. On the sides—stockings with garters, black patent heels, a chestnut-brown wig with soft waves... and a small basic makeup set. 

"This is ridiculous," Daniel muttered—though he didn’t take a step back.

“It’s not ridiculous if it gets you a luxury apartment just for wiggling that cute little ass while you vacuum,” Eliza said, barely smiling. “Besides… you can quit if you want. Of course, we’d terminate the contract. Release the recordings. And charge you retroactively—full price—for the rent you’ve already enjoyed.”

Daniel pressed his lips together.

Then, slowly, he picked up the uniform.

Eliza sat watching him, tea in hand, her gaze unwavering as he clumsily pulled off his T-shirt, then his pants, standing there in his underwear. The fabric of the uniform was light, its silky chill raising goosebumps on his skin. Pulling up the stockings cost him more dignity than he thought he had left. The heels wobbled under his weight. The apron barely covered the middle of the dress.

When he put on the wig, Eliza clapped softly. “Oh, darling, you look adorable… I’ll call you Dani from now on.”

“This isn’t real…” he murmured, staring at his reflection in the hallway mirror. The long legs, the short dress, the face that no longer looked like his own.

“Of course it’s real, sweetheart. Welcome to the job. We’ll start with the bathrooms. Then, polishing the furniture. And when you’re done, you’ll come show me your nails. I want them perfect.”

Daniel—Dani—tried to walk without looking like a caricature. The heels squeaked against the wood.

Eliza stopped him before he reached the bathroom.

“One last thing,” she said, rising. She stepped close, lifting his chin with a cold finger. “Femininity isn’t improvised. It’s trained. So every step, every cleaning, every bend of your body… will be part of your education.”

Dani only nodded, his skin burning under the delicate fabric of the uniform.

The first mornings were the hardest. The alarm clock’s blare tangled with the lace brushing against Daniel’s thighs—or rather, Daniela, as Eliza made sure to call her, especially while inspecting the apron’s starching with the precision of a Victorian governess.

“You can’t serve breakfast with crooked stockings,” she’d say, examining every seam as if appraising a work of art.

Daniela tried to walk through the kitchen as she’d been taught: small steps, heels firmly planted, no dragging her feet. But sometimes her ankles trembled, and the clatter of dishes became a constant threat.

“Chin up. Maids never look at the floor. Only guilty girls do,” Eliza said, teacup in hand, watching from her favorite armchair like a queen on her throne.

The tasks were simple on paper: clean the bathrooms, dust the shelves, keep the house gleaming. But each had its aesthetic protocol—sweeping with a straight back, never bending the knees “like a lazy boy”; scrubbing with soft, elegant motions, no scowling or huffing.

And always, always, in full uniform: white lace, a dress so short it rode up at the slightest bend, garters snug, and a wig brushed each morning until it shone.

The lessons in femininity never relented.

“Walk with grace. Imagine a rose between your thighs, and you don’t want to crush it,” Eliza instructed as she watched Daniela cross the hallway, hands clasped over her apron.

“When serving tea, the wrist curves like this—not as if you’re throwing a ball,” she corrected, balancing a book on Daniela’s head while she poured, demanding perfect poise.

One afternoon, after finishing the living room, Eliza approached silently and traced two fingers down her maid’s sweaty face. With her thumb, she wiped away a smudged streak of makeup.

“Much better,” she murmured. “You’ve got potential, darling. You just need to shed that masculine clumsiness.”

Daniela swallowed, her heart pounding beneath the corset. She hated herself for what she felt when Eliza spoke like that. But even more… she hated what she felt when she was corrected.

The day she forgot to clean the bathroom was the first with an official punishment.

Eliza stepped into the washroom, eyed the fogged mirror, then turned on her heels with deliberate slowness. Daniela was in the kitchen, washing dishes with a smile that froze the moment she heard her name.

“Come here. Immediately.”

Daniela obeyed, shrinking into the room, hands folded tight over her apron.

“Do you find this acceptable?” Eliza asked, pointing to the grimy rim of the sink.

“No, Miss Eliza…”

“And yet, here we are. Tell me—should I punish you like a rebellious little girl?”

Daniela lowered her head. “If you deem it necessary…”

Eliza sighed with feigned exhaustion. “You asked for it.”

Five minutes later, she was on her knees in the living room, wearing a pink thong, an open notebook before her.

“I must not forget my household duties. Being a maid requires discipline.”

Thirty times. In pink ink. In cursive.

“Back straight,” Eliza commanded from the sofa. “And not a single complaint, or it’ll be sixty.”

The thong shifted subtly with each movement, leaving her backside half-exposed, sensitive to the brush of the air conditioning. Daniela wrote, breath hitching, feeling something inside her tighten with every line… and it wasn’t just frustration.

Another day, for using the wrong tone of voice, she was made to balance two books on her head while dusting the furniture with a feather duster. Every time a book fell, Eliza noted something in a small notebook.

“Each drop adds five minutes tomorrow,” she murmured. “Perhaps one day you’ll learn to move as you should.”

And the worst—or perhaps the most delicious—came when she complained about cleaning the balcony in the rain.

Eliza crossed her arms, her voice never rising. “You’ll take out the trash. Just like this. Full uniform. Heels. And if I see you scowling, I’ll record a video and upload it to the house’s private cloud.”

The trash weighed little, but the humiliation weighed like lead. Daniela walked down the building’s hallway with her heart racing, praying no neighbors would step out. Her thighs trembled, the stockings clung to her damp skin, and the icy air crept under her skirt.

Yet she returned with flushed cheeks, hardened nipples beneath the corset… and a smile on her lips.

Eliza was waiting at the door.

"Did you enjoy yourself, precious?"

Daniela didn’t answer. She just lowered her eyes.

"I knew it. Sometimes boys need a tight corset to remind them of their duties," Eliza whispered, gently tugging at the laces of hers, tightening it another inch. Daniela gasped softly, feeling pleasure twist together with shame like perfectly fitted lingerie.

Mornings were no longer torture. Daniela woke before the alarm, wrapped in her own perfumed sheets, her head resting on a silk pillowcase, her legs brushing against the delicate whisper of white stockings. Before rising, she would lie there for a moment, staring at the ceiling, a faint smile playing on her lips as she pondered which eyeshadow to wear that day.

Her reflection in the mirror no longer felt like a stranger.

She applied her makeup with increasing precision, mastering liquid eyeliner with a skill she never imagined she’d possess. She learned to put on false lashes without her eyes watering, and her lips—once dry and indifferent—now glistened daily with a different gloss. Her walk was firm, fluid, free of the clumsy wobbles of those first weeks. The laundry list now bore a signature in elegant cursive, complete with a heart over the *i*: Daniela.

Eliza, of course, delighted in every bit of progress. And that Friday, she decided to reward it.

"You’ve earned yourself a little gift, sweetheart," she said with a crooked smile, placing a box on the bed.

Daniela looked at her, eyes wide, lips slightly parted.

"For me, Miss Eliza?"

"Open it."

Inside lay a new uniform. Shorter. The corset, tighter. The lace, finer, with a barely concealed slit at the side, discreetly draped with a satin bow. The stockings were sheer, the garter adorned with a tiny bell that chimed at the slightest movement. At the bottom of the box—a thong with an embroidered bow.

"Will I look pretty in this, Miss Eliza?" Daniela asked, her voice trembling with excitement.

"Darling…" Eliza stroked her cheek. "You’ll look perfect."

That same day, the doorbell rang. Daniela, already dressed in her new outfit, hid behind the door with a mix of shame and excitement. Eliza gently pushed her forward.

"It's your delivery. You go. Be a good maid."

"Like this? In this?"

"Of course, darling. What kind of maid would you be if you can't even greet a delivery boy?"

Daniela opened the door with her heart racing. There he was—the delivery guy: young, tall, arms defined from the day's labor, his tight shirt hinting at the lines of his chest. His gaze swept over Daniela without restraint, lingering on her legs, then her painted lips.

"Sign here?" he asked, half-smirking.

Daniela nodded and took the pen delicately, signing as Daniela while her skirt barely covered what it needed to. Eliza, watching from down the hall, made a small gesture with her hand, like a mischievous blessing.

"Give him a tip. One he won't forget."

Daniela swallowed hard. The delivery guy didn’t move when she took his wrist and guided him inside, into the hallway. She closed the door behind them. No words were spoken.

She knelt.

Her hands trembled as she unzipped his pants. The bulge was undeniable. Eliza watched from a distance, a wine glass in hand, her eyes gleaming with pleasure.

The guy let out a shaky breath when Daniela’s lips wrapped around him—hot, wet, unintentionally skilled. Her false lashes stuck together with involuntary tears as she focused, stifling moans between soft sucks and quiet gasps.

"Fuck… that’s… shit," he groaned, bracing himself against the wall.

Daniela served him with devotion, between delicate gags and saliva glistening on her chin. The tiny bell on her garter jingled with every movement, and the delivery guy, his hand tangled in her wig, finished with a deep, punched-out groan.

She swallowed without hesitation.

When she stood, the guy stared at her as if unsure whether he’d dreamed it.

"Thanks," Daniela murmured, stepping away almost lightheaded.

She leaned against the wall, breathless. Eliza approached, smiling.

"So proud of you, princess. More of a maid every day."

It was a Saturday afternoon. Daniela was dusting the dining room, feather duster in hand, skirt shorter than usual, lips freshly glossed cherry-red, when the doorbell rang insistently. She turned to ask Eliza—but her mistress was already at the entrance.

"Oh? Were you expecting guests, Dani?"

"Me? No... not that I remember..."

Eliza opened the door.

"Hey! I’m looking for Daniel. Does he still live here?" asked a familiar male voice.

Mark. His lifelong friend. The one who shared beers and video games, the one who’d never suspected, the one who couldn’t—who shouldn’t—see her like this.

Daniela went pale.

"Relax," Eliza whispered in her ear. "Let’s play. You’ll serve him as a maid. Dare to see if he recognizes you?"

Daniela froze.

"Trust me. If you don’t do it, I will. But I doubt I’ll be as… delicate with him."

Daniela swallowed hard and nodded slowly.

When Mark stepped inside, he was greeted by a timid, blushing maid—movements restrained, voice soft. She didn’t say her name. Just:

"Welcome, sir."

Mark raised an eyebrow. "And you are…?"

"An assistant. Mr. Daniel isn’t available at the moment," Daniela murmured, her voice slightly higher than usual. "But I can serve you a drink, if you’d like."

Mark grinned. "Uh… yeah, sure. Tea?"

Daniela served as she’d been taught—perfect posture, curves accentuated beneath the apron, a coy glance that spoke louder than words. Mark couldn’t take his eyes off her. With every passing minute, he leaned in closer. Laughed a little too loudly. Let his fingers linger when she handed him the sugar.

After a few drinks Eliza had conveniently slid onto the table ("A toast to life’s little surprises"), Mark stood, swaying slightly, and closed the distance between them.

"You’re… really fucking pretty."

Heat flooded Daniela’s cheeks.

Mark tilted her chin up. She barely managed a weak shake of her head—but then his lips were on hers, warm and demanding, stealing her breath. At first, she froze. Then… she surrendered.

The kiss deepened. His hands gripped her waist, lifting her onto the dining table like she weighed nothing. Her skirt rode up effortlessly, stockings slipping. A whimper escaped her as Mark’s fingers traced higher, then paused—

"You’re… uh. Wow."

Daniela tensed. "I-I’m sorry, I—"

But Mark just grinned. "Nah. It’s hot."

And kissed her harder.

He pushed her back against the polished wood, tugged the thong aside with one rough pull, and—with a groan that vibrated against her throat—filled her in a single, claiming thrust.

"Ahhhn—! F-fuck…!"

Her back arched off the table, corset digging into her waist just right, heels dangling as her legs locked around his hips. Every snap of his hips blurred shame and ecstasy, submission and awakening. Smudged mascara streaked her cheeks—tears from pleasure or shattered pride, she couldn’t tell.

Mark panted against her neck. "So tight… Christ, you feel—"

All she could do was sob. "Yes—yes, ohh—please—!"

Eliza watched them from the hallway, smiling, a glass in hand, her expression that of a woman deeply satisfied with her creation.

The month ended before Daniela even realized it.

Chores were no longer duties—they were rituals. She woke before dawn, showered with floral soaps, shaved her legs with meticulous care, and applied her creams in gentle layers, like a painter caressing a masterpiece. She did her makeup without guidance now—precise eyeliner, just the right blush, lips always ready to kiss or please, as required.

She dressed with delight. Not in haste, but with ceremony: first the lingerie, then the stockings, then the corset she’d learned to lace herself with practiced hands. She chose her uniform based on the day, all designed by Eliza—some modest, others provocative to the point of indecency, all lace and bows, all meant to make her movements seen, admired, desired.

Male visitors became frequent. Neighbors, delivery men, Eliza’s friends. They all knew. They all looked at her the same way. Daniela no longer hid. She served them in short aprons and long lashes, bending gracefully, offering trays, smiles, or her mouth—if that was what was expected. And afterward, she’d kneel with damp cheeks, smudged makeup, and a heart swollen with obedience.

She was happy.

Eliza summoned her to the parlor that morning. Daniela entered in her formal black uniform: a short skirt with white trim, a square neckline edged in lace, a thong barely visible if one knew where to look. Her makeup was flawless, lips red, the wig’s hair pinned back with two heart-shaped clips.

On the table lay a new contract.

"Your trial month is over, darling," Eliza said, seated elegantly, silk-stockinged legs crossed. "You’ve exceeded every expectation."

Daniela smiled, lowering her gaze. "Thank you, ma’am."

"You could leave if you wanted. Take back your name, your life, your boring boy clothes."

Daniela looked up, confused—almost hurt.

"But you could also stay," Eliza continued, gesturing to the document. "This contract has no expiration date. You’ll pay no rent, no utilities, nothing. In exchange, of course… you’ll be my full-time maid. At my service. And available to the men I authorize."

Daniela fell silent. Then, with a shy but sure smile, she walked to the table—the soft chime of the bell between her thighs marking each step. She picked up the pen with her perfectly manicured fingers, twirled it for a moment… and signed:

Daniela.

A heart over the *i*. A rouge kiss at the end.

Eliza stood, closed the distance between them, and caressed her cheek. Then, slowly, her hand trailed down—over her neck, her corset—until two fingers lifted Daniela’s chin.

"Now you’re truly mine. Completely."

Daniela nodded with a soft exhale, eyes glistening.

"Faithful maid…"

"My little doll."

"My slut."

Eliza smiled.

That night, Daniela entertained three men. She didn’t ask their names. She simply knelt, as a good maid should, opened her mouth without protest, then her legs when Eliza commanded. The hallway mirror showed her afterward: smudged, disheveled, stockings askew, lips swollen from moaning, pink nipples exposed through her unbuttoned blouse.

And a smile.

She knew who she was. She knew what she was for. And she wanted no other life.

A full-time maid. An obedient little slut. The perfect pet.

And above all…

Happy.
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Sissy for Sale

Nick never thought he’d get caught. Every time he slipped into those black lace panties or painted his lips in front of the bathroom mirror—door locked tight—his heart pounded like a drum. The lingerie was hidden in a metal box at the back of his closet, buried under piles of old clothes and college textbooks. That was where his other life slept, the one nobody knew about.

He had a small makeup kit—pink lipstick, light foundation, a pair of fake lashes—and a handful of selfies taken with a timer, always with his face slightly tilted, lips parted, eyes playful. No one knew about his other self. No one was supposed to know.

Until Valentina, his girlfriend, opened the drawer.

Nick found her sitting on the bed, the box open in front of her. In her hand was a white lace bra and a printed photo. In the photo: him—blonde wig, painted lips, the shy look of a little slut. Valentina wasn’t saying a word. She was smiling.

Nick froze. His stomach dropped like a stone.

“I… I’m sorry. Really, Val. It’s… it’s not what—”

She raised a hand. “Shh.”

Silence.

Then Valentina stood. She walked toward him, lifting the bra between her fingers like she was inspecting a boutique garment.

“So my boy wants to be a doll.”

Nick didn’t know what to say.

She leaned in, her whisper hot against his ear:

“Let’s do it right.”

From that day on, Nick stopped choosing his own clothes. Valentina took control of every outfit, every shade of lipstick, every pair of stockings. Her voice was soft but unyielding—like a governess with a firm hand.

“Baby pink today. It’s adorable on you.”

“The heels, sweetheart. Yes, I know they hurt. That’s part of the charm.”

Within a week, Nick was no longer Nick in the mornings. He was Nicole—from the moment she woke up in satin nightgowns until she fell asleep with her skin dusted in lavender talcum powder. Valentina applied her makeup with meticulous care, brushing her wig while sharing stories about models, elegant women, and ex-boyfriends who “never looked half as pretty as you, my love.”

She enrolled her in posture classes. Nicole walked with books balanced on her head, a pencil skirt hugging her hips, and a corset cinched tight. In diction lessons, she learned to soften her voice, lift her inflections, sigh instead of whine. To laugh like a lady. To gesture with limp wrists.

“Dolls don’t complain,” Valentina reminded her, tightening the corset laces. “Dolls smile.”

Nicole smiled. Even when her thighs ached from practicing sitting just so, legs pressed together. Even when her nipples chafed against the scratchy lace of her bra. Every discomfort became part of the pleasure. Every humiliation, an unspoken confession.

One evening, as they watched an old movie about starlets on a cushion-strewn sofa, Valentina traced her fingers over Nicole’s stockinged thigh.

“Want to try something new, princess?” she whispered.

Nicole nodded without hesitation.

Valentina produced a sleek new box. Inside lay a pastel-colored dildo, soft to the touch, and a small bottle of vanilla-scented lube.

Nicole’s breath hitched. Valentina held it up like an offering.

“Real dolls learn to please, not just look pretty.”

“I… I don’t know if—”

“Don’t think. Just feel,” Valentina murmured, guiding her to the bed.

She laid Nicole on her back, legs parted, stockings rolled down to her knees. Kissing her inner thighs with agonizing slowness, Valentina slicked her fingers with lube. Nicole trembled, her pulse fluttering, as the cool gel turned feverish under Valentina’s touch.

“Breathe, my love. Let yourself open. This little toy will be your best friend.”

First Time Was a Whisper. The Second, a Moan.

The dildo slid in smoothly, pushed slowly by Valentina as Nicole whimpered in a voice she’d never heard escape her own throat before.
"Ahhh… V-Val…"
"That’s it. My good, obedient doll," she murmured, moving it in slow, deep strokes, one hand on Nicole’s hip, the other tracing teasing circles over her lace-covered chest. "Can you feel it changing you, sweetheart? There’s almost nothing left of my boy now…"

Nicole moaned, eyes fluttering, lips parted.
"More… please…"
And Valentina smiled—that glint in her eyes, the look of someone who didn’t just shape, but owned.

At first, their outings were timid. Nicole’s pulse would race just stepping into the hallway of their building. But Valentina was an expert at soothing fears.
"Everything’s fine, gorgeous. No one’s looking at you wrong… and if they are, it’s because they can’t look away."

They dined in distant neighborhoods where nobody knew Nick. Nicole—in her snug dresses, lace stockings under her coat, and glossy raspberry lips—learned to eat delicately, to hold her wineglass without raising her pinky like a parody, to say "thank you" in a honeyed voice with just the right flutter of her lashes.
Valentina corrected her with subtle gestures and rewarded her generously: kisses, caresses, praise that made Nicole’s heart race like a lovestruck schoolgirl.

But then came the night they stopped hiding.

Valentina took her to a bar in what she called "the alternative scene." Red lighting. Air thick with perfume and desire. Slow, sensual beats, bodies dancing without shame. Nicole walked in with her heart in her throat. Her black dress barely covered her ass. Her makeup was flawless, her lashes dramatic. And underneath it all… she wore no panties.

"Tonight, you’re not Nick playing dress-up," Valentina whispered. "You’re Nicole. Body and soul."

After a couple of drinks, she took her hand and led her to the back of the bar. A black curtain. A hallway bathed in purple neon. And at the end—a room with a chipped door, and in the center… a wooden wall with a single hole.

Nicole Stopped.

“What… what is this?”

Valentina smiled. “A glory hole.”

“That’s a real thing?” Nicole whispered, swallowing hard.

“Very real, and very educational,” Valentina replied, slowly lowering the zipper of Nicole’s dress. “Today, you’ll learn a new lesson.”

Nicole dropped to her knees without being told.

The hole was at the perfect height. Soon, a bulge appeared on the other side. Thick. Heavy. Pulsing.

Valentina knelt behind her, lips brushing her neck as she whispered: “Don’t think. Dolls don’t think. They just serve.”

Nicole closed her eyes.

The first lick was shaky. Then firmer. Her lips parted, her tongue swirling in slow circles. The muffled groans from behind the wall were proof enough. Nicole wrapped her painted lips around the shaft, sliding, sucking, letting the stranger’s thrusting hips guide her.

“Good girl…” Valentina purred, stroking her neck. “Suck like your life depends on it.”

Nicole obeyed. She worshiped with devotion, tears in her eyes, her mouth full of man and her soul trembling with pleasure and shame.

The climax came fast—unexpected, scalding. It flooded her throat and nose. She tried to swallow, but a trickle escaped down her chin.

Valentina wiped it with a finger and pushed the stray drop back into her mouth.

“Swallow. Don’t spit. Dolls don’t waste.”

Nicole whimpered, submissive, drenched in her new identity.

The next morning, as Nicole slept with her legs splayed and her damp thong still tangled around her ankles, Valentina stepped onto the balcony with her phone.

She dialed a number.

“Hello? Yes. Everything’s going according to plan.”

She laughed softly, careful not to wake her little maiden.
"Remember when I thought I was dating a man? Turns out I got stuck with a pathetic little slut instead."

Silence on the other end.

"Does it disgust me? Obviously. But wait till you see what I have planned... She deserves it for lying. For pretending to be someone she’s not."

Another low laugh.

"Yes, exactly what you’re imagining. I’ll give you the details later."

She hung up.

When she returned to the bedroom, Nicole was stretching, her pink nightgown riding up to her waist, her face still creased from sleep.

"Good morning, princess."

"Mmmh... what time is it?"

"Time to make you beautiful. Tonight’s your debut. A party just for you."

Nicole sat up, equal parts nervous and excited. "Really?"

Valentina pulled a gift box from under the bed.

"Your presentation dress. Red. Fitted bodice, open back, with a slit to show off those perfect legs of yours."

Nicole opened it carefully. The dress looked like something from a movie—luxurious, shimmering, indecent. Her eyes glistened.

"This is... for me?"

Valentina sat her down and began applying makeup with surgical precision.

"Tonight, everyone will see how exquisite you really are."

She styled her hair in loose waves, fastened long earrings, and finally... the collar. Slim, snug, with a small metal plate.

Nicole touched it, curious.

"What does it say?"

Valentina smiled.

“You’ll find out tonight.”
Nicole lowered her head, blushing, happy. Her entire life—her entire transformation—had led her here.
And she had no idea it wasn’t a party.
It was an auction.

The venue was no ordinary hall. Nicole knew it the moment they entered. The lights were soft, golden, like in an art gallery—but instead of paintings… there were dolls. Living ones. Sissies in lace and flawless makeup, trans girls with exaggerated hips and swollen lips, feminine sluts dressed as if to serve champagne but ready to offer so much more.

Nicole shuddered. Not from fear. Something else. Something between awe and desire. The others watched her with shy, knowing smiles or bowed heads, like perfect slaves.

A low stage with a red divan at its center. An auction podium. A screen flickering to life with names: Carmilla, Baby Doll, Princess Jen, Pet.

Valentina took her hand and kissed her cheek.
“You’ve become the perfect doll,” she whispered, voice rough with feigned pride. “Now it’s time for someone to value you as you deserve.”

Before Nicole could reply, the acts began.

First, Carmilla: a bronzed-skin sissy, lips painted violet, corset creaking from its tightness. She was placed on her knees before a muscular man in a Venetian mask. Without being asked, Carmilla pulled down his pants. The audience clapped softly.

“Suck it, slut,” someone called from the shadows.

Carmilla obeyed, closing her eyes as she swallowed that thick cock glistening under the lights. Wet sounds filled the air—shhlop, shhlp, glck glck glckkk—like a lewd melody. Her tongue swirled, red lips smeared with spit.

The man came fast, down her throat. But it didn’t end there.

They bent her over the divan. Her stockings ripped as he yanked up her hips. Two sharp spanks. Then, without warning, he penetrated her. Violently. Hungrily.

“AAAHHhh—f-fffuck! AAHNNn—!”

The moans were raw, wet, real. The sound of flesh slapping, asscheeks bouncing, broken whimpers filled the hall. Carmilla cried and laughed at the same time. The audience clapped calmly, like at an art auction.

Then came others. A girl with pigtails, penetrated by two men at once. Another riding a fat stud, bouncing as her collar jingled. Each one showed the same thing: submission, pleasure… and desire fulfilled.

Nicole’s heart raced. Her legs turned weak. Her sex pulsed under the red thong.

And then—her name on the screen:

Nicole.

She tried to speak. Tried to step back. But Valentina was already beside her.

Her legs buckled. She tried to scream, but Valentina gently covered her mouth, like soothing a fussy child.

“Shhh. Don’t think. Just feel. And smile, dollface.”

She helped her onto the stage. The divan was warm. The lights settled on her skin, on her tight dress, on the flawless makeup Valentina had applied so carefully. The crowd whispered. The numbers on the screen climbed fast.

$8000. $9500. $11,000…

Nicole knelt, thighs clenched, heart pounding in her temples. She was exposed. Displayed. Sold.

And wet.

The first man didn’t give his name. Big. Sun-kissed skin, chest thick with hair, his erection already straining against the open black robe. He stepped closer, slow. Nicole looked up at him, lips trembling, eyes glistening.

He stood wordless before her.

Valentina leaned in from behind and whispered: “Show them why you’re fetching such high bids.”

Nicole opened her mouth.

The cock slid in easily. Hot, salty, heavy. Her tongue danced around it, sucking with devotion, with surrender. Glurp, slurp, mmmfff, slurppp… The audience sighed to the rhythm. The stud groaned, fists tangled in her wig.

Nicole moaned even with her mouth full.

When she felt him hardening, she tried to prepare her throat. But there was no time. He flooded her mouth like a shockwave. Load after load. She choked, swallowed, spat out some that dripped onto her own cleavage.

Valentina wiped her chin with a tissue, tucking a stray curl behind her ear.
“Ready for more, aren’t you?”

The man flipped her onto her back on the couch. Hiked up her dress, tugged down her thong.
Nicole looked up at him.
“You... you’re gonna...?”
“Yeah, slut. I’m gonna fuck you in front of everyone.”

And he pushed in.

Slow at first. Forging a path with his thickness, his heat. Nicole screamed, arched her back, felt her soul splinter into moans.
“AAAHhhn—ohhh... p-please... ahhh... aaaaAAAHHH...”

The alpha’s hands gripped her waist, his body driving forward, hips slamming against her ass. Each thrust deeper. Nicole sobbed. But she didn’t want him to stop.

The pleasure was real. The shame, transformed into fire.

Her orgasm hit without permission, without direct friction—just from the internal pressure, the exquisite pain of slow, loving rupture.
“OH—OH FUH-FUCK... AH—AHHNNN!!”

She moaned like a whore.

And in that instant, she understood. There was no turning back. She was Nicole. A doll. A little crossdresser slut.

And she loved it.

The screen froze abruptly.

$35,000.

A soft murmur rippled through the audience. Nicole, still sprawled on the couch—legs spread, skin glistening with sweat and cum—barely breathed. Her body trembled, chest rising and falling slowly, lips parted and wet with traces of the alpha who’d just used her.

And yet… she smiled.

The spotlights swung toward the buyer. A middle-aged man, olive-skinned, in an impeccable gray suit with gold accents, his expression as serene as a monk surrounded by sin. He walked to the stage with measured steps, trailed by two silent, steely assistants dressed in black.

He climbed up, bowed slightly.

Then lifted her chin with two fingers.

Nicole blinked, her eyes still glistening with tears and smudged makeup.

He spoke in a rich, elegant accent, soft as a silk handkerchief.

“You’ll be my princess,” he murmured, so close she felt the warmth of his breath. “You’ll never have to think again.”

Nicole gasped, a quiet sigh barely audible. Something in those words broke her… or completed her. Her gaze dropped unwillingly, obedient. The weight of total submission settled over her like a velvet cloak. Not cold. Not forced. Natural.

She spoke just one word—but with an almost childlike smile:

“Thank you.”

He nodded.

As the assistants dressed her, tightening a new white satin thong, wiping away the last traces of her performance with warm cloths, Nicole turned her head. At the back of the hall, near the buffet, stood Valentina.

She wasn’t alone.

A man had his arm around her—broad-chested, square-jawed, the kind of alpha who never lowers his voice or asks for permission. Valentina laughed, amused, her wine glass raised, one hand resting on the obvious bulge in her companion’s pants. He whispered something in her ear; she tilted her head, smiling like a satisfied goddess.

Nicole watched her with devotion.

Their eyes met. For an endless second.

Valentina didn’t look away. She grinned openly. A suppressed laugh. Almost cruel.

Nicole didn’t look away either.

Valentina tilted her glass toward her—a silent toast.

And then Nicole was led off the stage. Her heels echoed against the platform. The lights faded behind her. Her hips, now perfectly balanced, swayed to the rhythm of the soft music. Her collar chimed. Her thong accentuated the small bulge that still throbbed beneath.

Two men opened the back door of the hall.

The limousine waited.

Nicole paused before entering. She glanced back one last time—at the hall, the lights, the laughter, the stained couch where she’d been used and sold. The place where Nick had died and Nicole had been born.

A tear rolled down her cheek.

But it wasn’t sadness.

She stepped into the limousine with a sigh. One assistant handed her a glass of lemon water. The other draped a feathered coat over her bare shoulders. The Middle Eastern man sat across from her, legs crossed, smiling with calm assurance.

“You’re safe now. No more decisions. Just existence. As my treasure.”

Nicole nodded, whispering:

“Yes, Sir… I’m yours.”

And the limousine pulled away.

Leaving behind a false life.

Sealing the eternal beginning of her new existence: obedient princess, perfect doll, sold sissy… and happy.
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Sissy After School

Professor Del Valle’s office always smelled of gardenias and old paper. There were no fluorescents—just a lamp with a red velvet shade, its light casting long shadows over the shelves packed with leather-bound books. The room was decorated as if it belonged to a different era, where the rules were different—more elegant, more strict.

Mark entered with uncertain steps, his body tense beneath his denim jacket. He knew why he was there. He also knew there was no way out.

The professor was waiting behind the desk, wearing thin-rimmed glasses and that tight hairstyle that seemed part of her skin. Her gaze was sharp, almost indulgent.

“Mark,” she said, crossing her legs slowly, the heel of her shoe making a toc that echoed too loudly for the small room. “Do you know why you’re here?”

He nodded, staring at the floor.

“You’ve failed three essays. Your reading quiz average is… depressing. And this is the last semester before they review your scholarship application.”

“I know, Professor. I’m... trying.”

She tilted her head, as if observing a butterfly with broken wings.

“No, Mark. You’re not trying. You’re surviving. Crawling, afraid someone will find out you don’t know how to fly.” She leaned in slightly. “But maybe… maybe, there’s a solution.”

Mark looked up. He said nothing. The professor slowly removed her glasses.

“I could offer you private lessons. After school hours. Not the usual kind. They’ll be... a little different.”

He swallowed. “What kind of lessons?”

She smiled for the first time.

“Expression. Transformation. Presence.”

“Will that make me pass?”

“If you do exactly what I ask, no questions, no resistance... then yes. You’ll pass.”

There was a heavy, fragrant silence that slid into the corners of the office like sweet smoke. Mark didn’t know why, but he felt a knot in his stomach. It wasn’t fear. Not exactly. It was... anticipation.

“Alright,” he murmured.

She nodded, satisfied.

“Then I’ll see you tomorrow. Six sharp. Bring well-moisturized lips.”

“The... what?”

“The lips, Mark. Nothing works if they’re chapped.”

He left confused. But not by the request.

By the warmth he felt in his cheeks.

The next afternoon, Mark arrived on time. There was something different in his walk. He didn’t notice it, but it was there: his steps were shorter, more restrained, as if afraid to step out of place. His hair was combed more carefully than usual, and he wore a fitted T-shirt he would’ve once thought too thin.

The professor was standing this time, next to a tall chair in front of an old mirror.

“Sit.”

He obeyed.

“Today we’ll start with reading aloud,” she said, placing a book of poems on the stand. Then she opened a small velvet case and took out something that made Mark frown.

A tube of lipstick.

“What’s that?”

“Part of the exercise,” she said, unscrewing the cap with the elegance of an actress. “We’re going to work on your voice. Your expression. Your... projection. And for that, I want you to feel every word in your mouth.”

She offered him the tube.

Mark looked at it. Took it. Hesitated.

“No one’s ever painted your lips before?”

“Of course not.”

“Then begin. If you want to pass, of course.”

His fingers trembled as he brought it to his face. The first stroke was clumsy, shaky. But the color spread across his lower lip with a softness he hadn’t expected. He looked at the mirror without wanting to see himself. A tingle ran down his spine.

“Like that,” the professor murmured. “Now the upper one. Slower.”

He obeyed. His lips gleamed under the red lamp light.

“Now, read this poem. You look purer when naked.”

Mark’s voice came out softer. More nasal. Almost trembling.

“You don’t have to sound like yourself, Mark,” she said, stepping behind him. She lifted his chin with two fingers. “I want you to sound like what you could be.”

He looked at her through the mirror, his lips painted, his cheeks red. His throat worked dryly.

She stepped back and took out a notebook.

“Straight posture. Back upright. Hips relaxed. Mouth open while reciting. As if preparing to kiss... or for something more.”

Mark swallowed.

And read.

By the third stanza, his legs were crossed. He didn’t know when it had happened. The lipstick was slightly smudged. His voice sounded sweet, almost androgynous. The professor smiled in silence.

“Very good,” she said, approaching with something new.

Mark barely had time to see the cylindrical shape, the soft plastic, the wide base.

“Is that...?”

“Silence, Mark. Works of art don’t question the artist. They simply allow themselves to be shaped.”

And she placed the small plug on the table next to the mirror.

She didn’t say he would use it today.

Only that it would be there.

Waiting.

And Mark didn’t protest.

He didn’t leave.

He didn’t look at her with anger.

He just lowered his gaze.

And in silence… touched his painted lips with the tip of his finger.

It was in the third week that everything changed.

Until then, the extra sessions had a strange but bearable air: reading, posture, vocal exercises with lipstick, gentle corrections and symbolic punishments. But that afternoon, Emily locked the door. The click sounded different.

Mark turned with a trembling heart. Emily smiled with that dangerous look of someone who’s already won but hasn’t collected the prize.

“Today,” she said, placing a bag on the desk, “you’re going to do more than read poetry. Today you’re going to dress as you should.”

“What is that?”

“The only way you can pass my class.”

Mark stood still.

Emily opened the bag. From it she pulled out lace lingerie —white thong, padded bra, garter belt— and then a tight blouse and a pleated skirt that clearly didn’t belong to any school uniform. Finally, the heels: black, pointed, intimidating.

Mark stepped back half a step.

“I can’t... I’m not going to—”

“You can’t pass without this,” Emily interrupted, her tone still sweet but sharp. “You’re brilliant, Mark. But not as you are. You’ve already shown that. Every time you speak with your trained voice, every time you walk with that sway... You’re not just a student. You’re a student in the making.”

Mark swallowed. The air suddenly felt hot. Or his skin too exposed.

“I’m not... a woman.”

“No. But you can look like one. And look better than many.”

Silence.

Mark lowered his head.

Emily stepped closer. “Do you want the scholarship or not?”

Mark’s body trembled.

“Take off your jeans.”

The first time he saw himself in the mirror, fully dressed, it was like witnessing a sin made real. The thong hugged him just right. The bra clung with a false tenderness to his still-flat chest. The skirt didn’t quite cover everything. And the heels... made him walk as if his hips were begging for attention.

“Tell me your name,” Emily said, sitting on the edge of the desk.

“Mark,” he whispered.

A sharp thud of the pointer on the table startled him.

“Tell. Me. Your. Name.”

The lipstick already shone on his mouth.

“…Marina.”

“That’s right. My student. My star sissy.”

From then on, every class began with a transformation. Emily demanded details: perfume behind the ears, shaved legs, a bra stuffed with pink cotton. Doll posture, sweet voice. Reading only in a skirt.

Protesting was pointless. Every time he tried, Emily would read a section of the contract or simply show him the envelope with the final grade. The grade was there. Only if she showed up.

Soon, Mark stopped resisting.

Soon, Marina began to smile.

One afternoon, Emily closed her laptop with a soft snap and looked at Marina with that smile that signaled irreversible changes.

“We have a new opportunity for you.”

Marina was adjusting her garters, sitting on the edge of the couch, the heels dangling from her fingers as she swung her feet.

“What kind of opportunity?”

“You’ll participate in my evening group classes as part of a cultural immersion program. You’ll be Marina, an exchange student.”

Marina blinked. “Exchange what? Emily, that’s already... too much!”

“No. That’s called commitment,” Emily said, raising an envelope. “Here’s your grade. Already signed, already sealed. All I have to do is submit it.”

“So...?”

“So you just have to keep being my star sissy until the end of the semester.”

Marina opened her mouth, closed her eyes, and took a deep breath.

“What if someone recognizes me?”

“You’ll wear glasses. I’ll change your voice if necessary. And trust me, no one looking at those legs in that skirt is going to stop and think it’s you.”

And that’s how it went.

The first group class was a reading circle on Victorian authors. Marina sat among five students. All new. No one blinked. No one asked.

One of them offered her tea afterward.

Another said she “had an exotic accent.”

And when the class ended, Emily winked at her.

“You did perfect.”

Marina smiled with her lips closed, feeling her thong was damp. Not from fear. Not from shame.

From something else.

From feeling desired. From being liked. From existing.

And when she came back the next day, she was the one who chose which blouse to wear.

How to walk.

And what name to say.

“Marina.”

And no one doubted it.

The first group classes were an unbearable mix of tension, butterflies, and damage control.

Marina arrived on time. Always with her wig neatly brushed, her uniform carefully fitted—pleated skirt to mid-thigh, white blouse with a pink bow, long socks, and a notebook covered in cat stickers, glitter, and motivational quotes written in cursive.

No one recognized her.

No one looked for Mark.

They only saw a new girl—quiet but elegant—who spoke in a soft, polite voice, who took notes in perfect handwriting, and who smiled with a sweetness that disarmed even the most sarcastic in the group.

“When I’m Marina,” she wrote one afternoon in the margin of her notebook, “I’m not the boy who kept failing. I’m someone... who is wanted.”

After a few classes, a small group approached.

Two girls with thick eyeliner and instant-best-friend energy. A couple of guys who always found excuses to sit near her. And him: Thomas—the most handsome, with broad shoulders and a charming laugh—who held the door for her and called her “princess” like it cost him nothing.

One afternoon, after class, one of the girls suggested:

“Let’s grab some drinks! There’s a bar nearby! Marina, you coming?”

Marina hesitated.

But just then, Emily appeared at the door, folder under her arm, one eyebrow raised.

“It’ll do you good to go out, doll,” she said. “Learning to socialize is part of the program.”

“Is it... mandatory?”

“Highly recommended,” Emily smiled. “And remember: you’re here to bloom.”

The bar had warm lights and a small dance floor. Marina sat shyly at first, legs crossed, sipping her drink slowly, laughing only with her hand over her mouth. But soon, the music, the heat, the laughter... melted her.

One of the girls pulled her to dance. Then came a guy. Another.

Until Thomas took her by the waist, confidently. Lifted her in his arms, laughing, and spun her. Marina squealed—a high, genuine giggle that never would’ve come from Mark. When she landed, her hands were on his chest, her eyes wide.

“What are you doing?” she whispered, breathless.

He looked at her closely.

“Emily told me.”

Her heart stopped.

“Told you... what?”

“That you’re special,” he said, caressing her cheek. “That there’s a boy underneath. But I swear I don’t care.”

Marina was speechless.

“In fact…” Thomas said, and kissed her.

A warm kiss, unhurried. A kiss that felt like an open door. His tongue found hers, his hands slid down her back, one squeezed her skirt.

Marina closed her eyes. And thought of nothing else.

Only how good it felt.

The following weeks were a swirl of classes, stolen kisses, and a tension that grew like a carnivorous flower.

Marina no longer came just to learn. She came to wait for him. Thomas started arriving earlier. He greeted her with a wink. Sometimes he left a pressed flower between the pages of her notebook. Sometimes, he just watched her while she wrote, and Marina felt like she was melting.

And Emily… Emily knew everything.

One morning, the professor arrived half an hour late. Marina was alone in the classroom, reviewing poetry.

Thomas came in. Closed the door behind him.

Marina turned, nervous. “You shouldn’t...”

He approached. Sat on the desk. Looked at her.

“You haven’t taken that uniform off in weeks, have you?”

She looked down. Her painted lips trembled slightly.

“Because I don’t want to.”
“Do you want this?”
“I don’t know…”
“I do,” he said.
And he unbuttoned his pants.

Marina dropped to her knees as if she’d rehearsed it. Her skirt rode up, her stockings pressed against the floor. His cock was hard. Big. Eager. As if he’d been waiting for her just as long as she’d waited for him.

“You know how to do this?” he murmured, stroking her wig.
“Emily taught me to use my mouth for more than reciting.”
And she opened it.

The first touch was pure fire. Marina wrapped her lips around him like it was part of her final exam. She moved with rhythm, with style, drooling without fear, using her hands to caress the base, her tongue to tease the tip. Thomas gasped, his fingers gripping the back of her neck.

“Fuck… Marina…”

Gluck. Gluck. Mmmnnn. Schlupp.

The sounds filled the empty classroom. The door still barely ajar, just a centimeter open.

When he came—with a low, guttural moan—Marina swallowed without hesitation. Wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. And smiled.

Thomas stroked her cheek.
“You look happier like this.”
She nodded.

And right then, Emily appeared in the doorway, a folder under her arm.
She didn’t say a word.
Just closed the door softly.
And smiled too.

Thomas’s car smelled of new leather and pent-up sex. The fogged-up windows trembled faintly to the rhythm of moans, the creaking suspension, and the slick, rhythmic sound of bodies colliding in the back seat.

Marina lay on her back across the reclined seats, her skirt hiked up to her waist, her stockings rolled down to her ankles. Her thong—pink, damp, adorned with a ridiculous little bow—dangled from the rearview mirror. Thomas gripped her hips, thrusting hard, panting against her perfumed neck.

“Ahhhnn—yes... f-fuck, Thomas... more... aahhnnn…”

“You love it, don’t you? My little crossdresser slut...”

“Yes—yes, I’m yours... I’m your doll, ahh—your bitch...”

Marina’s voice was a wet, broken whisper, a melody of pure submission. Every thrust jolted her body, made her legs shake. The car filled with the scent of sex, saliva, floral perfume, and human heat.

Thomas leaned over her, licking her neck, squeezing the sides of her corset, groaning low:

“God... you drive me crazy, Marina... you’re perfect…”

“Yes, yes... fuck me... fuck me harder... give me everything, I want... I wanna feel it all...”

He growled, and she felt him harden even more. The final thrusts were deep, deliberate, as Marina arched her back with a ragged moan, tears smearing her mascara.

When he finished, spilling inside her without pulling out, Marina bit her lip to keep from screaming. She felt the heat flood her, the delicious internal pressure, their shared pulse. Her whole body shuddered.

Thomas stayed on top of her for a moment, breathless, then kissed her shoulder tenderly.

“I can’t believe you’re mine.”

Marina laughed softly, her face pressed against the leather seat, her lips still glossy from the earlier blowjob. Her makeup, smeared. Her skin, sweaty. Her soul, euphoric.

“I always was.”

Fifteen minutes later, Marina walked into the faculty bathroom, head held high, skirt freshly straightened, thighs still sticky. She looked at herself in the mirror.

The lipstick was ruined. The mascara had smudged down to her cheeks. A bite mark bloomed on her neck.
She pulled her makeup pouch from her backpack with a smile.

In silence, she wiped away the dried tears. Reapplied her lipstick—ruby red. Darkened the eyeliner. Adjusted the wig. Finally, she looped her lanyard around her neck:

Marina Delgado
Academic Assistant — Literature Department

She sighed.
And smiled.

Behind her, Emily appeared in the doorway. A folder in hand, an expression that needed no words.

“Ready, princess?”
“Always.”

And with steady steps, heels clicking like a mantra, Marina walked out of the bathroom.

This wasn’t a costume.
Wasn’t a lesson.
Wasn’t penance.

It was her.

And class was about to begin.
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The Aunt’s Lesson

The news traveled through the corridors of Langley Manor with the speed of a whisper in church: young Edmund, heir to the family name and fortune, had been caught snooping through the maids’ drawers… with a garment between his fingers.

Not just any garment.

A petticoat—white as a lily and still warm from the body that had worn it.

They found him with the fabric in his hands, lips parted, eyes closed as if in a profane prayer. When he opened his eyes, the housekeeper was already staring at him, jaw clenched and rosary dangling from her fist.

Edmund’s mother—the ever-proud Lady Marjorie Langley—did not scream. She did not cry. She merely remained silent throughout breakfast, stirring her tea without sipping it, until the porcelain gently rattled against the saucer.

“Edmund,” she said, without raising her eyes, “you’re going to leave this house.”

At nineteen, with flawless skin and tousled blond hair like a character from a novel, he didn’t quite understand.

“Pardon, Mother?”

“You’re leaving. To your Aunt Jane’s estate. This house is no longer safe for your… inclinations.”

“Mama, it was a mistake. I was just—”

She raised her hand. “A Langley doesn’t soil himself with excuses. He cleans himself with discipline.”

She placed an envelope in her handbag, stood up, and walked to the door with the bearing of a queen sending her son into exile.

“Perhaps your aunt can teach you what it means to be a lady… since you seem so interested in the clothing of one.”

The letter was sent that same afternoon.

Lady Jane Ashcroft replied with a single line:

“Send him to me.”

Rosewell Hall was not a country estate in the vulgar sense.

It was a place suspended in time. A manor scented with aged lavender, polished wood, and the perfume of women left on pillows. The maids moved as if floating, their hair braided flawlessly, their petticoats always stiff with starch. The clocks chimed with gentle notes, and the hallways were so vast that any whisper echoed like a secret.

When Edmund stepped down from the carriage, his long coat trailing behind him, he was greeted by a woman who seemed not to have aged since the portraits of her youth.

Lady Jane was tall, upright, with pale cheeks and lips red as a stage actress’s. Her voice struck a perfect balance between tenderness and threat.

“Welcome, Edmund,” she said, taking his hands. “This shall be your home while you… reflect.”

“Mother overreacted,” he murmured, lowering his gaze. “It was a stupid joke. Nothing more.”

Jane studied him carefully, as if reading the curve of his jaw and the subtle tremor of his wrist.

“Darling, if it was a joke… why were you sleeping with a petticoat under your pillow?”

He went pale.

“There’s no need to lie. At Rosewell Hall, we don’t punish desires. We… refine them.”

Jane led him by the hand through the halls. The walls were adorned with golden frames holding portraits of women with fine eyebrows and stern gazes. Mirrors in every corner. Tapestries of women in gardens. A piano played softly from the next room.

His room was delicately decorated—muslin curtains, an ivory comb on the vanity, a high canopy bed with embroidered sheets.

“Don’t take this the wrong way, Aunt, but… isn’t there a more… masculine room?”

Jane smiled.

“Masculinity is something one must earn. In the meantime, this setting will better suit your… interests.”

The next morning, Edmund had breakfast with tea in a porcelain cup, dressed in a velvet robe and embroidered slippers. The maids glanced at him—not with mockery, but with a measured curiosity.

In the afternoon, Jane handed him a book on etiquette.

“Read aloud. With pauses, with sweetness—like a proper young lady.”
“What?”
“Do you have anything better to do, Edmund?”
And so he did. Sitting on the sofa, back straight, while his aunt knitted without looking at him, Edmund recited lines about feminine grace, the art of sitting properly, and how to lower one’s head when being greeted.
That night, he dreamed he was wearing a corset.
And he woke up… soaked.

Lady Jane greeted him the next morning with a small box wrapped in ribbon.
“A little improvement to your robe. It’s a nightgown. Silk. Cooler, softer. You’ll love it.”
“I can’t…”
“Of course you can. Here, the decisions are already made. All you need to do is obey.”
Edmund said nothing.
But that night, he slipped into the nightgown with the lights off.
And when he looked at himself in the mirror, he felt something strange.
As if he wasn’t alone.
As if someone—a new voice, an improved version—whispered:
Stay like this, just a little longer.

It was on a rainy afternoon, with the windows fogged up and the scent of violets drifting through the corridors, that Lady Jane lost—though with absolute composure—her patience.
She entered her most private dressing room unannounced. It was not customary to do so, because no one—absolutely no one—was allowed in there.
And yet, there was her nephew.
Standing, half-turned toward the oval mirror, his cheeks blushed with dark rouge and her black corset—reserved for the most formal dinners—tight around his torso.
The lace gloves reached up to his elbows.
The lipstick still dangled from his trembling hand.
And his tongue, timid but hungry, passed over his painted lips as if savoring some exquisite crime.

Jane did not scream.
She simply closed the door.
And stood there, staring at him with a look of such cold disappointment it made Edmund’s blood freeze.

“I asked for discipline,” she said, crossing the dressing room with firm steps, “and you repay me with vulgarity.”
“Aunt, no... I didn’t…”
“It’s not just the clothing, Edmund. It’s the disobedience. The betrayal of trust. The childish selfishness of a thief who thinks himself a lover.”
“I only wanted to feel what it was like...”
“Oh, darling,” Jane said, circling him, her heels clicking against the marble floor, “if you’re so fascinated by my things…”

She stopped in front of him, lifted his chin with two fingers.
“…then you shall live as if they were yours.”

A breath broke in the air.
“With everything that implies.”

There was no dinner that night.
Only silence.
And the next dawn—
The final transformation.

He woke in a room that was not his.
The vanity had a mirror lined with soft bulbs, bottles of perfume, and a brush set neatly arranged.
The bed was smaller, crowned with a tulle canopy. And on the chair in the corner, carefully laid out, a complete outfit: modern corsetry shaped for a vintage silhouette—black lace, satin garter belt, lace stockings, a high-waisted skirt, and a sheer blouse with a starched collar.
On top of it all, a handwritten card:

“Good morning, Evangeline. —Your aunt.”

There was no lock on the door from the inside.

And it made no difference.
From that day forward, Edmund ceased to be Edmund.
Lady Jane instructed him with surgical precision: etiquette lessons at dawn, sewing and penmanship practice, voice and posture exercises with books balanced on his head. His tongue had to soften. His gestures, refine. His back, straighten. Every complaint was met with a raised brow and a sharp remark:
“Gentlemen complain. Young ladies… adapt.”

She cut his hair.
Not short. Not cruelly. With style. A perfectly structured bob, defined curls held by silver hairpins.
She waxed his legs, arms, chest.
“Your body, darling, must be as soft as your manners.”

And each afternoon, she dressed him herself.
The corset was tightened by expert hands—more with each passing day. The undergarments chosen were always items he had once stolen—the lace a maid had wept over, the blouse he had once tried to sniff in secret—and now they were both his punishment and his uniform.
“Every garment you stole shall now be part of your daily attire, dear niece.”

Evangeline—because he was no longer Edmund once he wore that skirt—had to practice curtsies before the mirror. Speak in the third person. Take tea without clinking the spoon. Read the ladies’ journal every morning and write within it appropriate reflections.

“Today Lady Jane praised my posture. My waist has reduced by half an inch. I feel lighter. More proper. More… real.”

On the third day, Evangeline cried while wearing her first afternoon dress.
Not because it was humiliating.
But because the skirt swayed when she walked. Because the lace brushed against her thighs. Because her reflection in the mirror no longer scandalized her.
It aroused her.

Jane watched from the hallway, unseen.
And smiled with quiet satisfaction.
The little slut was blooming.

The evening of the soirée arrived like a storm without rain: silent, yet impossible to ignore.
The house had been perfumed since sunset. Violets, sandalwood, and the intoxicating sweetness of currant wine filled the halls. The maids moved briskly. The chandeliers gleamed. The curtains opened slowly, letting the last light of day bathe the main salon in gold and scarlet.

Evangeline was dressed by expert hands.
A gown of navy chiffon, trimmed in black lace, with sheer sleeves that barely veiled the shoulders. Corset laced with precision. Her waist, wasp-like. Her neckline, bare. Her nails painted pearl. A gold cameo necklace rested delicately between breasts tamed by lingerie.

Jane looked upon her like a sculptor admiring their masterpiece.
“You are not Edmund in disguise,” she whispered, adjusting a curl. “You are Evangeline. Believe it… and they will believe it too.”

She introduced her as her French niece, recently returned from a boarding school on the Riviera. No one questioned it. The women smiled. The men nodded. All eyes held a mix of manners and restrained desire.
Evangeline replied with a velvet voice, lowered her head gently, and showed just the edge of her painted smile.

She danced with three young men in the first hour.
The fourth, however, was different.
His name was Alistair. Tall, dark, with a marble-cut jaw and eyes deeper than wine. He danced with her as though he knew it was a trap. And yet… he let himself be caught.

During a pause, he leaned in and whispered:
“Care for some air?”
She nodded. Jane watched them leave and said nothing.

The room at the end of the east wing was empty. Curtains drawn. Bed made.
Alistair closed the door behind them. Evangeline stood still, her breath uneven.
He stepped toward her, wordless.
And kissed her without asking.

When he turned her toward the mirror, she didn’t resist.

The skirt lifted easily. She wore no underwear—only a garter belt. Alistair knelt behind her, kissing the spot where lace met skin. Then he pulled out his cock—already hard, already ready—and offered it to her.

Evangeline dropped to her knees as if she’d rehearsed it.

Her mouth opened gracefully. The lipstick gleamed around his girth. Her tongue caressed him softly, while her eyes—heavy with mascara—gazed up at him from below.

Schlupp… schlurp… glck, glck…

Alistair panted, fists tangled in her wig.

“Christ… you’re a porcelain whore… my wicked little doll…”

When she was thoroughly wet, he lifted her, bent her over the divan, and thrust into her—one clean, brutal, delicious stroke.

Evangeline cried out. Her voice—high, feminine, unrecognizable.

“Nnhhh—AHHH… y-yes… yes, please, more…”

He fucked her in a steady, deep rhythm, pushing against her back, making her fake breasts press into the couch. Her legs trembled, her stockings slipping. Pleasure was her punishment. Her affirmation.

Alistair came with a rough groan, filling her, while she bit her lip to keep from screaming.

When she turned to pick up her dress, she noticed her thighs were glistening.

And she smiled.

Jane was waiting in the hallway.

“Did you clear your head?”

Evangeline—disheveled, lipstick smeared—nodded.

“Perfectly.”

After that night, Evangeline stopped asking about Edmund.

Lady Jane attended to her business—letters from London, supplier visits, estate management—and during those hours, Evangeline was left “resting.”

But she was never alone.

One by one, the evening’s young men began to return.

With excuses. With forgotten books. With ambiguous invitations.

First, Alistair. Then Julian. Then Charles—who kissed better than he spoke, who gripped her wrists as he whispered, “Quiet, little doll.”

Evangeline received them in the same parlor, curtains drawn, perfume thick in the air.
She dropped to her knees without permission.
Parted her lips and swallowed with the grace of one serving tea.
Bent over, back arched, skirt lifted, moaning open-mouthed into the cushions.
“Uhhhnn—yes, God, yes… use me… I’m yours… I’m your little woman…”

Each left his mark. A streak on her neck. A bite on her thigh. Fingerprints at her waist. She didn’t clean up right away. She liked seeing herself filthy. Liked reapplying her makeup afterward.

She learned to sway her hips. To gaze with coyness. To moan like prayer.

And Jane never asked.
She simply left new lingerie on the bed each morning.
Evangeline wore it all.

And she knelt before the mirror, legs spread, fingers pressing into her sore entrance, whispering:
“If this is punishment… why does it feel so sweet?”

The gala was held at Belvoir Palace’s Crystal House.

A colossal dome of blue-and-gold stained glass, encircled by French gardens and illuminated fountains. A night for royalty, the names floating in the air heavy as crowns.

Lady Jane hadn’t been invited. She’d been summoned.
And with her, her niece: Evangeline Ashcroft, introduced as a society maiden of continental origins, her mysterious reputation preceding her like the perfume she left in hallways.

That afternoon, in Jane’s private chambers, the final transformation began.

Evangeline braced herself against the bedpost as her aunt tightened the corset.

Each pull of the laces left another mark on her waist, on her skin, on her will.

“You are about to step into history,” Jane murmured, smoothing the corset’s seams with maternal hands. “You’ve learned your lesson, niece. But society still has much to teach you.”

“And if I fail?” Evangeline whispered, her cheeks already dusted with powder.

“You won’t. You can’t. You were made to be desired. And tonight… you will be used.”

The gown was ivory silk, with a pearl-embroidered corsage and bare shoulders. The petticoats lifted the fabric just enough to reveal white stockings and embroidered garters with each step. Her hair, pinned with mother-of-pearl combs. Her lips, blood red. Her neck, adorned with a black choker—her aunt’s gift.

Every step toward the gala was a farewell to Edmund.

Her introduction was immediate.

The chamberlain announced her name between echoes and murmurs:

“Mademoiselle Evangeline Ashcroft, niece of Her Excellency Lady Jane of Rosewell.”

The nobles turned. Male eyes locked onto her silhouette.

And among them—the Prince.

Tall, with a piercing gaze, leather gloves, and the smile of a man who never asks permission.

He approached. Took her hand. Kissed it without haste.

“Do you dance, maiden?”

“I’m not sure I’m worthy, Your Highness…”

“Tonight, you will be.”

The waltz was hypnotic.

But by the third measure, he was already leading her toward the adjoining greenhouse, where the lights were softer and the intimacy thicker.

He gripped her chin. Breathed against her neck. And in a low voice, whispered:

“I’ve been told you know how to please.”

Evangeline didn’t reply.

She simply sank to her knees.

The marble was cold. Her mouth, hot.

His fingers tangled in her hair as she parted her lips and enveloped the royal cock with a skill that was now part of her education.

She sucked like a courtesan.
Gazed up like a virgin.
Dripped like a sissy born to serve.

“Ahh… look at you, my little noble whore…”

He lifted her in his arms.
Pushed her against the column.
Hiked up her skirt, tore her undergarments away with a sharp flick, and thrust into her in one brutal, seamless motion.

Evangeline cried out—a musical, highborn moan, polished to perfection.
“AAAHN—yes, Your Highness… yes… please, yes…”

Every thrust rattled her corset. Pearls shuddered. Stockings slipped. Her updo unraveled. But her smile never faded. She moaned as if her secrets were being ripped from her, clung to him like he was her fate.
“Fuck me, Prince… claim me… make me royal…”

And he did.
Spilling inside her with a guttural roar.

When Evangeline returned to the ballroom, the choker still adorned her neck.
But her gaze was no longer that of a debutante.
It was a favorite’s.

That night, two marquesses, a general, and a duke’s son requested private audiences.
Jane watched from afar.
Proud. Pleased.
Her lesson had been a triumph.

Back at Rosewell Hall, the bedroom mirror reflected her in full:
Corset still tightly laced. Neck bitten raw. Thighs glistening.

Evangeline peeled off her gloves, slow and deliberate.
Sat at the vanity, blotted her lipstick.
And reapplied it.

A lady must always be presentable.
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Bride by Mistake

The sea was calm, almost motionless, as if it knew it shouldn’t make waves that day.
The resort—a white-and-gold architectural gem perched on a Mediterranean cliff—was buzzing with personalities: discreetly armed politicians, heiresses in couture dresses, Russian bankers exchanging sharp smiles, cameramen with lenses more expensive than the average apartment.
At the center of it all, Aleksandr Volkov, the Slavic-born tycoon with a face carved from granite, a beard trimmed with mathematical precision, and eyes as blue as ice. His suit was tailor-made by an Italian craftsman who only accepted five clients a year, and only on a whim. He was the axis of the ceremony, the alpha surrounded by satellites. Impossible to ignore.
Next to him, chaos.
The bride—Anastasia Romanova, youngest daughter of the powerful rival family—had just disappeared. Not by accident. Not by mistake.
She simply ran away.
No message. No note. Just her dress hanging and her phone turned off.
“She left?!” shouted the bride’s father, red as the red wine soaking his tie.
“This is a media disaster! A war between families! A public humiliation!”
The PR team ran in circles like birds trapped inside a glass dome. Security heads were discreetly calling ports, helicopters, anything that could track her down. And among them, trembling against the marble hallway wall, stood Luca.
Luca: Anastasia’s personal assistant. Young, nervous, slender. Graceful in movement and even softer in voice. With naturally flushed cheeks, long lashes, and a delicate figure that had earned him more than one uncomfortable comment at events.
The stylist had the idea first.
“He’s almost the same size! And he already knows all the steps!”
“Are you crazy?!” Luca shrieked, but hands were already dragging him into the makeup room.
The bride’s mother didn’t look at him as a person, but as a tool.
“You go in… smile… and save this family. After that, you can leave.”
Luca wanted to resist. But the terror of sparking a clan conflict left him no choice.
The wedding dress was a satin cloud.
The veil, thick, covered the face. The makeup—applied by professional hands—exaggerated what he already had: full lips, sharp chin, perfect brows. They tightened the corset until he could barely breathe.
Walking down the aisle felt like a hallucination.
The marble gleamed.
The flowers smelled of artificial jasmine.
And Aleksandr waited, standing, without suspicion, without emotion.
The priest didn’t ask for the veil to be lifted. He just read. And Luca, voice trembling, said:
“Yes.”
Flashes exploded. Cameras recorded. The world believed.
The wedding was a success.
The lie… legally bound.
The honeymoon suite looked like something stolen from an imperial fantasy: pearl-gray velvet, Murano chandeliers, a deep tub with floating petals. The suite was secured, soundproofed, and prepared for a honeymoon as publicized as it was private.
Luca stepped inside with tiny steps, still wearing the veil, heart racing.
The idea was simple: go in, fake a headache, sleep on the couch, and escape in the morning.
But Aleksandr had other plans.
He was waiting by the window, tie knot undone, a glass of brandy in hand. He turned slowly.
“Take off the veil,” he said in a deep voice.
Luca hesitated.
“Did you not hear me?”

The fabric fell like a sentence.
Aleksandr didn’t move. He just looked at him. From the forehead, down to the freshly painted red lips, to the delicately padded neckline rising and falling with his agitated breath.
Three seconds passed.
Four.
Five.
Then Aleksandr drank the rest of the brandy, set the glass down, and walked toward him.
“You’re not Anastasia.”
Luca swallowed hard.
“No—I—she ran away, and I... I just tried to help... it was only to save—”
The tycoon raised a hand.
“Don’t explain.”
His voice lowered.
“Just listen.”
Aleksandr took him by the chin, not forcefully, but firmly enough to leave him no choice but to meet his gaze.
“If I annul this marriage now, I lose millions. I look like a man who’s been fooled. I am not that kind of man. And you…”
He released Luca’s chin and walked in a circle around him.
“…belong to me, even if it happened by mistake.”
Luca shivered. Not from fear. Not only.
From something else.
The following nights weren’t cruel. Not physical. Not yet.
Aleksandr didn’t touch him. Not directly.
But he assigned him maids. Forbade him from wearing men’s clothing. Made him eat beside him, dressed as a wife. Moved him into a new room. Sent silk lingerie with embroidered tags: Mrs. Volkov.
And a note:
“I’m going to shape you to my liking.”
Luca cried the first time one of the maids tightened the corset until his ribs showed.
And when he looked at himself in the mirror afterward, he stood in silence longer than necessary.
Because he liked it.
Luca stopped seeing days as units of time. They became rituals.
Every morning, the maids woke him with jasmine tea and a tiny pill supposedly “for perfect skin.” They waxed him with warm creams, massaged him with perfumed oils. Bathed him in a marble tub with petals floating on the water and classical music playing so softly it felt like silence wasn’t luxurious enough.
They taught him to walk in 10-centimeter Louboutins. To eat with a fish fork, to lower his voice when laughing. To look up without seeming submissive.
Aleksandr didn’t touch him. He sculpted him.
Corrected him with a raised brow. Praised him with a single word. Once, only once, he brushed Luca’s neck with his fingers while adjusting a diamond necklace.
“Don’t you see how beautiful you’ve become?”
Luca didn’t know what to say.
That day, he cried in front of the mirror.
The first time Aleksandr took him to a business dinner, he introduced him as “the Italian Anastasia Volkov, lover of opera and elegant silence.”
Luca —in a black dress that hugged him like a secret— bowed like a lady of blue blood. He played his role to perfection. One of the older bankers leaned toward Aleksandr and murmured:
“Where did you find her? She’s a gem.”
He only smiled. Like a hunter who never reveals his trap.
That night, back in the honeymoon suite, Luca —still in heels and cheeks warm from wine— let himself fall onto the chaise lounge.
“Did I do well?” he murmured, turning his face toward Aleksandr.
He sat beside her.

“Better than many real women.”
“Does that mean I can…?”
“It means you’ve earned this.”
And he kissed her.
Not violently. Not hurriedly.
With a depth that disarmed him.

Luca moaned softly against his lips. The magnate’s hands slid down her waist, pausing right where the corset narrowed. Then they traveled back up—to her jaw, to her styled hair. He held her like that, wordlessly, for a long moment.

Then, in a rough whisper, he said:
“Open your mouth.”

Luca, dazed from the kiss, obeyed.

Aleksandr unfastened his trousers.
And she understood.

She sank to her knees.

She knelt on the carpet with the same grace she used when serving champagne. Parted her lips as if it were a ceremonial duty. And when her mouth filled, she didn’t think of the past. Only this: the taste, the heat, the power resting between her lips.

She took him slowly, devoutly. Learning. Surrendering. Her makeup stayed flawless… at first.

Then it didn’t.

Aleksandr finished with a deep groan, spilling onto her tongue.
Luca swallowed.

And without looking up, she whispered:
“Thank you.”

She didn’t know when she’d stopped pretending.

Perhaps it was on the third consecutive day of wearing silk without complaint. Perhaps when she asked for her nails to be painted a subtler pink. Or when she began signing the room service receipts as A. Volkov.

Aleksandr began treating her differently.
It was no longer an imposition.
She was… his.

He’d wrap an arm around her waist when they went down to breakfast together. Brush his fingers over her shoulder in public, making it clear she wasn’t an accessory—she was a possession.

But in private…
It was something else.

That night, after a gala where Luca—Anastasia—had been the sensation of the Venetian terrace, Aleksandr shut the penthouse door with a single command:
“Undress.”

She obeyed.
Peeled off her gloves. The necklace. The dress.
Until only the garter belt and stockings remained.

He stepped closer, kissed her collarbone, traced his hands along her ribs, and whispered:
“Even if you’re a crossdresser… you’re my little woman.”

She shuddered.
But didn’t pull away.
“…Really?”

“Since the day you walked down the aisle.”

They kissed hungrily.
Aleksandr laid her back on the thick carpet, spreading her legs with one hand. Lifted her hips. Teased her entrance—already wet, already yielding.

“This isn’t a punishment anymore. It’s a gift.”

He pushed into her slowly. Firmly.

And Anastasia moaned with the voice of a well-trained maiden:
“Aaahh… aahhnn… y-yes, sí, my husband… fuck me…”
Aleksandr’s hips moved as if marking the rhythm of a waltz. Each thrust made Anastasia’s stockings slide a bit further. Each gasp made her less Luca. More wife.
“More… more, please… I’m made for this…”
“You’re mine.”
“Yes…”
“My wife.”
“Yes…”
And when he finished, with one last thrust that arched her completely, Anastasia was left gasping, open, marked… and happy.
She slept with her head on his chest, when Aleksandr said, almost in a sigh:
“I don’t want to annul anything anymore.”
She smiled, eyes closed.
“Me neither.”
The day broke bright. Too bright. As if the sun itself didn’t want to miss the climax.
Ninety exact days.
At breakfast, Aleksandr —newspaper in one hand and coffee in the other— spoke the words as if discussing business, without lifting his gaze.
“If you still want to leave, we’ll sign the papers tomorrow.”
Anastasia didn’t reply.
She simply nodded gently and kept spreading butter on her croissant.
But that afternoon… something changed.
When Aleksandr returned from his meeting, he found a handwritten note on the white marble table in the sitting room:
“Wait for me on the terrace. I’m ready.”

She waited for him on the balcony’s edge, the city glowing beneath the night sky, the warm wind caressing her skin.
She wore white lingerie: semi-transparent lace, a garter belt, a bralette barely covering her stiffened nipples. A delicate veil over her head. Red lips. High heels. And a trembling glass of champagne in her hand.

She didn’t speak.
She only smiled.

Aleksandr closed the door behind him slowly, like a hunter who knew his prey had already surrendered.

“What is this?” he asked in a low voice.

“My wedding,” she whispered, lowering her gaze. “The real one.”

She knelt before him without asking permission. The lace crinkled. The veil slipped to one side.

With careful fingers, she unbuckled his belt, slid his pants down. Her tongue met him before her mouth did. The first touch was a wet sigh. She took him in as if it were the ceremony itself—slowly, throat relaxed, eyes shining.

Glck... schlurp... mmmghhh...

“God, Anastasia…” he groaned, gripping her face.

She moaned around him, never stopping, hands clutching his waist. When she felt him close, she pulled back just enough to look up at him… and smiled.

“Now fuck me, husband.”

Aleksandr lifted her as if she weighed nothing. Carried her to the bed, tossed her onto white satin pillows. Pried her legs apart with burning hands. Slid inside her without warning. Without permission.

Anastasia screamed like an altar whore.

“Aaahhnn—yes! Yes, fuck me… fuck me hard… make me yours… your little woman…”

He drove into her with a savage rhythm, slamming her against the headboard, pushing as deep as she could take. Her whole body shook. The lace tore, but she didn’t complain.

She just spread her legs wider.

"I'm yours… ahhh… I’m your wife… your perfect whore…"
"That’s what you are. My little woman. And that’s how you’ll stay."

When he finished inside her—one final thrust that made her toes curl—Anastasia lay gasping in his arms.
Sealed.
Consecrated.
There was no turning back now.

And she didn’t want to.

One year later.

On the cover of The European Haute Society, a black-and-white photograph:
ALEKSANDR & ANASTASIA VOLKOV: Power, Scandal, and Gilded Silence

Him: in a black tuxedo, gaze like a modern emperor.
Her: wrapped in a heart-necked satin gown, diamonds at her ears, a calculated smile. Her body perfect—narrow waist, soft curves, a full bust barely contained by the Dior corset. Hair swept up in elegance, legs crossed with classic coquetry.

The article inside spoke of art, philanthropy, and style.
But the rumors whispered something else.

How she sighed into his ear at galas.
How Aleksandr called her "my little woman" in Russian, and how she melted every time.

At a private event in Capri, a young journalist slipped in with the staff.
He saw what he shouldn’t have.

A room.
A dress on the floor.
A human doll on her knees between the magnate’s legs, stockings still on, makeup smudged down her cheeks.
The same smile she’d worn at the altar.

The world never knew she wasn’t the real Anastasia.
And if they suspected… they never dared say it.

Because no one touched the wife of Eastern Europe’s most dangerous man.
And because she herself—every time she moaned, mouth full or legs spread—knew she’d been born for this role.

It wasn’t a mistake.
It was fate.
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The Costume Shop

That night, the fog hugged the city with damp fingers, hiding the footsteps and the rush of Halloween’s last stragglers. The air smelled of dry leaves, melted candy, and desire wrapped in shadows. At that hour, almost every shop was closed. All except one.

“Witchery & Charm” glowed in the gloom with a purple gleam from its overloaded window display. Cauldrons with LED lights, masks of enchanted creatures, bottles of suspicious bubbling liquids with no heat… and a doorbell that jingled when Matthew pushed his way in, urgency in every step—he’d promised his girlfriend he’d come in costume to the party.

He wore jeans, a hoodie, and the nerves of someone who knew he was very late. Very late. The faculty party started in half an hour and he was still only dressed as himself—not a particularly interesting costume.

But inside the shop, time seemed to stop.

The owner emerged from between the shelves like a shadow scented with incense and raspberry. Tall, slender, with ink-black hair falling over pale shoulders, lips dark as red wine, and a smile that seemed to know secrets about his body even before he did. She wore all black, with a lace corset sculpting her silhouette precisely, and fishnet stockings that ended in platform boots from another century.

“Hi, um, I’m looking for a costume for a party…” he said, intimidated by the girl’s beauty. “My girlfriend will kill me if I don’t show up in something good.”

“You arrived just in time…” she said, voice like velvet and smoke. “Though I only have one option for you.”

Matthew swallowed, staring at her, hypnotized by the gleam in her eyes. “Really?”

Lilith—because that was certainly her name—turned with feline grace toward the counter, pulling out from beneath it a black velvet box with golden edges, so ornate it looked like a luxury coffin for a vain soul.

“This,” she said, opening the lid slowly, as if revealing a forbidden artifact, “is one of a kind. There’s nothing else like it.”

Inside lay a blood-red dress. Long, heavy, of real velvet, with a fitted corset bodice, sheer lace sleeves, and a high collar trimmed with black pearls. Vampiric, gothic, exquisitely feminine. Its touch seemed to want to wrap around, absorb.

Matthew chuckled nervously. “Don’t you have something more… masculine?”

“No,” she replied, tilting her head with unsettling sweetness. “But this one has its own magic. Just try it on. If you don’t like it… forget it.”

He hesitated. But something in her words carried a bewitching gravity. As if every syllable summoned a desire he didn’t yet know he had. And she… looked at him as though she’d already seen him in the dress.

“Come. The fitting room is right here,” she said, guiding him with a hand on his lower back—warm, firm.

Matthew found himself in a small dressing room lined with black velvet. On a cushioned stool waited a pair of black fishnet stockings and a pair of heels. Red. Perfect. And most unsettling: in his size.

“How did you…?”

Lilith laughed softly from the other side of the curtain. “It’ll fit you perfectly, darling. One size… and it adjusts to your true self.”

The curtain slid shut behind Matthew with a soft shhhk, shutting out the world. Inside, the air smelled of incense and dried violets, of velvet and secrets—dense, charged. The dress seemed to breathe inside its box, extending its aura like the hot tongue of some ancient presence. Matthew stared at it, biting his lip. His fingers trembled when he touched the fabric, but the contact soothed him. It was warm. Alive.

He undressed slowly, with something between shame and excitement. The mirror watched from its corner, silent witness to an imminent transgression. As he slid on the black stockings, they glided up his legs by themselves, caressing him with an intimacy too intense for mere fabric. They gripped just below his thigh, leaving a lace pattern like decorative bite marks. A tingling sensation rose up his skin, slithering into his belly.

The dress embraced him like an impatient lover. He lifted it over his head, and before he could adjust it, the corset laced itself with a sharp tug, cinching him with such perfect precision that his breath hitched.

“Ah—” he gasped, in a voice… different. Softer. Almost musical.

The velvet wasn’t just soft—it burned. It melted into his skin, caressing him from the inside, dissolving every ounce of resistance. His chest lifted, his waist narrowed, his shoulders grew delicate. The seams seemed to pulse, as if the dress were pumping new blood through his body.

Matthew looked in the mirror.

The curves staring back weren’t his. The lips, the eyes, the way the neckline hinted at new contours beneath the corset. And his voice… that wasn’t his voice.

“Lilith…” he whispered, trembling, sweet, deliciously confused. “What… what did you do?”

But there was no time for answers.

The curtain opened soundlessly, and Lilith stepped in like a shadow laced with witchcraft. Her gothic silhouette stood against the light, her expression a blend of maternal tenderness and enchanting wickedness.

“Shhh…” she said, pressing a finger to his lips. “Don’t speak yet. Let your beauty speak for you.”

She took his chin gently, yet firmly. Her long nails brushed his jaw as she tilted his face up toward the light. From a hidden pocket in her corset, she drew a small makeup palette—black, purple, crimson—and began to work with soft, almost ritualistic movements.

“You’re no longer Mateo…” she murmured, shaping his eyebrows with supernatural precision. “Your name is… Mara, my little vampire.”

Each brushstroke seemed to sweep away a fragment of his old self. Blush settled on his cheeks like shame turned into desire. His lips, under the carmine color, plumped—full, irresistible. A wet gleam over the bottom lip made them ready to kiss… or bite.

“Your eyes,” Lilith said, mascara in hand, “need to speak for you. Dark, dangerous. Desirable.”

His lashes curled with a single blink. Every inch of his face transformed in the mirror, fusing into a new identity that didn’t feel imposed—only revealed.

And then, the final jewel.

Lilith drew out a black choker with a tiny inverted cross dangling from the center. She fastened it around Mara’s neck with a crisp snap.

The dress sighed with her—as if satisfied to see her whole.

Lilith stepped back just enough to admire her work. “Look how you shine,” she whispered. “You were made for this. Don’t deny it. Your body remembers, even if your mind still doubts.”

Mara swallowed, feeling the corset holding her upright, her legs anchoring into the heels like she’d worn them all her life. The sensation was intoxicating. Lace brushing her skin, velvet stroking her inner thighs with barely-there movements—phantom fingers teasing from within.

“Now then, Mara…” Lilith said, leaning close to her ear, lips just brushing it. “Ready to suck… some candy?”

The laugh that followed was pure, enchanted mischief, and Mara felt her new smile curve her painted lips with a dangerous ease. Because maybe… maybe she wanted more than just sweets.

The shop door closed behind her with a final whisper, as if the night itself welcomed her. Mara wobbled slightly on her first step in the heels, but balance came quickly, with feline grace—like her body had always known this walk. The city lights glittered brighter, the shadows stretched aside as if making room for her passage.

The October air grazed her bare thighs through the fishnets, rising up the slit of her dress to kiss the corset’s inner lining, pressing her chest with the rhythm of breathless arousal. But it wasn’t fear. No. It was hunger. Something deeper, a tingle crawling up her spine and pulsing between her legs.

The street suddenly felt different. Cars still passed, streetlights still buzzed their amber glow. But everything had a sharper edge, more sensual. Each step she took made the dress whisper promises against her skin. Clack, clack—heel after heel on the damp pavement, echoing like a countdown.

“Shit…” Mara murmured, one hand to her chest. Her voice was still hers, but wrapped in velvet. Every syllable had curves.

She passed a group of guys leaning on a car, laughing through beer cans and smoke. The laughter died when they saw her. One of them straightened, another elbowed his friend. And then came the whispers.

“Damn…”

"Did you see that? Red as blood..."

"Who’s that slutty vampire?"

She didn’t look back. But she felt their eyes—hot—on her ass, her waist, the generous cleavage the corset offered like a feast. A delicious shiver ran down her spine. Her cheeks flushed… and her lips curved, more by instinct than choice.

What’s happening to me...? she thought.

But she didn’t want to stop.

Halloween lights floated like fireflies on balconies. The trees seemed to lean toward her. Every costumed person on the street moved aside, looking at her with a mix of envy and lust. A catwoman glared at her. A pirate stared at her mouth as if wondering whether to kiss it—or bite it.

And with every step, Mara felt stronger. More desired. More… real.

Behind her, at the door of the shop, Lilith watched her while smoking a long cigarette from a black holder, as if straight out of an old film. The ember lit her dark lips each time she inhaled.

The exhale formed a heart of smoke that floated for a moment and dissolved over the sidewalk. Her eyes followed Mara with a mixture of pride and hunger. A creature she had unleashed.

“Happy hunting, my sweet creation,” she murmured.

And with that, she turned and closed the door of Witchery & Charm. The shop vanished in a breath of mist.

Mara didn’t notice. She wasn’t even thinking about Mateo anymore.

That name meant nothing.

He had been invisible, awkward, restrained.

She was pure desire, new power, stolen skin. The sensations wouldn’t stop accumulating. The lace brushing under the dress. The weight of the gothic choker at her throat. The heat in her center that didn’t fade—no, it grew—with every glance, every step, every fantasy strangers projected onto her body.

She turned the corner and spotted the house where the party was happening. Orange balloons, purple lights, laughter. Music.

The night was just beginning. And Mara—with red lips, firm heels, and a devilishly perfect smile—no longer walked like someone looking for something.

She walked like someone everyone else would be looking for.

The night air stayed warm on her skin, thick with fog and desire. Mara moved as if she'd never known any other way to walk. Despite never having worn heels in her previous life—that hazy one where she was still Mateo, fearful and clumsy—her steps were confident, her gait seductive. Her hips swayed to a new rhythm, a natural sway that the dress seemed to encourage with every movement. The lace of her stockings stretched and tightened against her thighs, causing a constant friction, a rhythmic caress. The corset’s creak marked the pace of her breath.

And still, her cheeks were red.

The confusion lingered in some corner of her mind. Why am I walking like this? Why do I feel wet, warm, exposed, aroused?

She vaguely remembered there had been a reason for all this: a party. She was supposed to go with her girlfriend.

Grace.

The name hit her with a mix of tenderness and guilt.

Grace was waiting for Mateo at the party. He should’ve come dressed up, laughed with her, held her hand. And instead… Mara was swinging her hips under strangers’ hungry eyes, feeling how those eyes touched her like invisible fingers.

The heat rising between her thighs, in the pit of her stomach, in her breasts pressed tightly in the corset—wasn’t just physical.

It was a new hunger.

And she liked it.

What’s happening to me? she thought as she turned the corner.

But she didn’t stop.

The party lights spilled onto the street from the house dressed up like a den of witches and demons. The porch was full of fake cobwebs, flickering orange lights, pop music pulsing through the walls. As she entered, Mara felt herself pulled into a world of unbridled sensuality.

Women in tiny devil costumes, nurses, and dark fairies laughed in groups, glitter on their cheeks, black shadow around their eyes. Skirts barely longer than their thongs, deep necklines, endless legs in fishnets and tattoos.

Shirtless men dressed as gladiators, cowboys, Greek gods—chests slicked and muscles carved—laughed and drank, clinking their glasses like the world might end tonight.

Mara felt a warm tug between her legs when her eyes landed on a guy dressed as a demon. Tall, bare-chested, painted red, curved horns on his head. His abs looked carved from marble, and his smile was dangerous.
She stared. And couldn’t stop.
The surge of desire was sudden, overwhelming, liquid. Her tongue touched her lower lip without thinking, and her thighs pressed together instinctively. The fabric of the dress felt tighter, wetter against her skin. The corset rose and fell with each breath.
Mara… what a whore you’re becoming, she thought—
And the thought didn’t scandalize her.
It made her bite her lip harder.

Then, through the crowd, she saw her.
Grace.
Her blonde hair tied high in a ponytail, a tight black kitty costume hugging every curve, ears on her head, a swaying fake tail. The short dress showed off her toned thighs and the body Mara—Mateo—had once explored with his fingers so many times.

She approached, nervous, cheeks still flushed.
“Gr—”
But Grace looked at her, eyes narrowing, brows arching in disbelief. Then came a laugh—forced and bitter.
“Seriously? What kind of slut shows up dressed like that?”
Mara froze. “It’s me, babe… it’s—”
Grace took a step back, mocking her. “You what? Think this is funny? Did Mateo send me a drag queen as a joke? Where the hell is my boyfriend?”
“No… it’s me…”
“No, it’s not,” Grace snapped, turning on her heel. “He wouldn’t stand me up. Would he? That asshole… Never mind. There are others.”

Before Mara could speak again, Grace turned to one of the shirtless Greek gods in the back—broad chest, arrogant smile. She grabbed his face in both hands and kissed him. No warning. No hesitation. Deep. Tongue and all.
Mara froze.
Her lips parted. The heat plummeted from her chest. Her eyes fixed on that endless kiss.
The guy grabbed Grace’s waist, pulling her close like he meant to absorb her.

Mara felt an icy knot in her stomach…
And at the same time, a warm pulse between her thighs.
Watching Grace kiss another hurt her… but it also lit something. Like a twisted, newborn part of her wanted to be that kind of girl.
Not the loyal girlfriend.
Not the one who waited.
The other.
The one who stole glances. The one who humiliated.
The one who licked her lips while her girlfriend made out with someone else.
The one who thought… Maybe it’s my turn to play dirty.

Mara’s eyes lit up with something new.
The night was far from over.

She stood there, corseted and still, while everything around spun like a wild carousel of flesh and music. The taste of rejection burned hotter than the alcohol in the air. In front of her, Grace kept kissing the guy with obscene surrender. Her lips were slick with someone else’s spit, her hands tangled in his neck. And he—he had already slid his own hands down, grabbing her ass with force, claiming her like it was his right.

Mara bit her lips, but a quiet moan slipped out.
Jealousy? Yes. Pain? Of course.
But beneath all of it, something else boiled up—coiling between her legs, twisting like a hot serpent under her dress: dirty desire. Not for Grace…
But to be her.
To have those rough hands on her ass.
To have those lips devour her neck.
To be taken like a slut in vampire drag.

And then—a hand.
Large. Firm. Warm.
It landed on her left shoulder like it belonged there.

Mara spun, startled—
And went speechless.
The gladiator.

He wore a tight leather skirt, a fake gold belt cinching his waist, Roman sandals… and nothing over his sculpted torso. Tanned skin. Muscles like carved stone.
The metal helmet covering his face dropped to the floor with a clang, revealing a face straight out of a wet dream: square jaw, thick lips, amber eyes glowing under the Halloween lights.
His smile was confident. Dangerous.

"Are you okay?" he asked, his deep voice like gentle thunder.

Mara only nodded, lips slightly parted.

"You looked… alone."

That word—alone—pierced between her ribs.

She nodded again, slower.

The gladiator extended a hand.

She hesitated—but took it. Her fingers vanished in his.

He led her through the house, through loud music, sweating bodies, neon lights, into a side room, dimmer, with low couches and purple lighting. He offered her a drink. Something sweet and intoxicating. Mara drank without asking.

And when she lowered the cup, he was already beside her.

Very close.

Too close.

His muscular leg brushed against hers. And then, slowly, his hand descended—heavy, masculine—onto her thigh. The skirt of her dress bunched beneath his fingers.

Mara froze.

“N-no… wait. I… I’m actually a guy,” she whispered, lowering her gaze. “Or… I was. Before. This… I don’t know if it’s right.”

The gladiator didn’t pull away.

In fact, his hand slid farther up her thigh, across the fishnets, until his fingers curled around soft flesh—making her tremble involuntarily.

“So what if you are?” he said, voice low. “I’m bi. And you look… fucking irresistible.”

Mara looked at him, eyes wide, shining, trembling beneath his intense gaze. And then he leaned in—and kissed her.

It wasn’t a soft kiss.

Firm lips, hot tongue. His breath tasted of alcohol, raw lust, shameless desire.

Mara moaned into his mouth, her body reacting instinctively—thighs parting just slightly. His hand slid higher, between the stockings, touching bare skin. She arched her back, the corset restricting her breath, pushing her chest forward—taut, offered.

His other hand found her corset, running along the curve of her artificial but burning-sensitive breasts. It was like every inch of her skin was ablaze.

And then—across the room—she appeared.

Grace.

Holding hands with her Greek god, striding through the crowd like stars in some cheap porno.

She saw Mara.

Saw the wet lips, smudged makeup, wrinkled dress.

Saw the gladiator’s hand gripping her thigh, about to undress her right there on the couch.

Grace didn’t stop.

She only glanced sideways—

That look.

Arrogant. Sharp. One brow raised, lips pursed. A look that cut.

“Slut…” she murmured with a cynical smirk.

And kept walking, pressed tighter to her man, laughing under her breath, never once looking back.

Mara whimpered softly, biting her lip as the gladiator pulled her closer.

Her eyes were glazed, and something inside her burned hotter than ever.

Slut?

Yeah.

Maybe she was.

And tonight…

She was going to act like it.

The laughter, the bodies, the heat of alcohol and music faded into background noise.

Because for Mara, the world narrowed to the heat of those masculine lips devouring her.

Her back pressed into the couch, the corset squeezed by strong hands that knew where to press, how to grip.

The gladiator’s tongue tasted her neck like he’d been waiting all night.

She panted—somewhere between surrender and pure hunger—her fingers gripping the leather belt of her lover.

And then—like a revelation—she saw them disappear.

Grace and her man.

She never looked back.

Yes, Mara. And that final glance they didn’t share—that arrogant indifference—was what shattered the glass inside her. Her old world—Mateo, the relationship, the boundaries—crumbled to dust. In its place, there was only Mara, wrapped in lace, aroused and ravenous, held in the hard arms of the man who had just told her she was beautiful without conditions.

He noticed it. That spark in her eyes. That faint tremor.

He lifted her as if she weighed nothing.
The gladiator’s arms raised her with brutal ease. She moaned, startled, clinging to his neck as he carried her upstairs, striding down the hall as if he already knew where the bedroom was. The walls pulsed with the throb of music, but the sounds faded behind the door.

Soft darkness, the scent of melted wax and leather. A rumpled bed, low lights. The man kicked the door shut and tossed her onto the mattress.

Her dress wrinkled beneath her back, her stockings stretched over her thighs. She stared up at him, breathing fast, feeling naked even though she was still dressed. The corset kept her posture upright, but the submission came from somewhere deeper.

And then, like a whisper, Lilith’s words flashed through her mind:
“Ready to suck… candy?”

Mara laughed low, her voice rough and unfamiliar. She knew it wasn’t candy she wanted now. It was something thicker, hotter, more human.

She slid off the bed, kneeling before him without thought, with a confidence born of velvet and the witch’s perfume. The gladiator already had his belt undone, his cock jutting proud and tense between his fingers. She licked her lips with a smile that was no longer hers—it was Mara’s, entirely.

She took him in her hands and kissed him with devotion. Then deeper, letting him inch by inch into her mouth, coating him with her tongue, her lips, her hungry breath. The gladiator growled, his hand settling on her head.

“Fuck…” he exhaled, his voice shaking. “You’re such a beautiful crossdresser… so fucking sensual…”

She moaned around his cock, swirling her tongue, her whole body burning. Her own member throbbed inside the corset, trapped and damp. But now everything revolved around the pleasure she gave, the power in this new mouth—shaped to seduce.

The gladiador hauled her up by the arms without ceremony and threw her back onto the bed, this time on her back. He forced her legs apart with animalistic strength, her skirt pushed up to her waist, stockings rolled down to mid-thigh.

She panted.
"Take me," was all she said, her red lips glistening in the dim light.

And he did.

He drove into her with a low growl as she let out a sharp, desperate moan—long and trembling. Her back arched, her heels kicked against the sheets, and the corset strained with every ragged breath as he fucked her with a relentless, masculine rhythm.

"Aah—! Nghhh! Y-yes…!"

The room filled with the slick sounds of their bodies colliding—rough grunts, high-pitched whimpers. The bed creaked, slammed against the wall, the mattress sinking with every brutal thrust.

And below… everyone heard.

The chatter dimmed. Conversations turned to whispers. Some laughter, but also flushed faces, glances at the ceiling, ears straining.

Among the crowd, Lilith sipped from a crystal glass. She wore a new dress, dark as ink, lace leaving little to the imagination. Her wine-dark lips curled as she watched them all—a queen among subjects.

And she smiled.

Because she knew.

She had unleashed him upon the world.

And now, Mara was being worshipped as she deserved.
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Domestic Hypnosis

The house smelled like tension. Not the kind that simmers for days in silence, passive-aggressive and cold. No. This was something else—fury laced with reheated coffee, a crooked tie, and bruised male pride.

Ethan paced the kitchen with his shirt sleeves rolled up and a scowl so deep it looked drawn in charcoal. The toaster blinked in the background, ignored, while he launched into his tirade for the fourth time.
“And who’s going to make dinner now, Valerie?! Who’s going to take care of all this?!”

Valerie, by contrast, was calm. She poured herself another coffee with the ease of someone who had made peace with chaos. She wore a new blazer, subtle but flawless makeup. She looked radiant. Promoted. Unstoppable.
“The microwave has buttons, Ethan,” she said without raising her voice. “So does the washing machine. And the vacuum.”

Ethan huffed. “This house needs order! It needs a woman who… who does what’s always been done. Care. Serve. Please…”

“A woman like you, you mean?” Valerie asked, tilting her head, one eyebrow raised.
He didn’t respond. His face did that for him.

That’s when she decided.
She dragged him—by the last shreds of his pride—to an address she’d saved for emergencies.
The office smelled of incense, old leather, and something… indefinable. Mystical. Lascivious.

Dr. Mirabel greeted them in a satin robe, round glasses, and the kind of smile that made you question your reflection. Her office was a den of curiosities—jars of iridescent liquids, dried plants, pendants with carved stones, and a large burgundy velvet armchair.

“I just want him to understand what it means to care for a home,” Valerie said, sitting cross-legged like a film executive.

Mirabel flipped through an old book with worn covers. The title was unreadable, but the golden letters glinted with a teasing shimmer.
“He will…” she said, stroking a page with a perfectly sharpened nail, “but he won’t just imagine it… he’ll live it.”

Ethan had no choice. They sat him in the chair like an angry doll. He clenched his fists. Tried to look at anything but the pendulum swinging before his eyes. But Mirabel’s voice had a peculiar rhythm. A silky echo that slipped between his eyelids.
Every time he tried to protest, his tongue stuck to his palate. Every time he tried to remember why he was angry, Valerie’s image returned… but in different clothes. Softer. Shinier. Laced.

“Relax… very good… you’re soft… obedient…”
Mirabel’s voice floated around him. She wasn’t loud. She wasn’t whispering, either. It was more like… she whispered to his soul.
“…you love to serve… you love to please… you love silk… the scent of fabric softener… the brush of tulle…”

Ethan stopped clenching his jaw. His neck slumped to one side. His chest rose and fell, rhythmic. The pendulum swayed. So did his mind.
“…you are the wife you always dreamed of having…”

He woke with a silly smile.
Afternoon light filtered through the curtains.
He was alone in the office.
No doctor. No Valerie.

And without thinking, he stood.
The first impulse was to adjust the couch cushions. Then gather loose papers from the desk. Sort books by size.
And without realizing it, a feather duster was in his hand and he was humming a retro tune he hadn’t heard since high school.

When he stepped into the bedroom looking for something—clothes? ironing maybe?—he opened Valerie’s lingerie drawer.
He meant to close it right away.
But his fingers got caught in the fabric.

A pale pink silk slip floated between his hands.
And without thinking… he tried it on.

The fabric caressed his torso like it knew him. His skin shivered. Arm hair tingled. The fabric hugged his chest, brushing his nipples. The deep neckline dipped to his navel. It fit like it was made for him.
Even his reflection—with slightly flushed cheeks and a lost expression—looked like someone else.

An hour later…
The kitchen smelled of vanilla.
Ethan—though the name felt foreign—stood by the oven, baking muffins like he’d done it all his life.

A white apron with lace wrapped around his waist over the silk slip.
Beneath it, panties with a bow cupped his backside.
And on his feet… low black heels with a flower at the toe.

She hummed, swaying her hips as she checked the tray.
Every movement had a feminine rhythm, like something learned in dreams. Like something inserted.
The world was different—but welcoming. Pleasant. Sweet.

And the strangest part of all:
She didn’t feel bad.
She felt… right.

Dinner would be ready on time.
The house sparkled.
And he… she… what did it matter?
She was serving. Smiling. Feeling desired.
Exactly as requested.
Just… not how he’d expected.

The clock above the stove read 6:23 when Valerie turned her key and stepped inside.
She held her heels in one hand, her blouse unbuttoned to the third button, carrying that weary-but-triumphant air that only women who’ve conquered the day with sheer ambition wear.
Her briefcase hung off her shoulder, heavy with signed papers, executed plans, and the promise of more.
She’d closed two contracts, humiliated a sexist boss in a meeting, and won a bet that also got her a free lunch.
The whole day had been perfect…

And nothing—nothing—had prepared her for what she saw when she walked through the door.

The house. Clean. Immaculate.
A scent of vanilla and lavender drifting from the kitchen.
And then—music.

A vintage 60s song floated from the record player in the living room, something by Nancy Sinatra about boots walking over men—or through them.
And walking, perfectly in rhythm with the melody, came her.

At first, Valerie didn’t recognize her.
For a moment she thought it was a neighbor, a maid, some kind of elaborate joke.
But no. The eyes. The way the lips pursed. The subtle tension in the jaw, now softened by makeup.
It was Ethan… and it wasn’t.

The figure gliding through the house wasn’t the man she knew, but a finely tuned, curvy, sweet female presence.
Shapely, cared-for legs in sheer stockings.
A floral dress with a twirl to it, a square neckline, puffed sleeves that danced around her hips.
The hem lifted slightly every time she spun with surprising grace.
Her lips gleamed with pink gloss, her eyelids brushed in pastel, her cheeks blushed with soft rose.

And most striking of all:
She walked like she’d worn patent leather heels her whole life.

Valerie dropped the briefcase.
“Ethan…?”

The figure paused. The blush deepened. Long lashes lowered like butterfly wings.
“…I’m Evelyn now,” she whispered in a high, melodic voice, like someone born from a forgotten love song.

Valerie stepped forward, caught between fascination and awe. Evelyn didn’t flinch. She didn’t run to change. She didn’t apologize.
She stood tall—like a sweet hostess in her shining home, with the scent of warm muffins still floating from the oven.

“What the hell…?” Valerie asked, not with anger—just honest surprise.

Evelyn smiled gently, her lips shining brighter. She moved toward the kitchen, her hips swaying gently with each step.
The white lace apron fluttered like a romantic curtain over her rounded backside, lifted subtly by the lace panties hidden beneath the dress.
“I made you dinner,” she said, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.
“Lemon chicken. With arugula salad. I made sure to use the dressing you like.”

Valerie watched her, eyes narrowed like someone inspecting contraband jewelry.
She walked slowly toward the dining room, where the table was already set: ceramic plates, cloth napkins, scented candles lit.
And in the center…
Muffins with pink glaze, arranged on a porcelain tray painted with flowers.

“Darling…” Valerie finally said, a slow smile curving across her face like a sharp bowstring.
“Didn’t you want a traditional wife…
…or would you rather I be the man of the house?”

Evelyn lowered her gaze, her mascara casting delicate shadows across her already flushed cheeks. She nibbled her lower lip—then, with a sweetness that melted like butter, lifted her eyes and murmured:
"No, darling… I’ll be your perfect wife. Just tell me what you need."

Valerie exhaled deeply. That sigh wasn’t resignation, nor surprise—it was pleasure. Power. Fascination.

She settled at the head of the table and crossed her legs with deliberate slowness. Evelyn glided over to pour her wine, then knelt beside her to drape a napkin over her lap. Ethan’s once-short hair, now perfectly styled, fell softly across "her" forehead. The dress’s neckline revealed just enough—two false breasts, firmly secured by the inner corset, that trembled with every graceful movement.

Valerie couldn’t suppress a smile as she watched her wife dote on her. Evelyn sliced her bread, passed the butter, even dabbed a spot of sauce from her chin with a napkin folded in near-maternal tenderness.

"Tell me, Evelyn," Valerie murmured, tracing a finger along her chin, "Do you also like having your hair brushed in the mornings? Or would you prefer I spank you when you’re naughty?"

Evelyn’s smile turned shy—cheeks blazing, eyes glittering.
"Whatever you wish, my love… I’m here to serve you."

Valerie took a slow bite of her bread, like a queen savoring freshly baked submission.

In the parlor, the record player crackled back to life.
Nancy sang about boots made for walking.

But tonight, it was Valerie who gave the orders…
And Evelyn who obeyed with charming curtsies and lips ever-ready to please.

Candlelight bathed the room in warmth, casting soft shadows over the freshly set table. Evelyn, impeccable in her pastel blue dress with delicate embroidery at the collar, tilted her head slightly as she presented each course like a sacred ritual. Her new apron—still white but now adorned with baby-blue lace and a tiny embroidered flower at the hem—cinched her waist, tied in back with a bow so flawless it seemed sculpted.

Valerie, seated at the head of the table, slowly crossed her legs as she watched her. The wineglass in her hand barely moved, but her eyes said everything—hunger, desire, possession. When Evelyn leaned over to set down the fresh salad bowl, Valerie’s fingertips grazed her thigh. Just that. But Evelyn shuddered, as if her very soul had been touched.

"You’re radiant, darling," Valerie murmured, her voice low, rough, intimate as a whispered promise. She leaned in, leaving a kiss on Evelyn’s powdered cheek, right where the blush began to bloom. "Tomorrow, I’ll buy you another apron."

Evelyn didn’t reply. She just lowered her gaze with a soft, almost reverent smile and breathed a "Thank you, my love"—like a prayer of gratitude.

They dined slowly. Valerie ate with refined elegance, observing the graceful way Evelyn cleared plates, poured water, adjusted napkins. It wasn’t just the role—it was the transformation. Cultivated perfection. Total surrender.

Afterward, Evelyn carried the dishes to the sink but didn’t wash them yet. She turned, hands clasped demurely, and asked in velvet tones: "Would you like dessert, love?"

Valerie rose from her seat. Closed the distance with measured steps until she stood before her. She tucked a loose strand of Evelyn’s hair behind her ear, then cradled her face in both hands.

"Yes. But not the kind served on a tray."

Evelyn understood. She bit her lip, bowed her head, and sank to her knees with a fluidity that couldn’t be learned—only born from the deep, aching need to please. Her palms settled on Valerie’s thighs, and her gaze lifted slowly, devoutly, lashes fluttering, lips parted.

Valerie undid her trousers with effortless grace, no rush. The sound of the zipper sliding down was like an echo of an unspoken command obeyed. Evelyn didn’t need further instruction. She leaned in, pressing a kiss to Valerie’s pubis, right over the black lace still covering her. The scent was unmistakable—expensive perfume, power, the musk of freshly awakened arousal.

Her fingers trembled as she peeled away the underwear, sliding it down Valerie’s hips, revealing the slick, wanting heat beneath. Valerie didn’t move. Just braced her back against the table’s edge and tangled a hand in Evelyn’s hair, guiding her like the obedient devotee she was.

Evelyn kissed her first with devotion. A soft, warm press of lips—barely a touch. Then, with more certainty, like someone discovering an altar at which they longed to worship. Her tongue traced a slow, wet path between Valerie’s folds, savoring every hidden sigh, every tremor she could coax from her wife’s body.

"Like that… just like that…" Valerie murmured, eyes fluttering shut, her voice no louder than a breath. "God, darling, you have the perfect tongue…"

Evelyn shut her eyes, focusing entirely, her mouth a delicate instrument. Every flick, every suck was deliberate—not just to arouse, but to adore. She swirled her tongue just where Valerie shivered, then sucked gently, earning a sharp gasp. Her movements were agile, obedient, utterly hers.

Valerie’s hips arched slightly, an involuntary surrender. Her fingers tangled in Evelyn’s hair, guiding without force.

"Do you know why I adore you so much, Evelyn?" she whispered between ragged breaths, voice thick with heat. "Because you don’t just let yourself be loved… you serve. And you love it. Don’t you?"

Evelyn answered without words. She replied with the way her kisses deepened, wetter, more desperate—her grip on Valerie’s thighs tightening just enough to steady herself, pale pink nails pressing faint crescents into skin.

"Ah—mmh—yes… just like that…" Valerie trembled, her voice breaking. Her stomach tensed, her body coiled tight. "Don’t stop… stay right there…"

Evelyn didn’t stop.

She stayed exactly where Valerie needed her—a devoted priestess at her goddess’s altar. Licking. Sucking. Drinking in every twitch, every pulse against her tongue like a reward. And when Valerie’s moan cracked through the air—sharp, controlled, yet utterly undone—Evelyn pressed closer, as if she could swallow every last drop of her pleasure.

Valerie clutched the edge of the table, coming with her head thrown back, a delicious gasp tearing from her lips. Her hand in Evelyn’s hair didn’t falter—still commanding, even in ecstasy.

"That’s how you serve… that’s how…" she rasped, before a final, throaty moan shuddered out of her.

Evelyn didn’t pull away. She cleaned her with slow, tender kisses—like a whispered farewell. Then, finally, she looked up.

Her lips glistened, swollen. Her expression was a mix of shy pride and pure adoration—eyes blown wide, cheeks flushed, chest rising and falling with unsteady breaths.

Valerie watched her with a satisfied smile.
"Perfect."

Evelyn kept her head bowed, still kneeling, hands resting on her apron, her heart pounding like a silk-covered drum. Valerie cupped her cheek and tilted her chin up.

"Wipe your lips, darling," she said softly. "And bring the wine. We’ll toast to us."

Evelyn rose with feline grace, hips swaying as she walked to the kitchen. The humidity clung her dress to her body, the neckline fluttering with each step. And as she fetched the bottle, a smile curved her lips—because nothing in the world was sweeter than knowing she was useful, loved… and utterly devoted.

Morning came like so many others in Evelyn’s new routine: the gentle chime of her bell alarm, golden light filtering through lace curtains. She stretched like a music-box ballerina, silk nightgown whispering against her skin as she turned in the sheets. Slipping into embroidered house shoes, she began her day with jasmine tea while toast crisped, filling the house with warmth.

After arranging Valerie’s breakfast flawlessly—poached eggs, homemade jam on toast, fresh-squeezed juice—Evelyn prepared for her weekly session. She wore a pale pink set: a pearl-buttoned sleeveless blouse and a flared skirt that danced above her knees, a matching ribbon securing her low bun. A hint of floral perfume, a glossed lip, then she took her place in the passenger seat. Valerie drove, one hand on the wheel, the other resting possessively on Evelyn’s stockinged thigh.

"You look especially lovely today," Valerie remarked, eyes on the road, fingers pressing lightly into the sheer fabric.

Evelyn smiled shyly. "Thank you, my love… I want Dr. Mirabel to be proud."

Upon arrival, she stepped out with poised confidence. Every week, her heels clicked more naturally. Every gesture was softer, more refined—more hers.

Mirabel’s office still smelled of incense and aged leather. The jars still gleamed under the dim light, and the burgundy armchair seemed cozier than ever. Evelyn walked in and was greeted by the hypnotist’s knowing smile, guiding her as always to the chair. A few words, a gesture, a murmur were all it took… and Evelyn’s eyes clouded over with calm. Her body relaxed to the rhythm of the pendulum as Mirabel whispered new affirmations—soft, deep, sweet as an intimate secret.

“You are beautiful… obedient… pleasurable… feminine… desirable…”

An hour later, Valerie came to pick her up, as she did every afternoon. She found Evelyn sitting patiently, legs pressed together, hands folded in her lap, a bright smile on her face. They exchanged a quick kiss in greeting, and just as they were leaving, Mirabel stopped Valerie with a look.

“Got a minute, darling?” she asked, her voice velvety.

Valerie nodded. Evelyn, ever obedient, walked to the car and sat inside, waiting without a word.

Mirabel approached Valerie with the air of a wise witch who sees everything behind her round glasses.

“So? Happy with the results?”

Valerie let out a soft, low, delicious laugh. “Happy? I couldn’t be more pleased. My house sparkles. My wife adores me. She serves me breakfast naked under her apron. What more could I ask for?”

Mirabel smiled like a satisfied cat. “Just keep bringing her. Not every week. But now and then… to reinforce the foundation. The enchantment runs deep, but the soul… needs reaffirmation.”

“I will,” Valerie said. “Evelyn is perfect. And I want her to stay that way.”

Mirabel brushed her hand in a maternal gesture. “She will. Trust me. She was made for you.”

Back home, Evelyn cheerfully resumed her chores. She swept, fluffed the cushions, hung a fresh batch of perfumed laundry in the garden, and baked oatmeal cinnamon cookies. She wore an adorable outfit: a white ruffled camisole and a strawberry-print pleated skirt. Her lips were touched with soft coral gloss, and a tiny blue bow nestled in her hair.

Then, the doorbell rang.

She opened the door with a smile. The delivery guy—a young man in a cap with scruffy beginnings of a beard—gaped at her. It wasn’t just the clothes or the obvious femininity. It was the way she looked at him: without shame, without apology, with absolute sweetness.

"Delivery for Valerie Anderson?" he asked, still slightly bewildered.

"That's right," Evelyn said in a soft voice, accepting the package with both hands. "Thank you, sweetheart. Have a lovely day."

The young man stammered something and hurried off. Two neighbors passing by with grocery bags stopped to stare. One of them whispered something into the other’s ear. But Evelyn simply closed the door, her smile not faltering for even a millisecond. Her world was beautiful. Tidy. And obliging.

She went upstairs to the bedroom, where Valerie was working on her laptop, still in heels and a blouse unbuttoned at the cleavage. Evelyn entered silently, set the package on the bed, and asked:

"Love… this came for you."

Valerie looked up. She opened the box with nimble fingers, and a smile instantly spread across her face. "Ohhh, it’s finally here."

Evelyn tilted her head, curious. "What is it?"

Valerie pulled out the contents: a soft silicone harness with a double-ended dildo. One side was shorter, curved, with internal textures. The other, long, firm, with a rounded base. The color was an elegant purple, velvety to the touch.

"It’s for both of us, darling. One for me… one for you. Tonight… we’re going to enjoy it together."

Evelyn’s eyes widened, then fluttered half-shut with a charming blush.

"Do you want me to… get ready?"

Valerie nodded, her gaze setting Evelyn’s skin alight. "Wear the white lingerie. The lace one with the garter belt. Lube it up, let me strap it on you… then come to the bedroom."

Evelyn withdrew with a "Yes, love" that sounded like a heavenly promise. The white corset hugged her waist like a delicious cage. The stockings were sheer, with a back seam. The garter clips jingled, gold and delicate. On her lips, a new gloss, barely pink. On her cheeks, the flush of anticipation.

When she returned, Valerie was already on the bed, naked except for the harness strapped snugly around her hips, its inner end well-lubricated, her body taut like a drawn bow. Evelyn climbed onto the bed on her knees, eyes glistening with anticipation.

“Come here, my beautiful wife…” Valerie murmured, stroking her skin.

Evelyn lay on her stomach, arching her back, lifting her hips gently—offering herself naturally, sweetly, perfectly.

Valerie positioned herself behind, guiding the tip with an expert lover’s precision. She pushed in slowly, feeling Evelyn’s body open around her, pulsing, soft and welcoming. Evelyn moaned—a high, wet, utterly sincere sound.

“Mmmnhh… ahhh…”

Valerie gasped too, the toy’s inner end pressing deeper into her with every thrust.

The room filled with sighs, broken whispers, the quiet creak of the mattress, and the delicious friction of lace against skin. Valerie gripped Evelyn’s hips, each movement measured and firm, her breasts swaying with the rhythm as Evelyn’s moans grew louder, needier.

“Do you love it, my perfect wife?” Valerie panted, quickening her pace.

“Yes, ahhh… yes, love… I love it…! Mmhh—more…!”

The slick sound of their bodies colliding filled the air. Valerie leaned down, biting Evelyn’s neck, breath hot in her ear.

“You were made for this… to serve me… to take your pleasure…”

“Yes… yes, I’m yours… yoursss…”

Their climax came like a thunderclap of silk. Evelyn first—shaking, lips parted, fingers clawing the sheets. Then Valerie, with a deep, deliciously feminine moan, clutching her wife’s body.

They lay tangled afterward, foreheads pressed together, breathing heavily.

Evelyn smiled. “Thank you… for letting me love you like this…”

Valerie kissed her slowly.

“And tomorrow, you’ll go back to therapy. I never want this to end.”

“Never, my love. I’m yours… forever.”

The afternoon sun dripped like melted butter onto the neighborhood sidewalks as Evelyn floated—more than walked—out of Dr. Mirabel’s studio. Her steps were light, effortlessly graceful, as if she’d worn those beige ankle-strap heels her whole life, as if the white linen dress clinging delicately to her curves had always been her second skin. In one hand, she carried a small wicker purse; in the other, a bag of essential oils Mirabel had recommended for relaxing baths.

Her chestnut hair, now shoulder-length and artfully waved, cascaded softly down her back. Her makeup was subtle but enchanting: mascara, pink blush, raspberry-flavored lip gloss. As she passed the park café, two neighbors greeted her with warm smiles. A woman cooed, “What a lovely dress, sweetheart,” and a man stepped aside on the sidewalk with a slight nod. Evelyn returned each gesture with a demure smile—lips closed, eyes crinkling against the daylight.

She didn’t quite understand why some still seemed surprised to see her. Those lingering glances, the hushed murmurs from the mailman or the elderly ladies… She was just Evelyn. A wife. A kind woman. Nothing strange about that.

Next, the supermarket. Her handwritten list, tucked into a floral-covered notepad, outlined the evening’s menu: squash blossom quesadillas, mango salsa, shrimp ceviche, and lavender shortbread for dessert. Margaritas too—because Valerie loved tequila with fresh lime juice, and her friends never refused a drink.

She moved through the aisles with purpose, selecting fruits, vegetables, spices. She greeted clerks, thanked them, smiled with the poise of a hostess trained by angels. By the time she left, the sky had turned rose-gold, and Evelyn knew she needed to hurry.

At home, the linen dress was swapped for a sturdy apron. She pinned up her hair with a decorative clip, letting a few tendrils frame her face. The kitchen became her altar. She danced between fridge and oven, skillet and mixing bowl, blending flavors, tasting with little spoons, adjusting spices with the intuition of someone who cooked not out of duty but joy and vocation.

The door opened at seven sharp.

Valerie stepped inside, wrapped in the perfume of cilantro, lemon, and warm tortillas. She wore a black blouse with shoulder pads and fitted office slacks, her hair loose in defined waves. Behind her, three friends arrived: a tall blonde, another in braids and a red dress, the last in a sleek gray suit and designer glasses. Laughter filled the hallway, heels clicking against polished hardwood.

Evelyn greeted them with a slight curtsy, a radiant smile, and a tray of margaritas in salt-rimmed glasses. Her apron was tied with a bow in front. Beneath it, a turquoise dress with lace detailing at the neckline and flared sleeves peeked through. The white thigh-high stockings flashed briefly whenever she bent over.

"My God, Valerie," said the woman in the red dress, taking a glass. "You’ve trained her like a French chef!"

"It’s not training," Valerie replied, settling onto the sofa. "It’s dedication. Love. Evelyn is the perfect wife."

"She cooks, cleans, serves, and what’s more…" —Valerie crossed her legs and took a sip— "she knows exactly when to stay quiet and when to make someone moan."

The friends laughed, scandalized but delighted. Evelyn, without a hint of discomfort, served each dish with soft hands, perfect posture, and an almost ethereal sweetness.

The quesadillas were devoured, the ceviche praised, the cookies drawing little moans of pleasure. One of the women took Evelyn’s hand and said,

"If you were a man, I’d steal you… but as you are, I can only admire you."

Evelyn blushed, bit her lower lip, and whispered a timid, "Thank you… I’m happy to serve."

Later, when the house had fallen silent and the glasses were washed, Valerie locked the door and leaned against it, watching Evelyn fluff the sofa cushions.

"Come here," she said, her voice low and slow, humming like a revving engine.

Evelyn went to her immediately.

"Take off the apron."

Evelyn obeyed.

"Now put on the black corset… with the garters. That lace lingerie I love so much."

Evelyn nodded, walking with short, floating steps. She undressed slowly, hyper-aware of Valerie’s gaze. The black corset cinched her waist, lifting her silicone breasts into perfect shape. The garters held up sheer black stockings that shimmered under the lamplight. She dabbed perfume behind her ears. Now she wore nothing but lingerie, heels, and devotion in her eyes.

Valerie had already undressed. She adjusted the purple harness around her hips, slicking the toy with expert strokes, caressing it with feline sensuality. The internal end slid inside her first, coaxing out an involuntary smile.

Evelyn knelt beside the bed. She lay on her stomach, hips raised, hands folded over the sheets. Her breath quickened with anticipation.

Valerie positioned herself behind her. She caressed Evelyn’s soft buttocks, gently parted them, and traced the tip of the dildo along her folds. At the first brush of contact, Evelyn released a sweet, shuddering sigh.

“Mmh…”

Valerie pushed in slowly, inch by inch, watching as Evelyn’s body accepted it, embraced it, craved it. The first moan was high, lyrical, a hymn of pleasure.

“Aahhh… aah, yes…”

The rhythm began slow and deep. Each thrust made Evelyn’s silicone breasts sway against the corset. Her nails clawed the sheets, mouth open and wet, constant moans filling the room with their feminine sweetness.

Valerie panted too, feeling the harness’s pressure inside her, the friction, the heat. She leaned over Evelyn, nipping her neck, whispering:

“My traditional wife… my obedient girl… so good… so soft…”

“Yes… yes, love… I’m yours… all yours…”

The pace quickened. The slick sound of their bodies meeting was music. Valerie gripped Evelyn’s hips, driving deeper, harder, as Evelyn arched her back like a flower unfurling in spring.

“I’ll fill you with pleasure, my sweet girl…”

“Yesss… do it… mmnhhh…”

Their moans intertwined, rising into an intimate symphony. Valerie came with a low cry, clenching around the harness as her hips kept moving. Evelyn followed seconds later—shaking, mouth open in a silent scream, mascara streaked with tears.

They collapsed together onto the sheets, gasping. Valerie wrapped her arms around Evelyn’s waist, kissing her nape, licking sweat from her spine. Evelyn just curled into her, smiling, lips still trembling with aftershocks.

“Are you happy?” Valerie whispered, stroking her belly.

“Completely… I’m everything I ever dreamed of… thank you for making it real.”

And in the dark, as the fan hummed like a warm whisper, Valerie kissed her once more.

Because yes. Evelyn was the perfect wife.

And Valerie… the woman who’d known how to make a dream blossom.
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The Perfect Understudy

Miles had always lived in the realm of shadows. He was the lighting technician in a small but ambitious independent theater company. He didn’t act. He didn’t sing. He never took a bow. His world was the spotlights, the pulleys, the color filters, and the masking tape marks on the floor. He knew every lighting angle, every exact cue. And each night, when the lights rose, he watched the show from above.

Especially her.
Chloe.
Lead actress. Luminous muse. Queen of the stage and master of his breath. Miles adored her with a silent, secret devotion, as if every beam that lit her up was born from his own desire.

On the night of the dress rehearsal, the theater pulsed with nerves. Opening night was just a day away. Chloe moved backstage with a near-feline grace, her satin dress trailing behind her like a banner of triumph. Everything was going well… until it wasn’t.

They were midway through Act I. Chloe turned sharply in a confrontation scene, her voice rose an octave, and then—the world seemed to freeze. Her knees buckled, her body folded like a puppet with its strings cut, and she collapsed to the floor with a barely audible sigh.

Silence. A single, eternal second. Then, chaos.
The actors rushed to her. The music director stopped the piano. Chloe was breathing, but her skin was pale as wax. She barely murmured:
“Just… a faint spell.”

And then Vivienne appeared.
The director. Former actress of the Comédie-Française, an eccentric legend, famous for her temper, her collection of impossible corsets, and her French spoken through clouds of cigarette smoke.
She stormed in, her black velvet robe billowing behind her, makeup still flawless like an opera mask. Her eyes scanned the scene, calculating, desperate.

“Sacrebleu! The premiere is tomorrow! No understudy! No time!”
She pressed a hand to her forehead, theatrically. Then… she turned. She looked toward the tech booth. Toward him.
Toward Miles.

“You!”

Miles stepped back, pointing at himself in disbelief.
“Me?”

Vivienne examined him with the gaze of a predator catching an unexpected prey.
“You’re tall. Slim. Fine-featured. Delicate cheekbones. With a bit of makeup… you could be my Chloe.”

Miles gave a nervous laugh. “I just… I do lights.”

But Chloe, half-upright now, turned her face toward him. Her lips trembled. Her hand reached out.
“Please… just for tonight. No one will notice. With a little help…”

Her fingers sought his. Her skin, still warm, burned him.

Vivienne clapped her hands sharply. “To the dressing room! My muse must be reborn!”

Chloe’s dressing room was a sanctuary of velvet, warm lights, and enveloping scents: vanilla, powder, leather, and a trace of stage anxiety. There were feathers, round mirrors, open makeup cases like treasure chests. And in the center, Miles—standing, bewildered, stripped of all certainty.

Vivienne had no mercy.
“Back straight! Shoulders loose! Swan posture, not duck!”

She wrapped him in a black lace corset. Every tug molded him, compressed him, sculpted him. The fabric creaked between her fingers. Miles gasped as his waist narrowed and his breath grew shorter, more intense.
“That’s it. Breathe with the ribs, not the belly. That’s how you hold mystery.”

Then came the stockings. The glide of nylon on his skin made him shiver. Every thread was an unexpected caress. The garter snapped shut. The short skirt brushed his thighs with the slightest move. The heels lifted him a few inches, and suddenly the world looked different.

“Walk. No, not like that. Swing the hips! Imagine your hips are hiding secrets no one’s tasted. And you’re offering them without offering.”

The wig descended onto his scalp. Long, blonde, silky. The warmth beneath it became a nest—soft, intimate, transforming.

The makeup came next. Violet shadows. Cherry red lipstick. False lashes. Blush that sculpted her cheekbones. Vivienne murmured spells in French as she painted him like a virgin before sacrifice.
“Now… your name is Millie.”
Miles blinked.
“Millie?”
“Oui. Soft. Feminine. Mysterious. The audience will remember her. They will remember you.”

Then the door opened. Chloe entered, wrapped in a robe and a mischievous smile. She stopped when she saw him—saw her—and tilted her head.
“Millie…” she repeated, her voice turning into a caress. “You look… incredible.”

She approached slowly, unblinking. Her eyes moved over the newly born body. She stopped in front of her, and without a word, slid off one white satin glove, finger by finger.
“Mouth,” she whispered. “Bite it. At the edge. Like this…”
Millie obeyed. Her lips parted, and the glove brushed against them. She bit, tugged gently. Chloe laughed—a low, intimate sound.
“Now look at me like you want me. Just a little. Just enough to make me wonder if it’s an act.”

Millie lifted her face. Tilted her head. Curved her lips. And looked.

Chloe froze. For the first time all night, she didn’t smile.
Her eyes, dark, weren’t those of an actress. They were someone seeing something unexpected.

Millie turned to the mirror. She studied her reflection.
Long lashes. Satin skin. Flushed cheeks. Wet lips. Suggestive hips. A proud neckline. And a new expression in her face: desire… and doubt.
“I don’t know if I’m acting,” she murmured, touching her own cheek with her fingertips.
Chloe stepped behind her. Her lips barely touched her ear.
“Or if you’re awakening,” she whispered.

On opening night, the theater pulsed with anticipation. Warm lights bathed the lobby, red carpets stretched like velvet tongues, and the walls whispered the nerves of generations past. In the dressing room, Millie prepared before the mirror as though dressing for a secret rite.

Vivienne entered then and watched in silence. Her smile was thin—like someone who has seen a miracle and prefers not to name it.
“You’re ready,” she said simply.
“Do you really think… I can do this?” Millie asked, eyes lowered to her gloved hands.
“Chérie, you already are. The stage is an altar, and you… are the offering.”

The lights dimmed. The curtain rose.
The play began. And she walked.

Millie emerged from the wings with a grace that was no longer rehearsed—it was instinct. Her stride was fluid, natural. Her heels marked the rhythm of a new music, one only she could hear. The audience held its breath.

Her voice… softer. Not affected. Born.
The lines flowed from her throat as if written across her skin. Every word had rhythm, caress, fire. Her movements weren’t calculated—they were feline, enveloping, subtle. When she turned, the world seemed to turn with her. When her gaze paused on another character, the temperature in the room changed.

And then, in the parlor scene—he arrived.
Derek.
Tall, with a chiseled jaw and a gaze of tamed fire. His character was a rogue, a charming scoundrel, a seducer of every woman who crossed his path. But that night… something shifted.

Millie faced him on stage with a different energy. She was supposed to spurn him, turn her face, and say with disdain: “Your tongue is as sharp as your dagger.”

But when she said it… she smiled. Her lips trembled for a second.
The audience laughed softly—not mockingly, but enchanted.

And then, Derek improvised.

"You’d never looked at me like that… ever."

Millie froze.

That wasn’t in the script.

Her heart skipped a beat. And, for the first time in the entire play, she forgot the next line.

She felt the heat in her cheeks. The blush rising, sincere, pure. She pressed her hands against her dress. She wanted to laugh. Or run.

But Derek… took her by the waist.

And kissed her.

A stage kiss was supposed to be fake, quick, in profile. But this one wasn’t. His hand reached up to Millie’s nape. His body pulled her in firmly. His lips touched hers with purpose, but without force. It was a long kiss, wet, tender. The character dissolved in surprise. Only they remained.

Millie clutched his jacket. Her whole body vibrated. The world shrank to that contact: mouth to mouth, sigh to sigh. And then, the applause erupted.

Loud. Genuine.

The audience thought it was part of the script. That it had been rehearsed, calculated. They didn’t know Millie hadn’t rehearsed that tremble in her legs. Nor that wetness between her thighs. Nor that shaky knot in her throat, somewhere between desire and panic.

The curtain fell seconds later.

And Millie… couldn’t move.

In the dressing room, now alone, she unfastened the corset with trembling hands. The dress slid down her hips. But she didn’t take off the stockings. Or the heels. Or the wig. Or the makeup.

She looked at herself in the mirror for a long while.

She wasn’t Miles in a wig.

She was Millie, disheveled, blushing, kissed.

And she touched her lips with the tip of her finger.

Her reflection smiled.

And then she felt her.

Chloe.

The star actress, the muse who had been replaced, approached from behind with feline stealth. Millie felt her before seeing her, by that floral and musky scent, by the soft whisper of her breath near her neck.

Chloe raised a hand and, with unexpected gentleness, tucked a stray curl behind her ear.

"It suits you so well..." she said softly, like a secret. "I don’t want the role back anymore."

Millie turned slowly. Their eyes met. There was no resentment. No jealousy. Only something warmer, murkier. A gentle, intentional surrender.

Millie smiled, shyly. She still wasn’t used to the fact that the blush she felt was no longer Miles pretending. It was hers. Genuine. Raw.

And in that moment, Derek appeared.

He was dressed smart but casual. White shirt with rolled-up sleeves, crooked smile, drink in hand. His gaze went straight to Millie.

"May I have this one?" he asked, raising an eyebrow. "It’d be a crime not to dance with you tonight."

She laughed, surprised. Her body responded before her mind did. She took a step, then another. The music was soft, in the background. Just a saxophone floating from an old speaker. Derek took her by the waist, confidently, with restrained hunger. And Millie… let herself go.

Her heels brushed against his. Their fingers intertwined. And in the middle of everyone, they danced. He pulled her closer. She rested her cheek on his shoulder.

And just when the party seemed to be fading, Vivienne raised her glass from the edge of the room.

"To Millie!" she declared, voice loud and eyes theatrically sparkling. "The new leading lady! The audience has spoken. And so have I."

Applause erupted amidst laughter, toasts, and a few whistles.

Millie brought a hand to her chest. She said nothing. She couldn’t.

Later, with fewer lights and more laughter, someone suggested continuing the celebration. The idea was clear: take the party to one of the cast members’ houses. Music, booze, maybe a pool, lots of photos, and new secrets by sunrise.

Millie nodded, excited—until she looked toward her bag in search of her clothes.

And she froze.

“The costume…” she murmured. “Where are my regular clothes?”

Chloe, sitting on the vanity with her legs crossed, feigned innocence.

“The director took them by mistake,” she said, stretching slowly. “She wanted to make space. But don’t worry, I’ve got something perfect.”

Millie blinked.

“Perfect?”

Chloe hopped down. She went to her backpack and pulled out something wrapped in tissue paper and perfume.

“A tight little black dress. Glitter heels. And strawberry gloss. Come on, Millie. You don’t want to show up dressed like a techie, do you?”

Derek peeked in from the doorway. Still holding a beer, he raised an eyebrow.

“Everything okay?”

Chloe winked. “Perfectly. Give her fifteen minutes… and you’ll fall in love all over again.”

Millie hesitated just a second.

And then said, softly:

“Show me.”

The small theater bathroom became their secret dressing room. Chloe helped her out of the stage dress, leaving her in delicate black lingerie—feminine, graceful. She lent her a shorter one, clingy, made of stretchy fabric that hugged like skin. Open in the back. The sweetheart neckline rose and fell with her breath.

Chloe redid her eyeliner. Glitter gloss. Curled her lashes even more.

“Now smile,” she ordered. “Without fear. You’re not pretending.”

Millie obeyed. And when Chloe handed her the heels—black, sky-high, with crisscross straps—she stepped into them without hesitation. She walked. The clack-clack echoed firmly on the tile floor. Not a single falter.

When she stepped into the hallway, Derek whistled. Slow. Genuine.

“Wow,” he murmured.

Millie lifted her chin. Laughed, playfully.

“Shall we?”

And when they stepped together into the night’s cool air, she was no longer the understudy.

She was the star. The desired one. The woman.

And the world would never see her any other way again.

The night wrapped around them with a humid warmth, broken only by the light breeze caressing the asphalt and Millie’s legs as she walked with the group toward one of the actors’ houses. The short fabric of her dress lifted slightly with each gust, just enough to reveal the smooth skin of her thighs beneath the stockings. Millie shivered—not from cold, but from something sweeter, more electric: the awareness of her femininity, alive, vulnerable, desired.

Her heels echoed a charming clack-clack on the sidewalk, and each step was a quiet affirmation, a yes, I am her, while her synthetic curls bounced gently with the movement of her head. Chloe walked behind, laughing, and a few of the guys from the cast joked with beers in hand. But no one, absolutely no one, seemed surprised that Millie walked among them in a mini dress, sparkly makeup, and strawberry perfume. No one sneered. No one laughed. Only knowing smiles, accepting winks. And above them all—Derek.

He hadn’t stopped looking at her since they left the theater.

The house was full of music, red cups, worn-out couches, and young people eager to extend the magic of opening night. Millie settled into a couch by the window, crossing her legs naturally. Her dress rode up just a bit more. The night breeze slipped in through the window crack, caressing her bare skin between the dress’s hem and her garter. She closed her eyes. Took a deep breath. Felt alive.

Then Derek.

He approached with two beers. Sat beside her—very close. Handed her one without a word, and when their fingers brushed, Millie felt the warmth rise to her cheeks.

They drank. Laughed at some ridiculous story. And then, in a low voice, as if the rest of the world had gone silent:

“About the kiss…” he said.

Millie looked at him, long lashes, moist lips. Smiled shyly.

“It wasn’t… in the script.”

Derek leaned in slightly. “Did it bother you?”

She lowered her gaze. Her voice was barely a whisper: “No. I liked it.”

He said nothing. Just slid a firm hand over her knee. His touch was gentle but deliberate. His thumb traced slow circles. Millie held her breath.

Then he kissed her.

Not like onstage. Not quick, not reactive. This time, it was slower. His mouth explored hers with purpose—with restrained hunger, with tenderness. Millie sighed against his lips. She felt the core of her body pulse.

Heat pooled between them.

His hand drifted up her thigh. He pulled her closer. Her legs parted slightly, unbidden. Their lips broke apart for a second.

“You’re trembling,” Derek murmured.

“I’m… burning,” Millie confessed, with an embarrassed giggle.

He stood and took her hand. No questions. Just guidance. She followed without thought.

The room was small: an unmade bed, a lamp casting gold light across the walls. The moment the door closed, Derek pushed her gently against it and kissed her again—deeper now, heavier. His hands climbed her waist, then slid down the curve of her hips, pausing to grip the firm roundness wrapped in lace.

Millie let out a quiet moan. A sweet, warm, undeniably feminine sound.

Derek stilled, surprised. His gaze dropped to her lips, then back to her eyes. He smiled.

“That noise…” he whispered.

Millie said nothing. Just stared up at him. But her chest rose and fell with urgency.

He led her to the bed. Let her tumble onto it between breathless laughs. Millie settled against the sheets, one leg bent, her dress hiked nearly to her hip. Derek leaned over her, kissing her again. His hands—more confident now—found the hem of her dress and began lifting it.

“Can I…?” he hesitated, just for a beat.

Millie nodded, eyes shut.

"Yes… I want you to see me."

The dress slipped from her body with a soft whisper, pooling at her feet. Derek looked at her. The black lace lingerie left little to the imagination—a sheer bra, delicate panties, a garter belt fastened to her fishnet stockings. Millie felt exposed. Vulnerable. Exquisitely feminine.

"You're… beautiful," he murmured.

He leaned down, kissed her collarbone, then between her breasts. Millie whimpered with every touch, arching into him. Her skin burned. Her body wanted him, begged for him. This was her, not a costume. And he knew it.

Derek trailed kisses down her stomach, to the inside of her thighs. His fingers brushed against her, and Millie bit her lip.

"Derek… please…"

Then he moved back up, undressed quickly, and guided her onto the pillows. He settled over her, skin against skin, and slid into her slowly—carefully, tenderly.

Millie let out a long, shaky gasp. Her legs wrapped around him. Her nails dug into his back.

"Ahhh… yes… Derek…"

They moved together softly, like a dance. The friction was delicious. Their gazes locked. He kissed her neck, her cheek, her mouth, murmuring:

"You're so warm… so soft…"

Millie cried out from pleasure, not pain. She moaned against his ear, feeling him inside her, filling her, loving her.

And between panting whispers, the thought came to her:

This is my man.

And I… am his little woman.

The weeks passed like lace unraveling—slow, beautiful, inevitable. Every night, the curtain rose, and Millie emerged like bottled lightning, like spilled perfume in the dark. She was no longer a novelty. She was a certainty. A name on the marquee. The audience's darling, the muse of their applause.

By the end of each act, the whispers were only about her.

"Who is that new actress?"
"She’s hypnotic."
"You can’t take your eyes off her."

Onstage, she was fire wrapped in silk. Every word, every step across the boards carried a rhythm that was fresh, authentic, intoxicating. The makeup was no longer a mask—it was a crown. The corset wasn’t a costume; it was her skin.

And on closing night, the entire theater pulsed like a single heartbeat.

Backstage, Vivienne greeted her with glistening eyes and an unlit cigarette between her lips.
"My star," she whispered, clasping Millie’s gloved hands. "The next play is yours. We’ll write a role tailored for you. The audience won’t accept anyone else."

Millie couldn’t reply. Not with words. She just squeezed the director’s fingers and smiled—the fullest, brightest smile she’d ever worn.

Chloe winked from the dressing room, now a steadfast friend and admirer, blowing her a playful kiss. No one spoke of replacements anymore. Because there was no one left to replace.

Millie wasn’t the understudy. She was the star. The queen. The woman.

That night, Derek took her home.
A quieter celebration. Just them.

They stumbled inside with soft laughter, the echo of applause still ringing in their ears. Millie shrugged off her coat with a flirtatious flick. Beneath it: a fitted lilac satin dress that clung to her curves with shameless grace. High heels. Red lips. A gaze heavy with promise.

Derek brought two glasses. Poured sparkling wine. Crystal clinked.
"To you," he said. "To the most stunning woman to ever grace that stage."

Millie looked down, laughing, her blush one she couldn’t—and wouldn’t—hide.
"I still don’t know how any of this happened…" she murmured. "It feels like I’m dreaming."

Derek stepped closer. Pressed his forehead to hers.
"Then don’t wake up."

And they kissed.

First, soft. Then deeper. Hungrier.

Millie felt his fingers trail down her back, circle her waist, pull her in. They tumbled onto the sofa, her legs tangling with his. The heat rose again—thick, slow, delicious.

His touch grew bolder. His hands skimmed her thighs, slid beneath her dress. Millie panted softly against his lips until, without hesitation, she reached for the zipper of Derek’s pants.

Zzzzzz…

The sound was sharp, almost ceremonial.

Her hand slipped inside, finding him firm, hot, pulsing. She stroked him tenderly, rhythmically, with real hunger. Derek’s eyes shut, his head tilting back. He groaned her name between ragged breaths.

Millie climbed onto his lap, slow, still in her lace lingerie.

“Wait,” she whispered, carefully peeling off her stockings. They pooled on the floor as she lifted her gaze.

“I want… you to feel me.”

Derek gripped her hips. She adjusted herself, sinking down with deliberate slowness—opening, taking him inside.

“Ahhh… mmmhh…”

Her moans began quiet, then grew wet, fractured. She rode him with slow, undulating rolls, like a dancer performing for an audience of one. Her nails scored his shoulders. Derek held her tight, groaning with her, kissing her breasts above the neckline, licking the edge of her throat, murmuring filth and sweetness in equal measure.

She moved with utter abandon. No shame, no hesitation. Just pleasure. Pride. Femininity distilled.

When her climax hit, it was a wave of light. She arched. Her whole body locked. She screamed his name.

“Derek… ahhh, yes… yes…”

He followed with a roar against her throat, lost inside her.

Afterward, sprawled on his chest, still gasping, Millie said nothing.

No words were needed.

His fingers traced idle patterns along her bare back, toying with a loose strand of her blonde wig. Their legs still tangled. The sheet barely draped over their hips.

She stared at the ceiling. Smiling. Feeling the warm slickness between her thighs, her swollen lips, her oversensitive skin. Feeling whole.

She’d arrived here by chance. By accident. By a favor. By a well-meant lie.

But tonight, in the soft half-light of a borrowed bedroom, Millie knew the truth.

She was no longer him pretending to be her.

She was her.

And she was happy.

And she was a star.


[image: ]


The CEO in Skirt

The executive room was tense, as if the air itself knew what was coming. The usual scent of expensive coffee and high-end perfume couldn’t quite mask the discomfort. The company’s most influential women—directors, department heads, leaders of multimillion-dollar projects—were gathered around the massive oval table. Some with arms crossed. Others fiddling with their perfectly manicured nails. All of them frowning.

Rodrick Blake entered with confident strides, wearing a dark blue Italian-cut suit, young-shark smile in place. He was just 32 and had inherited the presidency following the official retirement of his mother, Miranda Blake, a legend in the business world. His face still gleamed with the arrogance polished during his time at Stanford, in London, and through all the doors opened for him effortlessly. He thought he knew it all.

And he made that clear from the start.
“I want to set a new course for our company’s image,” he said, placing both hands on the table with the authority of someone who hasn’t yet learned to listen. “The competition is fierce. We need to stand out. And nothing projects power like a sophisticated, polished, decisive aesthetic. That’s why I’ve approved an update to the dress code for executive positions.”

The screen behind him lit up. Minimalist PowerPoint. Black, white, and a female silhouette in a pencil skirt.
“Our new visual line will be ‘Corporate Medusa,’” he explained, as if it were a stroke of genius. “Skirts above the knee, minimum four-inch heels, low-cut blouses, shaping corsets optional but recommended. And full makeup. Professional. Flawless. We want executives who project authority… and desire.”

The silence that followed was not approval. It was the kind of silence that happens when many intelligent people hold back from speaking all at once.
Sarah, the CFO, raised an eyebrow.
“Makeup mandatory?” she asked, voice calm as ice.
Rodrick nodded with a salesman’s smile.
“Of course. Cohesive image. Beauty is power. And power is what we sell.”
Amanda, head of global marketing, crossed her legs with an audible sigh. “And who approved this, besides you?”
“I’m the CEO,” he replied, still in a pleasant tone. “It’s an executive decision.”

The outrage wasn’t immediate. It was slow. Tactical. Calm like a storm brewing deep beneath the ocean. No one raised their voice. No one shouted. But they left that room with fire in their eyes.
And they knew exactly how to take control.

Rodrick got the email that afternoon, while reviewing budgets from his city-view office. “Institutional Image Review Meeting. Location: Main Boardroom. Time: 8:00 p.m.” Signed by Sarah, Amanda, Valerie, and other key leaders.
He took it as a gesture of reconciliation. He even wore a new tie.

When he walked in, the lights were low, the room perfumed with floral notes. In the center of the table, a single bottle of champagne. Sarah awaited him with a glass already poured. Amanda smiled at him from the head of the table. All of them looked elegant. Commanding.

“Dear Rodrick,” Sarah said, offering him the glass. “This meeting is… for you. Just for you.”
He lifted the glass, delighted. “Shall we toast?”
“To your vision,” Amanda said, with a smile like a velvet trap.

They toasted.
And a few minutes later, the world faded.

He woke up disoriented. Mouth dry. Mind foggy. And something felt… off. Something was tugging at his waist. And something else was pinching his feet.
He opened his eyes.

He was tied to an office swivel chair, right in the boardroom. But the clothes… weren’t his.
He wore a white silk blouse, buttons straining over a burgundy corset that cinched his waist into an hourglass figure. A black pencil skirt clung to his hips with surgical precision. Lace black stockings. And heels—towering ones—that gripped his feet like shiny shackles.
His face… felt different. Heavy. Warm.

A mirror was brought in front of him by Amanda, who leaned over his shoulder to whisper:
“Professional makeup. Matte foundation, ruby lips, dramatic eyeliner, false lashes. You look amazing, Rodri.”

He parted his lips to protest. But Sarah placed a finger on them, playful.
“Shhh… we haven’t talked about your new name yet.”

She tightened the corset with a firm tug. Rodrick gasped, breathless.
“How does it feel to be the face of the company, darling?”

The others laughed. Not cruelly. With superiority. With pleasure.
Amanda raised her phone. “Time for the official campaign photo.”

Click.
Rodrick—now wrapped in lace, silk, and lipstick—looked straight into the lens.

The photo was sent to the internal communications group. The same one where, just yesterday, he had shared charts and CEO-style motivational quotes.
The name was changed: from “Rodrick Blake” to “Roxanne Blake.”
The image showed a seductive, powerful woman, with an intense gaze, full lips, wasp-waist, and the tagline:
“Corporate Medusa: the image that seduces success.”

The chats exploded.
🔥🔥🔥
“Best-looking CEO we’ve ever had!”
“Now that’s leadership with flair.”
“That’s Rodrick...? No way!”
“Total goddess.”
“Finally someone who walks their own talk 😂”

Roxanne, still with her legs crossed and her cleavage dusted in blush, saw it all from her new phone.
And everyone knew. And no one objected.
And deep in her belly… something trembled that had nothing to do with fear.

Rodrick tried to stand, but the heel threw off his balance. His male colleagues watched with a mix of surprise and admiration. Some gave flirtatious glances; others whispered compliments.
“Never thought the boss could be so… charming,” one said while adjusting his tie, unable to hide the envy.

Rodrick, humiliated but increasingly aware of the power that came with being the center of attention.

The morning after the reveal, silence reigned in the hallways. But it wasn’t the silence of scandal, nor of mockery. It was pure anticipation. Every desk, every screen, every freshly brewed coffee had one thing in common: they were all waiting to see her.

And Roxanne Blake—formerly Rodrick—appeared.
Black patent heels striking the floor with an uncertain but growing rhythm. Navy-blue pencil skirt, so tight it forced her hips into a defined sway. White blouse with an open collar, showing just a hint of a new, artfully enhanced cleavage. Her makeup was identical to the viral photo: long lashes, red lips, skin smooth as porcelain. Her hair, soft chestnut waves down to her shoulders.

But it was her. And everyone knew it.

She stopped in the middle of the main hallway. Tried to turn to greet someone, but her heel twisted slightly. She lost balance for a second. Caught herself on the wall, panting.

“Everything alright, Roxanne?” asked one of the financial partners, smiling. The same man who used to avoid eye contact with the assistants.
She nodded, chin high.
“Yes. Just getting used to the… new standard,” she murmured, smoothing her skirt.

The conversation was inevitable. Her male colleagues—especially the young, the ambitious, the ones who could smell power like sharks smell blood—began to orbit around her. The looks lingered. The greetings grew softer, more intense.

And also, envy.
Because Roxanne shone.

In her office, Sarah was already waiting, leather folder in hand and a crooked smile.
“We need to talk about your public image,” she said, sitting down without asking.

Roxanne settled behind the desk. She crossed her legs awkwardly, but with a posture that was slowly becoming more natural to her. The skirt rode up just slightly. Sarah noticed. Her smile deepened.
“We did some digging,” she continued. “You see… it turns out the internal regulations you signed when taking over the presidency include something interesting.”

Roxanne frowned.
“What is it?”
Sarah pulled out a printed copy. Handed it over. She pointed a perfectly manicured nail at a clause near the end.
“Article 19, Section 3: The president of the company must visually represent the brand values established in the institutional image code.”

Roxanne read it. Then looked up. Sarah didn’t interrupt.
“And you… you approved that code yourself. You enforced it, actually. Heels, skirt, makeup. Remember? ‘Beauty is power.’”

Sarah leaned back, victorious.
“You signed it as Rodrick. But as Roxanne… you’re now bound to it.”

The clause was legally ambiguous, but in the hands of her executives, it had become a silk chain. And she knew it. She couldn’t resign—that would mean breaking her mother’s legacy, abandoning the presidency, losing everything. Nor could she publicly undo her image. It was already in internal documents, the marketing campaign, even the new corporate handbook being printed that very day.

Hours later, Roxanne received an automatic email:
“Institutional Identity Confirmation: Roxanne Blake, CEO, Executive Profile Updated.”

The official photo was the same from the night before: her, in a skirt, fully made-up, gazing straight into the camera, slightly tilted, with lips that suggested equal parts authority and provocation.

In the team chats, the image was forwarded with heart stickers, fire emojis, clapping gifs.
No one asked questions.
Everyone accepted what was already evident.

Roxanne was the boss.
And desire hung around her like a new perfume.

On screen, a notification blinked:
Darren: If you need help with those heels, I volunteer. Always wanted to be a personal assistant… 😏

Roxanne set the phone down on the desk.
Crossed her legs.
There was no turning back.

But deep inside her, part of her didn’t want to go back.
Not after feeling what it was like to walk the world… with everyone’s eyes on her hips.

In the weeks that followed, Rodrick was required to fully comply with the feminine code in all public appearances and meetings. Her style became iconic: tight skirts, flawless makeup, and heels she now mastered with grace. But the most surprising change was in her relationships with others.

The men in the company looked at her with admiration and flirtation. Some of the executives even slipped her beauty tips between meetings.

The sound of Roxanne Blake’s heels was no longer a surprise. It was a recognizable melody in the halls of Blake & Co., like the elevator chime or the hum of fresh coffee.
Clack, clack, clack.
Precise. Sexy. Commanding.

Every morning, as she stepped out of the company car, she did so with the poise of a woman who knew she was being watched. Fitted silk blouse, a controlled but lethal neckline, pencil skirt in leather or satin, seamed stockings, twelve-centimeter stilettos. Her makeup always impeccable: juicy lips in red or glossy nude, lashes like fans, eyes lined with surgical precision. Her hair, styled in soft waves or pulled into sleek ponytails, depending on the day’s tone.

And everyone—noticed.

The female executives had adopted a kind of sisterhood. They passed on small tips between conferences:
“Highlight just above your cheekbones—watch how the room light loves you.”
“That skirt… it shapes your waist, but try a higher one. It'll lift your ass even better.”

Roxanne laughed, learned, thanked them.

The men, on the other hand… reacted differently.

Mondays were especially interesting.
Roxanne tended to wear bold colors on those days: fuchsia, deep burgundy, emerald green. And she knew her arrival on the executive floor had become a small spectacle. More than one young associate pretended to pour coffee or check reports near the hallway just to watch her walk by.

They looked at her with those eyes—desire masked as politeness.
And they all knew it.
—“Morning, Miss Blake,” one would say, lowering his voice.
She’d reply with a soft smile, but eyes sharp as razors.
—“Good morning, Jared.”

The elevator had become a daily capsule of tension. One of the most dangerously delicious moments of her routine.
Like that Thursday.

The elevator was full. Tall, cologned, suited-up executives. She was the last to enter. The only space left placed her directly in front of Darren, one of the innovation advisors—young, gym-toned body, model’s grin. He looked her up and down without even pretending not to.

Roxanne knew exactly what she provoked: the slight creak of her skirt as she leaned forward, the scent of her expensive perfume, the curve of her hips, newly shaped by the glute-toning workouts Sarah had recommended.

The elevator descended. 17… 16…

Roxanne felt a subtle touch on her thigh.
Darren, folder in one hand, let the other drift behind… and his knuckles brushed the back of her skirt. At first, it could’ve been an accident.
But then… it was obvious.

His palm settled—firm, shameless—on one of her buttocks.
A soft clap of fingers against the invisible lace beneath her skirt.

She turned her head slowly. Said nothing. Just stared at him. Her lips didn’t move, but one eyebrow rose ever so slightly. Her gaze burned like it said:
"Did you really just do that?"

Darren held his composure. Winked.
And the elevator opened on floor 15.

Roxanne walked out like nothing had happened. Each hip marking rhythm. But inside… she throbbed.

Later, in the boardroom, one of the regional managers choked slightly when she walked in wearing a white satin blouse and a black vinyl skirt with a side slit.

She ignored him. Sat down slowly, crossed her legs like the meeting was a runway. Her lips were freshly touched up, glossy. Her perfume hovered softly in the air. Every sentence she spoke was a blend of power and seduction.

“I need the reports before Monday. Sent directly to me. No intermediaries,” she said. Her voice was honeyed—but without empty sweetness.

One assistant, instead of just nodding, murmured:
“Whatever you say, Miss Blake…”

There were laughs. Complicit.
No one corrected the comment.
Neither did she.

At lunch, Roxanne went to the bathroom. In front of the mirror, Amanda approached her with a liquid liner.
“Close your eyes a sec. You’re losing definition on the corners,” she said.

Roxanne obeyed. Amanda touched up her makeup with the precision of a lover. When she finished, she held her chin gently.
“You’re beautiful. You know that?”
Roxanne swallowed. Said nothing.
“And dangerous,” Amanda whispered before walking out.

There was nothing left of Rodrick anymore.
And the worst—or maybe the best—was that she didn’t miss him.

Roxanne Blake’s days no longer ended at six. She stayed late. Alone in her glass-walled office, with the lit-up city below, as if all that concrete and glass leaned toward her.

Her silk blouse wrapped around her like a warm sigh.
The pencil skirt—tight, gleaming—hugged every curve of her body as if the fabric worshipped her.
Heels still on.
Seamed stockings, flawless.
Lipstick still fresh, but softened by the night.

Her desk was buried under papers—projections, contracts, mergers. But she wasn’t reading. Not with her usual focus. Leaning forward, elbows braced on polished wood, she skimmed a report when the door creaked open.

“Still working?” Darren’s voice carried that blend of formality and hunger that had become his trademark.

“Didn’t finish the Kyoto proposal,” she said without turning. “I like staying when everything’s… quiet.”

He entered without asking. Shut the door behind him. Wordlessly, he stepped behind her chair. Roxanne didn’t protest. Her breathing slowed just slightly.

Darren’s hands settled on her shoulders. Large. Warm. Firm.

“May I?”

A barely-there nod.

The first touch was gentle—thumbs pressing circles into knotted muscle, working down her neck to her shoulders. Roxanne exhaled, low and throaty, almost a moan.

“Mmm… Darren…”

“You’re tense.”

“I am…”

He bent closer. Breath hot against her ear:

“And wet.”

She turned her face to his. Lips parted, gaze heavy. No words. Just silent surrender.

Darren kissed her.

Their mouths met with pent-up hunger. Roxanne gasped into him as he gripped her waist, lifting her like she weighed nothing. Her arms locked around his neck, legs wrapping instinctively. Fabric rode up—stockings, lace, bare skin.

He set her gently on the desk’s edge, scattering crumpled papers and empty glasses.

His hands slid down Roxanne’s thighs. Sure, exploring fingers, until they reached her black lace panties. He pulled them down slowly. Roxanne arched toward him, letting out a soft moan.
“Mmmhh… don’t stop…”

Darren pulled a small tube from his pocket. Clear lubricant. He applied it gently. His fingers were warm, tender, gliding carefully over her entrance. She shuddered. Her breathing turned erratic.
“Please…”

He turned her slightly, positioning her back against the desk. Roxanne gripped the edge, her heels still on, her stockings intact.
And then he entered her.

Slowly. Firmly. A broken moan spilled from her lips, thick with pleasure.
“Ohhh… ahhh…”

Every thrust was a wet, delicious collision. Her nails dug into the wood. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the office. Roxanne rocked her hips back, craving more, desperate for it.
“God… Darren… yes…”

He held her by the waist. Kissed her back. Her neck. Growled her name through clenched teeth. And kept going. Filling her. Loving her with his body.
Roxanne knew power.
But in that moment, she let herself be taken.
And she loved it.

Days became about more than meetings and signatures. Now there were lunches with the other executives, secrets to lipstick that wouldn’t smudge when kissing, posture clinics, tips on keeping her glutes taut in 12-cm heels, calf-sculpting exercises.
Roxanne adapted with an ease that surprised her. She began to crave the stares. To play with her reflection. To master the art of the sidelong smile and the closed-mouth laugh.

But then came the invitation that changed everything.
Amanda was direct.

“Darling, we have an appointment at the salon. Spa day, laser hair removal, and a little touch-up. Tiny. Subtle. Just a sharper nose—barely noticeable. It’ll balance your features.”
“Just the nose?” Roxanne asked, legs crossed, freshly applied lipstick glistening.
“Nothing more,” Amanda swore, tracing her chin with a red-lacquered nail. “The rest is already perfect. This is just polishing.”

She woke up bandaged. Everywhere. A compression garment she didn’t remember. Drainage tubes. A surgical bra. Stitches.
Her body ached. But worse than that… something was off.

A nurse walked in.
“How are you feeling, Miss Blake?”
Roxanne opened her mouth, but no words came out.
“Relax. Everything went perfectly. Nose, thread lifts, minor facial contouring. And the lipo—your hips are divine. The implants… natural, perky, round. Your team chose well.”
Roxanne barely whispered:
“Implants?”
The nurse smiled.
“Right there. 350cc. Perfect for your frame.”

Three days later, she walked into the office.
And everything stopped.

Roxanne stepped in wearing a sleeveless black sheath dress that strained against her new silhouette. Her hips swayed with a hypnotic curve. The neckline, full and high, pulsed with every step. Her face was sharper, more ethereal—almost feline. The nose, straight. Cheekbones lifted. Jawline sculpted.

The reaction was unanimous.
Muffled gasps. Whispers. Sighs. Men drooling, female executives applauding.
Amanda appeared instantly.
“Absolute queen! You look unreal.”

"You're a total bombshell," another woman murmured.
Roxanne smiled. But inside… she was trembling.

That night, she stayed late at work. She needed clarity. The office was locked, only the desk lamp still on. Heels kicked off. The compression garment still tight beneath her dress.

Then Darren appeared.
Shirt sleeves rolled up. Tired. Sexy.

"Everything okay?"
She nodded, hesitating.
"I just… needed to feel useful again."

He stepped closer, cupping her face.
"I heard what happened. Amanda and the others—"
"I didn’t ask for all this," she confessed, voice cracking. "It was just supposed to be the nose…"

Darren gripped her waist, firm.
"They helped you become who you are. Shattered what was holding you back. Look at you. You’re art."
She lowered her eyes.
"But… am I still me?"

He lifted her—just like the first time.
"Now you’re Roxanne. The most desired woman in this glass tower."

He laid her back on the sofa, slowly pushing her dress up. She didn’t resist. Soft moans escaped as his hands slid under the compression garment, tracing her new curves.
"God… you feel so… perfect."
"Make me yours," Roxanne begged between gasps.

He didn’t hesitate.
Lubricant. Firm hands. Deep kisses.

He entered her slowly, and she arched, body trembling with pleasure—her new hips lifting, breasts bouncing with every thrust.
"Yes… Darren… yes… ahhh…"

Every movement was a declaration. Every moan, an acceptance.
She no longer ran from who she was.
She was the new Roxanne.

The conference room at Crystal Tower was packed with executives from the country’s most powerful firms. Men in tailored suits and titanium watches, women sharp as scalpels—all vying for space, attention, validation.

And then she entered.

Roxanne Blake.

Dressed in a fitted white ensemble: a pencil skirt with a daring slit, a cropped blazer with soft shoulder pads, a gauzy blouse barely buttoned enough to suggest more than it revealed. Glossy nude heels. Hair pulled into a high ponytail that accentuated her surgically refined face, now sculpted by desire. Her crimson lips, outlined like a promise. As she passed, murmurs died. Eyes trailed her. Mouths went slack.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” she said, taking her place at the head of the table, “today we’ll discuss integration. But not of assets—of power.”

What followed was a masterclass in precision—numbers, proposals, and responses as sharp as they were seductive. Every phrase wrapped in a smile. Every pause loaded with intent. Even when citing metrics, her voice was a velvet glove over steel. Her team—Sarah, Amanda, Jared—flanked her like a loyal court, flawless, proud.

And when the merger was signed, everyone knew the truth:

They hadn’t conquered her.

She had conquered them all.

The next night, Darren was the last to leave the office.

But he wasn’t alone.

Roxanne waited by the elevator in a satin burgundy trench coat, lips gleaming, gaze deliberate.

“We’re celebrating at home,” she said—not a request.

Her apartment bore no trace of her old life. Now it held scented candles, fresh flowers, blush-toned cushions, artwork of feminine curves in soft strokes, a vanity overflowing with jewels and makeup. On the table: two glasses of wine.

Roxanne dropped her purse. Kicked off her heels. Approached Darren with a gaze heavy with lust and tenderness. Then, without a word, she knelt before him.

Her fingers undid his belt.

Zzzzzip.

She dragged his zipper down with agonizing slowness, making him shudder. Freed his already-hard cock, stroked it, then pressed closed lips to the tip—before taking him into her warm, wet mouth.

She kept her eyes locked on his, long lashes fluttering. Her skirt rode up slightly as she leaned in, the taut pantyhose straining against the delicate black lace panties beneath—already surrendering to the heat.

Darren gasped, tangling his hands in her hair.
“Roxanne… fuck…”

She moaned softly around him, swallowing him with purpose, with grace. Saliva, suction, tongue. A goddess worshipping her god.

But he couldn’t hold back.

He hauled her up into his arms, carrying her to the bed between ragged laughter. Tossed her down and, with impatient hands, ripped her pantyhose apart. The nylon tore with a sharp snick. Her panties were shoved aside by rough fingers.

“Ahhh… yes… Darren… more…”

Her legs locked around his waist, nails scoring his back. The room filled with moans, gasps, the slick sounds of raw passion. She moved beneath him like liquid fire—back arched, lips parted, desire overflowing.

She was his.

And she loved it.

The Morning After

The next day, the office’s cold lights did nothing to dull the heat of the night before.

Amanda shot her a knowing look.
“So the new apartment does have good acoustics…”

Sarah smirked without glancing up from her report.
“The group chat mentioned… screams. Multiple.”

Roxanne, flawless as ever, sighed theatrically and sipped her coffee.
“I was… celebrating the contract.”

Jared, passing behind her, muttered:
“A contract we’d all love to sign.”

Laughter.

She smiled, lips gleaming.

And they got back to work. Because a CEO can be many things.

Even a very professional little slut.
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Krampus' Gift

The Mayers’ house, perched on a snowy hillside on the outskirts of town, looked like it had come straight out of a Christmas postcard. Built from stone and weathered wood, with wide windows showing the tree lights twinkling from within, it was the perfect setting for a family celebration. The aroma of freshly baked cookies, crackling firewood, and hot cider filled every room. And despite the cold outside, inside everything pulsed with voices, laughter, soft music, and the low hum of the oven working overtime.

Christmas was always celebrated there, under the firm and maternal rule of Margaret, the family matriarch, mother of three, devoted grandmother, and a woman with skillful hands in the kitchen, with advice, and with reprimands. No one argued with Margaret. No one even dared to be late for her Christmas dinner.

That night, as every year, several family members were already settled in for the full week: Jonathan, the eldest, formal and a bit stiff, with his wife Melanie and their two teenage children, Cameron and Eva, too busy with their phones to care about stories or presents. Also arrived was the youngest of the Mayers, Emily, with her eight-year-old daughter, Lily—small, cheerful, and deeply attached to books of magical tales.

And finally, there was Jason, the middle child. Single, no kids, with a know-it-all attitude. Always dressed in expensive clothes and a self-satisfied smile. He worked in something “tech-related” that no one quite understood, earned good money, and never missed a chance to make ironic or skeptical remarks about anything outside his world.

“Paper decorations? Carol singing? This looks like a Victorian convent school,” he said the moment he walked through the door.

“It’s Christmas, Jason,” Margaret replied without looking up from the pot. “No sarcasm.”

That night, as the last decorations were put up and the dining room transformed into a forest of candles, red napkins, and antique dishes, Lily approached her uncle with a book in her hands. Her white dress had snowflakes and golden reindeer on it. She had pasted on the cover a postcard illustration of a horned demon: Krampus.

“Did you know that in many parts of the world, if you’re bad, it’s not Santa who visits you… but Krampus?”

Jason set his wine glass down on the mantel, looking at her like she’d just talked about unicorns on Wall Street.

“What?”

“Krampus,” Lily repeated, as if naming something sacred. “A magical creature. He punishes the bad ones. Gives them what they deserve.”

Jason scoffed.

“And how does he decide who’s ‘bad’? Based on who cries the easiest?”

“No,” Lily whispered, hugging her book. “He… knows. He feels the mockery. The meanness. The contempt.”

Jason raised an eyebrow at her.

“Krampus isn’t real, Lily. It’s just a story. A monster to scare kids. And if he were real? What would he do to me? Teach me a lesson? Give me a spanking?”

Jason’s laughter echoed through the room. Lily lowered her gaze, clutching her book to her chest. Margaret shot her son one of those mother looks that pierce through bone. But she said nothing. Not yet.

Jason went back to his wine. The fireplace crackled, but for a moment, the warmth felt heavier. Something in the house shifted.

Outside, snow continued falling in silence.

And far away—or perhaps closer than anyone wanted to admit—a rusted bell rang with a tone that didn’t belong to the human world.

More guests were expected for the grand Christmas Eve dinner: the Kingsleys from next door, with their teenage twin girls always dressed like Victorian dolls; a few of the Novak family, who each year brought presents wrapped in black twine; and Aunt Clara, who believed in elves, nettle tea, and reading the future in orange peels. Margaret, of course, already had the beds made.

But no one knew that this year… the magic would not come in the form of snow or lights.

It would come in the form of judgment.

And Jason would be its first victim.

The Mayers’ house was completely silent. The fireplace burned with a soft glow, and outside, the snow kept falling in gentle swirls over the branches, over the rooftops, over the whole world. In the upstairs room, Jason slept deeply, one leg hanging out from under the blanket, his shirt wrinkled, his brow still slightly furrowed even in rest. The wine, the turkey, and the arrogance had taken their toll.

But the night… was not entirely his.

An inexplicable breeze brushed against the windows. The hallway clock struck twelve with a metallic chime, but instead of fading, the note lingered too long. The air grew denser, heavier, as if the atmosphere had filled with invisible frost. Then, without warning, a purple light seeped out from under the door.

It didn’t come from any lamp.

It came from somewhere else.

The shadow appeared first on the wall: twisted, slender, with a feminine silhouette of impossible curves and two large horns arching like dry branches. Then the air sparked. A soft flash. And there she was.

Kara.

She didn’t walk. She glided.

Her skin was the color of frozen blackberries under the moon: radiant, smooth, rippling like liquid silk. Her eyes — a deep, electric blue, almost fluid — gleamed with a mix of mockery and power. She had black horns, twisted backward like those of an ancient ram, and her long silver hair fell over her bare shoulders in waves like smoke. She wore a gleaming leather corset that accentuated her voluptuous figure, and high boots that marked each slow, feline, eternal step.

A long tail, covered in onyx-black scales, dragged behind her with a rhythm of its own. At the end, it split like a damp tongue that seemed to taste the world.

Jason was still asleep. The room was freezing.

Kara leaned over him. Her breath smelled of incense, cinnamon, and sulfur.

“Jason…” she whispered, her voice like the purr of broken bells. “Where is your Christmas spirit?”

He mumbled something. Shifted. And then his eyes opened.

And he saw her.

He tried to sit up, but couldn’t. The pressure of an invisible force pinned him to the sheets. His pupils dilated.

“What… who…?”

Kara smiled, revealing delicate fangs like those of a panther.

“Were you expecting an old man with chains? A beast with its tongue hanging out?”

She leaned in, her face so close that Jason could see the cerulean glow reflected in his own corneas.

“I’m not Krampus…” she said, brushing his cheek with a curved nail. “I’m his sister.”

She straightened, slowly walking around the bed, her tail stroking the covers as she passed.

“And you, Jason,” she murmured with a voice both lustful and commanding, “are going to learn what Christmas magic really means… my way.”

With a snap of her fingers, the air grew even thicker. Invisible chains formed out of the air like ribbons of black smoke, surrounding Jason without touching him… yet holding him firmly.

The room began to vanish around him. The floor cracked with lines of purple light, like runes glowing from her mere presence.

Kara extended a hand.

Jason, trembling, had no choice.

He took it.

And with one final violet flash that enveloped the entire room, they both vanished from the world of the living, leaving behind only the echo of a dark, feminine, almost enchanting laugh.

Lily, asleep in the room next door, smiled without knowing why. Maybe it was a dream. Maybe not.

The magic had already begun.

And Jason… was on his way to becoming something else.

Jason fell. There’s no other word. He didn’t walk or get carried—he fell in a spiral through a dimension that smelled of cinnamon, smoke, and burnt honey. The space twisted in shades of purple and black, twinkling lights like wicked fireflies danced around him. The ground beneath his feet wasn’t solid, but velvet that rippled like warm water.

And when he finally stopped, he was no longer in his room.

He was in a magical hall, wide and glittering, lined with mirrors, crimson velvet curtains, and baroque furniture that seemed to sigh at the touch. A scent of powdered perfume floated in the air. Chandeliers flickered with candles that didn’t burn with fire, but with little will-o’-the-wisps of pure magic. A snow globe turned slowly at the center, and inside, he could see his house… his empty bed.

“Welcome to my transformation workshop,” said Kara, appearing behind him once more, her tail slithering like a mischievous serpent across the polished marble floor. “Here you’re going to learn what it means to give at Christmas.”

Jason tried to protest, but his throat tightened. Something in the atmosphere caressed his skin, raised goosebumps, pried his mouth open without permission. His clothes began to change. No hand or fabric touched him. They simply unraveled.

His T-shirt unraveled into threads of light. His pants dissolved like smoke. In their place, new garments began to form from his ankles to his waist: white lace stockings slid up his legs on their own, hugging the flesh in a way that was both delicious and humiliating. Over them, garters and a small pale pink satin corset fastened around his torso, reshaping his silhouette.

“No… no… this isn’t—”

“Shhh, darling,” Kara murmured, snapping her fingers.

Jason moaned. His voice was no longer his.

Softer. Higher. Sweeter.

“Aww,” Kara sighed. “You're tuning up. Look at those lips. Those cheeks… you're rounding out. And we haven’t even gotten to makeup yet.”

His body curved with every heartbeat. His hips widened. His waist cinched in. His chest swelled, first slightly… then with a new, delightful weight, lovingly cupped by the corset. His hair lengthened down to his shoulder blades, coming to life with each inch, as if every strand held a secret. It curled at the ends, shining as if freshly styled at a salon.

“Don’t do this to me!” Jason cried out—but it was the voice of an angry doll, not a man.

Kara clicked her tongue.

“Come on, sweetie. Don’t be ungrateful.”

And with another wave of her hand, she made Jason take a step.

Click.

He looked down. He was wearing heels. Tall. Slim. Shiny.

Click, click, click.

Each step was involuntary. His body moved on its own, hips swaying, hands on the corset, eyelashes fluttering dramatically.

“Why am I walking like this?” he gasped, stopping in front of one of the mirrors.

“Because that’s how little ladies like you walk,” Kara said with a grin.

She cast another spell, and Jason spun in place, posing with one hand on his hip, butt cocked to one side, lips slightly parted. He screamed silently at his reflection. What stood there was a Christmas pin-up: red lips, blushing cheeks, a collar with little bells. On his head, a sequined reindeer headband.

Kara snapped her fingers again, and a magical camera appeared.

“Now, time for postcards.”

Flash.

Flash.

Flash.

Each pose flirtier than the last. Jason—or what was left of him—was forced to wink, bite a finger, arch his back.

“A kiss for each card,” Kara commanded, handing him a tube of crimson lipstick.

Jason hesitated. But his magically obedient hands took the lipstick. Applied it with care, with softness. He leaned in and kissed each card, leaving the mark of his new lips in the corner. One by one. Twelve postcards, all sealed.

Kara stacked them with delight and sighed.

“They’ll look lovely in the homes of naughty children.”

Jason, breathless, collapsed onto a velvet armchair. His short skirt lifted just slightly, revealing white stockings and lace panties. Kara circled him, stroking his chin with a curved nail.

“You know, dolly? You don’t even have a name yet.”

She leaned in, softly licking his cheek.
“You’ll be called… Jasmine. Do you like it?”

Jason didn’t respond. Kara laughed.
“You’re going to love what comes next. Girls like you… adore toys.”

With a flick of her wrist, she made a small, glittering object appear on a crystal tray—a pink vibrating plug, jeweled at the base.

Jason—now Jasmine—stared in horror and excitement.
“No… don’t you dare…”

Kara smiled, stepping closer with the plug in hand.
“Oh, Jasmine. We’re not asking for permission now…”

And she pushed it in carefully but without hesitation. Jasmine gasped, moaning instantly.

Zzzzzzzz…

The vibrator hummed to life with a steady, sweet frequency. Her body arched. Her legs trembled.
“Ahhhh… mmnhhh… no… stop…”

“No,” Kara replied, crossing her legs on the sofa and fanning herself with a postcard. “Not until you learn your lesson about misbehaving.”

Jasmine whimpered… but she also moaned.

“It’s going to be… a long Christmas,” Kara whispered with a wicked smile. Then she snapped her fingers, and the living room lights brightened.

The magic… had only just begun.

The Mayers’ house remained wrapped in the warmth of Christmas, filled with children’s laughter and the crackling fireplace as its soundtrack. But amid the celebration, Jasmine—formerly Jason—sat on her bedroom bed, legs crossed in forced elegance, as Lily played with her curly hair, braiding it with red ribbons as if she were her favorite doll.

“Pink suits you better than red, Auntie,” the little girl murmured, adjusting the bow on Jasmine’s head.

She only nodded, suppressing a moan as the hidden vibrating plug beneath her satin dress pulsed softly, reminding her of her new place in the world.

That was when Daniel Novak, the eldest of the brothers, approached. Tall, broad-shouldered, with a smile oozing confidence, his shirt was unbuttoned just enough to reveal a sun-kissed chest. His dark eyes lingered on Jasmine with a curiosity that made the device between her legs hum fiercely.

"Lily, your mom’s looking for you," he said softly, though his gaze never left the blushing Jasmine.

The girl glanced between them, innocent mischief sparkling in her eyes, before hopping off the couch.
"Don’t make her cry," she whispered into Daniel’s ear, as if sharing a secret, then vanished into the crowd of guests.

The silence between them was brief. Daniel sat beside her, his thigh brushing Jasmine’s, and the zzzzzzz of the plug intensified, forcing her to bite her lip to stifle a whimper.

"How curious," he murmured, leaning in. "Someone seems... nervous."

His hot breath on her neck made Jasmine shiver. Before she could react, Daniel captured her lips in a voracious kiss, his hands sliding down her waist to the curves her corset had sculpted. She melted against him, forgetting—for a moment—her resistance, her shame, her past.

But then Daniel’s hand slipped beneath her skirt.

"And what’s this?" he asked with a low laugh upon discovering the plug.

Jasmine moaned, mortified, but her body betrayed her. The wetness between her legs was undeniable.

"Naughty girl," Daniel whispered, nipping her ear. "But I’ve got a candy cane for you... much sweeter."

She couldn’t resist. Her lips trailed down his neck, her hands urgently unbuckling his belt. When she freed him, she took him into her mouth with devotion, moving with a skill she didn’t recall learning.

Between muffled moans and the plug’s relentless buzz, Jasmine welcomed him deeper, her rhythm eager. Daniel groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair, guiding her firmly.

"Just like that, doll... Just like that," he panted.

But it wasn’t enough.

With a rough movement, Daniel lifted her, flipping her onto her stomach and hiking up her skirt without ceremony.
"Look at yourself," he ordered, pressing her face against the icy windowpane. "Look and tell me who you are."

She saw her reflection: swollen lips, flushed cheeks, eyes glazed with desire and submission.
"I'm... Jasmine," she whispered.

"And what does Jasmine want?"

She didn’t hesitate.
"I want... your candy cane."

Daniel needed no further invitation.
He removed the plug and then thrust into her hard. Her nails dug into the couch, her body arching to the rhythm of his strokes. Each movement was a mix of pain and pleasure, shame and absolute surrender.

"Kara was right," Daniel panted in her ear. "You're perfect like this."

The demoness's name made Jasmine moan louder, as if her body recognized its creator even in her absence.

When the orgasm hit her, it was like a wave of dark magic and sugar—sweet and sharp, leaving her trembling and breathless. Daniel wasn’t far behind, filling her with a ragged groan.

Outside, Christmas bells continued to ring.

And somewhere in the shadows, Kara smiled.

"Merry Christmas, Jasmine," Daniel murmured, wiping a tear from her cheek with his thumb.

She didn’t answer.

But for the first time since her transformation... she didn’t want to go back.

The Christmas tree lights twinkled softly, casting golden flickers across the walls of the Mayers' home. The air smelled of cinnamon and pine, of warmth and new memories. Jasmine—once Jason—sat on the living room floor, surrounded by empty gift boxes and shiny wrapping paper, as Lily tucked hairpins into her curls, giggling every time a stubborn strand resisted.

"Auntie, your hair is so pretty now," the little girl murmured, combing it with tiny fingers. "Do you like being a girl?"

Jasmine hesitated for a moment. She remembered the initial fear, the humiliation, the feeling of having lost all control. But she also remembered the pleasure, the acceptance, the freedom of being something different.

"Yes, Lily," she finally answered, smiling. "I like it."

The holidays passed with laughter and little feminine rituals that, to her surprise, Jasmine enjoyed more than she ever could have imagined.

Mornings were spent with Emily, the youngest of the Mayers, who—without asking too many questions—guided her in the art of makeup, dresses, and high heels.

Afternoons were for Lily, reading fairy tales, trying on headbands, and painting their nails in bright colors.

The nights… those belonged to Daniel.

Young Daniel Novak visited almost daily, always with a mischievous smile and a new “gift” for her: a necklace, lace gloves, or something more intimate that made Jasmine blush even now.

“What if someone finds out?” she asked one night, while Daniel wrapped her in his arms.

“Finds out what?” he replied, nibbling her neck. “That you’re the most beautiful woman in this house?”

She didn’t know what to say. Because, against all logic, it was true.

On New Year’s Eve, a package appeared in Jasmine’s room. No sender, but the scent of cinnamon and sulfur gave away its origin.

Inside, she found an entire wardrobe: silk dresses, leather corsets, fine lingerie, impossible heels, and even a small diary with engraved initials: J.M. —Jasmine Mayers—.

And a note, written in an elegant, dangerous hand:

"Dear Jasmine,
I knew you would be a masterpiece. This wardrobe is just the beginning. Be naughty again… and I’ll have more toys for you.
Fondly,
Kara."

Jasmine shivered. Not from fear, but from anticipation.

An Ending… or a Beginning

On the last night of the year, while the family toasted and fireworks exploded outside, Jasmine looked at herself in the mirror.

The reflection staring back was that of a woman: curvy, sensual, with red lips and sparkling eyes. There was no trace left of Jason.

“Ready, doll?” Daniel appeared behind her, wrapping his arms around her.

She nodded, smiling.

“Yes. For the first time… I’m ready.”

And when the clock struck midnight, Jasmine kissed Daniel with a passion she had never felt in her previous life.

Outside, in the shadows, a figure with horns and violet eyes smiled in satisfaction.

The punishment was complete.

The End (Or is it?)
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Undercover Doll

Charlie wasn’t exactly the type to inspire fear in a raid.
Thin, sharp-featured, and with a silhouette that suggested an overworked office clerk more than a gunslinger, he’d been wearing the same black leather coat for years, though it hung on him like a borrowed costume. He smelled of cheap coffee and poorly disguised anxiety, not testosterone or bullets. And yet, there he was, trapped in front of the screen while the suspects’ faces paraded by like knives wrapped in silk: elegant, precise, lethal.

“There’s no way this will work,” murmured Serena, crossing her legs with irritating elegance as she examined him like an out-of-season garment.
Charlie looked at her skeptically. He didn’t understand why his usual “gritty guy with no patience and less hygiene” disguise wouldn’t cut it this time.
Serena, his boss in the undercover unit, didn’t bother to explain. She merely raised an eyebrow, as if amused by having to bring him to reason.

“Listen, sweetheart…” she said, in a voice like sharpened velvet, “…those women are a cult. They don’t trust men. They don’t tolerate them. They only accept goddesses on their level. And you… well…”
Charlie frowned, offended.
“So what do you suggest? I throw on a wig and start talking astrology?”
Serena smiled, dark and delicious.
“No, darling. I’m going to teach you how to be one of them. It’s not enough to look like a woman…” she leaned in, her lips brushing the edge of his ear, “…you have to smell, walk… and moan like one.”

The transformation lab wasn’t a place. It was a ritual.
Charlie reluctantly stripped, never taking his eyes off the tools of change: tweezers, brushes, pads, corsets… and the heels. God. The damn heels.
“Stand up, doll,” Serena ordered, now wearing surgical gloves that gleamed under the white light.
The first strip of wax on his legs tore out a brief, muffled cry, which drew giggles from the team of assistants, all women.
“Relax, honey! Girls bleed inside and smile on the outside… learn it well,” murmured Serena as she spread a perfumed gel over his thighs, massaging with almost insulting firmness.
Charlie felt his skin begin to shine, smooth, slippery, vulnerable.
And that was just the beginning.

They wrapped him in a tight corset, designed to sculpt his waist, push his shoulders back, and teach him to breathe like a well-trained lady. Every time he tried to protest, Serena simply corrected him with a light tap on the lips and a soft “shhh.”
“Don’t talk like Charlie… Girls like you don’t growl. They whisper. Whisper like every word is a wet secret.”

They taught him how to walk, again and again, with books on his head and weights on his hips that forced him to sway with every step. The moderately masculine body was now a metamorphosis project.
The hips were rounded with gel pads, the chest slowly swelled between lace and push-ups, and the makeup… oh, the makeup… turned him into something else. Someone with feline eyes and lips that invited sin.

Charlie looked at himself in the mirror. And for a second, he didn’t know if that blushed and lacquered figure was him… or her.

Serena stepped behind him, adjusting a dark wavy wig, soft as smoke.
“What’s your name, gorgeous?” she asked, stroking his neck with her fingertips.
Charlie swallowed. The fake lashes were heavy. The corset tight. Something inside him was melting.
“…Charlotte.”
Serena smiled.
“That’s more like it. Now… let’s teach you how to moan.”

Charlotte never went back to being Charlie after walking through that door.
It was a safe house, yes, but more than that, it was a sanctuary of transformation, correction, refined seduction. The room smelled of perfume, acetone, and leather; the walls were lined with mirrors, and the lighting was soft, designed to flatter anyone who wanted to look beautiful… or learn to be.
Her companions, all seasoned policewomen, welcomed her with smiles that weren’t mocking, but complicit.
They knew Charlotte had no way out. In here, her dick was irrelevant. What mattered was her walk, her voice, her hips, and her ability to embody the fantasy.

"Today, you're not an agent. You're a weapon," whispered a redhead with dark lips named Dana, guiding Charlotte's trembling hand as she traced eyeliner over her taut eyelid. "And every goddamn stroke has to kill."

They taught her to walk in stilettos as if blades were strapped to her feet.

Night after night, she strutted across the hardwood floor, her fellow trainees correcting her with playful smacks on the ass, laughter, whispered advice—even a furtive brush against her silicone breasts to acclimate her to unwanted touch.

She learned to paint her nails while cooing into a phone, to pout at her reflection before stepping out, to wax every inch of herself without flinching.

And the clothes...

Black lace lingerie barely containing her, minidresses that covered only what they had to, garters forcing her hips into a promise-laden sway.

"The trick, Charlotte..." Serena murmured, tightening a crimson corset until it stole her breath, "...is to walk like every step hides a secret between your thighs."

Between gasps and giggles, Charlotte endured trial by fire.

"Run to the store, doll," Dana ordered one afternoon, legs crossed as she exhaled cigarette smoke. "Cigarettes, condoms, and mint gum. Nothing else. And don’t come back without a smile and a pickup line."

Charlotte left shaking—but returned with a phone number scribbled on her palm and a condom clenched between her teeth like gum, the packaging confused in her nervousness.

"Fast learner," Serena purred, tracing a finger down her freshly shaved nape. "But you’re not ripe enough to be tasted yet."

Yet Charlotte already felt the shift inside her.

She craved the stares, burned under the catcalls, grew addicted to the world’s hunger for her.

Then came the real test.

They took her to a club—the kind that breathed neon, sweat, and sin. Her sisters dressed her like a jewel on display: a backless black sequin dress clinging to every curve, vertigo-inducing heels, lips like fresh blood.

A wig cascading like liquid shadow.

And the attitude—that, they built with caresses, smoldering glances, and the occasional sharp slap when she hesitated.

The bar was full of hungry men.
Charlotte walked among them like a queen unaware she was in a slaughterhouse.
The men stared at her as if they’d already fucked her in their minds. One approached, wrapped an arm around her, whispered filthy things.
Charlotte said nothing. Just smiled. Like she’d been taught.

“She’s ready,” said Serena, gripping her wrist and leading her through a back door.
The room was small, pulsing with red light like a heartbeat.
Inside, a man waited—seated, pants already down, cock erect, a crooked smile on his face.

“Do it,” Serena ordered, pushing her to her knees.
Charlotte hesitated… but only for a second. Then she opened her mouth, closed her eyes, and let herself be guided by the man’s groans, by the encouraging whispers of the girls behind her, by the heat between her thighs, and by the morbid pleasure of knowing her body no longer belonged to her.

When it was over, the man gasped. Serena wiped her lips with a perfumed handkerchief.
“Well done, Charlotte. Now… you’re ready to enter.”

Days turned to weeks, and Charlotte no longer knew where her performance began and she ended.
She lived as a crossdresser, slept in lace, ate breakfast in a satin robe, shaved as a daily ritual, and spoke on the phone with a breathy moan of a voice.

The police, satisfied with her progress, began feeding her clues about the real target: the all-female mafia known as The Sirens.
The Sirens weren’t just any gang.
They were an underground network of extortion, smuggling, and seduction, specializing in sexual blackmail and pleasure trafficking.
They didn’t accept men. Only women. Femmes fatales.

That night, she returned to the club. Sat at the bar, crossed her legs, and waited.
A man approached—well-dressed, visibly nervous, but mesmerized by her. Charlotte barely needed to speak. A brush of her thigh, a promise in her eyes, and they were in the bathroom.

Back against the tiles, she knelt and let her mouth work its magic.
He didn’t last long. But before he finished, he gasped:
“My boss… works with The Sirens. Her name’s Isadora Black. No one crosses her.”

Charlotte swallowed it all, then wiped her lips with a smile. She had the name. Now… it was time to get wetter.

Back at HQ, Serena didn’t hesitate.
"Isadora Black… that’s big. But we need more. A connection. An in."

The in came packaged in muscle and testosterone.

Elliot Black—brother of the elusive Isadora—a sharp-jawed, crooked-smiling type who haunted high-end bars and had a weakness for girls like Charlotte.

"Do what it takes," came Serena’s icy order.

Charlotte slipped into her shortest dress: red, with slits at the hips and an open back.
Sky-high heels. Dangerous lashes.

She perched at the hotel bar where Elliot sipped whiskey. Crossed her legs. Smiled. He took five minutes to bite.

"What’s your name, doll?"
"Charlotte."

They laughed. Drank. Flirted with thick silences and heavy stares.
Elliot was hooked.

He drove her to a nearby motel in his car. Charlotte let him. She knew the game.

Inside the room, Elliot shoved her hard onto the bed, laughing.
"Fuck, you’re perfect. Had to get you here."

He hiked up her dress with one hand, landed a wet-sounding slap on her ass that drew a sharp gasp from her.
"Mmm… gonna make me real happy tonight, aren’t you, sweetheart?"

Charlotte didn’t answer. Just knelt, yanked his pants down, freed his already-hard cock—savoring it before taking him into her mouth with a skill that mixed obedience and provocation.

She felt him throbbing on her tongue. Listened as Elliot panted, groaned her name, muttered filth, fisted her hair to guide her.

But Charlotte was in control. Worked him with her tongue, her throat, those upturned eyes as she deepthroated him.

When he finished, Elliot didn’t waste time.
He flipped her, pressed her into the motel’s scratchy sheets, shoved her dress up to her waist.

No questions. He entered her hard. Hungry.

Charlotte gritted, arched her back, and clutched the sheets as if the world were collapsing beneath her.
The moans were real. Her nails left marks.

Elliot thrust into her like he wanted to break her, and she… she came undone, every shudder transforming her further.
She wasn’t Charlie anymore.
She was Charlotte. And Charlotte had just had her first orgasm on the job.

When it was over, Elliot collapsed beside her, panting, slick with sweat.
"Gotta introduce you to my sister. She’ll adore you."
Charlotte smiled, kissing his neck.
"I hope so… because I… want to belong."

Charlotte’s days of "normal" were over.
Her world was now stilettos, drunken laughter in the shadows of a bar, condoms in her pink purse, and whispered voicemails in a breathy, femme voice.

Her fellow agents no longer treated her like an undercover cop. They saw her as one of their own now—a whore with a cause.

"So who’s filling that pretty mouth tonight, doll?" Dana cackled as Charlotte touched up her lipstick in the mirror.
"Don’t forget—the best cops swallow the evidence…" another added, laughing.

Charlotte smirked, raised a brow, and blew a kiss into the air.
She was used to it. They loved watching her lean into the role. But beyond the jokes… they knew it was working.

And tonight was big.

Elliot had invited Charlotte to his sister’s beach house—the infamous Isadora Black, leader of the Sirens.

When Charlotte opened the closet her fellow agents had stocked for her, she faced a parade of provocation: impossible dresses, lace, shiny leather, fabrics that barely grazed the body…

"We made sure you’ll look like the most expensive whore on the coast," Serena had written on a note taped to the mirror. "Make them wonder what you charge to moan like that."

Charlotte chose a white silk dress—backless, the skirt so short the slightest movement promised sin.

Pink thong, garter belt, sky-high nude heels.
Loose hair, scarlet lips, expensive perfume thick in the air.
And right on time, Elliot pulled up in a black convertible—like something out of a porn fantasy.
Dark sunglasses, unbuttoned shirt, a rogue’s grin.
"Hop in, doll. We’re going to paradise."

The car sliced down the coastal highway. Sunlight bathed Charlotte, her dress fluttering just enough, Elliot’s eyes glued to her legs.
Then his hand crept up her thigh.
Charlotte tried to push it away, but he gripped her wrist.
"C’mon… Do something dirty for me. I wanna get there lightheaded."
"Here?" Charlotte asked, nervous.
"Aren’t you a fucking star? Do it. Love when you play hard to get… but we both know you will."

Charlotte swallowed. Glanced around. The road was empty.
Slowly, she leaned down, unzipped his pants, freed his cock, and took him into her mouth.
The car never slowed. Wind tangled her hair as her tongue worked, as Elliot gasped and stroked her nape, holding her with dark tenderness.

Then—sirens.
A patrol car. Blue lights.
They rolled to a stop at a red light.
Charlotte, still half-bent with Elliot in her mouth, jerked up, stunned.
Then the window lowered…

Serena.
Sunglasses and a wolf’s smile, she leaned against the door.
"Ohhh… my, my. What do we have here?"
Her eyes glittered with mischief.
"Charlotte, sweetheart… did they let you off-leash without a muzzle?"
Flushed, Charlotte tried to wipe her lips, but Serena just winked.

“Carry on, gorgeous. Just dropping by to say hello.”
She turned to Elliot.
“Good taste, kid.”
The patrol car drove off, leaving behind a crackle of radio laughter.
Charlotte wiped away her tears—of shame… and desire.
Elliot chuckled and stroked her thigh.
“You’re famous even with the law.”

The beach house looked ripped from a high-budget crime film: marble columns, floor-to-ceiling windows framing the ocean, soft music seeping from within.
Charlotte stumbled out of the car, legs shaky, her soul still throbbing.
Elliot gripped her waist and guided her inside.
The foyer smelled of incense and sin.

And there they were.
The Sirens.

Isadora Black stood taller than Charlotte, hair pulled into a severe braid, nails sharpened to points, gaze like steel. Beside her, women just as lethal—blondes, brunettes, one with an eyepatch, another with tattoos crawling up her neck.
Elliot approached his sister.
“This is Charlotte. She’s… special.”
Isadora said nothing. Just studied her with a slow, dangerous smile.
“We’ll see how special you are… and if you can dance with us without breaking.”

Charlotte smirked, dipping her head slightly.
Her thong peeked through the fabric, and every eye locked onto her.
The doll was inside now.

The party was opulent, obscene. Low lights, half-naked bodies gliding between gilded furniture, glasses fizzing with champagne, laughter like blades wrapped in silk.
And Charlotte—sprawled on a bed upstairs, legs parted, dress hitched up, lips slick with pleasure and smeared makeup—

Elliot was on top of her, panting, thrusting into her hard, gripping her throat as if he wanted to tattoo his dominance into her skin.
Charlotte moaned with a mix of surrender and need—heels still on, ass at the edge of the bed, nails clawing down his back as each slam shook her to the core.

But they weren’t alone.

The open door let the Sirens hear every moan, every wet slap of skin, every filthy word Charlotte whispered between gasps.
“Give me more… fuck me harder… I wanna be yours…”
Her voice was a perfect blend of performative lust and real pleasure.

Downstairs, amid clinking glasses and cigarette smoke, Isadora listened, expression unreadable.
One of the Sirens, Monique, crossed her arms and arched a brow.
“So she’s willing to get railed with the door wide open just to impress the boss?”
Another let out a giggle.
“Now that’s commitment, darling.”

Isadora said nothing, just took a sip of her drink before finally murmuring:
“She’s eager. But she’s not ours yet. Dig deeper.”
Monique smirked.
“Gladly. But first… I think I’ll have some fun with our little doll.”

Charlotte came down later, legs still weak, makeup smeared, dress disheveled—just as they’d planned.
But the silence when she entered the room was thick.

“Ah, the star whore arrives!” one of the Sirens called, clinking her glass.
“Come, Charlotte, sit… Tell us… when did you decide to become a crossdresser?”
“Was it some cock that ruined you, or just pure attention-seeking?”
“Were you always like this, or did someone break you so bad you thought, ‘Might as well be a used-up woman’?”

Laughter erupted.
Charlotte felt the heat of humiliation beneath her makeup. Swallowed hard.
She looked to Isadora. Nothing. Just cold curiosity.

“I didn’t decide,” she said, voice steady. “It just… happened. At first, it felt like an obligation—curiosity. But then… I liked what I saw in the mirror. I liked how they treated me. I liked moaning. I liked obeying.”

The silence crackled. A pause.

Then—raucous laughter.

The Sirens surrounded her, mussed her hair, squeezed her fake tits, and between laughter and elbow jabs, pulled her into a hug.
"We’re just playing, doll!"
"We love you like this… docile, shiny, and with your mouth ready."
"But Elliot can’t come. This outing is for girls only."

The next day, Charlotte was woken early by Monique and another Siren.
They tossed a pastel-toned outfit onto the bed: a short pleated skirt, a tight lace top, and a pink coat trimmed with faux fur.
"Put it on, doll. We’re going shopping."

Charlotte obeyed. She did her makeup carefully, hands trembling, knowing they’d test her.
At the mall, the Sirens led her around like their luxury handmaid.
They made her carry bags, kneel outside fitting rooms, strut in the tallest, most ridiculous heels.
"Charlotte! Show us that ass! Move like you’re working for a tip, sweetheart."
"Fetch another coffee—but skip the cream this time, yeah?"
"God… look at her… is that a thong or her dick peeking through?"

Laughter erupted. Shoppers stared. Some whispered.
But Charlotte didn’t protest. She walked tall, letting the shame cling to her like a dark perfume—something that only made her more desirable.

In a boutique, one of the Sirens demanded she model lingerie.
They forced her out of the fitting room in a black lace corset and a barely-there thong, clapping like it was a runway show.
"You’re our slutty barbie now. And you’ll earn your place. With every step. Every moan."
Charlotte lowered her eyes. Nodded.
"Yes… I will be."

Months later, Charlotte locked herself in a cheap motel bathroom, laptop balanced on the toilet tank, her stockings slipping down thighs still damp, makeup half-smeared.
She recorded an encrypted message.
Attached videos, audio clips, names, dates. Everything she had. Sent it straight to Serena with a shaky sigh.

"Agent Serena… mission accomplished. I have everything.
Isadora, Monique, the Sirens, the pacts… It’s enough.
Please… I want to come back.
I want… to be Charlie again."

She closed the laptop, pulled her coat tight, and cried silently.
But the real show was happening far away.

Serena, back at headquarters, opened the file—and it took her less than thirty seconds to realize:
The files were empty.
The names were fake. The recordings, edited. The data, useless.
The mob already knew. Charlotte had been compromised.

Serena leaned back in her chair, lit a cigarette, and stared at the screen for a long time.
She said nothing. Just smiled.
Then, she pressed the call button.

Charlotte answered fast, hope in her voice.
"Did you get it? Can I leave now?"
Serena took a deep drag.
"Yeah, doll. I saw everything.
But… there’s a change of plans."

Charlotte went silent.
"What… kind of change?"
"Your identity as Charlie? It’s gone.
Only you, me, and this team remember you were ever him.
To everyone else… you’re Charlotte.
And until this mission wraps… you’re staying her."

Charlotte swallowed hard. Her fingers brushed her neck, the lingerie under her coat. "But… when does it end?"
Serena smirked.
"That’s not up to you, doll.
It’s up to them."

Charlotte was summoned to another meeting with Isadora. This time, no masks.

The leader of the Sirens greeted her in a private lounge—soft music, red curtains, the scent of incense.
Monique and two other Sirens watched from the shadows.

"Charlotte…" Isadora raised a glass. "You’ve proven yourself… valuable."
Charlotte straightened her back.
"So then… I’m part of the group?"

Isadora stood, walked over, and dragged a fingernail down Charlotte’s cheek.
"Yes, doll. But every position… has its price.
And you… you’ve already shown us your particular usefulness."
She turned to the others.

"Charlotte will be our mediator. Our pleasure guarantee.
When a deal needs sealing… she’ll close it.
With her mouth. With her ass. With her obedient whore’s submission."

Charlotte’s head spun.
"That’s… all I am?"
Isadora laughed softly.
"You’re perfect for it.
And you belong to us now."

The other Sirens applauded.
One brought a new collar, its plaque engraved: “SIREN SLUT.”
Isadora clasped it around Charlotte’s neck.
"Now you’re ours. Forever."

And so ended—for now—Charlotte’s story:
A high-class whore crafted by the law,
Turned into a plaything by crime,
And sustained by lies, cum, and a broken promise.

The man died.
The doll lives.
And she keeps on serving.
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New Sister Initiate

Derek Matthews was what teachers called “charmingly problematic” and what his fraternity brothers described with a single word: asshole.
Tall, with perfectly tousled brown hair, a bastard’s smile inherited from his lawyer father, and abs sculpted by more hours at the gym than in class, Derek had college life by the balls.
A proud member of Delta Tau Kappa—the loudest, messiest, and most misogynistic frat on campus—he strutted through the halls like the world was his private property and women mere decoration.
His friends—Ethan, Rick, and “Tiny” Tom (the most ironic nickname of the century)—were a collection of misdirected testosterone, heavy drinkers, and fans of unsolicited sexual content.
And one night, between beers and farts, the challenge came.

“Bro, see that house over there?” —Ethan pointed out the upper floor window. “Sigma Gamma. Hottest, most untouchable, egotistical chicks around.”
“They’re like Kardashians but with high GPAs and worse filters,” Rick scoffed.
“I dare you to steal something from them,” said Tom. “A bra. A thong. Something… used.”
Derek grinned. As always.
“Sure. I’ll do it tonight.”

Amid applause, laughter, and a recording for their private stories, Derek threw on a black hoodie, a Halloween prop ski mask, and a backpack.
And headed straight to Sigma Gamma’s house.

The Sigma Gamma house wasn’t your typical college residence.
It looked like a mansion from a Victorian architecture catalog with modern touches: white columns, frosted double glass doors, chandeliers, and inside… everything pink, gold, and perfectly organized.
Scented candles. Framed photos. Plush cushions. Oil paintings of boobs.

But what really set it apart was its occupants.
Sigma Gamma was a sorority composed exclusively of women with three things in common: razor-sharp intelligence, clinical-level beauty… and zero tolerance for idiots.
Leading the pack was Veronica St. Clair, president and spiritual queen bee, a glacial blonde with a gaze of perpetual judgment.
Then came:
Nina: psychology major and expert in emotional manipulation.
Tessa: the fitness girl, dancer’s muscles and a smile as fake as it was flawless.
Chloë: artist, makeup wizard, amateur hacker, and the one who knew where every secret hurt.
Jade: the quietest—and the cruelest.

Derek didn’t last five minutes inside the house before stepping into a motion-sensor-triggered trap and getting locked inside the main walk-in closet.
Lights on. Silent alarm. Doors sealed.

Veronica descended the stairs with a glass of wine, dragging her words like silk.
“And here we have… a rodent.”
Derek tried to laugh, raised his hands.
“It was just a joke… frat dare… you know, innocent fun.”

The girls surrounded him.
Nina smiled.
“You like our things? Funny. No one takes what they don’t secretly want…”
Tessa crossed her arms.
“We could report you for harassment, trespassing, and theft.”
“We could make it viral,” Chloë whispered. “That scared little face of yours. Imagine your scholarship down the drain?”
Derek was sweating.
“What do you want?”
Veronica leaned in, eyes like blades.
“If you like our things, sweetheart…”
Her fingers slid along a black lace bra before tossing it in his face.
“Then now… you’ll be one of us.”
Derek swallowed hard.

Jade brought over a handheld mirror.

She held it up to his face.

“Say goodbye to that idiot. Because that face… is going to change.”

The sun hadn’t yet risen when the ritual began.

Derek—still half in disbelief, half terrified—was escorted to Sigma Gamma’s main parlor. They sat him in a tall chair with a golden backrest, wrapped him in a pink robe with feathered edges, while the girls gathered around with wine glasses, tools, and smiles like scalpels.

Veronica stood behind him, stroking his hair.

“You’re not being punished… you’re being revealed.”

“We’re going to sculpt the new you, darling,” whispered Nina, preparing a bowl of dye. “And there’s no ‘undo’ button.”

Hair came first.

Derek had a short, unkempt mop that barely touched his ears—rough, careless. But it was enough.

Nina washed it, massaged it, then soaked it in platinum blonde dye that smelled like forced reinvention.

“We’re gonna make it shine like a submissive little Kardashian slut,” Tessa laughed, scissors already in hand.

A clean cut, rounded, soft bangs, and face-framing layers. Once dried… it looked straight out of a lingerie campaign.

Next was skin.

Chloë appeared with gloves and a wicked smile.

“Stand up, princess.”

They pushed him onto a small platform lined with plastic sheeting and slowly stripped him, peeling away everything—even his ego.

Chloë applied depilatory cream all over his body: legs, chest, armpits, back, even between the thighs.

He shivered at every touch.

“Watch your masculinity go… right down the drain,” Jade whispered, recording on her phone.

The eyes.

Veronica took over. She applied lash glue with a surgeon’s precision.

The false lashes were long, thick, dramatic.

“Now every blink will be a silent plea.”

The nails.

Tessa brought out her acrylic kit. She filed, extended, shaped, and painted them a scandalous bubblegum pink.

Long. Flashy. Useless for anything except holding a glass—or stroking a cock.

“Welcome to the real world, doll. Here, nails say who’s in charge.”

Makeup.

Nina handled the face: soft foundation, doll-blush, contour to soften the jaw, and glossy fuchsia lips.

When she was done, it wasn’t a face anymore—it was a mask of desire, submission, punishment.

Clothes.

They dressed him together.

First the lingerie: pink lace panties, padded bra, garter belt that snapped into place with a suggestive crack.

Then a tight skirt and cropped top that showed off his navel.

Final touch: red patent leather heels, ten centimeters high, with tiny rings around the ankles.

Veronica pulled out two small golden padlocks.

“Doll dressed… doll locked.”

Click.

Click.

The name.

Chloë leaned in and whispered in his ear:

“From now on… you’re Daisy.”

Applause all around.

They fastened a pink collar around his neck, with a flower-shaped charm that read “Daisy 💋.”

Veronica walked over to the full-length mirror and slowly turned it toward him.

Derek… was gone.

What he saw was a blonde girl, trembling gaze, impossibly long lashes, plump lips, and legs softer than his own conscience.

A magazine-perfect whore.
A living doll.

She brought her hands—now feminine, soft, painted—to her face.
She trembled.
'I… I’m not this…'

'You weren’t this,' Veronica corrected. 'But now… you’re our sister.'

The others closed in around her.
'Welcome to Sigma Gamma, Daisy. May you never run out of mascara… or a reason to moan.'

And as Daisy struggled to breathe, smothered in lace, perfume, and the certainty that there was no escape… the girls celebrated their newest acquisition.

Daisy—once Derek—was no longer just an experiment… now she was a project in feminine perfection.

The Sigma Gamma girls weren’t content with just dressing her up pretty. No. They wanted a functional doll—sensual, elegant, humiliated.
And every day brought a new lesson.

Lesson One: The Art of Eating… With Intent.

'Daisy, come here, sweetie…' Nina called from the kitchen.

On the counter lay a banana, peeled only halfway.
Nina held it out to her, while Veronica sat across the room, casually recording on her phone.

'We’re going to teach you something very important.
This isn’t just about eating. It’s about seduction.'

Daisy blinked, her cheeks burning.
But she obeyed. She knelt, steadied by her red heels, and parted her lips.

'Look me in the eyes while you do it…'
'Use your tongue, doll…'
'Choke on it a little. That’s what sells.'

Daisy slowly swallowed the banana, her mouth wet, her lipstick smearing against the fruit as the girls clapped and laughed with wicked delight.

'You’re learning how to earn your place in this world, baby.'"

Lesson Two: Ride or Fail.

In the main room, Jade prepared the sofa.
At its center stood a large, firm suction-cup dildo mounted on a cushion.
Daisy froze when she saw it.

"Relax, sweetheart," Tessa murmured. "Time to learn rhythm control… like every self-respecting girl should."

They helped her climb on, legs spread, adjusted her skirt to keep it out of the way, and placed her hands on her hips.
"Don’t bounce like a bunny, baby. Roll your hips. Feel the weight. Move like your ass is telling a story of pleasure."

Daisy began—clumsy at first, feeling the dildo slide inside with each forced descent, the pressure tightening between her legs as her face burned with shame.
"Look in the mirror. Watch yourself ride it. That’s you. A girl who knows how to please."

Chloë recorded, laughing softly.
"You have no idea how cute you look biting your lip."

Lesson Three: Femininity Isn’t Improvised. It’s Trained.

In the salon, they balanced a book on her head.
Every time it fell, a slap on the ass.
"Walk, baby! You’re not a donkey in heels. You’re a diva!"

They showed her how to sit, how to cross her legs.
Nina approached from behind, guiding her knee.
"Not like that, sweetheart… like this."
She slid Daisy’s thighs until one draped over the other with effortless grace.
"Never show too much… but suggest everything."

They taught her to pose for selfies.
To laugh without opening her mouth too wide.
To reapply lipstick without a mirror.
To soften her voice when speaking, as if every word were a delicate moan.

And in the middle of it all… something inside Daisy began to bloom.
A shiver—sweet, almost addictive—every time the girls praised her, called her divine, told her she had it.

The way the feminine clothes hugged her no longer felt like punishment.
It was… pleasure.
Derek was fading.
Daisy was starting to live.

Sunlight filtered through pink curtains in warm waves, casting glows through tiny embroidered hearts.
Daisy’s room smelled of floral perfume and nail polish, of fresh showers and feminine humiliation.
Stuffed animals lined the shelves, a mirror framed with LED lights, a jewelry box bursting with trinkets, and a wall covered in Polaroids documenting her transformation—from a confused Derek to a blushing Daisy with crossed legs.

Daisy woke with a soft yawn, blonde hair falling across her face like a silk curtain.
She wore a tight Sigma Gamma tee and white panties with pink lace.
She stretched on the sheets, noticing her acrylic nails clicking deliciously against the fabric.
But something struck her.

Where are my old clothes? My jeans… my boxers… my hoodie…
She opened the dresser drawers. Nothing but bras.
The closet: fitted tops, miniskirts, dresses, stockings, heels—organized by color and style.
No trace of Derek.

Confused, she grabbed a pink handbag and stepped out.
The sound of her heels—still locked with that damn padlock—echoed in the hallway like a confession.
Daisy walked toward the Delta Tau Kappa house.
Every step was a runway strut: bronzed legs, hips swaying with trained grace, fuchsia lips gleaming.

The door opened, and there they were.
Ethan. Rick. Tiny Tom.
Her pack. Her brothers.
Now… predators unaware that the prey had once been one of them.

“Whoa…” said Rick, raising his eyebrows. “You… new around here?”
“You one of the Sigma Gamma girls?” added Tom, swallowing hard.
“What brings you here, doll?” Ethan was already smiling like a wolf.

Daisy stammered.
“I… came to get my things… from… Derek.”
The three of them blinked, blank expressions.
“Derek? Oh, that asshole who ghosted us…”
“Probably joined a cult or checked into rehab…”
“He leave you something?”

Ethan stepped closer, hand on her waist.
“Though if you’re already here… you sure you don’t wanna stick around a bit?”
Rick touched her hair.
“Mmm, you smell like something that should be in my bed.”
And Tom, from the couch:
“Want a drink? Or are you already busy with your mouth?”

Daisy stepped back, cornered between her past and their arousal masked as frat-boy humor.
But before one of them could grab her, the door burst open.

Veronica. Tessa. Jade.
Like a squad of lethal lingerie.

“There you are, Daisy…”
Veronica stepped in, taking her hand like nothing had happened.
“Sorry, boys. She slipped away for a second. You know how the new ones are—sometimes they forget who they are.”

The boys froze.
Daisy was pulled away, not once looking back.

In the car, Daisy was breathing hard.
“Why didn’t you tell me… there was nothing of mine left in there?”

Tessa turned from the passenger seat, smiling.
“Because you don’t need anything of yours anymore. Everything you are now… is ours.”

Jade pulled out a folder tied with a pink ribbon.

“University, class records, email, student ID.
Your name is now Daisy L. Matthews.
Your major is Gender Studies and Applied Fashion.
And yes… you have class in twenty minutes.”

Veronica gently caressed her thigh.
“Don’t worry, sweetheart. Being you has never been so easy.
Let us handle it.”

And as Daisy looked out the window, the world passing by in a blurred parade, she understood: Derek was gone.
Only she remained.
And she had to learn how to smile—with painted lips and crossed legs.

Daisy’s first day of class was a runway-worthy entrance.
Beige heels, a skirt hugging hips shaped by padding and belief, a white lace top showing the soft curve of a false cleavage.
Glossy lips, lashes like fans, expensive perfume.
Every step echoed down the halls like the floor itself was surrendering.

Boys stared.
Some with surprise.
Others with desire.
One whispered to another:
“Who’s that?”
“No idea… but I just fell in love.”

The Sigma Gamma girls flanked her like sexy bodyguards.
Veronica whispered instructions:
“Walk tall. Look over your shoulder. Never reply to a catcall—just smile with disdain. You’re a slut, yes… but a classy one.”

Professors were charmed by her “new energy.”
A Gender Studies lecturer greeted her:
“So thrilled to have you in class, Daisy. Finally, a girl who lives it, not just studies it.”

Daisy nodded, head lowered, legs crossed—just like they taught her.
Slowly… resignation became routine.
Days passed.
Each morning, Daisy woke up to the same clothes, the same long nails, the same shaping corset.

No more boxers.
No more beard.
No more “Derek.”

Every time she asked about reversal, undoing it, a way out…
"A way out? From where, doll?" Nina would say. "You’re already in your real body. You’re just learning to live in it."

With each passing day, Daisy felt her reflection hurt less.
And she began… to like it.

That night, the Sigma Gammas threw their traditional Fall Pledge Party.
Black sequined dress, matching lace thong, sky-high heels.
Daisy no longer needed to be told what to do.
She knew how to pose, to walk, to seduce.
Her laugh was sharp. Her gaze, sweet.
She was the doll everyone wanted as a trophy.

Amidst the music, the crowd, and the neon lights, Daisy danced with her sisters—rolling her hips, touching the air as if every movement were a indecent invitation.
And then…
A familiar figure.
Tiny Tom.

He saw her. Approached. Didn’t recognize her. Just knew he wanted what he saw.
They danced. Together. Close.
Tom’s hands roamed shamelessly over her waist, her hips, grazing the thong beneath her skirt.
"Mmm… there’s something weird about you. And I love it."
Daisy bit her lip.

He grabbed her wrist and pulled her into a secluded corner—a quiet hallway behind thick curtains.
Pushed her gently against the wall, unzipped his pants, and pulled out his cock, hard and hot.
Daisy knelt without a word.
Like she’d been taught.
With grace.

With hunger.
With surrender.
Her mouth opened.
Her lips wrapped around him.
Slow tongue. Trained throat. Soft little moans.
Tom gasped, fingers tangled in her hair.
“God… you’re a goddess. See you soon, doll.”
He came in her mouth.
Daisy swallowed every drop.
The good little whore they’d made her.

She drifted back to the main room, walking slow, lipstick slightly smudged, eyes glittering.
Veronica spotted her. Smirked.
“What’s that shine on your lips, baby?”
Chloë giggled.
“Get a thick… drink?”
Daisy looked down, playful.
“Maybe…”
Nina stroked her cheek.
“Good girl, doll. Sigma Gamma’s best don’t spit.
They swallow.”

And between laughter, shots, and reggaeton, Daisy stayed there, swaying—
no past, no deadname,
just the certainty that this life, this body, this new tongue…
were hers forever.

Days slid by smooth as the silk of her freshly washed thongs.
Daisy didn’t wonder about Derek anymore.
Derek was a bad dream, an echo without foundation or mascara, something that maybe never was.
She had a schedule now, a routine, a full life.
Woke at 7:00 to a sweet-voiced alarm, showered in perfumed gel, rubbed cream onto hairless legs,
applied her makeup mirror-perfect, like the diva she was.

She’d have yogurt with fruit for breakfast, review her class assignments (where she topped every grading list), and stroll across campus like a doll on parade.
The Sigma Gamma girls adored her.
She was their jewel, their trophy, their brightest sister.
At parties, everyone wanted to dance with her.
And Daisy… let herself be loved.

One day, in the cafeteria courtyard under a pink umbrella, Daisy and Tiny Tom shared a lunch of wraps and protein shakes.
Tom handed her a napkin while discreetly caressing her leg.
“Tom…” Daisy murmured, her pink nails toying with her straw, “There’s something I need to tell you.”
Tom raised an eyebrow.
“Gonna say you’re too perfect for me? ‘Cause I already know.”
Daisy laughed, shy. Then sighed.
“I’m… a crossdresser.
I used to be… someone else. A guy.”
Tom stayed silent for a second.
Then took her hand.
“So what?
I like you.
Your lips, the way you move, your brain, your tongue… all of you.”
Daisy smiled, eyes glinting.
“So… you wanna be my boyfriend?”
Tom nodded.
“Since the first blowjob.”
They laughed. They kissed.
And became inseparable.

Months passed.
Daisy was someone new now.
She no longer remembered what it was like to have a masculine body, a deep voice, or a rough gait.

Everything about her was feminine, delicate, seductive.
And that night… they celebrated her rebirth.

The Sigma Gamma lounge was decked out in gold balloons, warm lighting, and soft music.
The girls wore lingerie beneath short dresses, sipping sparkling wine and cheering with every song.
Daisy—in her tight lilac dress, invisible thong, and sky-high heels—was laughing with her sisters when Tom walked in.
She lit up.
“Baby!” She ran to him.
Tom greeted her with a sharp spank that echoed against the spandex like a wet chime.
“Mmm, this girl’s all mine.”
The Sigma Gammas clapped and giggled.
“Your room’s upstairs, you little slut!”
“Go on, give him what he deserves.”
“And let him give it to you too, you minx!”
Daisy laughed, flushed, and let him lead her upstairs by the hand.

In Daisy’s pink bedroom—stuffed animals on the bed, LED lights glowing—Tom kissed her and sat her on the mattress’s edge.
Daisy dropped to her knees instantly.
She pulled out his cock, cradled it in both hands, and sucked it like the trained doll she was.
Slow tongue.
Sweet little moans.
Eyes gazing up at him like a good girl.
When Tom grabbed her hair, yanked her back, and pulled her to her feet, his voice was rough:
“Turn around.”
Daisy bent over the bed, hiking up her dress, peeling down her thong, offering up her soft, willing ass.

Tom entered her all at once, hard, driving deep as Daisy gasped, drowning in pleasure.
“Aaah… Tom… yes… more…!”
“Who’s my little crossdresser slut?”
“Me! I am… all yours… I’m your doll…”

Daisy’s body shook with every thrust.
The bed creaked.
Stuffed animals tumbled to the floor.
The room reeked of sweat and lust.

And when he finished, spilling inside her, Daisy smiled—mouth slack, makeup smeared, soul undone.
She was a crossdresser slut.
And she loved it.
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Afterword

Thank you for reading The Feminized Tales.
This collection was written with the intention of capturing the emotional intensity and erotic intrigue that lies at the heart of feminization fantasy. Whether symbolic or explicit, each story explores not just the transformation of appearance, but the deeper surrender of identity — the tension between resistance and desire, fear and fascination.

These tales are not just about lace and lipstick. They are about surrendering to a role that may have always existed beneath the surface. About becoming the reflection one secretly craved to see. About the complicated thrill of giving in.

To everyone who has ever imagined a different version of themselves — softer, obedient, desired — these stories are for you. You are not alone.

With velvet love,
Sofía Bacon
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