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Dear Reader,

"The Wrong Gig" is designed to be a fast, intense hit of pure fantasy. This book is a concentrated shot of explicit pleasure, meant to be devoured in a single sitting. There’s no slow-burn romance or deep emotional arc here—just an immediate, visceral plunge into total surrender and the thrilling discovery of hidden desires.

This story is a work of fantasy, intended for a mature audience that enjoys intense power dynamics and rapid sexual transformation.

For your consideration, this book contains the following:

	Explicit BDSM and Kink

	Rapid Feminization & Sissification

	Coercion through financial desperation

	Erotic Humiliation & Degradation

	Power Exchange (Female Dominant/Male Submissive)

	Chastity Play & Orgasm Denial

	Anal Play (Receiving)

	Body Objectification & Aesthetic Feminization (Sissy Bimbo/Doll transformation)

	Photo/Video Blackmail (as a tool of control)

	Graphic Sexual Scenes & Language




And most importantly...

An overwhelming, transformative surrender that leaves the protagonist utterly changed and craving more.

Please enjoy responsibly.

With love,

Dolly Darling


Chapter 1


My laptop screen glows in the dim light of my shitty apartment, the hum of its dying fan the only sound besides my knee bouncing under the desk. I refresh the job listings for the tenth time tonight, eyes burning from staring at pixelated text.

The corkboard above me sags under the weight of past-due notices—rent, three months behind; electric, two warnings away from shutoff; student loans, a cruel joke at this point.

I glance at the fridge in the corner, door ajar because it’s empty anyway. No point closing it. My phone pings with a bank notification: $23.47. That’s it. That’s all I’ve got to my name.

I scroll faster, fingers slick with sweat. Retail, overnight stocking, dog walking for pennies. Nothing I haven’t tried. Nothing that pays enough.

Then, a new post catches my eye: “Party Helper needed for high-end event. One night, $500 cash, no experience necessary.”

My heart stumbles. Five hundred bucks for one night? That’s half my rent in a single shot.

I read further. “Serving drinks, assisting guests.” Catering. Easy. I’ve waited tables before, even if I sucked at it. I can fake a smile for a few hours if it means not getting evicted.

I click to respond, hands shaking as I type out a quick message: “Hi, I’m interested in the Party Helper position. Available tonight. Hard worker, quick learner.”

I hit send before I can overthink it, the relief washing over me like a cold wave. Five hundred. I could breathe for a week with that. Maybe two if I skip meals.

My inbox dings almost instantly. I jolt, knee smacking the desk. The reply is short, clinical: “Accepted. Arrive at 7 PM sharp. Address: 450 Park Towers, Penthouse Suite. Wear neat attire. Do not be late.”

I blink at the screen. Park Towers—that’s the ritziest high-rise in the city. Glass and steel, the kind of place I’ve only seen from the bus window. Penthouse Suite? These people must be loaded. My stomach twists with a mix of nerves and hope.

This could be big. This could be my break.

I check the time. 5:45 PM. Barely enough to get ready and haul ass across town. I slam the laptop shut and stumble to my closet, yanking out the only “nice” clothes I own.

A wrinkled button-up, black but faded at the collars. Slacks that don’t quite fit right, too tight in the thighs from when I was scrawnier.

I toss them on the bed, ignoring the moth holes in the shirt’s hem. It’ll be fine. Rich folks won’t notice. They’ll be too busy sipping their overpriced champagne to care about the help.

I rush to the bathroom, the mirror above the sink cracked in the corner from when I punched it during a panic about finals. My reflection stares back, haggard.

Dark circles carve hollows under my hazel eyes, brown hair a mess from running my hands through it all day. I look like I haven’t slept in a week.

Probably because I haven’t.

I splash cold water on my face, the shock snapping me alert. Gotta make this work. Gotta look presentable.

I button the shirt, fingers fumbling over the cheap plastic. The slacks cling as I pull them up, fabric straining. I tuck in the shirt, smoothing it down, trying to hide the wear.

Shoes next—black sneakers, scuffed to hell, but they’re all I’ve got. I stand taller, rolling my shoulders back, forcing the slouch out of my spine.

My knee still bounces, nervous energy buzzing under my skin, but I grit my teeth and stop it. Gotta look calm. Professional.

I practice a smile in the mirror, lips curling up in a way that feels foreign.

“Good evening, sir. Can I get you a drink?” I mutter under my breath, nodding at my reflection like I’m serving some imaginary millionaire.

The servile tilt of my head looks stupid, but I hold it. Easy money, Jamie. Just pour some drinks, kiss some ass, and walk out with five hundred bucks.

Maybe they’ll tip. Rich people tip, right?

I grab my cracked phone, stuff it in my pocket, and snatch the apartment key off the counter. My mind races as I lock the door behind me, the hallway reeking of stale smoke and desperation.

What kind of party is this? Probably some corporate thing. Or a birthday for a trust fund kid. Doesn’t matter. I’ll smile, nod, carry trays. Whatever they need. I’ve done worse for less.

The bus stop is a block away, and I hustle, the chilly evening air biting at my neck. My shirt feels too thin, but I ignore it.

Five hundred bucks. That’s the mantra in my head as I check the time again.

6:02 PM. I’ll make it. I have to.

What kind of “assisting” could they even want beyond passing out hors d’oeuvres?

I step off the bus, the cold air slapping my face as I stare up at Park Towers. The building looms like a shard of polished obsidian, all glass and steel, reflecting the city lights in a way that screams money.

I’m already out of place, my scuffed sneakers squeaking on the pristine sidewalk.

The doorman, decked out in a uniform fancier than anything I own, eyes me up and down. His lip curls, just a flicker, but I catch it.

I hunch my shoulders, trying to shrink, and mumble something about the penthouse event. He waves me through with a grunt, like I’m a stray dog sneaking in for scraps.

The lobby is a damn cathedral of marble and gold trim, chandeliers dripping crystals overhead. I feel like a smudge on all this perfection, my faded shirt and tight slacks screaming “doesn’t belong.”

I bolt for the elevator, avoiding the mirrored walls that would only confirm how underdressed I am.

The button for the penthouse glows under my shaky finger, and the doors slide shut with a whisper.

Too quiet.

Too smooth.

My stomach churns as the ascent begins, the numbers ticking up way too fast.

Sweat prickles my neck. I wipe my palms on my slacks, the fabric already damp.

What if they take one look at me and send me packing? What if I screw up and spill champagne on some billionaire’s suit?

My knee bounces, the old habit clawing back, and I force it still.

Gotta act like I belong, even if my bank account’s in double digits. Five hundred bucks. I can fake it for one night.

The elevator dings, and the doors glide open straight into a foyer bigger than my entire apartment.

My breath catches.

Plush rugs, modern art on the walls, a view of the city that could be a postcard. And standing there, like she owns every inch of this place—hell, like she owns the whole damn world—is a woman who stops me dead.

She’s in her thirties, maybe, wrapped in a cocktail dress that hugs every curve, the fabric shimmering like liquid midnight. Jewelry glints at her throat and wrists, probably worth more than my tuition—hell, more than my life.

Her heels click as she steps closer, putting her ice-blue eyes level with mine. That gaze pins me, sharp and cold, stripping me bare in a heartbeat.

I can’t move.

Can’t breathe.

“Well, now. What do we have here?” Her voice drips like honey, slow and deliberate, but there’s a bite underneath.

She tilts her head, confusion flickering across her face before it melts into a smile. A predator’s smile, red lipstick flawless.

“I was expecting… someone else. But you’ll do, won’t you?”

I blink, mouth dry. “Uh, hi. I’m Jamie. For the party helper job?”

She doesn’t bother answering.

“Nicky Voss,” she tosses out, like the name should already be stitched on my tongue. She keeps prowling, heels ticking a slow metronome against the marble.

I feel like a slab of beef on the block—her stare weighs my slouch, my bargain-bin shirt, the cowlick I couldn’t beat into submission.

“Hmm. Nice frame. Slender, pliable. Those eyes—wide, innocent. Perfect for a little… polishing.” Her words are precise, oddly specific, like she’s cataloging me.

I don’t get it, but my cheeks burn anyway.

Before I can stammer a reply, her fingers are on my collar, smoothing it down with a tug.

My breath hitches.

She’s close, perfume wrapping around me, something expensive and intoxicating. Her hand slides up, threading through my hair, ruffling it before tugging a strand into place.

“This needs work. But we can fix that.” Her tone is casual, like she’s rearranging furniture, not me.

I freeze, unsure if I should pull away or just stand there. Her hands move again, this time to my waist, palms pressing against my sides, measuring. Sizing me up.

My skin prickles under the touch, too personal, too claiming. I swallow hard, heart thudding.

“Uh, what—”

“Quiet, sweetie.” She cuts me off, voice firm but laced with amusement. Her hands drop, but her presence doesn’t.

She steps back, just enough to look me over again.

“You’re here to serve my guests tonight, aren’t you? I host an exclusive retreat for some very… particular women. And I think you’ll fit right in. With a few adjustments, of course.”

“Serve? Yeah, uh, I can pour drinks, carry trays, whatever you need.” I nod too fast, missing the way her smile sharpens, the double edge in her words slicing right past me.

“Good boy. Let’s get you settled, hmm? You look nervous.” She snaps her fingers, and a crystal tumbler appears in her hand, liquid amber and gleaming.

“Take this. It’ll steady those shaky hands.”

I hesitate, but her eyes lock on mine, unyielding. I grab the glass, the cold biting my palm, and take a gulp before I can think better of it.

The burn hits fast, whisky or something stronger, scorching down my throat. I cough, eyes watering, but she just watches, lips twitching with delight.

“Better?” she asks, not waiting for an answer.

“Come along now. We’ve got work to do.”

My head swims already, the alcohol striking harder than it should. One sip shouldn’t do this.

The foyer tilts, edges blurring, and my steps feel sluggish as I follow her deeper into the penthouse. Her heels click ahead, a metronome to my fuzzy thoughts.

The drink. Something’s off.

My limbs loosen, resistance melting, and her voice—smooth, commanding—starts to sound like the only thing worth listening to.

What the hell did I just swallow?

My head’s a mess, spinning like I’ve chugged half a bottle, not just a sip. The penthouse blurs as she leads me down a hallway, her heels clicking sharp and steady on the marble.

I stumble, legs rubbery, trying to keep up. Her hand grazes my back, guiding, pushing.

I don’t pull away.

Can’t.

“In here, sweetie.” Her voice cuts through the fog, smooth and unyielding.

She opens a door, and I’m hit with the scent of jasmine and something sterile, like a spa I’d never afford. It’s a bathroom suite, bigger than my bedroom, all white tiles and gold fixtures. A massive mirror stretches wall to wall, reflecting my pale, sweaty face.

I look like shit.

Lost.

“Gotta… get ready?” My words slur, thick on my tongue, as I sway on my feet. My eyes snag on the counter. Items lined up neat. A palette of makeup—lipstick, powders, brushes. A wig, brunette and sleek, spilling over the edge. And a bundle of tissue paper, folded around something soft, lacy.

My stomach drops.

What the fuck?

“Hold on. This ain’t— I’m just here to serve drinks, right?” My voice cracks, pathetic even to my own ears.

She turns, her ice-blue eyes pinning me where I stand. That predatory smile flickers again, red lips curling just enough to show teeth. “A mix-up, darling. I booked specialized entertainment for my guests tonight. Not just some boy with a tray. But don’t worry.”

She steps closer, her presence suffocating. “I’ll make it worth your while. A thousand dollars, cash, for one night of… special service.”

A thousand.

My throat clamps tight, a vice around my breath. That’s rent. Food. A dent in the debt crushing me.

My pupils blow wide—I see it in the mirror, my hazel eyes huge, darting. Heart slams against my ribs, erratic, loud in my ears. Fear, yeah. But something else, too. Something hot and squirming I can’t name, twisting low in my gut.

“I— I don’t know what you mean by special,” I mumble, barely audible, my tongue tripping over itself. “I’m not… I can’t…”

“One-time offer.” Her tone sharpens, cutting through my haze. “Walk away now, you get nothing. Stay, play along, and that grand is yours by midnight. Your choice, Jamie.”

My choice. Ha. Like I’ve got options with a bank account in double digits and eviction notices taped to my wall. My hands clench, nails biting into palms. I open my mouth to say no, to bolt, but the words stick.

A thousand bucks. One night.

I can’t turn that down. I just… can’t.

“Okay.” It slips out, quiet, defeated. My shoulders slump, the fight draining fast.

“Good boy.” Her approval hits like a stroke, warm and wrong. She steps in, fingers deft on my shirt buttons before I can flinch. Pop. Pop. The fabric parts, cool air hitting my chest. Her perfume floods my senses, rich and heady, clouding what little clarity I’ve got left.

My skin prickles under her touch, her knuckles brushing my collarbone as she works. I should push her away. I should. But my arms hang limp, useless at my sides.

“Relax,” she murmurs, sliding the shirt off my shoulders. It pools on the floor, a sad heap of cheap cotton. My undershirt follows, tugged up and over my head with a swift yank.

I’m bare now, chest heaving, skin flushing under her gaze.

Vulnerable. Exposed.

My breath hitches, sharp and shallow, as her eyes drag over me, assessing. Owning.

I don’t speak. Don’t move. Just stand there, letting it happen. Surrender creeps in, piece by piece. First my words, now my body.

Her hands hover at my belt, a question in the arch of her brow, but I don’t answer. Don’t stop her. The clink of the buckle echoes, loud in the silent room, as she slides it free.

Then she reaches for the counter, pulling something from the tissue paper. My gut twists as she holds it up—a pink lace thong, delicate straps dangling from her fingers.

So small. So wrong.

Her eyebrow lifts, a silent challenge. My heart stutters, a wild drum in my chest. I want to say no. Want to run. But that thousand dollars burns in my mind, brighter than the shame scorching my face.

I nod. Just once. Barely a jerk of my chin.

But it’s enough.

Her smile widens, triumphant. “That’s it, darling. Let’s make you perfect.”

The bathroom door swings shut behind us with a soft click, locking me in. Locking me out of who I was. I cross some invisible line, stepping over the edge of everything I thought I knew about myself.

Dread churns in my stomach, heavy and sick, but beneath it, a thread of something else pulses. Curiosity. Secret, shameful.

What the hell am I becoming?


Chapter 2


Her fingers are on my zipper before I can breathe. This is real—this is happening.

The metal teeth hiss open and my brain short-circuits. Cold air kisses skin that’s barely seen daylight in the last six months, and I can feel it. Instantly. Stirring. My cock begins to react like it belongs to someone else, someone who wants this.

I don’t want this.

Do I?

Her knuckles brush my hipbone and electricity shoots straight to my spine. My legs lock, knees threatening to fold. The room tilts sideways; only her hand on my waist keeps me upright.

“Step out,” she orders, voice velvet-wrapped steel.

My pants slide down my thighs, catching on the ridge of my cock before dropping to my ankles. I stare at the ceiling like it holds answers, but all I see is white static. My pulse hammers in my ears—thump, thump, thump—drowning out everything except the wet heat pooling low in my belly.

I’m undressing in front of a stranger who’s already planning how to break me apart and rebuild me into something new.

Something pink.

Something hers.

The thought should terrify me. Instead, my cock twitches again, traitorous and eager, and I hate myself for how much I want to find out what comes next.

My boxers are the last thing left. Nicky’s hands hover at the waistband, her ice-blue eyes glinting with that predatory amusement. I’m frozen, chest bare, skin prickling under her gaze. My heart’s a jackhammer, pounding so hard I’m sure she hears it.

“Let’s get rid of these, shall we?” Her voice drips with mock sweetness as she hooks her fingers under the elastic.

A sharp tug, and they’re down, pooling at my ankles. I step out on instinct, bare as the day I was born, heat flooding my face. My hands twitch to cover myself, but her sharp glance pins them to my sides.

She steps back, head tilting as she examines me like I’m livestock at auction.

“Hmm. Narrow hips—those will feminize well with a little shaping. Shoulders aren’t too broad, thank goodness. And that flat chest?” Her lips curve. “Perfect canvas for padding.”

My throat burns, mortification searing through me. I’m a thing to her. A project.

My skin crawls as her words sink in, each one a blade carving away at what’s left of my pride.

She grabs the pink thong from the counter, dangling it between manicured fingers. “Put this on, darling. I’ll give you a moment of privacy.” Her smirk flashes as she turns her back, arms crossed, waiting like she already owns every inch of me.

I stare at the scrap of lace, so flimsy it’s barely there. My fingers tremble as I snatch it, stepping into the loops.

The fabric slides up my thighs, alien and slick. It cups me tight, constricting my junk in a way that feels wrong, invasive. The straps dig into my hips, and the back—fuck, there’s nothing there. Just a thin string nestling between my cheeks, leaving my ass exposed.

Every nerve fires at once, raw and hypersensitive. I shift, and the lace scrapes, a constant reminder of how bare I am.

“Okay,” I mumble, voice barely a rasp, wishing I could sink through the floor.

Nicky turns, her smirk widening as she drinks me in. “Not quite right yet.” She steps close, hands on my hips, adjusting the fit.

Her fingers tug at the straps, casual as if she’s fixing a tie, not manhandling my most private areas. She slides a hand along the waistband, smoothing it against my skin, and I jolt, breath catching. Her touch is clinical, detached, but it burns.

Ownership in every graze.

“Better,” she purrs, stepping back. “Now, let’s build you up.”

She grabs sheer thigh-high stockings next, handing them over with a flick of her wrist. I fumble, rolling the first one up my leg. The fabric clings, cool and slippery, sending weird tingles racing across my skin.

It’s too tight, too foreign, hugging every inch from ankle to thigh. I do the other, hands shaking worse now, the sensation doubling. My legs feel… dressed up. On display. I can’t look at myself.

Nicky doesn’t wait. She’s got a waist cincher in her hands, black and rigid. “Arms up,” she orders, and I obey, numb.

She wraps it around my midsection, pulling the laces tight. Tighter. My ribs compress, breath shallowing as she yanks again. I gasp, lungs straining, the pressure forcing my posture straight.

I’m cinched. Trapped in this vise, barely able to suck in air.

Time warps. Minutes stretch into hours, or maybe it’s seconds—I can’t tell. Each second drags as she reaches for a padded bra, the cups stuffed with silicone. She slips the straps over my shoulders, fastening it at my back.

The weight settles, unnatural, creating curves where none should be. I glance down, and my stomach lurches. Small mounds. Breasts.

My breath stutters, brain spiraling. This isn’t me. Can’t be.

“Almost there,” she murmurs, grabbing a French maid uniform from the pile. The skirt’s obscene, barely long enough to cover anything. She slips it over my head, the black fabric and white apron settling against my skin.

Her fingers work the buttons, sealing me in. The skirt flutters, skimming the tops of my thighs, exposing the stockings, the thong. I’m packaged. A doll in costume. Trapped in this parody of femininity, each layer stripping away who I am.

My chest tightens, not just from the cincher. Disbelief churns, sharp and dizzying.

This is happening. Really happening.

She moves to makeup next, her movements efficient. Foundation slathers over my face, hiding stubble, smoothing out the rough edges of my jaw. She drags a brush along my lids, heavy with mascara and liner, making my eyes pop in a way that’s unnerving.

Then lipstick—bright red, slick on my lips. “Don’t smudge it,” she warns, her tone a blade. I nod, barely, terrified to mess up.

The wig is last. Long, rich brunette, but not the cheap kind; glossy, natural, flowing. She settles it on my head, tucking stray hairs under the cap. It frames my face, heavy and strange, changing everything.

I catch a glimpse in the mirror—sharp cheekbones, wide eyes, a stranger staring back.

Not me. Not Jamie.

My emotions crash, wave after wave. Humiliation burns hot, scorching my insides as her hands mold me into this thing. Panic spikes, chest squeezing tighter than the cincher, screaming at me to rip it all off, to run.

But beneath it, something worse festers. A flicker of excitement, forbidden and vile, curling low in my gut. My body reacts, a traitorous twitch under the thong, and I hate myself for it.

Hate the heat creeping up my neck.

What’s wrong with me? Why does any part of this feel… right?

The mirror looms like a judge.

I stand. Nicky’s hands on my shoulders. She turns me. Forces me to face it.

I stop breathing.

The stranger stares back—wide, painted eyes, sleek chocolate waves cascading past my shoulders, bangs framing my face, red mouth parted in shock. Breasts push out the apron. Waist cinched so tight it looks breakable. Skirt flares, barely hiding the tops of stockings and the shame beneath.

No trace of Jamie. Not one square inch.

My brain screams denial. This can’t be me. The curves are lies—foam and lace—but they look real, soft, obscene. My legs are bare, long, suddenly delicate. I shift and the skirt rides higher; cool air kisses the exposed strip where thigh meets thong.

A pulse beats between my legs.

No.

It swells anyway—hot, guilty pressure against the lace pouch. My cock thickens, trapped flat against my pelvis by the thong’s narrow front. The fabric stretches; the skirt tents.

I jerk my hips back, thighs clamping together to hide the bulge. Lace rubs over sensitive skin and pleasure sparks sharp enough to make my knees wobble.

Nicky’s laugh is low, delighted.

“Look at that,” she murmurs, eyes dropping to my skirt. “Such a good little maid already.”

I shake my head, frantic. “It’s not— I didn’t—”

Her hand slips under the hem before I can finish. Cool fingertips trace the ridge of my erection through lace. One nail scrapes lightly up the underside; I jolt like I’ve been shocked.

A whimper leaks out—high, thin, humiliating.

“Your body’s honest even when you lie,” she whispers against my ear. “It knows what it wants.”

I squeeze my eyes shut. Heat floods my face, chest, everywhere. The thong is soaked at the tip now; I feel it cling wetly when she circles her thumb over the head through fabric.

“Say it,” she orders softly.

I shake my head again. Tears prick without permission.

Her grip tightens—not painful, just claiming—and she gives one slow stroke that drags lace along every nerve ending. My hips buck forward on their own.

“Say it,” she repeats, voice silk over steel.

“I’m…” The word cracks like thin ice. “Hard.”

“Hard while dressed as what?”

My throat closes.

She pinches the base of my cock through lace; not hard enough to hurt but enough to make me gasp for air.

“As… as a maid,” I whisper. Voice gone breathy, almost girlish.

The admission detonates inside me—shame so thick it tastes metallic on my tongue yet underneath it something else coils: raw, electric need I’ve never felt before tonight.

Nicky smiles against my cheekbone and releases me only long enough to smooth her palm over the skirt front again, petting the evidence like a trophy.

“Good girl.”

The words hit harder than any slap. They reverberate in bone marrow while confusion rips through thought after thought:

How can degradation feel this fucking good?

Why does every brush of satin or scratch of stocking make me throb harder?

When did breathing start sounding like begging?

My reflection answers with parted lips and glassy eyes—someone else wearing my face but craving things Jamie never imagined craving: more touch, more command, more surrender.

Nicky steps behind me fully now; her hands settle on my hips and slide upward until fingers splay across silicone breasts like she’s framing merchandise for sale.

“Look at yourself,” she murmurs into our reflection. “So pretty you could cry.”

A jolt of shock grips me as I stare into the mirror, my face a stranger’s—features twisted into something soft, desperate, and bewilderingly alluring. Each ragged breath heightens the ache between my thighs, my body clenching around a void, yearning for more, for everything, all at once.

The reflection shows a maid, cheeks flushed with raw need and confusion, while a powerful woman steadies her for inspection—proof that control has shifted, no permission asked of mind or trembling skin wrapped in foreign fabrics, soaked in a reality no protest can erase:

I’m throbbing from this humiliation, and I can’t unravel why I keep hungering for more.

My reflection is a fever dream—some painted, frilly thing that isn’t me.

Nicky circles behind, her presence a weight I can’t shake. She lifts a maid’s headpiece from the counter, white lace with a black ribbon, and settles it onto the wig.

It frames my face, making the bangs cut sharper across my brow. Her fingers brush my neck as she fastens it, and my skin prickles under the touch.

“Almost perfect,” she purrs. Her hand reaches for a pair of wrist cuffs—white, stiff, edging on ridiculous.

She snaps them around my wrists, the fabric scratching faintly.

Then come the heels. Black patent leather, glossy as sin, with a three-inch spike that looks like a weapon.

She kneels—kneels—to slip them onto my feet, her hands firm as they guide my toes in. I wobble instantly, ankles threatening to snap.

“Stand straight, darling,” she commands, rising to tower over me again. “These will fix that slouch of yours.”

I’m forced up. My spine arches unnaturally, hips tilting forward. My weight shifts to my toes.

The heels carve my stance into something alien, all curves and daintiness. My calves burn already.

And beneath the skirt, the thong bites tighter, lace grinding against my cock. It's hard, persistent, a traitor that won’t quit no matter how much I scream at it to stop.

“We’ll start with walking,” Nicky says, her tone clipped now, like a teacher with no patience for failure. “Small steps. Heel to toe. Keep your chin up.”

I shuffle forward. Each click of the heels on the marble floor is a gunshot in my ears.

My knees shake. The skirt sways, tickling my thighs. Every step pulls the lace taut over my erection, a cruel friction that sends heat spiking through my groin.

I stumble, catching myself on the counter.

“Again,” she snaps. Her hand presses into my lower back, forcing my spine straighter.

The touch sears through the thin uniform. My body jerks like it’s been wired with current.

I try again. Smaller steps. Slower.

The heels force my hips to sway, a rhythm I can’t control. It’s obscene. I’m a parody, a boy playing dress-up. And yet… the mirror shows something else. Someone else.

“Good,” Nicky murmurs, her voice softer now, approval like honey. “Now, bending. Knees together, squat down slow. Don’t spread those pretty legs.”

She drops a pen on the floor, pointing at it.

My face burns as I lower myself, thighs trembling, trying to keep them clamped shut. The skirt rides up. Cool air hits the lace covering my ass.

My cock throbs harder, trapped, screaming for release it won’t get.

I snatch the pen and straighten, breath hitching.

“Better,” she says. But her hand slides to my shoulder, nudging it down. “Shoulders back. Chest out. Show off those curves.”

Her palm grazes my ass as she adjusts my stance—a quick, claiming pat. Electricity shoots straight to my core. A whine scrapes out of my throat before I can choke it down.

“Last lesson before the fun starts,” she announces, stepping back to appraise me. “Curtsy. Dip low, one foot behind, head bowed. Like you mean it.”

I hesitate.

Her eyes narrow, ice-blue and unrelenting.

“Now.”

My body moves before my brain catches up. I dip, one heel sliding back, skirt flaring as I bend. My wrists hover at my sides, dainty and useless. Head down. Submissive.

“Lovely,” she breathes. The praise twists something deep in my gut. “Do it again.”

I obey. Again. And again.

Each time strips another layer of me away—Jamie’s slouch, Jamie’s stride, Jamie’s fight. Replaced with this… this delicate, fluttery thing.

My cock aches with every dip, the thong a constant torment, wet now with precum I can’t hide.

“The guests arrive soon,” Nicky says, her voice casual but laced with intent. “You’ll serve drinks. Take coats. Follow their requests.”

And trust me, sweet thing, those requests might get… personal as the night wears on.”

My stomach drops. Personal. The word drips with promise, with threat.

Images flash—hands on me, voices ordering me, worse. My heart hammers so loud I’m sure she hears it.

But beneath the dread, a sick pulse of heat blooms. Anticipation? God, no. It can’t be.

“One final touch,” she adds, stepping close, her perfume drowning me. “A name for tonight. Can’t have a maid without a proper name, can we?

From now on, you’re Juliette. Sweet little Juliette, eager to please.”

Juliette. The word slaps me. It’s small, pretty, me, but stripped of anything sharp or strong.

My mouth opens to protest, but her finger presses to my lips, silencing me.

“Practice it,” she orders. “Introduce yourself. Curtsy. Make it convincing.”

I swallow hard. My voice comes out thin, barely mine.

“Hello, I’m Juliette, and I’ll be serving you tonight.”

The words taste like ash, but I dip into a curtsy, heels wobbling, head lowered. Humiliation claws my chest.

Yet my body hums, electric and wrong.

“Again,” she says, lips curving.

“Hello, I’m Juliette, and I’ll be serving you tonight.” My voice lifts higher this time, softer, almost natural. The curtsy is smoother. My wrists flick outward, dainty without thought.

“Perfect,” Nicky purrs. Her hand brushes my cheek. “Keep that up, and you’ll earn every dollar of that thousand.”

Each repetition carves the name deeper into me. Juliette. Juliette. It echoes until I can’t hear Jamie anymore.

My throat tightens. My cock strains against lace, a constant, shameful drumbeat of want I can’t silence.

Her touch, her commands, her damn approval—they’re rewiring something in me, and I don’t know how to stop it.

A sharp chime cuts through the fog—the doorbell, crisp and final.

My pulse spikes. Nicky’s eyes gleam with wicked delight.

“Showtime, Juliette,” she says, giving my ass a firm, possessive pat.

The contact sends a shiver ripping through me, heat and fear tangling into a knot I can’t untie.

I’m trembling as I stand there, heels pinching, skirt too short, name too wrong. Guests. Orders. Intimate requests.

There’s no escape now, no backing out from this twisted game I stumbled into.

But as Nicky steers me toward the penthouse entrance, her hand a steady weight on my back, a dark, hidden part of me sparks alive. Terror grips tight—but so does a raw, gnawing excitement.

What the hell am I becoming?


Chapter 3


I stand frozen.

The penthouse door swings open, revealing six women who ooze wealth and power. Their tailored dresses shimmer under the chandelier light, diamonds glinting at throats and wrists. Each one carries an air of command, like they own every room they enter.

My stomach twists into knots. I’m a toy on display, and they’re the ones who get to play.

Their eyes lock onto me, widening with gleeful shock. A tall blonde in a sapphire gown lets out a sharp laugh. “Oh, Nicky, what is this? You’ve outdone yourself!”

“Isn’t he darling?” Nicky’s voice hums with pride. Her hand rests on my shoulder, a leash I can’t shake. “Found him last minute. A little improvisation.”

They swarm closer. Heels clicking like predators on the hunt. I shrink under their scrutiny, but there’s nowhere to hide.

A brunette with a sleek chignon tilts her head, scanning me top to bottom. “Look at that soft skin. Almost too pretty for a boy.”

“Those legs, though,” another chimes in, her crimson nails flashing as she gestures. “The stockings really sell it.”

My face burns hotter than a furnace. I want to melt through the floor.

A woman with a silver bob steps forward, holding a cocktail stir like a scepter. Before I can react, she flicks it under my skirt. She lifts the hem just enough to expose the lace tops of my stockings.

I jump. A squeak escapes my lips.

The room erupts in laughter.

“Oh, shy little thing!” she coos, dragging the stir along my thigh before letting the skirt drop. “We’re going to have fun with you.”

They talk over me, around me, like I’m a mannequin. “The makeup’s decent, but the jawline’s still a touch sharp,” one muses, sipping her martini.

“True, but that ass,” another counters, circling behind me. “The skirt frames it perfectly. Nice pick, Nicky.”

My hands clench at my sides, nails biting into palms. I’m not here. I’m not a person. Just a thing to prod and critique.

Nicky’s grip tightens, steering me forward. “Go on, Juliette. Show them what a good maid you are. Turn for us.”

My throat locks up. But my body obeys.

I pivot slowly, heels wobbling, skirt swishing against my bare thighs. Heat floods every inch of me as their gazes dissect each move.

“Now curtsy,” Nicky orders, her tone a velvet whip. “Introduce yourself properly.”

I dip, one foot sliding back, head bowing as I’ve been taught. My voice comes out small, trembling. “Hello, I’m Juliette, and I’ll be serving you tonight.”

A chorus of delighted gasps and chuckles ripples through them. “Precious!” the blonde exclaims, clapping her hands. “Say it again, sweeter this time.”

I repeat it. Voice pitching higher. Curtsy deeper.

My chest heaves against the padded bra. I’m drowning in shame, every word a brick on my shoulders.

But as I straighten, my eyes catch something across the room—a decorative mirror, framed in gold. It reflects the scene in brutal clarity.

There I am. Juliette. Sleek brown locks framing a painted face, maid uniform hugging fake curves, surrounded by these glamorous titans.

I look ridiculous. Out of place. Yet… oddly right.

Their approving nods, the way they linger on my legs, my “cute little bottom”—it hits different. A strange warmth creeps through the humiliation, threading into something I don’t want to name.

Their admiration, as twisted as it is, sparks a flicker of thrill. I’m horrifyingly visible. Yet they see me. Want to see more.

My hands unclench, fingers twitching at my skirt. What if I lean into this? Play the part better? Nail every curtsy, every flutter?

What the hell is happening to my head?

Sweat beads on my forehead as I grip the silver tray, champagne flutes catching the penthouse lights in sharp glints.

My heels click unevenly on the polished floor, every step a gamble. I’m wobbling like a newborn deer, the three-inch stilettos throwing my balance into chaos.

Each movement feels alien, my ankles screaming, my calves burning as I fight to keep steady. Nicky’s orders echo in my skull—curtsy with every serve, don’t spill a drop.

I dip down to the first guest, tray trembling, bending my knees just right. The tight cincher bites into my ribs, strangling my breath into shallow gasps. I can barely suck in air.

Rising again, I nearly tip forward, champagne sloshing dangerously close to the rim.

A snicker ripples from the blonde in sapphire. My face flames.

“Careful, sweetie,” she purrs, eyes glinting with mischief. “Wouldn’t want to make a mess.”

My legs feel exposed, vulnerable, the short skirt brushing my thighs with every shift.

I’m hyper-aware of the draft creeping up, teasing the lace thong that barely covers me. One wrong move, and they’ll see everything.

I shuffle to the next guest, the sheer stockings rasping against my skin, amplifying every sensation. Another curtsy, another struggle to not collapse.

The cincher squeezes tighter, a constant reminder of my confinement.

Their gazes follow me, amused, predatory. I’m a sideshow, and they’re soaking in every awkward twitch.

The women lounge on velvet sofas, their conversation a low hum of power and wealth. I hover at the edges, tray in hand, waiting.

Then, the brunette with the sleek chignon snaps her fingers. “Juliette, darling, my glass is empty.”

I mince over, heels clacking, and dip into another curtsy.

Her hand brushes my waist as she takes the flute, lingering a beat too long. “Good girl,” she murmurs.

A shiver races down my spine, unwanted heat blooming in my chest. I should hate this. I do. But my body doesn’t care.

Another call, this time from the silver-bobbed woman. I scurry to her, tray wobbling, and bend to collect her empty glass.

Her fingers graze the top of my stockings, tracing the lace edge with a casual possessiveness.

“These are slipping, aren’t they?” she muses aloud, though they’re not. My breath hitches.

I straighten, skirt swishing, hyper-conscious of how little it hides.

A sharp swat lands on my bottom, sudden and stinging. I yelp, high-pitched, pathetic, and the room bursts into laughter.

My cheeks burn, but something twisted stirs inside me. I don’t pull away.

They grow bolder with each pass.

The crimson-nailed one spills a splash of red wine on her hand—deliberate, I’m sure—and holds it out with a wicked grin. “Clean it up, Juliette. Use that pretty mouth of yours.”

My stomach lurches, but I lean in, tongue darting out before my brain catches up.

The taste of wine mixes with the salt of her skin as I lap at the droplets. Her other hand cups my chin, guiding me.

“That’s it. Such a helpful little maid.” Humiliation churns in my gut, yet a strange thrill hums beneath it.

I finish, lips trembling, and she releases me with a satisfied hum.

I barely recover before the blonde beckons me over. “Come sit, pet. Your stockings need adjusting.”

My heart stumbles, but I perch on her lap as instructed, tray set aside for a moment.

Her hands slide up my thighs, tugging at the garters, fingers brushing skin through the sheer fabric.

I squirm, the lace thong doing nothing to hide the persistent bulge straining against it. The pressure’s unbearable, a constant ache that’s only grown worse under their attention.

She notices, chuckling low. “Someone’s enjoying their work.”

I want to protest, to bolt, but I don’t. I stay, letting her toy with the straps, each touch igniting sparks I can’t douse.

My resistance frays with every command. I’m starting to… anticipate them.

When a glass looks low, I’m there before they ask, curtsying deeper than necessary, letting my hips sway as I walk away.

The movement feels natural now, less forced. I bend to pick up a fallen napkin, exaggerating the arch of my back, knowing their eyes are on me.

An approving murmur ripples through them, and it hits like a drug—validation, sharp and intoxicating.

I shouldn’t crave it. Shouldn’t need their smiles, their laughs, to feel this rush. But I do.

That damned erection won’t quit.

It throbs, trapped in its lace prison, fed by every casual touch, every degrading word.

I’m a mess of shame and need, caught in this performance I’m starting to own.

I glance at Nicky across the room, her ice-blue eyes tracking me with a predator’s glee. She nods, just once, a silent command to keep going.

What the fuck am I becoming?

My breath catches in my throat as Nicky’s voice cuts through the haze of champagne and whispers. The room tilts, the women’s laughter a sharp edge against my fraying nerves.

“Gather ‘round, ladies,” she purrs, settling into a high-backed chair like it’s a throne. “Let’s see if our new maid is properly trained for all her duties. Juliette, kneel.”

My heart slams against my ribs. Kneel. Right here, in in front of everyone.

I hesitate, legs trembling in the stupid heels, but the weight of seven pairs of eyes pins me in place.

There’s no backing out. Not with a thousand bucks on the line. Not with that predatory smile curling Nicky’s red lips.

So I drop to my knees, the hard floor biting through the sheer stockings.

The skirt rides up, barely covering me, and I feel the lace thong strain tighter against my groin.

The women form a semi-circle around us, towering in their designer heels and glistening jewels. I’m a bug under a magnifying glass, small and exposed, while they loom like goddesses in their finery.

Nicky crosses her legs slowly, deliberately, the fabric of her dress sliding up her thigh.

My eyes dart there before I can stop them, and heat floods my face.

No underwear. Just smooth, bare skin staring me down. My throat goes dry.

“Start with my feet, pet,” she commands, extending one stiletto-clad foot. “Kiss them. Then work your way up. Nice and slow. Show us what those pretty lips can do.”

My stomach churns, a mix of dread and something darker, hotter. I’ve never done anything like this. Never even thought about it.

Still, my hands move on their own, trembling as I lift her foot, the sharp heel glinting under the chandelier light. I press my lips to the cool leather, the taste bitter and wrong, yet my pulse hammers harder.

“Good girl,” one of the women coos from behind me, her voice dripping with amusement. “Look up at her while you do it. Let her see those big, submissive eyes.”

I drag my gaze up to Nicky’s face, her ice-blue stare cutting straight through me. Her smirk widens as I trail hesitant kisses along her ankle, peeling the shoe off as I go.

The skin beneath is warm, soft, and my tongue flicks out before I can think better of it, tracing a line up her calf.

The act feels alien, perverse, dressed like this—soft wig tickling my cheeks, red lipstick smearing slightly with each press of my mouth. I’m a caricature of femininity, performing for their twisted entertainment.

“Use more tongue, Juliette,” the silver-bobbed woman instructs, her tone sharp. “Lick like you mean it. Make her feel worshipped.”

My face burns, but I obey, dragging my tongue in slow, wet strokes along Nicky’s shin, then higher, past her knee. The musky scent of her skin mixes with her perfume, clouding my head.

My cock throbs painfully in the confines of the lace, rock-hard and leaking, the tip slick against the fabric.

I hate this. I hate how my body betrays me, how each degrading command sends a jolt straight to my core.

“Such a natural,” the brunette with the chignon chuckles. “Look at her blush. She’s loving every second.”

I’m not. I can’t be.

But the pressure builds, a tight coil in my groin, and I realize with sickening clarity that I’m close. Too close. Just from this—kneeling, licking, being watched and mocked.

My hips twitch involuntarily, desperate for friction, for anything.

Nicky’s hand snakes down, grabbing my chin to halt me mid-lick, her thigh inches from my face. “Not yet, sweetheart,” she murmurs, voice low and dangerous. “A proper sissy maid prioritizes others’ pleasure. You haven’t earned your little mess. Not by a long shot.”

My breath comes in ragged gasps, confusion swirling with raw need. I’m flushed, sweaty, aching in places I didn’t know could ache.

She releases me, and I slump slightly, the denial stinging worse than the humiliation.

“Turn around, Juliette,” she orders, twirling a finger in the air. “On all fours. Let’s give the ladies a proper view.”

My limbs feel leaden, but I shift, hands and knees pressing into the floor.

The skirt flutters as I move, and Nicky flips it up without hesitation, exposing my thong-clad ass to the room.

Cool air hits my skin, followed by a chorus of appreciative hums and giggles.

Hands descend immediately, stroking, teasing. Fingers trace the edges of the lace, dipping beneath to graze bare skin.

One palm squeezes my cheek, hard enough to make me flinch, while another delivers a light slap that stings just right. My body jerks, a shameful whimper slipping out.

“Oh, she’s responsive,” the crimson-nailed woman purrs, her touch lingering. “Look at that little wiggle.”

My mind reels, caught between mortification and a sick thrill. I shouldn’t want their hands on me. Shouldn’t crave the attention.

But each graze, each slap, feeds that throbbing heat between my legs.

The blonde guest steps forward, holding something small and glinting in her palm.

A jeweled anal plug, the base sparkling under the lights. My gut clenches, fear spiking through the haze.

Nicky takes it with a delighted hum. “Perfect. This will prepare our maid for later duties. Juliette, stay still. You’ll thank me for this.”

My breath hitches, panic clawing at my chest. “W-wait, I don’t—” I start, but my voice is weak, barely a whisper.

“Shh,” Nicky cuts me off, her tone firm but almost tender. “Good girls take what they’re given. Relax.”

Hands hold my hips steady, keeping me in place. The crimson-nailed woman leans down, her breath hot against my ear.

Then I hear it—the wet sound of her spitting.

A moment later, her finger smears the warm saliva across my exposed hole, circling with a deliberate slowness that makes my skin crawl and my cock pulse at the same time.

The violation burns through me, raw and shocking. It’s wrong, invasive, a line I never thought I’d cross.

Her finger probes just enough to spread the slickness, the sensation foreign and degrading. My face flames, knowing they’re all watching, commenting, enjoying my shame.

Yet, beneath the disgust, a dark hunger stirs. A need to be filled, to be used, to please them no matter how far they push.

The cool tip of the plug presses against me, and I gasp, body tensing instinctively.

Nicky’s hand rubs soothing circles on my lower back. “Breathe, pet. Let it in.”

The metal is unyielding, slick with whatever they’ve coated it in, and the pressure builds as it breaches me. My mind fractures, a whirlwind of humiliation and raw sensation.

It’s too much, too intimate, splitting me open in front of an audience.

A low moan escapes, unbidden, as the widest part stretches me, then slips inside, the base nestling against my skin.

The weight is strange, foreign, pressing in places I’ve never felt before, sending electric sparks up my spine.

“Gorgeous,” the silver-bobbed woman murmurs, her voice thick with lust. “Look at how well she takes it.”

“What other tricks should we teach our little maid before the night’s over?” the brunette muses, fingers still tracing the edge of my thong.

My head swims, shame and pleasure colliding in a messy storm. That need to please, to be their perfect toy, overshadows everything—my hesitation, my pride, my old self.

What else are they planning to do to me?


Chapter 4


My heart thuds so hard I swear they can hear it. Midnight creeps closer now, the penthouse quieter, the earlier buzz of the party fading completely.

Only three women remain with Nicky—her inner circle, each one radiating the same commanding energy as she does.

We’ve shifted to a more secluded corner of this endless place. Plush couches curve in a semicircle, like a damn tribunal, and dim lights cast shadows over their faces. Their sharp smiles seem even hungrier now.

I stand before them, still in this ridiculous maid getup. The skirt is crumpled from hours of serving, the stockings snagging at my thighs.

My body’s a mess of sensation. The jeweled plug has been lodged inside me for over an hour now, a constant weight. It’s a relentless nudge against nerves I didn’t even know I had.

Every shift, every step, it presses deeper, relentlessly reminding me of my place.

My knees tremble, not just from the heels, but from the hot coil tight in my gut. I’m exposed, vulnerable, and they’re all watching. Waiting.

Nicky rises from her seat, her presence sucking the very air from the room. Her ice-blue eyes pin me where I stand, that predatory smirk curling her lips.

“It’s time to complete your service, little maid,” she says, her voice smooth as silk but heavy with promise. “Tonight, you’ll learn what it truly means to submit.”

My stomach drops. I don’t know what’s coming, but the way her friends lean forward, their eyes glinting with anticipation, tells me it’s big.

She steps to a side table, bending to open a decorative chest I hadn’t noticed before. The lid creaks.

She pulls out an assortment of objects—gleaming, intimidating things.

My breath catches as she lifts a strap-on dildo, thick and imposing, the black leather harness dangling from her manicured fingers.

“A proper sissy maid serves with all parts of their body,” she explains, holding it up like it’s a trophy. “This is your final test, Juliette. The ultimate surrender.”

My eyes widen, locked on that thing. It’s huge, menacing, and my mind screams no, no way, not that.

Fear claws up my throat, raw and suffocating. I’ve never—how could I—

But beneath the panic, something darker pulses. That desperate, gnawing need that’s been building all night, fed by every touch, every command, every humiliating moment.

The need to finish this. To fully become whatever they’ve shaped me into. My body hums with it, drowning out the fear, pulling me toward something I can’t name.

Nicky steps closer, her heels clicking on the hardwood. She tilts her head, studying me like I’m a puzzle she’s already solved.

“One last choice, pet,” she murmurs, her voice dipping low. “Take your money and walk out that door. Or stay. Experience complete submission. What’ll it be?”

I open my mouth, but nothing comes out. My mind’s a storm, words jumbled and useless.

The money—God, I need it, but that’s not even the loudest thought anymore.

It’s the craving. The sick, twisted pull to see this through, to let go completely.

My hands shake at my sides. The plug shifts inside me with a fresh spark of sensation, and I’m lost.

I don’t speak.

I can’t.

Instead, my body decides for me.

On autopilot, I lower myself. Slowly. Deliberately.

My knees hit the floor with a dull thud. The skirt flares around me, stockings stretching tight over my legs.

I settle back on my heels, eyes dropping to the ground, hands folding in my lap. Just like she taught me.

Perfect maid posture.

Perfect submission.

A chorus of soft gasps and approving hums ripples through the room. I don’t look up, but I feel their stares, heavy and electric.

My chest heaves, breaths shallow, the cincher digging into my ribs. The plug presses harder in this position.

A dull ache morphs into something sharper, something that makes my trapped cock twitch against the lace thong.

“Well, well,” Nicky drawls, her voice thick with delight. “Look at that. No hesitation. You want this, don’t you, Juliette?”

I swallow hard, face burning.

My silence is answer enough.

She crouches in front of me, fingers tipping my chin up so I meet her gaze. Her eyes glitter, triumphant.

“Such a good girl. Ready to be broken in properly.”

My skin prickles at her words, a shiver racing down my spine. The fear’s still there, lurking, but it’s buried under layers of raw, aching want.

I’ve come this far—served them, knelt for them, let them reshape me into this frilly, pathetic thing.

Backing out now feels… impossible. Like I’d be betraying some part of me I didn’t know existed until tonight.

Her friends murmur among themselves, their voices a low buzz of excitement.

One of them—the woman with the crimson nails—leans forward on the couch, elbows on her knees. “Oh, this is gonna be a treat. Make sure she feels every inch, Nicky.”

Another, the blonde with the sharp cheekbones, chuckles. “Bet she’ll squeal so pretty. Can’t wait to see her face.”

Their words slice through me, each one stoking that humiliating heat. I’m nothing but a toy to them, a spectacle.

And yet, my body reacts—pulse racing, skin flushing, that damn plug amplifying every degrading second.

Nicky rises, stepping back to gesture at the harness on the nearby table. The dildo attached to it is an intimidating presence that I can’t ignore.

She strokes along the length, her hand gliding with deliberate slowness, fingers curling around its girth as if to showcase just how thick it is.

My breath catches, a cold sweat breaking out on my neck. My God, that thing looks monstrous.

My stomach twists with dread, a sick kind of fascination rooting me in place.

“Eyes up, sweetheart,” she orders, her tone slicing through the haze in my mind. “You’re going to handle this like the dainty little maid I’ve turned you into. Got it?”

I manage a shaky nod. My voice is barely a whisper. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Her grin sharpens, predatory. “That’s my girl. Now, shuffle closer. Let’s get you acquainted.”

My body betrays me, moving before I can think. My hands press into the carpet, my knees dragging me forward.

The plug inside me shifts with every inch, sparking unwanted shivers, a grim hint of what’s ahead.

I halt at her feet, head down, quivering, and completely lost.

How am I even here?

I’m not gay… am I? Bi, maybe? I don’t know anymore.

All I know is my body’s screaming for this. My arousal, a traitor I can’t silence.

My heart’s a jackhammer in my chest as I kneel there, hands pressed into the carpet, the weight of Nicky’s stare pinning me down.

The air’s thick with anticipation, the faint scent of her perfume mixing with the sharper tang of lust.

I’m trembling, the lace of my stockings scratching against my thighs. My maid headpiece is skewed from hours of serving.

My body’s a live wire, every nerve buzzing with dread and something darker, hungrier.

“Stand up, Juliette,” Nicky commands, her voice smooth as silk but hard underneath. “We’re gonna get you ready for the main event.”

I rise on shaky legs, the heels wobbling under me, forcing my posture into that delicate, feminine arch she drilled into me. My skirt flutters, barely covering the bulge straining against the thong.

Her eyes flick down. A smirk curls her lips as she steps closer.

“First, let’s free up some space.” Her fingers hook under the waistband of the thong, tugging it down with a slow, deliberate pull.

The lace scrapes over my skin, peeling away to expose my erection, hard and throbbing in the cool air. I flinch, humiliation searing through me.

Yet the rest of my outfit stays on—the frilly maid dress, the tight cincher, the stockings gripping my legs, the wig framing my painted face.

The contrast is obscene. My undeniable maleness juts out from this hyper-feminine shell she’s built around me.

“Over here, pet.” She guides me with a firm hand on my lower back, steering me to the arm of a plush velvet couch.

The three women—her friends, all sharp-eyed and sleek in their designer dresses—sprawl on nearby seats, arranging themselves for the best view. Their gazes burn into me, eager and predatory.

“Bend over,” Nicky instructs, pressing down between my shoulder blades until my chest rests on the couch arm, my ass raised high.

My skirt flips up with a casual flick of her wrist, exposing the jeweled plug nestled between my cheeks. A murmur of approval ripples through the room.

“Look at that,” the woman with crimson nails purrs. “Already so well-prepared.”

My face burns against the fabric, breath hitching as Nicky’s fingers grip the base of the plug.

“Relax, sweetheart,” she murmurs, twisting it gently. The pressure shifts, then eases as she pulls it free.

A hollow ache blooms in its place, a strange emptiness that makes me squirm.

I hear the clink of the jewel hitting a table, then the snap of a bottle cap.

Cool, slick lubricant drizzles over my exposed skin, her fingers spreading it with clinical precision, dipping inside just enough to make me gasp.

“Shh,” she soothes, but there’s a wicked edge to it. “Gotta make sure you’re nice and ready for me.”

My body tenses, then melts under her touch, the cold gel warming as she works it in.

My cock twitches, trapped between my stomach and the couch arm. The humiliation of being prepped like this in front of an audience only sharpens the ache.

The women watch, sipping their drinks, their voices a low hum of excitement.

“Don’t tease her too long, Nicky,” the blonde chuckles. “She’s practically begging for it.”

I want to deny it, to snap that I’m not. But my throat’s too tight, my mind too scrambled.

Instead, I bite my lip, smearing the red lipstick, and focus on breathing through the whirlwind inside me.

Nicky steps back.

I hear the rustle of leather, the metallic click of buckles. I risk a glance over my shoulder, and my stomach drops.

She’s slipping into the harness, the thick dildo attached to it bobbing as she tightens the straps around her hips.

The sight is raw power, a deliberate display of control, each movement slow and assured.

Her ice-blue eyes meet mine, glinting with amusement as she adjusts her stance, the toy jutting out like a promise—or a threat.

“Eyes forward, Juliette,” she snaps, and I whip my head back, pulse racing. My hands grip the couch fabric, knuckles whitening.

This is it.

This crosses every line I swore I’d never touch.

A guy, straight as an arrow—or so I thought—bent over in a maid outfit, about to be taken.

Panic claws at my chest, screaming for me to bolt, to grab the cash and run.

But my body betrays me. My cock throbs harder than ever, leaking against the velvet beneath me.

Fear and want tangle so tight I can’t tell them apart.

I feel her behind me, the heat of her presence, the brush of her hands as she grips my hips.

The blunt tip of the dildo presses against me, slick and unyielding, and my breath catches in a ragged sob.

“Easy now,” she murmurs, one hand stroking my lower back, almost gentle.

Then the pressure builds, slow but relentless, stretching me open.

It burns, sharp and foreign, my body resisting even as it yields.

I grit my teeth, a whimper escaping as the head breaches me. The fullness is overwhelming, alien, stretching me wider than the plug ever did.

“Oh God,” I gasp, voice cracking, nothing like my own.

Pain flickers, bright and searing, then dulls into something else as she eases deeper, inch by agonizing inch.

My eyes squeeze shut, face twisting—shock, strain, then a jolt of something raw as she nudges a spot inside me I didn’t know could feel like that.

“There we go,” Nicky purrs, her grip tightening. “Taking it so well, my pretty sissy maid.”

She pulls back slightly, then thrusts forward, careful but firm, setting a steady rhythm. My body rocks with each motion.

The couch arm digs into my stomach, the skirt rustling around my thighs.

The friction against my prostate sparks bursts of pleasure, intense and unfamiliar, radiating through me in waves.

I’ve never felt anything like this—sharp, deep, consuming.

My moans spill out, high and desperate, nothing like the gruff sounds I’d make in any other life.

They’re girlish. Pathetic. And I can’t stop them.

“Look at her,” one of the women says, voice thick with delight. “She’s a natural. Pushing back already.”

I realize she’s right.

My hips are moving on their own, meeting Nicky’s thrusts, chasing that electric heat despite the ache.

Shame floods me, but it’s drowned out by the need, the overwhelming sensation of being filled, claimed.

Nicky’s hands yank me back onto the dildo, her rhythm picking up, the leather of the harness slapping against my skin with each stroke.

“Fuck, listen to those noises,” another woman laughs. “She’s loving every second.”

Their words weave through the haze, stoking the fire in my gut.

I’m not me anymore—not Jamie, not some broke college guy.

I’m Juliette, this frilly, broken thing, existing only for their pleasure, for the searing fullness driving into me.

My cock grinds against the couch with each thrust, untouched but pulsing, dripping, so close to the edge it hurts.

My mind empties.

Thoughts dissolving into pure, raw feeling.

No past.

No future.

Just this.

Just her.

Just the shattering pleasure of surrender.

Nicky leans over me, her breath hot against my ear. “Feel that, pet? That’s what you were made for.”

Her words hit like a punch, and I groan, body shuddering under her control.

How did I get here, craving something I never even imagined?

How does this feel so right?

Sweat beads on my forehead, sliding down my temple as Nicky’s rhythm intensifies. Each thrust drives deeper, the thick dildo rubbing relentlessly against that spot inside me, sending sharp, electric pulses through my core.

My legs shake uncontrollably in these damned heels, feet jerking, girlish, silly, as I slump over the couch arm. My fingers claw at the velvet, desperate for something to anchor me, but there’s nothing to stop this tidal wave.

I can’t hold back the noises escaping me, absurdly high-pitched squeaks and pitiful whimpers that sound nothing like me. My breaths come in whiny, shuddering gasps, utterly embarrassing and far too girlish.

Her hand snakes around my hip, nails grazing my skin before she grips my cock. I jolt, a strangled noise ripping from my throat as her fingers wrap tight around me, stroking in time with her thrusts.

The dual assault—being filled and jerked at once—shreds any last shred of control. My pulse hammers in my ears, drowning out everything but the slap of leather against my thighs and the wet, obscene sound of her hand working me.

Pleasure builds, coiled tight in my gut, diferente than anything I’ve ever felt. It’s not just in my cock; it’s everywhere, radiating from deep inside, a pressure that’s dizzying, unstoppable.

I bite my lip hard, tasting the waxy tang of smeared lipstick, trying to stifle the sounds spilling out of me. My eyes sting, mascara-laced tears leaking down my cheeks from the sheer intensity, the overwhelm.

My whole body trembles, heels slipping on the floor as my knees threaten to give out.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” I whimper, voice pitching higher, cracking into something I don’t recognize. I’m a mess, a disaster, every muscle straining as that edge races closer.

Nicky’s grip tightens, her strokes rough and fast. “Let go, Juliette. Show us how good you feel,” she commands, voice low and molten.

Her words push me over, snapping the last thread holding me together.

Orgasm slams into me, explosive, shattering. It starts deep, where she’s still buried inside me, a white-hot burst that spreads outward in violent waves. My muscles clamp down around the dildo, intensifying every thrust as I come harder than I ever have, hot spurts shooting across the couch beneath me.

A high-pitched cry rips from my chest, raw and broken, echoing in the room as my body convulses, wracked by aftershocks I can’t control.

I collapse over the couch arm, chest heaving, gasping for air like I’ve run a marathon. My face presses into the fabric, smearing whatever’s left of my makeup, my whole frame shuddering with the echoes of that release.

I’m undone, unraveled, a puddle of spent nerves and trembling limbs.

Nicky slows, her movements easing, then stops altogether. The fullness slips away as she withdraws, leaving me hollow, aching in a way that’s both sore and strangely empty.

A soft clink of buckles tells me she’s stepping out of the harness, but I can’t lift my head to look. I’m too far gone.

Her hands are on me again, gentler this time, turning me over. I flop bonelessly, legs splayed, as she surveys her creation.

My maid uniform is a wreck—skirt bunched up around my waist, one stocking torn at the thigh, the other rolled halfway down. My face, I can only imagine, is a battlefield of ruined makeup, streaked black and red from tears and bitten lips.

But when I meet her gaze, there’s no mockery in those ice-blue eyes. Just a deep, predatory satisfaction, like she’s sculpted something perfect from raw clay.

“Look at you,” she murmurs, helping me into a sitting position on the couch. My body still quakes with little aftershocks, sparks of pleasure flickering through me as I slump against the cushions.

The three women watching break into applause, a soft clap of appreciation, like they’ve just seen a showstopping performance.

One of them laughs lightly. “Brava, darling. Simply stunning.”

My mind floats, adrift in a strange, empty calm. There’s no shame right now, no panic clawing at my chest. Just… relief.

A profound, bone-deep release, as if every weight I’ve carried—debt, desperation, who I’m supposed to be—has melted away for these few stolen seconds.

My masculine identity, that rigid shell of Jamie, lies scattered in fragments around me. I know it’s there, waiting to be pieced back together, but I’m too exhausted, too satisfied to reach for it. Not yet.

For now, I’m just Juliette, or whatever she’s made me, basking in the glow of being utterly, completely spent.

Nicky returns with a warm cloth, damp and soft, and starts cleaning me up. Her touch is almost tender, wiping away the mess between my thighs, the sticky evidence of my surrender.

“You did so well, pet,” she says, voice smooth as silk, each word a stroke to my battered ego. “Took your first steps into a new world tonight. I’m proud of you.”

I nod weakly, barely processing her praise, but it seeps in anyway, warming something inside me I didn’t know needed it. My senses creep back, sluggish and hazy.

The penthouse comes into focus again—the muted glow of chandeliers bouncing off sleek furniture, the faint scent of expensive perfume lingering in the air. The women sip their drinks, their elegant silhouettes a sharp contrast to my disheveled state.

I catch a glimpse of myself in a nearby mirror, a decorative piece framed in gold across the room. The reflection punches me in the gut—a debauched, feminized shadow of who I was hours ago.

Skirt askew, makeup a ruin, wig slightly crooked but still framing my flushed face. I’m unrecognizable, marked inside and out, transformed into something I never dreamed I’d be.

Conquered. That’s the word that sticks.

Nicky didn’t just use me; she rebuilt me, piece by frilly piece, until I fit her vision. My body still hums with the memory of her control, the deep ache where she claimed me, the phantom stroke of her hand.

I shift slightly, wincing at the tenderness, and one of the women notices, smirking over the rim of her glass.

“Careful, sweetheart. You’ll feel that for days,” she teases, voice dripping with amusement.

I duck my head, cheeks burning anew, but there’s no real sting in it. Not now. Not after what I’ve just felt.

Nicky sits beside me, her presence a quiet anchor, one hand resting lightly on my knee through the torn stocking. “You’ve earned your keep tonight, Juliette,” she says, and there’s a weight to her words, a promise of the cash that got me here in the first place. But it’s more than that. It’s acknowledgment. Validation.

My gaze drifts back to the mirror, to the stranger staring back at me with wide, glassy eyes. Who is that? Not Jamie, not anymore. At least, not tonight.

A flicker of curiosity stirs beneath the exhaustion—what else could she make me into, if I let her?


Chapter 5


I sit on the edge of a plush stool in the penthouse bathroom, dawn spilling pale gold through the floor-to-ceiling windows. The city skyline glitters below, indifferent to the earthquake that’s shifted everything inside me.

Nicky hovers close. A damp cotton pad in her hand, she swipes away the last smears of mascara and lipstick from my face.

The mirror in front of us reflects a stranger—Jamie, but not quite. Not after last night.

My body hums with echoes of what happened. A dull, pleasant soreness lingers in places I’ve never felt before, a deep ache that flares when I shift my weight.

There’s a ghost sensation too, like the jeweled plug is still nestled inside me, a reminder of how I was stretched, filled, claimed. My lips tingle, raw from biting them in the throes of that shattering climax.

I catch myself brushing a finger over them, slower, more curious than I’ve ever been. It’s like I’m mapping new territory now—every inch of me feels freshly discovered, wired with hidden sparks I didn’t know existed.

Even dressed down in my old boxers and a faded t-shirt, dragged from the pile of my discarded male clothes, I’m not the same. My legs cross at the knee without thought, a tight, prim angle I never used before.

My hands move with a softer flutter, fingers tracing the edge of the counter like they’ve forgotten how to be rough. It’s not deliberate. My body’s been reprogrammed, rewired by hours of heels and lace and commands.

I’m hyper-aware of myself now—how my hips tilt when I adjust my seat, how my shoulders curve inward, shielding something tender.

Nicky notices.

Of course she does. Her ice-blue eyes catch every shift, every unconscious gesture. A satisfied smirk plays on her lips as she dabs at a stubborn smudge of eyeliner near my lash line.

She doesn’t say anything at first, just lets her gaze linger, like she’s admiring a piece of art she’s crafted.

“You’ve changed already,” she finally murmurs, voice low, intimate. Her fingers pause, resting against my cheekbone. “The way you hold yourself. It’s beautiful.”

I swallow. Heat creeps up my neck. My reflection flickers in the mirror—a faint trace of eyeliner still clings to one corner, a shadow of Juliette.

There’s a pale indentation on my thigh too, where the garter belt bit into my skin for hours. My posture slumps, but not like before. It’s softer, rounded, as if my spine has learned to bend for someone else.

“Last night…” I start, voice ragged, barely above a whisper. My fingers fidget in my lap, twisting together.

“I felt things. Things I didn’t expect. That… pleasure. When I gave in. Is that—normal?”

Her hand stills, but there’s no judgment in her expression. She sets the cotton pad aside and leans against the counter, crossing her arms with that effortless authority she wears like a second skin.

“More normal than you’d think, pet. So many men lock away parts of themselves, afraid to look. Submission, femininity—it’s a door most never open.”

But when they do, when they let go? Her lips curve, sharp and knowing. “They find pleasure they didn’t know was waiting. You did. And there’s no shame in that.”

Relief crashes through me, a weight I didn’t even know I was carrying sliding off my chest. My breath hitches, and I nod, staring at my hands.

They tremble slightly, not from fear, but from the rawness of having this—whatever it is—named. Normalized.

I’m not broken for feeling it.

Not wrong.

I glance at the mirror again, catching that smudged trace of last night’s transformation. Juliette peeks back at me, a ghost in my hazel eyes.

And I wonder—what other doors are still waiting to be opened?

I follow Nicky through the penthouse, my sneakers scuffing softly against the polished floors.

Dawn paints the walls in muted amber, but my body still buzzes with the raw aftershocks of last night. My legs feel unsteady, not just from exhaustion, but from the phantom weight of heels I’m no longer wearing.

Every step reminds me of how I’ve been reshaped. My hips sway just a fraction. My shoulders hunch protectively.

She leads me into her home office, a sleek space of glass and dark wood, dominated by a massive desk that screams power.

On it sits a crisp white envelope and a small box wrapped with a black satin ribbon.

Nicky gestures for me to stand closer, her movements precise, her perfume still clinging to the air between us. My pulse quickens, a mix of nerves and something warmer, something I can’t quite name.

“Fifteen hundred,” she says, tapping the envelope with a manicured nail. “More than we agreed. You surprised me, Juliette. Exceeded every expectation I had for last night.”

My throat tightens at the name, at the way it slips off her tongue like a claim.

I nod, fingers brushing the envelope as I pick it up. The weight of the cash feels unreal, a lifeline to pull me out of debt’s chokehold.

But it’s more than money. It’s a marker of what I did to earn it. My chest flutters, shame and pride wrestling in equal measure.

“And this,” she continues, sliding the box toward me, “is a little gift. A memento.”

Something to remind you of your night—and to explore further, if the mood strikes.

I hesitate, hands trembling as I untie the ribbon. The lid lifts to reveal a neat collection nestled in tissue paper: a pair of silk panties, whisper-thin and blush pink, almost identical to the ones that hugged me so tight last night.

Beside them, a tube of lipstick, the same cherry red that painted my lips for her guests. My breath catches, fingers brushing over the items like they might burn.

Tucked beneath is a business card, her name in elegant print, a private number scrawled in ink on the back.

It’s not just a gift.

It’s a tether.

“I host these gatherings monthly,” she says, voice smooth, measured. Her ice-blue eyes lock on mine, holding me in place.

“I could use a regular maid. Someone with your… natural talents. Think on it.”

The offer dangles there, heavy with possibility. Not a demand, not a plea—just a door cracked open.

My mind spins. Last night shattered me, rebuilt me into something I don’t fully recognize.

Do I want to step back into that?

The silk against my fingertips whispers yes, even as my old self screams to run.

I don’t answer. Not yet.

I just nod, slow, chewing the inside of my cheek. It’s enough to show I’m considering it—proof of how deep this night has carved into me.

Nicky smirks, satisfied, then reaches for her phone on the desk.

I freeze as she unlocks it and angles the camera at me. “One last thing,” she murmurs, snapping a photo.

I’m in my worn t-shirt and boxers, but the posture, the softness in my expression, the faint tilt of my hips—it’s Juliette staring back through the lens.

She sends it to my number, the ping vibrating in my pocket like a brand.

“To remind you who you really are,” she says, handing the phone back.

Her words cut and soothe all at once. Evidence of my transformation. A secret shared between us.

A threat, maybe.

Or a keepsake.

My fingers close around the phone, the image burning behind my eyes even without looking.

Who am I now, after all this?

I step out of Nicky’s penthouse, the heavy glass door clicking shut behind me.

My body feels foreign, marked by last night. My thighs ache with a dull, pleasant soreness, a reminder of the heels, the plug, the relentless rhythm of her strap-on. I walk with a subtle shift in my gait, hips looser, steps cautious, like I’m still balancing on those impossible stilettos.

My backpack hangs off one shoulder, heavier than it should be. Tucked inside is that damn gift box—silk and secrets nestled among my textbooks. My phone burns a hole in my pocket, weighted with that single photo, a frozen slice of Juliette staring back at me.

In the elevator, descending from her world of power and excess, I can’t resist. I pull out my phone, thumb trembling as I open the image.

There I am, in my threadbare t-shirt and boxers, but it’s not Jamie. It’s her creation—soft-eyed, posture yielding, hips tilted just so.

Shame curls tight in my gut, hot and bitter.

But beneath it, there’s a pulse of something else, something electric. A thrill that licks up my spine, addictive and sharp.

What the hell does this mean for me? My identity feels fractured, split between the broke college kid I was and this… other thing I became. Worse—or better—I crave it again. The surrender. The release of being owned, even for a night.

I want her to break me open all over again.

The elevator dings, doors sliding open to the lobby. A woman in a tailored coat strides past, her heels clicking with authority. My eyes drop instinctively, body remembering the curtsies, the deference I performed for hours.

Heat creeps up my neck. I’m not Juliette here, not now, but my muscles don’t seem to know that.

Outside, morning light slices through the city, harsh and unforgiving. The real world feels alien after the cocoon of Nicky’s penthouse, that surreal haze of submission and discovery. I’m not the same desperate idiot who stumbled into this building last night, chasing quick cash.

I walk with a secret now, a jagged piece of myself I didn’t know existed until she pried it loose.

Back in my cramped apartment, the silence presses in. Past-due notices still glare from the corkboard, but they don’t claw at me the same way.

I drop my backpack on the floor, unzip it, and pull out the gift box. My hands shake as I lift the lid.

The silk panties gleam under the dim light, blush pink and impossibly soft. I run my fingers over the fabric, the texture sparking vivid flashes—lace biting into my skin, her voice purring approval.

My breath hitches.

I shouldn’t.

But I do. I slip off my jeans, boxers too, and slide the panties on. The silk caresses me, cool against my overheated skin, a hidden feminine layer beneath my regular clothes. Instantly, my body remembers last night, a low thrum of arousal stirring despite my exhaustion.

I grab my phone, pull up her contact. That private number scrawled in ink, a lifeline or a leash—I can’t decide. My thumb hovers over it, heart slamming against my ribs.

I don’t call. Not yet.

Instead, I hit “save contact,” naming it “Madam.” My fingers move on their own, setting a reminder in my calendar for next month’s party. A date with surrender, already marked.

This started as a desperate grab for cash, a one-time gig to keep the lights on.

But it’s more now.

It’s an awakening I can’t unfeel, a hunger that’s been hiding inside me all along, waiting for the right woman on the wrong night to drag it into the light.

I slump onto my lumpy mattress, the springs groaning under me. Exhaustion crashes hard, a tidal wave dragging at my limbs, my mind. I need sleep—desperately need to shut off for a few hours before facing the grind of classes and dead-end shifts.

My body’s spent, aching in places I didn’t know could ache, a map of last night etched into muscle and bone.

I kick off my sneakers, still wearing those damn silk panties under my jeans, and lie back against the thin pillow. Just rest. Just for a minute.

But the second my eyes close, it’s not darkness I see.

It’s her. Nicky. Mistress.

Her ice-blue stare cutting through me, pinning me in place.

Flash after flash burns behind my lids—kneeling in that maid outfit, skirt hiked up, thighs trembling in stockings. My face, painted and pretty, reflected in a mirror while her guests cooed and laughed.

The stretch of that jeweled plug, then the deeper, fuller invasion of her strap-on, splitting me open. My cock, trapped in lace, leaking helplessly as I moaned.

Throbbing. Aching.

Humiliation searing hot, yet it felt so damn right.

My breath catches.

I shift on the bed, and there it is again—that familiar stir. Heat pools low, undeniable.

I’m hard, pressing against the silk, the fabric teasing my sensitive tip with every small movement. Shame flickers, but it’s drowned out by raw need.

My hand moves before I can stop it, sliding down my stomach, over the waistband of my jeans, cupping myself through the layers. The panties cling tight, amplifying every touch. I groan low, fingers tracing the outline of my erection, feeling the damp spot already forming.

Memories flare brighter—her voice, sharp and commanding, telling me I’m hers. That I’m pretty. That I’m made for this.

My grip tightens, stroking slow, dragging the silk against me. My hips lift off the mattress, chasing the friction, the filthy thrill of reliving my surrender. The room fades; it’s just me and the ghost of last night, her power still owning me.

My voice cracks, a whisper slipping out, raw and desperate.

“Yes, ma’am…”

What have I become, stroking myself to the echo of her control, craving the next time I’ll break under her gaze?
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Thank You for Reading!

Did you enjoy watching Jamie succumb to the overwhelming temptation?

If so, please consider taking a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Your feedback is incredibly valuable and helps other readers discover this story.

To be the first to know when a new deliciously degrading story is released, be sure to follow Dolly Darling on Amazon.

Thank you for your support!
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