
        
            
                
            
        

    
Trans ‘femme’ ation

Become the Woman You’ve Always Hidden

By Alexis McQueen 

This is a story of discovery. Of surrender.
Of the secret hunger that lives inside so many of us, waiting for the right person to unlock it.

Ben wasn’t looking for trouble — not really. But late at night, alone with his fantasies, he stumbled across a name: 




Scarlet.
Makeovers. Feminisation. Private sessions.
A promise, simple and terrifying:
Become the woman you’ve always hidden.




What began as a one-hour appointment became a journey into obsession, exposure, and transformation.





This is Tanya’s story.
This is Ben’s ruin.


Chapter One:

The Appointment







It began, as these things often do, far too late at night.

Ben wasn’t looking for trouble, not really. Just another hour lost in the usual spiral — lingerie ads, trans makeover reels, porn tabs stacking one after the other. But then he saw something different. Simple. Confident.

TRANS ‘FEMME’ ATION
Private Makeovers. Styling. Feminisation Coaching.
Become the woman you’ve always hidden.

Beneath it, a single photo.

A tall, blonde trans woman seated on a velvet chair, one long leg crossed over the other. Black stiletto boots gleaming in the light, leopard print stretched across her chest, her smile somewhere between warm and wicked.

She looked like trouble. The good kind. The dangerous kind.

Ben didn’t even let himself think about it. He booked.

Friday afternoon, he almost backed out. Twice. But somehow his feet kept moving, carrying him towards the Gay Village, where late sunlight bounced off glitter shop windows and the low hum of nightlife stirred from sleep.

Past the sauna, beyond the drag bar, was a red-brick building with a single brass plaque beside the buzzer:

TRANS ‘FEMME’ ATION
Appointments Only.

He wiped his palms on his jeans. Pressed the button.

A crackle of static, then a voice: low, smooth, playful.

“Come in, sweetheart.”

The lock buzzed open.

She met him at the top of a narrow stairwell.

Scarlet.

Taller than he expected, her frame wrapped in black silk and confidence. Blonde hair falling in loose waves, lips glossed just enough to catch the light.

Her eyes swept over him, sharp but kind.

“You must be Ben.”
Not a question.

He swallowed. “Yeah. I, uh… I’ve never done anything like this before.”

A small smile curved her lips. Patient. Knowing.
“Of course not. That’s why you’re here.”

Her smile flickered, just for a second — like maybe she needed this too.”She turned without waiting for a reply. He followed.

The studio was warm and low-lit, tucked behind velvet curtains and racks of satin, lace, and leather. Wigs lined one wall, boots another. Everything smelled faintly of perfume and powder, with something sharper underneath — like electricity waiting to spark.

At the far end stood a tall mirror, framed in soft light. It watched him, expectant.

Scarlet gestured to a velvet chair beside it.
“Clothes off. Leave them there. No half-measures, darling.”

Ben hesitated, heart hammering.

Scarlet’s voice softened, but didn’t lose its edge.
“You came here to meet her. Let’s not keep her waiting.”

One by one, he peeled his old life away. Hoodie. T-shirt. Jeans. Socks. And finally his briefs, leaving him exposed and trembling, cock already half-hard with nerves and want.

Scarlet circled him slowly, lips twitching in amusement.

“Pale. A little awkward. But underneath all that? You’ll make a knockout.”

She worked with slow, practiced care.

Warm cloths wiped away the day’s grit. Shaving foam smoothed across his chest, arms, thighs, Scarlet’s hands steady as she scraped him clean. A towel patted him dry, leaving his skin soft and fresh.

Then came the breastplate.

Heavy silicone, curved and full, the kind of cleavage that turned heads in bars and club queues. Scarlet lifted it like a sacred object, slipping it over his head, adjusting the neckline until it hugged him like a second skin.

She dusted powder across the join, hiding the edges, then cupped the breasts from behind, pushing them together.

“See?” she smiled in the mirror. “A body built to be noticed.”

She handed him a leopard print top. Long-sleeved, but cut low — dangerously low — so that his new cleavage spilled out unapologetically.

Ben— no, Tanya— slipped it on, the bold print moulding to her body, announcing rather than hiding her shape, her waist, the pads Scarlet tucked beneath to widen her hips.

A black leather miniskirt followed, snug and short. Tight enough to make her feel every inch of her new shape. Scarlet rolled sheer stockings up her legs, clipping them to a lace garter belt beneath the skirt, her fingers brushing over trembling thighs.

Finally, the boots.

Black patent leather, knee-high, heels sharp enough to make her sway.

Scarlet knelt to zip them up, inch by inch, her fingers steady.

“Stand,” she whispered, rising to meet Tanya’s gaze in the mirror.

And there she was.

A tall, busty blonde, legs long and lean, the leopard print framing her chest, the leather skirt barely covering the suspenders below.

Ridiculous. Beautiful. Perfect.

Scarlet stepped behind her, brushing Tanya’s hair off her shoulder.

“So?” she murmured.
“What’s her name?”

He almost didn’t say it. But the word came anyway, soft and certain.

“… Tanya.”

Scarlet smiled wide, proud and pleased.

“Hello, Tanya.
Welcome to the world.”

For the first time in her life, Tanya stared at a reflection that felt like truth.

Not who she was meant to be.
But who she could be, if only she let go


Chapter Two: 

In the Mirror







The room was quiet now, save for the faint hum of the city beyond the velvet curtains. Tanya stood there, breath shallow, heart pounding beneath her leopard print top.

In the mirror, a stranger stared back.
A woman. Tall, curvy, dangerous.
Booted legs parted slightly, leather skirt riding just enough to tease the suspenders below. Her chest rose and fell, the deep V of the top framing cleavage so bold it almost felt like a dare.

And yet... the eyes.
Still his.
No—hers.

Tanya bit her lip.

Scarlet returned, softer this time. No heels, just quiet footsteps.

“Well,” she said, leaning against the vanity. “What do you see?”

“I don’t know,” Tanya whispered. “It’s… it’s not me. But it is.”

Scarlet smiled, folding her arms.
“That’s the idea, sweetheart. A mirror doesn’t lie. But it does show you things you’ve never dared to look at.”

She approached slowly, hands gentle as she adjusted the fall of Tanya’s blonde waves, framing her face more perfectly.

“Right now, you’re still thinking like Ben. Still wondering what other people would see. But Tanya... Tanya doesn’t care. She’s here for herself.”

Scarlet turned her gently, guiding her toward the full-length mirror.
“Go on. Look at her. Really look at her.”

Tanya let her eyes wander.

The top clung to her chest, stretching over curves far larger than she thought she’d ever dare. The skirt hugged her hips, barely covering the top of her stockings. The boots forced a sway into her stance, balancing power and vulnerability.

And beneath it all — the pads, the breastplate, the wig — she still felt the hum of something real. Something awakening.

Scarlet’s voice dropped to a whisper.
“Later, if you want, we’ll play a little more. Maybe strike some poses, try a few walks, hear what your voice sounds like when it’s not apologising for itself.”

She smiled in the mirror, eyes meeting Tanya’s.
“But only if you want to. There’s no rush.”

Tanya turned to face her. “Why do you do this?”

Scarlet’s smile softened.
“Because someone once broke me — and then helped me build myself back stronger. And maybe, just maybe, I’m still figuring out who I am, too.

Because I like helping girls find the part of themselves they’ve buried. And maybe... because I like watching people transform.”

She stepped back, giving Tanya space again.
“Stay as long as you like. Sit, walk, pose, touch... it’s your hour. She’s yours now.”

And with that, Scarlet slipped out of the room once more, leaving Tanya alone.

Alone with her reflection.
Alone with the slow, dangerous thrill of being seen — even if only by herself.

Her hands slid to her hips. She turned slightly, watching the leather skirt catch the light. Ran a finger down the curve of her breast, over the leopard print that hugged her like a second skin.

A slow smile crept across her lips.
For the first time in her life, she didn’t look away.


Chapter Three: 

The Full Experience




Tanya stood in front of the mirror, shifting her weight from one stilettoed boot to the other. The woman looking back at her was no longer awkward. She was learning how to move.

A tilt of the hips.
A subtle pout of the lips.
A turn that made the skirt ride just enough to flash the lace of her suspenders.

She giggled softly. Not Ben’s laugh — lighter, freer, edged with something new.

Scarlet reappeared, leaning casually against the doorway.
“Caught yourself playing, hmm?”

Tanya froze, blushing. “I… I was just—”

Scarlet smiled warmly. “Good. You should play. That’s how she learns who she is.”

She crossed to the vanity, picked up a small camera. Not a big, professional thing. Just a simple handheld.

“Want to see what I see?” she asked gently.

Tanya hesitated.

Scarlet held it up. “Nothing leaves this room unless you say so. No pressure. No audience. Just you and her. I’ll show you the photos after.”

Tanya nodded, nerves twisting with excitement.

Scarlet guided her gently into poses.
“Turn your hip… chin down… hand on your thigh… now smile — like you’ve just stolen someone’s heart.”

The clicks were soft, almost invisible beneath the quiet music playing in the background. But each one sent a little thrill through her body.

Scarlet showed her a few of the images on the screen. Tanya gasped.

She looked—
Powerful.
Beautiful.
Real.

After a while, Scarlet lowered the camera.

“Well then,” she smiled. “That’s enough for now. Want to take a break? We could get you changed—”

“No,” Tanya interrupted, her voice firmer than before.
“I… I want to keep it on. The outfit. The boots. All of it. Can I?”

Scarlet’s smile widened, slow and knowing.

“Of course, sweetheart. You booked the full experience.”
She stepped closer, brushing Tanya’s hair back from her face.
“We’ve got hours left. This isn’t just a makeover. It’s a transformation.”

She kissed Tanya lightly on the cheek.
“So what do you want to do next? Keep playing here? Or… should we take her outside?”

Tanya’s breath caught in her throat.

“Outside?” she whispered.

Scarlet’s grin turned wicked.
“Just a walk through the Village. Nothing serious. A late-afternoon drink. A little strut down the street. You’ll blend right in.”

She stepped back, arms folding, waiting for an answer.

Tanya turned back to the mirror. The woman staring back was bold. Wild. Perfectly made for being seen.
Her stomach twisted with fear. And something else.
Excitement.

“I… I think I want to try.”

Scarlet clapped her hands together softly, delighted.
“Atta girl. We’ll take it slow.”

Scarlet disappeared for a moment and returned holding something unexpected — a long, luxurious fur coat, dark and thick, its lining soft against the skin.
She held it out with a smile.

“Leather’s for after dark. This... is pure glamour.”

Tanya slipped her arms into it, the fur brushing against bare skin where the leopard print plunged low. Scarlet smoothed the collar over her shoulders, adjusting it just so, leaving her chest just visible, framed by the lapels.

“There. Now you look expensive.”

She handed Tanya a slim clutch bag.
“Keep your head high. A girl like you walks into a room like she owns it — because, for tonight, she does.”

Scarlet smiled at her reflection.
“You’re not Ben right now. You’re Tanya. Own it.”

And with that, she opened the studio door.

Warm evening air drifted in from the street below, alive with laughter, footsteps, and distant music from the Village bars.

Scarlet turned back, holding out her hand.

“Ready, gorgeous?”

Tanya took a shaky breath — the weight of the fur, the sway of the boots, the smell of perfume and leather filling her head.

She smiled. Small, but real.

“Ready.”

Her legs shook. This was no longer play — this was risk. But God, it felt alive.

And Tanya stepped into the night.


Chapter Four: 

The First Step







The streets of the Gay Village stretched ahead, bathed in neon blush and golden sunset.

The sharp rhythm of Tanya’s boots struck sparks on the wet pavement. Each step swayed the leather skirt against her thighs, the fur coat brushing her bare legs beneath.

People turned.
Not many, but enough.

A few glances from across the street.
A nod from a drag queen smoking outside a bar.
A wolf-whistle from a passing cyclist — playful, not cruel.

Scarlet walked beside her, calm and radiant.
“See?” she whispered. “You fit here. No one’s pointing. No one’s laughing. They’re looking.”

And God, it felt good.
Terrifying, thrilling, alive.

They slipped into a quiet cocktail bar lit with hanging glass chandeliers and soft jazz. A velvet booth waited in the corner, half-hidden but close enough to the action.

Scarlet let Tanya slide in first, watching the way the skirt rode high as she sat, stockings peeking from beneath the hem.

“Two French 75s,” Scarlet told the waiter, not even glancing at the menu. “And keep the champagne flowing.”

Tanya’s heart thudded in her ears.
No one stared. No one questioned. She was just another woman in a leopard top and too much cleavage.

Scarlet smiled across the table.

“Relax your shoulders, sweetheart. Play with your hair. Smile when you make eye contact.”

Tanya obeyed, awkward at first, then easier, looser.
The bubbles of the first drink softened the nerves.
The second let her laugh without thinking.

A man passed their table — smart, mid-thirties, tie loosened, jacket over one shoulder. He smiled at Scarlet, then at Tanya. Not a leer. Just interest.

Tanya’s stomach flipped.

Scarlet watched her reaction closely.

“You want him to look, don’t you?” she said softly. “That’s the game. He’s seeing Tanya, not Ben.”

Tanya bit her lip.

“Does that make me… bad?”

Scarlet’s laugh was low and delicious.
“No, sweetheart. It makes you alive.”

Later, when the drinks were done and the room blurred just slightly at the edges, Scarlet slid out of the booth and held out her hand.

“Time for the next step.”

Tanya took it without thinking. The fur coat slid over her shoulders like armour.

Back on the street, the night was thicker now. Busier. Wilder.

Scarlet led them down a side alley, quieter, away from the crowd. Streetlights flickered overhead, washing them in gold and shadow.

She turned, sudden and close.

“Tell me something, Tanya.”
Her voice dropped, silk over steel.
“Do you want to stop here? Take off the boots, wash off the makeup, go back to your safe little life?”

Tanya swallowed hard. Her heart said no before her lips moved.

“I… I want to keep going.”

Scarlet smiled like a queen who had just claimed her prize.

“I like your spirit.”

She slipped her arm through Tanya’s and pulled her back toward the lights.

“We’ve still got hours left. And there are places you haven’t seen yet.”


Chapter Five: 

Caught on Camera







The night air cooled Tanya’s flushed cheeks as they left the hum of the Village behind. Her heels clicked against the pavement, steady now, her walk smoother, hips swaying beneath the fur coat.

Scarlet said little on the way back, but her presence beside Tanya was electric — calm, knowing, quietly proud.

When they reached the familiar doorway, Scarlet unlocked it with a quiet smile.
“Ready for the next chapter?”

Tanya nodded. She didn’t trust her voice not to shake.

The studio felt warmer now, familiar but charged. The mirror still stood waiting, its surface catching her reflection as she peeled off the coat.

Scarlet hung it neatly on a hook. “Keep the outfit. You’re not done being her yet.”

She crossed to a low shelf and lifted a camera. Sleek, discreet, deadly.

Tanya tensed.

Scarlet turned, reading her perfectly.

“Relax,” she said softly. “This isn’t for anyone else. Not yet.
But one day, you’ll want to see what I see.
One day, you’ll want them to see you too.”

She smiled, gentle but certain.
“For now, this is just between us.”

She guided Tanya into the light.

“Stand there. Yes—just like that. Chin up. Shoulders back. Let the top do the work.”

The camera clicked softly.

“Turn. Show me the skirt. Play with the hem. No one’s judging you here.”

Another click. Tanya’s chest rose and fell, nerves and pleasure tangled together.

“Now touch your lips. Look at me like you’re keeping a secret.”

Click.

“Perfect.”

After a dozen shots, Scarlet lowered the camera and beckoned Tanya over.

She showed her the screen.

Tanya’s breath caught.

The woman staring back wore the leopard print like armour. Her boots commanded the floor. Her smile — hesitant, but real — was the most dangerous thing of all.

“I... I look like... her,” Tanya whispered.

Scarlet tilted her head. “No, sweetheart. You look like you. The version of you who stops hiding.”

She traced a finger over the screen, brushing Tanya’s image.
“This is the girl they’ll fall in love with. Or fall at the feet of. If you let them.”

Tanya’s heart thudded.
“What happens next?”

Scarlet smiled, slow and knowing.

“That depends. Some girls stop here.
They take their photos home, smile at them in secret, and never come back.”

She paused, letting the silence stretch.

“But some... some girls want more.
They want to be seen.
Not just by me. Not just by the mirror.
By everyone.”

She set the camera down and stepped closer.

“So, Tanya... what do you want?”

Tanya opened her mouth — and closed it again. The words weren’t ready yet. But deep inside, the answer was forming.

Scarlet smiled, sensing it.

“We’ve still got hours left.”

She brushed Tanya’s cheek with the back of her fingers.

“Let’s find out who you really are.”


Chapter Six: 

In Her Hands







The room was quiet but thick with heat. Tanya sat in the velvet chair, legs parted slightly beneath the short leather skirt, stockings tight against trembling thighs. The fur coat slid off her shoulders, pooling around her hips like a throne.

Scarlet knelt beside her, calm, steady, watching through half-lidded eyes.

“Don’t look at me,” Scarlet whispered. “Look at her.”

Tanya’s gaze rose to the mirror.
There she was.
A busty, slutty blonde with a filthy little smile and hungry, painted lips.

Scarlet slid a gentle hand onto her thigh.
“Now touch her. Show her what you need.”

Tanya hesitated — but her body already knew.

One hand slid beneath the leather skirt, pushing it up around her waist. Fingers brushed over the lace of her panties, feeling the hard shape trapped beneath. She slipped her hand inside, wrapping slender fingers around the thick shaft hidden in all that soft lace and silicone.

The contrast made her dizzy.

A cock beneath a leopard print top and suspender belt.
A woman’s body wrapped around a man’s filthy secret.

She stroked herself slowly at first, her thumb grazing the head, smearing the wetness leaking from it. The heat built fast, thick and undeniable.

In the mirror, she watched herself — mouth parted, chest rising, blonde hair tumbling across flushed cheeks.

She looked like a slut.
A goddess.
A whore who knew exactly what she was doing and loved every filthy second.

Tanya let out a soft moan, unable to tear her gaze away.

Her other hand slid up, squeezing her fake breasts through the leopard print top, pressing them together, deepening her cleavage.

“Look at her,” Scarlet whispered beside her.
“Look how fucking hot you are.”

The words lit something in Tanya, and her strokes grew faster, more desperate. The head of her cock gleamed with slickness, her fingers working over it in slow, sinful circles, then tightening again, tugging harder.

She bit her lip, holding back a cry, but Scarlet caught her wrist gently.

“No. Let her hear it.”

And so Tanya gasped, then moaned aloud, unable to stop herself.

Her legs tensed, heels digging into the carpet, forcing her thighs wide and waiting, skirt hiked around her waist, stockings stretched tight.

And in the mirror, she came — watching her reflection as thick white cum spilled over her hand and panties, staining the lace, dripping onto the chair beneath her.

She watched every second of it, breath ragged, thighs shaking, chest heaving.

A woman ruined by her own desire, and remade by it.

Silence fell again, broken only by Tanya’s quickening breath.

Scarlet brushed a strand of hair from her face, smiling gently.

“Now do you see her?”

Tanya nodded, tears suddenly threatening her eyes, though she couldn’t say why.

Scarlet kissed her softly on the cheek, her voice calm and sure.

“Good girl. We’re only just getting started.”

“And every time you fall, I’ll be here to catch you — or push you further.”

Tanya slumped back in the chair, breathless and ruined, the mirror still reflecting her flushed, filthy smile.

Scarlet rose slowly, picking up the camera from the vanity, running a finger along its edge like a secret waiting to be told.

“You know,” she said softly, voice smooth as silk, “that would’ve made incredible content.”

Tanya blinked, heart still thudding.
“Content?” she whispered, wary.

Scarlet smiled, slow and reassuring.
“I run a little page. Discreet, private, but very popular. People love seeing girls like you. Real girls. First-timers. Nervous but hungry. Women discovering themselves.”

She crouched beside Tanya again, her voice softer now, coaxing rather than pushing.

“Your face doesn’t even need to show. You could wear a mask, or keep it from the frame. No one would know who she is. They’d feast on her, without ever knowing the girl beneath the skin. Beautiful, filthy Tanya. No Ben, no past, no shame.”

Tanya’s breath hitched.

Scarlet brushed damp blonde hair from her cheek, gaze warm but sharp.

“You could be famous without anyone knowing. Desired by thousands. Loved, lusted after, without a single soul knowing who you used to be.”

She smiled, gently teasing.

“Or... you can keep her locked away here. Just yours. Safe. Secret. Forgotten the moment you step outside.”

She stood again, giving Tanya space.

“Your choice, sweetheart. It always is.”

But in her voice, Tanya heard the truth:
Once you’ve seen yourself like this...
you’ll never want to hide her again.


Chapter Seven: 

Subscribe







Ben shut the flat door behind him and stood in the dark for a long while.

It was gone.
All of it — the boots, the leopard print, the fur coat, the hair, the tits.
Gone, like it never happened.

But in his mind... she was still there.
Smiling in the mirror. Legs parted. Staring back at him with those filthy, painted lips.

Tanya.

He turned on his phone and opened the gallery Scarlet had shared. Just a handful of photos from their session.

Her.
Legs spread, leather skirt riding up over stockings.
A busty blonde slut in knee-high boots, pouting at the camera, playing with her hair, touching herself.

He scrolled slowly, heart racing, cock stirring in his jeans.

Was that me?
Or is she someone else now?

The emptiness of the flat pressed in on him.

He should delete them. Forget all of it. Go back to his boring, safe little life.

Instead, his fingers hovered over the search bar.
Almost without thinking:

Scarlet Trans ‘femme’ ation.
Scarlet Domme.
Scarlet Boots.

The link wasn’t hard to find. Hidden in plain sight.

A subscriber page. Pay-per-view clips. Hundreds of followers. Dozens of videos.

He hesitated...every voice in his head screamed no. But his body had already made the decision.

Then clicked Subscribe.

Her page unfolded like a secret world.
Scarlet, in full power:
Striding across cold concrete floors in towering leather boots.
Corset pulled tight, long gloves gripping her prey.
Laughing, licking, riding, owning.

One video caught his breath.

“First-Timer Ruined in Boots and Leather Gloves.”

Scarlet, in a tight black corset, slowly pegging a man face-down, whispering filth in his ear as he moaned into the floor.
Her boots planted firmly on the backs of his thighs.

Ben’s hand slid down, fingers fumbling with his fly before he could stop himself.

He watched it all.

Scarlet’s smile.
The slap of leather.
The man crying out, broken and begging.

And all he could think was — I want to be him.

His cock pulsed, hard and aching. He stroked faster, breath sharp, hips bucking against his palm.

The orgasm tore through him, hot and desperate, leaving him spent and shivering in the quiet dark.

When the screen finally dimmed, shame crept in.

But so did something else.
Longing. Hunger.

He reopened his emails, heart racing, and booked another appointment without thinking.

Confirmation pinged back a second later.

He lay back on the bed, staring at the ceiling.

He wasn’t sure who he was anymore.
Ben, the boring nobody?
Or Tanya, the filthy slut in the mirror?

All he knew was this:
Scarlet had shown him something he couldn’t unsee.
And he was falling.


Chapter Eight: 

You Liked That, Didn’t You?







The studio smelled the same.

Warm perfume, velvet curtains, a faint trace of something sharp beneath it all — like sweat and electricity.

Ben hesitated at the top of the stairs. For a moment, he thought about turning back.

But then Scarlet appeared.

She leaned against the doorframe, arms folded, a slow, knowing smile curling her lips.

Tall, radiant, dangerous in casual black satin and bare feet.

“Well,” she said softly, “look who couldn’t stay away.”

Ben swallowed, throat dry. “I… I needed to—”

Scarlet laughed, cutting him off.

“No need to explain, sweetheart. I saw your name pop up last night.”

She stepped closer, her heels clicking on the floor now as she approached.

“Nice little username you’ve got. And such… excellent taste in videos.”

Ben froze, face burning.

She tilted her head, faux innocent.

“Tell me, which part was your favourite?

Me on my knees in leather gloves?

Or when I bent him over and made him beg?”

Ben’s mouth opened, but no words came out.

Scarlet smiled wider.

“Don’t be shy. I love knowing what my fans enjoy.”

She circled him slowly, her voice soft as velvet.

“You imagined it was you, didn’t you?” she whispered.

“Me, in those boots. In that corset. Riding you until you forgot your own name.”

Ben’s cock stirred helplessly in his jeans.

Scarlet’s laughter was soft and low.

“Sweetheart, you don’t need to imagine anymore. That’s what you’re here for, isn’t it?”

She gestured toward the dressing area, the clothes already laid out.

“Same look as before? Or shall we dress you up like the little star you’ve been watching on repeat?”

Ben hesitated.

Scarlet stepped closer, brushing her fingers under his chin, tilting his face up to hers.

“Let’s not play games. I know exactly what you came for.”

She smiled sweetly.

“Today, Tanya’s going to look just like me. Boots, corset, gloves. The full fantasy.”

And before he could answer, she was already walking away, her voice floating over her shoulder.

“Strip. I’ll get the camera ready.”


Chapter Nine: 

The Body She Always Wanted







Scarlet crossed the room, her heels soft against the timber floor, and opened the wardrobe.

From within, she drew out something pale, delicate, and terrifying.

A skin-toned latex bodysuit, shaped with impossible curves: wide, rounded hips, a plump, high ass, and full, heavy breasts with soft, natural sway. Every inch was sculpted to look like perfect, flawless skin.

Scarlet smiled, letting it unfold between her hands like silk.

“This is the real you, sweetheart,” she whispered.

“Soft, curvy, naked… and completely fake. Just like you wanted.”

She unzipped the back, revealing the suit’s soft inner lining and the carefully placed openings — a subtle hidden zip at the crotch and a second, more secret one at the rear. Accessible. Exposed.

Made to be used.

“Step in, one leg at a time. Slowly. Feel it take you.”

And this time, he didn’t hesitate, trembling as he lowered himself into the suit.

The latex slid up his legs, taut and seamless, as if sculpted onto her body, clinging like a second skin. It shaped his thighs, rounding them, filling them out until they looked full and soft. His hips widened as Scarlet pulled the material higher, stretching over his frame, erasing the last sharp edges of the man beneath.

When she reached his groin, she paused.

“Let’s hide this, shall we?”

She gently tucked him away, folding and smoothing, then zipped the opening over him, leaving only the faintest hint of where he used to be. Smooth, sealed, feminine.

“Arms up,” Scarlet murmured.

She fed his arms into the sleeves, guiding the latex over his shoulders and chest. The breasts filled into place with a gentle weight, full and round, rising with every trembling breath.

Scarlet cupped them from behind, adjusting them, squeezing them together, creating a perfect, obscene cleavage.

“Now look at you,” she whispered against his neck.

“Naked. Soft. Fuckable. Exactly how you were meant to be.”

She zipped the back, slow and final, sealing him inside.

Ben — or rather, Tanya — looked down at herself and gasped.

Smooth, soft skin stretched over perfect curves. A body built for desire.

But Scarlet wasn’t done.

“Now let’s dress you properly.”

She rolled sheer black stockings up Tanya’s latex thighs, clipping them into delicate suspenders that hugged her hips.

Next came the corset — black leather, tight and unforgiving. Scarlet laced it around Tanya’s waist, pulling harder with each tug until her figure cinched in dramatically, making her hips and breasts swell against the restraint.

Then she slipped a pair of tiny black leather hotpants over the latex, the fabric barely covering the curve of Tanya’s ass, riding up with every step.

Scarlet smiled as she held out the thigh-high stiletto boots, glossy and sharp.

“Step in, sweetheart.”

Tanya obeyed, legs trembling slightly as Scarlet zipped them up, locking her into towering heels that forced a sway into her walk.

The final touch: a pair of long black leather gloves, sliding up to the elbows, the scent of leather mixing with perfume and sweat.

Scarlet stepped back, admiring her creation.

“Almost there.”

She turned Tanya toward the vanity and got to work on her face.

Thick, smoky eyeshadow.

Dark eyeliner that made her eyes pop wide and hungry.

Bright red lipstick, glossy and obscene.

Rouged cheeks, lashes thick and flirty.

Finally, Scarlet lifted a platinum blonde wig, brushing the long curls gently over Tanya’s latex shoulders.

When she was finished, she turned Tanya toward the mirror.

And there she was.

A busty, blonde, latex-skinned slut.

Thighs spread beneath hotpants, tits spilling over the corset, boots forcing every step into a sway.

Her mouth parted, painted and filthy.

Not Ben. Never Ben.

Tanya.

Scarlet stepped behind her, resting gloved hands on Tanya’s corseted waist.

“Now that’s a body worth showing off.”

She smiled, slow and wicked.

“Let’s film your first scene, shall we?”


Chapter Ten: 

Smile for the Camera







Scarlet adjusted the ring light until the warm glow washed over Tanya’s body, making the latex shine like skin under oil.

She stepped back, camera in hand, her voice calm and smooth.

“Okay, sweetheart. This is your stage.

No one else here. Just me. Just you.

I want them to fall in love with your body before they see anything else.”

Tanya swallowed, heart thudding beneath the corset.

“W-what do I do?”

Scarlet smiled, patient but certain.

“Touch yourself. Slowly. Show them what you’ve become. Run your hands over your hips, your tits, your thighs.

They’ve been waiting for you.”

The camera’s red light blinked on.

Tanya stood awkward at first, boots planted wide apart, the corset forcing her shoulders back, her breasts full and obscene. The hotpants rode high on her ass, stockings stretched tight, gloves creaking softly as she moved.

She placed one hand on her hip, the other running slowly up over the curve of her latex belly, across her corseted waist, cupping one perfect breast.

Her breath caught.

Scarlet’s voice purred from behind the camera.

“That’s it. Feel her. Own her.

You’ve hidden her for too long.”

Tanya traced her hands over her body, exploring it as much for herself as for the lens.

She slid both hands up, squeezing her breasts together, the cleavage deep and shameless beneath the corset’s tight grip. She played with the zipper of her hotpants, teasing as if she might undo it, then letting it go.

She turned, slowly, showing her ass to the camera. The curve was ridiculous, exaggerated, irresistible. She arched her back, heels forcing a sway into her hips, and looked back over her shoulder, lips parted.

Scarlet’s voice softened.

“That’s my girl. Now smile.”

Tanya smiled — hesitant, shy, then bolder, flirtier, slipping into the character Scarlet had built for her.

In the mirror beside the camera, she caught a glimpse of herself:

A filthy, latex-wrapped bombshell, boots planted wide, mouth wet and hungry.

And for the first time, she smiled for herself.

Scarlet lowered the camera, stepping forward.

“That’s enough for today,” she whispered. “Leave them wanting more.”

She brushed a gloved hand along Tanya’s cheek, gentle but firm.

“You did beautifully. But this is only the beginning.”

Tanya let out a shaky breath, adrenaline still buzzing through her veins.

“I… I think I liked it.”

Scarlet’s smile was wicked and warm.

“Oh, sweetheart.

You haven’t even tasted what this world really feels like yet.”


Chapter Eleven: 

Viral







Ben lay in bed long after midnight, phone glowing against the dark.

The message from Scarlet came without warning:

Scarlet: You’re live, sweetheart. They love you already.

Scarlet: Take a look. x

His stomach twisted.

Heart pounding, he clicked the link.

And there she was. Tanya.

Full screen, full figure, full filth.

Boots spread wide.

Tits pushed up by the corset.

Grinning like the cock-hungry slut she was pretending to be — no, that she was.

And beneath the video, the comments poured in:

@LeatherBoy69: Who is this blonde goddess? Need her to crush my cock under those boots.

@BootslutUK: Fucking hell. Marry me. Step on me. Ruin me.

@LatexLicker: I’d pay anything to watch her finger herself in that corset.

@SissyToy83: PLEASE peg me next. I want to scream for her.

@AnonymousTipper: Those tits, those thighs, those boots. Fuck, this is perfect. More, please. More.

Ben’s hand was already sliding down his boxers before he realised.

He stroked himself fast, desperate, groaning into the empty room, the words on the screen flashing past like flames licking his skin.

Tanya.

They didn’t know it was him. They couldn’t.

To them, she was real. Untouchable. A filthy, perfect slut.

And for a few glorious, unbearable minutes, so was he.

When he came, it hit harder than ever before — shame tangled in heat, disgust tangled in want.

The phone slipped from his hand onto the pillow beside him.

He stared at the ceiling, heart racing, body slick with sweat.

And suddenly, it hit him.

What the fuck am I doing?

Who the fuck have I become?

Morning sunlight crept in through the blinds, cruel and cold.

He opened his phone again. The comments had doubled overnight.

Tanya was trending in some twisted corner of the kink world.

Scarlet had messaged again:

Scarlet: They’re begging for a live stream. We could film something filthier next time.

He threw the phone across the room.

Heart hammering.

“No,” he whispered to the empty flat.

“No, this is over. Never again.”

He pulled the duvet over his head.

Ben. Just Ben.

Normal, boring Ben.

Tanya was gone.

But deep inside, in a place he couldn’t shut down,

Tanya smiled.

Because she knew he’d be back.


Chapter Twelve: 

The Walk Back







The rain came down like punishment.

Ben walked without thinking, head low, hood up, the cold seeping through his jeans, soaking his socks, turning his steps to lead.

He wasn’t sure when he’d left the flat. Maybe midnight. Maybe later. He hadn’t looked at the clock.

He’d spent days trying to be normal again. Weeks, maybe.

Deleted the app.

Blocked Scarlet’s number.

Muted the voices in his head.

But they kept coming back.

Tanya, in the mirror.

Tanya, licking her lips, hands squeezing her latex tits.

Tanya, smiling for the camera while strangers begged to worship her.

Every night he lay in bed, sweating, restless, hard and aching, unable to sleep.

He tried porn — boring, normal porn. Girls next door. Step-sister bullshit. Nothing worked.

Nothing but her.

The streets of the Gay Village were almost empty this late.

Neon signs flickered on wet pavement. The occasional figure stumbled past — a drag queen on her phone, a couple arguing softly under an awning, a man lighting a cigarette with shaking fingers.

Ben pulled his hood tighter and kept walking.

Past the bar where Scarlet had smiled at him weeks before.

Past the shop window where he’d first seen his reflection and wondered if Tanya was still in there, watching.

He felt small now. Weak. Like a man caught between two lives and unwanted in both.

And yet his feet kept moving.

He turned the corner, and there it was.

Trans ‘femme’ ation.

Dark windows, soft light glowing through the curtains. The place where he’d first been born, and first been ruined.

His heart hammered against his ribs.

For a moment he froze.

He could leave.

Go home.

Delete it all.

Pretend Tanya never happened.

But something inside him whispered: Coward.

You’ll be back anyway. Might as well crawl now.

He stepped forward and banged on the door.

Hard. Once. Twice.

No answer.

He wiped rain from his face with a shaking hand and banged again, louder.

“Scarlet.”

His voice cracked.

“Please. I… I need…”

The lock clicked at last.

And there she was.

Scarlet filled the doorway like a vision from his dirtiest dreams and darkest fears.

Tall, radiant, furious.

Thigh-high black leather boots.

A tight corset squeezing her waist to impossible curves.

A glistening leather thong stretched taut over her hips, the outline of her cock thick and heavy beneath it.

Sweat gleamed on her chest, blonde hair wild from heat and effort.

And her eyes — sharp, cool, impatient.

“Do you have any idea what you’ve interrupted?” she snapped, voice low and cutting.

Ben opened his mouth, but no words came.

Scarlet rolled her eyes.

“Of course not. Because it’s always about you, isn’t it?”

She turned, walking away without waiting for an answer.

Her voice floated back over her shoulder.

“Get in. Shut the door. Don’t speak.”

He stepped inside, closing the door behind him.

The studio was a furnace of light and heat.

Cameras still rolling.

Ring lights casting soft halos on the silk sheets.

And in the centre of it all: Scarlet, radiant and dangerous, still live.

She strutted back into frame, the glow lighting her curves.

Ben froze in the shadows.

Then he saw it: the chat window, scrolling faster than he could read.

Hundreds watching. Thousands maybe.

Comments flooding the screen:

@BootWorshipperUK: Stroke that perfect cock, goddess.

@SissyLover98: Show us that smile while you cum.

@LatexBoyToy: Please ruin me like you ruined the last one.

Scarlet turned back to the camera, lips curling in a slow, filthy smile.

“Where were we?” she purred, rolling her shoulders, letting the corset tighten her breath and squeeze her tits high.

She slid a gloved hand down her stomach, fingers grazing the leather thong stretched tight over her cock, thick and heavy beneath the shining fabric.

The chat window scrolled so fast it blurred:

@BootSlaveUK: Stroke it. Please. Show us what we paid for.

@ObeyHerForever: Bet you’re soaked already, queen.

@DrainMyWallet: £50 tip for a moan.

A soft buzz filled the air. Scarlet arched her back, breath catching, as the plug inside her began to hum.

“Ahh… there you are,” she whispered.

Every time a tip landed, the vibration returned: soft, sharp, teasing.

She stroked herself slowly, fingertips tracing the outline of her cock through the leather.

Rolling her hips, thighs spreading wide, boots creaking against the sheets.

“Beg for it,” she whispered to the camera.

“Make me come. You know what to do.”

The tip total climbed.

£80.

£120.

The chat begged:

@BrokenSlut44: Edge yourself for me, goddess.

@LatexCrushMe: Harder. Show us how bad you need it.

Scarlet slid her hand inside the thong, wrapping gloved fingers around her shaft, stroking it slow, teasing the head until it gleamed.

The plug buzzed again, stronger this time. She gasped, hips lifting off the bed.

“You’ll have to pay more than that,” she moaned, voice thick and wet.

“I don’t come for free.”

The tips rolled in.

£230.

£475.

£600.

Scarlet writhed on the bed, stroking faster now, lips parted, chest heaving in the tight corset.

The vibrations hit her again and again, driving her higher but never letting her fall.

“Almost there,” she gasped, gripping herself harder, back arching as sweat beaded across her collarbone.

“Make me… fucking… come…”

The final tip hit:

£1,000.

The plug buzzed to its highest setting, filling her, breaking her.

Scarlet cried out, thighs shaking, boots drumming against the mattress, stroking herself hard until thick ropes of cum spilled across her stomach and thighs, gleaming in the camera’s warm glow.

She collapsed back against the pillows, chest rising and falling, cock twitching in her hand.

The chat exploded with hearts, fire emojis, endless praise:

@BootSlutUK: Fuck that was perfect.

@DrainMeDry: Worth every penny. Goddess.

@LeatherObey: I’m yours forever.

Scarlet smiled through the haze, wiping sweat from her brow with the back of her glove.

Then, finally, she turned her head.

Met Ben’s wide, trembling eyes in the shadows.

“Well then,” she said softly.

“That’s how a real slut works.”

She let the quiet hum of the camera fade, leaving only the sound of his ragged breath and the faint buzz of spent pleasure in the air.

When she finally ended the stream, she powered down the lights and peeled off her gloves, finger by finger, tossing them onto the bed.

She turned to him, calm now. Steady. Dangerous.

“Well then,” she said softly.

You finally came back. And you’re still hard for me.”

The words hit like a slap and a caress. He wanted to run. He wanted to kneel.

She stepped closer, boots clicking on the floor, towering over him where he knelt.

“You think this world waited for you?

It didn’t.”

She crouched down, brushing a damp strand of hair from his forehead.

“You want her back?” she whispered.

“You’ll have to work for her.”

Ben lowered his eyes, his voice barely a breath.

“Yes, Scarlet.”

Her smile was slow, cruel, and perfect.

“Good boy.

Now strip.

And crawl to your corner.”


Chapter Thirteen: 

Becoming Her Again







The studio had cooled now, but Ben still felt the heat of what he had witnessed.

The air smelled of leather, sweat, and something sweeter beneath it all — Scarlet’s perfume, maybe, or her pleasure still hanging in the space between them.

She wiped her hands slowly with a towel, then turned to him with that calm, unreadable smile.

“Well,” she said softly. “Shall we bring her back?”

Ben’s throat tightened. “Yes. Please.”

Scarlet’s smile widened, slow and wicked.

“Good boy. Let’s begin.”

She crossed to the wardrobe and opened it with a flourish.

The bodysuit waited there.

Not black latex this time, but flesh-toned silicone, smooth and flawless — shaped into impossible curves: wide, soft hips, a high, round arse, and full, heavy breasts that swayed softly as she lifted it from the hanger.

It looked like a naked woman’s skin, but cleaner, glossier, exaggerated.

Scarlet laid it carefully across the bed.

“Strip.”

Ben obeyed, fumbling with his wet, clinging clothes. Hoodie, jeans, boxers — gone.

Left standing there, raw and real, her body trembling but alive.

Scarlet circled him slowly.

“Still hiding under all that shame, aren’t you?” she said, her voice low but sharp.

“Let’s cover it up. Let’s build someone worth watching.”

She fed the suit up his legs, smoothing it over his thighs, rounding them out until they looked soft and full.

The hips widened as she pulled it higher, giving him an exaggerated, almost cartoonish hourglass.

When she reached his groin, she paused.

Her gloved fingers brushed him, gentle but firm.

“We’ll hide this away again. No one needs to see what’s really here.”

She tucked him down, zipped the hidden closure over him, leaving only smooth, soft latex flesh where Ben once was.

Gone.

“Arms up.”

He obeyed.

Scarlet pulled the suit over his chest and shoulders, settling the breasts into place — round, high, heavy.

She adjusted them slowly, lifting, squeezing them together, creating a deep, obscene cleavage.

She zipped the back, sealing him inside.

“Now look at you,” Scarlet whispered.

“Naked, soft, perfect. Exactly how they want you. How you want you.”

But she wasn’t done.

She rolled black stockings up his latex thighs, clipping them into a satin garter belt that hugged his new hips.

Then came the corset — black leather, tight and unforgiving. She laced it around his waist, pulling harder and harder until he gasped, his figure cinching tight, forcing his chest to swell and his hips to curve wider.

A pair of tiny leather hotpants followed, barely covering his rounded ass, the latex gleaming beneath.

Next: long black gloves, pulled slowly up his arms, stretching smooth over the latex suit until his hands looked small, feminine, helpless.

And finally, thigh-high stiletto boots, zipped tight, heels tall enough to force his hips into a sway.

Scarlet stepped back, admiring her work.

But there was one more step.

She sat him down at the vanity and set to work on his face.

Thick lashes, smoky eyeshadow, heavy eyeliner.

Rouged cheeks. Red, wet lips.

And finally, the blonde wig, long and wild, tumbling over his latex shoulders.

When she finished, she turned him toward the mirror.

There she was.

Tanya.

A ridiculous, beautiful, filthy doll of a woman.

Thighs spread beneath hotpants. Corset pushing her tits high. Boots flexing as she shifted in her seat.

Her mouth parted, breathing fast, eyes wide and hungry.

Scarlet smiled behind her.

“Say it.”

Ben swallowed.

“I’m Tanya.”

“Again. Mean it.”

He stared at his reflection, trembling, aroused, afraid.

“I’m Tanya.”

Scarlet’s hands rested on his shoulders.

“Good girl.”

She leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear.

“Now let’s make them fall in love with you.”


Chapter Fourteen: 
Lights On, No Hiding






The camera’s red light blinked alive.
Tanya felt it hit her skin before she heard it click. Like heat, like hunger.


Scarlet adjusted the frame, checking the shot.
Her boots, her corset, her blonde hair falling loose over one shoulder — power dressed in leather and latex.
Then she turned to Tanya. Calm. Certain.
“You’re sure?” she asked, soft but serious.
Tanya swallowed, heart hammering.
“Yes.”
Scarlet smiled. Not gentle. Hungry.
She turned to the camera, her voice slipping into velvet.
“Well, darlings... look who found her way home.”
She tugged Tanya into frame, guiding her by the chin. Tanya knelt beside her, shining under the lights: corseted, gloved, booted, trembling but radiant.
“Say hello, sweetheart.”
Tanya licked her lips, nerves and heat colliding.
“Hello.”
The chat lit up instantly. Comments pouring down the screen:
@BootWorshipper: Perfection. On her knees where she belongs.
@LatexDream: That corset... those tits... fck me.*
@ObeyHerNow: Is she yours, Scarlet? Or ours tonight?
Scarlet laughed, low and sharp.
“She’s mine,” she said, stroking Tanya’s hair.
“But you can watch.”
For a moment, the room was quiet but for the hum of the lights and the scroll of the chat.
Scarlet ran a gloved hand down Tanya’s cheek, then traced the line of her corset.
The camera drank in every curve, every tremble.
“Tell them who you are,” Scarlet whispered.
Tanya’s voice shook but held.
“I’m Tanya.”
Scarlet smiled wider.
“Louder.”
“I’m Tanya.”
The chat exploded in hearts, flames, endless adoration.
Scarlet sat back on the bed, legs wide, boots shining, pulling Tanya gently closer.
“What do you think, darlings?” she asked the viewers, teasing.
“Shall we give you a show you’ll never forget?”
@BootLover69: £20 — "Make her lick your boots." → Scarlet lets Tanya work slowly, worshipfully.
@CagedSlut88: £50 — "Stroke her but don’t let her come." → Scarlet edges her, smiling cruelly.
@GloveObey: £100 — "Slap her tits. Hard." → Scarlet cups and smacks Tanya’s fake latex breasts, making them bounce.
Halfway through, the audience is wild. Tips roll in faster than she expected.
She grins, turning to the camera:
"Oh, you like her, don’t you?
You want to see me ruin her properly?
Well then — £5,000 and she’s mine tonight. Fully. No holding back."
She taps the screen, setting the new tip goal.
"Pay up, darlings."
The total creeps up: £3,000… £4,200… £4,800…
The chat explodes as it nears the target:
As the total climbed, Scarlet teased Tanya with words, with light touches, with promises of what would happen when the goal was met.
And Tanya?
She knelt there, exposed but unseen, heart pounding, mind spinning.
She hated herself for how much she wanted this.
Hated how much she needed their eyes on her, Scarlet’s voice in her ear, and the weight of waiting.
@DrainMyWallet: "Faster! Fuck her already!"
@SlutForBoots: "She needs it. We need it.”
The final tips hit. £5,000 total. The screen flashes.
Scarlet turns to Tanya, slow and smiling:
“Looks like they want to share in your ruin. Shall we let them?”
She leaned down beside Tanya, voice low.
“Ready to lose yourself, sweetheart?”
Tanya bit her lip. Nodded.



Chapter Fifteen: 

Ruined for Them







Scarlet stood, tall and merciless in the glow of the lights.

The chat raged in a blur of fire emojis and desperate tips, but Tanya barely noticed.

All she saw was Scarlet. All she heard was her voice.

“On the bed. Face down. Ass up. Show them what they bought.”

Tanya obeyed, her body trembling as she crawled onto the silk sheets. The corset bit into her ribs, the boots forced her hips high, the latex stretched tight across her body, leaving nothing to the imagination.
She arched her back, presenting herself to the camera, her fake curves obscene, shameless.

Scarlet crossed the room, slow and deliberate, selecting her weapon.
A thick, gleaming strap-on — black leather, polished and cruel.
She buckled it over her hips, adjusting the straps with practised ease, the toy jutting forward like a promise and a threat.

The chat went wild:

@BootWorshipperUK: YESSSS

@PeggedAndBroken: FUCK HER. RUIN HER.

@LatexSlut88: I’M BEGGING YOU.

Scarlet stepped behind Tanya, resting a gloved hand on her lower back.
“Last chance, sweetheart,” she whispered, voice like silk over steel.
“Tell me to stop, and we stop. Tell me you want this, and I’ll make you mine forever.”

Tanya turned her head slightly, her blonde hair spilling across the sheets. Her voice came out soft, but sure.
“Please. Ruin me. Make me hers. Make me yours. Make me theirs.”

Scarlet smiled, slow and wicked.

“Good girl.”

She lubed the toy slowly, letting the slick sounds fill the silence, drawing it out for the audience and for Tanya alike. Then, with one firm, steady push, she slid the tip against Tanya’s hidden opening, finding the right angle.

Tanya gasped, body tensing — then melting.

Scarlet pressed deeper, filling her inch by inch, one gloved hand gripping her hip to steady her, the other stroking the curve of her ass possessively.

“Look at her,” Scarlet purred, glancing to the camera.
“Taking it like the filthy doll she is. You paid for this. You made her.”

Tanya’s breath hitched as Scarlet began to thrust, slow and deep.
Every stroke rocked her forward, the bed creaking softly beneath them, the boots flexing with each push.
The corset held her tight, her breasts bouncing with every motion, her gloved hands gripping the sheets in helpless pleasure.

The chat exploded:

@OwnedForever: GOD YES

@BreakHerMore: HARDER HARDER HARDER

@TitsAndToys: SHE’S PERFECT.

Scarlet leaned down, her breath hot against Tanya’s ear.
“Do you feel them watching you?” she whispered.
“Do you feel them owning you? Every moan, every thrust, every filthy little shiver... it’s all for them now.”

Tanya cried out, her voice breaking.
She didn’t know if she was crying or laughing or begging for more.
She didn’t care.

Scarlet fucked her harder, faster, driving her over the edge.
And when Tanya finally came, trapped inside the smooth latex, the orgasm tore through her like a storm — shaking her, breaking her, leaving her sobbing into the sheets.

Scarlet didn’t stop.
She rode Tanya through the aftershocks, her own breath sharp, her hips slamming against Tanya’s ass until she finally collapsed beside her, panting and smiling.

Silence fell but for the soft hum of the camera.
Scarlet turned to it, brushing a damp strand of hair from her face.

“And that, darlings, is what your money buys.”

She blew a slow, teasing kiss to the lens.

“Until next time.”

She killed the feed with a single tap.

The room fell quiet, save for Tanya’s ragged breath and the distant hum of the city outside.

Scarlet rolled onto her side, brushing a hand down Tanya’s trembling back.

“Still with me, sweetheart?” she whispered, softer now.

Tanya nodded, weakly, tears streaking her ruined makeup.

“That’s my girl.” Scarlet kissed her cheek, gentle and warm.
“You’re mine now. Theirs too, maybe. But mostly mine.”

She unbuckled the strap-on and tossed it aside. Then she wrapped her arms around Tanya, pulling her close.

“We’ll clean you up in a minute,” she murmured. “But for now... just feel it. Every part of it. Don’t run from it. Don’t hide.”

“This is yours. Every part of it. And I’m still here.”

Tanya closed her eyes and let the tears come.
Not from shame. Not from regret.

From release.


Chapter Sixteen: 
Encore




Scarlet’s hand lingered on Tanya’s back, tracing lazy circles across the latex that still clung to her trembling body.
The room was quiet but for the hum of the camera’s standby light.
Quiet... too quiet.


Scarlet smiled, slow and dangerous.
She leaned down and kissed Tanya’s shoulder, her voice low and wicked.
“Did you really think we were finished?”
Tanya blinked, barely able to lift her head.
“But… the stream—”
Scarlet laughed, rich and sharp.
“Oh, sweetheart. That was just the main act.
And they’re still tipping. Look.”
She gestured toward the screen — the tip jar still climbing, fast and hungry.
@BootAddictUK: More. Please more.
@EdgeMeForever: One last ruin. Let her break on camera.
@FilthyToy99: Encore. Encore. Encore.
Scarlet rose from the bed in a single, fluid motion. She didn’t bother to cover herself — her sweat-slicked skin, the thick, glistening cock still semi-hard against her thigh, the corset biting into her waist — it was all part of the show.
She clicked the camera back to live.
“Darlings,” she purred, her voice warm honey laced with poison, “it seems we owe you a curtain call.”
She turned to Tanya, tilting her chin up with a gloved finger.
“Can you give them one more, sweetheart? Show them how good it feels to be used.
One more ruin, just for them.”
Tanya’s body ached, her throat dry, but deep inside, something sparked.
A filthy little flame that wouldn’t die.
She nodded.
“I... I don’t know if I can. But I want to try.”
Scarlet smiled, victorious.
“Good girl.”
She crossed the room and returned holding a sleek, black wand vibrator — cordless, powerful, merciless.
She switched it on, and the low hum filled the room like distant thunder.
“On your back,” Scarlet commanded.
“Legs wide. Boots planted. Show them what they bought.”
Tanya obeyed, sprawling across the silk sheets, latex skin stretched tight, corset forcing her chest up high, thighs parted wide beneath the tiny leather hotpants.
Scarlet knelt between her legs, slipping the toy beneath the latex, pressing it hard against the hidden shaft beneath — through the fabric, through the shame, through the want.
The first pulse ripped a gasp from Tanya’s lips.
The chat exploded:
@Ruined4Life: YESSSSS
@BootSlut88: FUCK HER AGAIN
@LatexWhoreUK: DON’T STOP UNTIL SHE BREAKS
Scarlet didn’t stop.
She pressed the wand harder, circling it cruelly, watching Tanya’s face twist in helpless pleasure.
Every moan, every whimper, every desperate gasp echoed in the mic.
Her gloved hand slid up, squeezing Tanya’s tits, pinching her nipples through the latex until she cried out.
“That’s it,” Scarlet growled.
“Come for them. Show them what their money bought. Show them what a good, filthy slut you’ve become.”
Tanya writhed beneath her, hips bucking, boots scraping against the bed as the pleasure built — too fast, too hard, impossible to hold back.
And then she screamed — a raw, broken, desperate sound that filled the room and shattered the quiet.
She came hard, trapped inside the latex, her body shaking, thighs trembling, breath ragged and wild.
Cum spilled beneath the hotpants, wet and messy, leaking through the thin fabric.
The camera caught every second.
The chat went feral:
@BootAddictUK: HOLY FUCK YES
@EdgeMeForever: BROKEN. RUINED. PERFECT.
@DrainMeDry: WORTH EVERY PENNY.
Scarlet smiled, letting the wand hum a moment longer, dragging the climax out until Tanya collapsed, limp and ruined, hair plastered to her face, tears and sweat streaking her cheeks.
Then, finally, Scarlet switched off the toy.
Silence fell like a curtain drop.
Scarlet leaned over Tanya’s trembling body, kissed her softly on the lips, and whispered,
“My perfect girl. Rest now.”
She turned to the camera, wicked and glorious.
“And that, darlings, is what surrender looks like.”
With a single, slow blink, she ended the stream.
—
The room fell silent but for Tanya’s shattered breath.
Scarlet wiped a tear from her cheek, gentle now.
“There. That’s the girl they’ll dream about tonight.”
She smiled and brushed the damp blonde hair from Tanya’s face.
“And tomorrow?
Well, tomorrow... we’ll see how much further she can fall.”
Tanya closed her eyes and let the darkness take her.
She was spent.
She was broken.
And she was whole



Chapter Seventeen: 
The Quiet After




The lights were off now.
The camera packed away.
The chat silent at last.




In the hush that followed, Tanya lay motionless on the bed, chest still rising and falling beneath the corset, latex skin cooling against the sheets.
The weight of it all pressed down on her — the pleasure, the shame, the eyes that had watched her fall apart.
But then Scarlet was there.
Soft footsteps across the floor.
A warm towel, gently wiping sweat from her face, between her trembling thighs.
Gloved hands sliding away, replaced by bare fingers. Tender. Real.
“Come on,” Scarlet whispered, voice stripped of its sharp edges now. “Up you get.”
Tanya let herself be helped to sit. Her body felt far away, like something borrowed.
Scarlet unzipped the corset, easing the pressure from Tanya’s ribs. Peeled away the gloves, the boots, the latex, until all that remained was Ben — small, pale, raw.
She wrapped a thick robe around him, soft and warm, pulling him gently against her chest.
For a long while, neither spoke.
Ben rested his head against her shoulder, hearing the steady thump of her heart.
He felt like a ruined thing in her arms. And yet… safe.
Eventually, Scarlet kissed the top of his head.
“You did beautifully tonight,” she whispered.
“You gave them something real. Something they’ll dream about for weeks.”
Ben didn’t answer. He didn’t know what to say.
Scarlet stroked his hair, slow and steady.
“But more importantly — you gave yourself something. You let her live. You let Tanya out. Even if just for a little while.”
A silence. Then, softly:
“Do you hate me for that?” Ben asked. His voice barely a breath.
Scarlet smiled, a crack of sadness slipping through the steel.
“No, sweetheart. I set you free. What you do with that freedom… that’s yours to figure out.”
She pulled the blanket tighter around them both, resting her chin atop his head.
“You don’t have to decide anything tonight. Be here. Breathe. That’s enough for now.”
And so he did.
For the first time in what felt like forever, Ben let go.
He didn’t fight the questions. Didn’t try to name what he felt.
He just closed his eyes, wrapped in Scarlet’s arms, and let the quiet hold him.
Outside, the city hummed.
Tomorrow would come, with all its noise and doubt and longing.
But for tonight, in this moment, he was safe.
And somewhere deep inside, Tanya smiled.
Waiting for the next time she was called to life.



Epilogue: 

Hers, Even Now







The next morning, the flat was cold and quiet.

No boots by the door.

No corset on the chair.

No blonde wig tangled in the bedsheets.

All of it — still at Scarlet’s.

Waiting.

But as Ben stood in the bathroom mirror, wiping the steam from the glass, he caught her.

Just for a moment.

In the tilt of his smile.

In the way his hips swayed when no one was watching.

Tanya was still there.

He didn’t fight her anymore.

He didn’t tell himself it was a mistake.

He picked up his phone, thumb hovering over the messages.

One was already waiting.

Scarlet:

“Even without the clothes, she’s still yours.

Come back when you miss her body.

Or sooner, if you miss mine.”

Ben smiled — soft, certain, already aching.

He booked the next session before he even put the kettle on.

Tanya was waiting.

And maybe, one day, she'd walk these streets without needing anyone’s permission.


Thank You for Reading

If you enjoyed Trans 'Femme' ation, please consider leaving a review on Amazon.
Your thoughts help other readers discover Tanya’s story — and help me write more like this.

Even a few words make a big difference. Thank you for supporting independent authors.

Alexis McQueen
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Alexis McQueen writes daring, seductive fiction exploring the hidden places where desire meets identity. With a sharp eye for power, transformation, and the sensual thrill of reinvention, her stories invite readers to step beyond shame and into the spotlight of their true selves.




Blending stylish prose with raw, emotional heat, Alexis creates characters who embrace what they've always feared—and become something more dangerous, beautiful, and free in the process. Her worlds shimmer with silk and shadows, where submission becomes liberation and every whispered command holds the promise of discovery. Whether set in the hush of a dressing room or the electric hum of the night, each story invites readers to lose themselves—and perhaps find something unexpected staring back.




For those who crave fiction that teases, challenges, and transforms, Alexis McQueen offers a doorway you’ll never want to close.
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