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Chapter One




The sun was too bright, the sidewalk too long, and Alex’s resume was soaked through with sweat by the time he spotted the storefront.

VELA.

Just the name, glowing in clean white letters across a wall of black glass. No display. No mannequins. Just soft light spilling out onto the pavement and the strange pull of air conditioning when the door slid open as he approached.

He hadn’t meant to come this far. He’d already hit four stores and two cafes with no luck. But the job board at the community center had listed VELA as looking for “in-store modeling help,” and he’d written it down on impulse. Modeling wasn’t something he ever imagined doing, but desperation made you consider things you’d usually laugh off.

Inside, the air smelled sharp and sweet. Something between citrus and… clean metal. The place didn’t hum like a store. It breathed. The walls curved. The shelves floated. There was a softness to everything, like stepping inside a high-end spa on another planet.

He almost turned back.

Then a voice caught him.

“There you are.”

He turned, startled. The woman walking toward him had perfect posture and an even more perfect black outfit — angular, flowing, and impossible to place in time or trend. Her lipstick was soft purple, eyes sharp as glass.

“You’re early,” she said, stopping in front of him. “That’s fine. Roman’s in the back. We’ll get you changed and out front in ten.”

Alex blinked. “Sorry, I think⁠—”

“You’re Eve, right? They said you’d come today.” Her eyes raked over him. “You’re smaller than I expected. That’s good.”

His mouth opened. Closed.

He didn’t know who Eve was. Maybe someone else who applied. Maybe someone who flaked.

He should’ve corrected her.

Instead, he gave the smallest nod and said, “Yeah.”

“Great.” The woman gave a half-smile and turned, gesturing for him to follow. “I’m Marla. You’ll like Roman — he’s intense, but he watches out for the girls. Come on.”

Alex followed, heartbeat sharp in his chest.

The girls.

The hallway behind the sales floor was long and narrow, lit by vertical strips of white light that pulsed faintly underfoot. The entire place felt expensive in a way that didn’t announce itself. No noise, no clutter. It was like walking through a tech demo no one had invited him to.

“You’ll be in the glass window today,” Marla said casually as she walked. “The new material photographs better in daylight. You won’t have to do much — just stand, pose, look pretty.”

Alex swallowed. “Pose?”

“It’s modeling, sweetheart.” She glanced back. “You signed up for the in-store experience, right?”

“Right.”

His voice sounded flat, wrong in his own ears. Marla didn’t seem to notice.

They reached a clean white door at the end of the hall. No handle, just a faint square light panel. She waved her wrist in front of it and the door slid open silently.

“In there,” she said. “Outfit’s in the bag. You’ll know how to put it on. The room seals automatically when you’re done.”

She started to turn, then paused.

“Oh — make sure it touches your skin. Direct contact’s part of the process.”

“Process?”

But she was already gone.

The room was white. Not painted white — glowing white. Seamless walls, floor, and ceiling. One mirror, full-length, built into the far wall. No bench. No hooks. Just a small white table and a single zippered garment bag.

Alex hesitated before stepping inside. The door closed behind him with a hiss.

He approached the bag and unzipped it.

Inside was a modeling outfit — or at least, something that might’ve passed for one on a futuristic runway. One-piece, iridescent black, shimmering with hints of blue and violet. The fabric felt cool and smooth, but heavier than it looked. Like it wanted to cling.

There was no tag. No brand. No instructions.

Alex stared at it for a moment, then looked at himself in the mirror. Unshaven. Wrinkled tee. Hair sticking to his forehead.

Then back at the outfit.

He didn’t know why he started undressing.

Maybe it was the room. Maybe it was the way Marla had looked at him like he already belonged here. Maybe it was the idea of walking out, being called a fraud, and going home to nothing.

He pulled off his shirt, then his jeans.

The material slid over his leg like liquid.

Then the next leg.

The fabric pulled slightly, hugging his thighs as he eased it higher. He had to shimmy to get it up. It pulled tight around his hips, gliding against his skin like it had memory — like it knew where to press and where to soften.

The top half was stranger. As he slipped his arms in and pulled it over his chest, he felt something shift. A slight tightening over the sternum. A pressure, gentle but unmistakable, that made his breath catch.

By the time the outfit had sealed at the back — he hadn’t even zipped anything — his reflection looked… altered.

Not unrecognizable. But softened. Curved. Lifted in places he wasn’t used to being lifted. The crotch looked flat, smoothed down by some hidden panel or design feature. His chest wasn’t shaped exactly — but there was something there. A shadow of softness.

He looked like a mannequin. A beautiful one.

A girl’s one.

“Eve,” he said aloud, just to hear it. Just to feel it in the room.

It didn’t sound wrong. That was the weird part.

A soft chime came from the mirror.

The door clicked open behind him.

“Perfect timing,” Marla’s voice called in. “Come out and let’s show the city what you’ve got.”

Alex didn’t move at first.

Then he smoothed the outfit against his waist, stood up straighter, and walked toward the light.

The boutique looked different from inside the display window.

There was no barrier. No glass separating the model from the customers. Just a soft lighting rig above and a wide, elevated platform that wrapped along the inside of the front wall. It reminded Alex of an aquarium. Except in this tank, he was the exhibit.

Marla led him up a short ramp and gestured for him to stand with one foot angled slightly forward.

“Don’t slouch,” she said. “You’ve got a naturally narrow frame — use it. Elongate.”

He did his best to follow. He didn’t feel elegant. His shoulders felt hunched, his posture stiff. But when Marla adjusted his hair and stepped back, her smile widened.

“There we go. You’re going to get so many stares.”

Alex didn’t know how to respond. He gave a shaky half-laugh and looked down at the floor.

“Don’t do that,” she said, gently tapping his chin. “Eye contact is part of the job. People want to feel seen.”

He forced his head up again. His stomach fluttered.

Across the room, someone stepped through a side door.

Marla straightened up instantly. “That’s Roman.”

Alex followed her gaze.

The man walking toward them was tall, neatly dressed in a charcoal suit with no tie, just a black button-down shirt and an open collar. His hair was short, dark, slicked back. His face was… unreadable. Not handsome, not unkind. Calm. Controlled.

Roman walked slowly, eyes locked on Alex from the moment he entered.

He said nothing at first.

Marla stepped aside and smiled like they were in on a shared secret. “She fits.”

Roman nodded, still watching.

His eyes didn’t flick away. Not once. Not even to check the lighting or outfit. He looked at Alex’s face like there was something beneath it that needed cataloging.

“You’ll stay in this outfit for the rest of the shift,” Roman said finally. His voice was low and steady. “You’ll rotate through standing poses every ten minutes. Don’t overdo it. Stillness sells better.”

Alex swallowed. “Okay.”

Roman’s brow lifted slightly. “Not ‘okay.’ Say ‘yes.’”

Alex’s mouth went dry.

“Yes.”

Roman stepped closer. He reached into his jacket and pulled out a slim black clipboard, handing it to Marla without looking.

“She starts today. Note the time. Standard hourly. Bonuses for high conversion hours.”

“Yes, sir,” Marla said.

Roman’s gaze dropped, just briefly, to Alex’s waist. Then back up to his eyes.

“You’re adjusting quickly,” he said. “That’s good.”

Alex didn’t know what to say. He nodded.

Roman held the silence a moment longer, then turned without another word and disappeared back through the side door.

Marla blew out a small breath. “He likes you.”

Alex blinked. “That’s him liking someone?”

She laughed. “You have no idea. Last week’s girl barely got a nod.”

She handed him a small earpiece. “This is for shift instructions. Just tuck it in your ear. You’ll get prompts when to rotate. You’re on for two hours. You can take a break after that.”

Alex took it without speaking.

“And smile more,” Marla added, touching his elbow. “Even if it’s fake. They won’t know the difference.”

Then she stepped off the platform and left him alone in the light.

The first few minutes were harder than he expected.

His back started to ache. His ankles felt wobbly. He didn’t know where to look, so he stared just over the heads of the browsing customers, trying to look relaxed.

People walked by.

Some glanced, some stared. Some ignored him entirely.

Then a man came in. Tall. Shaved head. Older. He stopped right in front of the window and looked directly at him.

Alex didn’t move.

The man smiled faintly and tilted his head, taking him in from head to toe.

Alex felt his cheeks warm.

The man reached into his coat, pulled out a slim black card, and tapped it against the small pedestal in front of the platform. A soft chime sounded. Then he turned and walked away.

Marla appeared thirty seconds later.

“Two hundred,” she said quietly, holding up a small tablet with the tip amount flashing on the screen. “He likes you too.”

Alex opened his mouth, then closed it.

Two hundred.

For standing there in the outfit, looking like someone he wasn’t. Someone named Eve.

He didn’t understand what was happening yet, but for the first time in weeks, something in his chest didn’t feel like failure.

He smiled. Not fake. Just a little.

Then he adjusted his weight and held the next pose.

The lighting inside the window display shifted subtly as the hour moved along. It followed him — soft, ambient white that warmed to gold around the edges, designed to make the outfit shimmer no matter how he stood.

Alex had rotated through five poses so far.

Each time, the earpiece chimed, and a quiet voice prompted him:

"Shift weight. Left leg forward. Turn chin slightly."

"Palms open. Soften your eyes."

"Smile… just a little."

At first, he followed the instructions like someone going through airport security. Mechanical. Detached. But as the light changed and more people came in — shoppers, couples, even a pair of teenage girls whispering and pointing — he started catching glimpses of himself in the boutique glass.

And what he saw didn’t feel fake anymore.

The modeling outfit hugged his body with impossible precision. The sheen of the fabric shifted as he breathed, catching the light over his hips and chest like sculpted curves. His hair looked longer somehow, or maybe it was just the way it was falling across his forehead now. His cheekbones looked higher. His waist looked slimmer. His skin looked radiant and glowing.

He leaned slightly to the left and saw the reflection move with him, graceful and slow.

It was him. But it wasn’t.

It was Eve.

And no one seemed to question it.

“You’re settling in fast.”

Alex didn’t hear Marla approach until she was right behind him. Her voice was low, friendly, like they were old coworkers and not two strangers who’d met an hour ago.

“I still feel kind of weird,” he admitted quietly.

“Good weird or bad weird?”

He hesitated. “Both.”

She smiled. “That’s how you know it’s working.”

Marla stepped closer and adjusted the angle of his shoulders, brushing her fingers lightly down his back to smooth the fabric.

“This part gets easier,” she said. “Letting go of the stiffness. You’re pretty, Eve. Let yourself be pretty.”

He didn’t correct the name.

Didn’t even flinch at it.

It was starting to feel like something he could borrow — a name to wear for a few hours. Like the outfit. Not permanent. Just enough to survive the shift.

He nodded.

Marla gave him a quick wink and moved away.

The next customer who stopped to stare made everything harder.

He was young. Clean-shaven. Dressed in a black shirt, tight jeans, leather boots. His body language was confident — too confident — like he already assumed people looked at him.

He stepped right up to the platform, not even pretending to browse.

He stared.

Alex held his pose.

The man’s eyes dragged down slowly, taking in his waist, hips, chest. There was no discomfort in his gaze — just interest. Intent.

Then the man’s mouth moved, silently, forming one word.

Beautiful.

Alex’s breath caught.

The earpiece buzzed:

“Next pose. Arms behind back. Tilt head slightly.”

He moved like he was hypnotized. Smooth. Deliberate. A soft step backward. Chin tilted just right.

The man kept watching.

Then he smiled, reached into his pocket, and tapped his card against the pedestal.

The tip registered with another soft chime.

Four hundred.

Marla’s tablet lit up from the desk across the room. She looked at Alex, eyebrows raised.

The man walked out without a word.

Alex stood there, stomach fluttering, and for the first time all day, his thighs pressed together not from nerves — but from something else entirely.

The modeling outfit clung a little tighter as the sweat from the shift cooled on his skin.

Alex stood in the dressing room for longer than he needed to. He hadn’t taken it off yet. Something about removing it felt final — like he’d be peeling off a layer he wasn’t sure belonged to him anymore. The mirror hadn’t changed, but the way he looked into it had. His reflection didn’t challenge him now. It waited.

The door chimed softly behind him.

“Roman wants a word,” Marla said, poking her head in. “Office is two doors down. You can leave the outfit on. He won’t mind.”

She gave a small, knowing smile, then disappeared again.

Alex hesitated, adjusted the tight band around his chest — the way it cradled him felt almost obscene now — and stepped into the hallway.

The corridor was empty.

The second door had no label, just a brushed metal panel with a small green light. When he approached, it slid open without a sound.

Roman’s office was darker than the rest of the boutique. The lights here were indirect, tucked into the edges of the floor, casting a warm orange glow across the walls. One long desk, a wall of curved monitors, and nothing else. It smelled faintly of cologne and something cleaner — ozone, maybe.

Roman stood behind the desk with his back turned, sleeves rolled halfway up his arms. He was watching one of the monitors, silent.

It took a moment before he spoke.

“You held their attention well today.”

Alex stood just inside the door, unsure if he should sit. He didn’t.

“I didn’t really know what I was doing,” he said.

“You didn’t need to.” Roman turned around. His expression was calm. “It’s not about performance. It’s about presence.”

Alex nodded slowly.

Roman’s eyes dropped — not by accident, not like a man sneaking a glance. He studied Alex’s waist, then his chest, then the lines of the modeling outfit as if it were data on a screen.

“You adapted to the material faster than I expected,” he said.

Alex shifted his weight. “What does that mean?”

Roman stepped closer. Not enough to intimidate, but enough to close the distance just slightly. His cologne was stronger now — cedar and something faintly sweet.

“It means you responded to the fabric,” Roman said. “Most people resist. You didn’t.”

“I didn’t know I was supposed to.”

“That’s exactly why it worked.”

Roman’s voice never rose. He didn’t speak with authority — he spoke with certainty. Like he was already convinced of something Alex hadn’t figured out yet.

“You said this was a modeling job,” Alex said.

“It is.”

“You didn’t ask for a résumé. You didn’t even check my ID.”

“I didn’t need to.”

Alex’s throat tightened. “Who is Eve?”

Roman paused.

“She was expected today. You arrived instead.”

“You think I’m her?”

“I think you’re becoming something close.”

There was no flirtation in his tone. No amusement. It wasn’t a game.

Alex’s chest tightened beneath the outfit.

“I’m just trying to work,” he said quietly.

Roman nodded, almost thoughtfully.

“Then come back tomorrow. Same time. Same outfit. You’ll be moved to the midday rotation. Busier hours. Higher tips.”

No instructions. No mention of signing paperwork. No explanation for anything.

Just… return.

Alex opened his mouth to respond, but Roman had already turned away and begun adjusting something on the wall display. The meeting was over.

He backed out slowly.

The hallway outside the office was dimmer now. One of the corridor lights flickered faintly as he passed.

Alex stopped just short of the boutique floor. The front door was in sight — customers still browsing, Marla nowhere in view.

He looked back down the hallway.

Roman’s door was still open a crack.

He stepped closer.

The office was silent, but the screens were still on.

And Roman was no longer at the desk.

Alex leaned just far enough to see the monitors.

One of them was playing surveillance footage on a loop. From earlier. From the front platform. Him — in the modeling outfit — standing, posing, adjusting his posture.

The footage rewound.

Played again.

Paused.

Zoomed in.

On his hips.

His chest.

His face.

Alex backed away from the door without making a sound.

He left the boutique a minute later, the outfit still clinging to his body like it belonged there.

When his two hours were up, Marla reappeared and gave him a gentle nudge toward the back hallway.

“Break time,” she said. “You’ve earned it.”

He stepped down from the platform slowly. The second his feet hit the polished floor, his knees felt shaky.

“Was that normal?” he asked as they walked.

“What?”

“The tips. That guy. The staring.”

Marla gave him a sly look. “You think you’re the first person to make a man hard just by standing still?”

He laughed, unsure if he was supposed to.

“You’re good at this,” she said. “You just don’t know it yet.”

Back in the hallway, the white light felt warmer now. The hum of the store seemed softer, quieter, like it had wrapped itself around him. He could still feel the man’s stare on his skin. Still hear the chime of the tip being accepted. Still feel the faint throb between his legs that hadn’t gone away.

He didn’t say anything as they reached the door to the dressing room.

Marla touched his shoulder before she let him inside.

“Don’t overthink it, Eve,” she said. “The mirror lies. The body remembers. Go with that.”

Then she was gone.

The door closed. The silence returned.

Alex looked down at the modeling outfit still wrapped around him, then turned toward the mirror.

He didn’t look like a man pretending to be a woman.

He looked like someone real.

And that was starting to scare him more than anything else.

Alex locked the apartment door and stood in the entryway, frozen.

He still hadn’t taken the outfit off.

He’d walked home in it, hood up, body hunched forward, hoping no one looked too closely. But now he was here. Safe. Alone. And the silence in the room felt louder than the entire day combined.

He slipped off his shoes, walked to the bathroom, and turned on the overhead light.

The mirror over the sink showed him exactly what he didn’t want to see.

It wasn’t that he looked like a woman.

It was that he didn’t look like a man.

The modeling outfit clung to him like a second skin — tighter now than it had been in the store. His chest looked fuller. The panel at his crotch had flattened everything completely. His waist curved inward. The reflection standing there could pass. Maybe not under hard scrutiny, maybe not under bright sunlight, but under dim boutique lighting? She was convincing.

He ran a hand over the front of the outfit. The fabric was still warm from his skin.

His fingers trembled.

He hadn’t meant to say yes to this. Hadn’t planned to become someone named Eve, hadn’t planned to pose in a window, hadn’t planned to be stared at like a model, a girl.

His hand moved lower.

At first it was just a touch. A test. He slid his fingers down between his legs, feeling the seamless smoothness of the panel, how the material compressed him. But even through the thick stretch of the fabric, he could feel the way his body responded. He was hard, tucked down and restrained, but hard.

He pressed a little firmer and closed his eyes.

The man’s voice from earlier echoed in his head.

Beautiful.

Roman’s voice followed after.

You adapted quickly.

He should’ve felt used. Played. He should’ve taken it all off the second he got home and thrown it in the trash.

Instead, he kept touching.

His breath quickened. He slid his free hand up over his chest, feeling how the modeling outfit seemed to suggest curves — not fake breasts, but enough lift, enough softness, that when he brushed his fingertips across his nipples, he gasped.

The gasp sounded… wrong.

It was higher. Sharper. Less like him and more like⁠—

“Eve…”

He didn’t mean to whisper it. It just slipped out.

The word settled in the room like smoke.

He pressed again, his legs tightening. He started grinding against his palm, desperate and embarrassed and fully locked in it now. The pressure was maddening. He couldn’t stroke. The outfit kept everything held in place. But the pressure — the friction — was enough.

His hips rolled.

Another gasp.

He didn’t say his real name. Didn’t even think it.

His eyes stayed on the mirror.

The girl looking back at him had flushed cheeks, parted lips, and a stare that didn’t belong to someone faking it.

He came with a sharp, involuntary cry — muffled by his arm as he collapsed forward onto the sink, panting.

His body shook.

The fabric beneath his fingers stayed warm. Almost comforting.

He stayed there for a long time.

No music. No distractions. Just the soft tick of the wall clock and the sound of his own breath, finally slowing.

Eventually, he peeled himself away from the mirror.

He didn’t change.

He walked to the couch and sat down, still wearing the outfit, arms wrapped around his knees, and stared at the floor until the sky outside dimmed to navy.

He didn’t cry.

But something in him shifted.

And for the first time in weeks, maybe months, he wasn’t thinking about what he’d lost.

He was thinking about who he was becoming.


Chapter Two




Alex stood outside the boutique for five full minutes before he walked in.

He didn’t even remember getting dressed. Just waking up in his apartment, stomach turning, nerves raw, still wearing the same modeling outfit. It had clung to him all night, and when he tried to take it off that morning, he couldn’t find a seam. No zipper. No buttons. Just a seamless, second-skin layer that had molded even tighter to him overnight.

He didn’t sleep. Not really. He stayed up replaying everything — the tips, the stares, the way the outfit made him feel. And Roman. That look. That tone in his voice. That calm certainty.

He could’ve said no.

He didn’t.

So now he stood just outside VELA’s dark glass doors again, heart hammering, wondering if anyone inside actually expected him to return.

The doors slid open before he touched them.

Cool air and soft light washed over his skin.

He stepped inside.

And there she was.

Marla.

At the front desk, typing into a flat silver tablet, sleek as ever in her all-black outfit that somehow managed to look both effortless and architectural.

The moment she saw him, her face lit up.

“There she is,” Marla said brightly, like they were old friends. “Right on time.”

Alex opened his mouth to respond — maybe to explain, to correct her, to say I’m not really Eve — but nothing came out.

Marla didn’t seem to notice. Or care.

“I pulled today’s look for you already,” she said, walking around the desk with a garment bag over her arm. “New material. Improved fit. This one will hug you a little differently. You’re gonna love it.”

She handed it over without asking.

Alex took it.

Still nothing said.

Still no correction.

“You’ve got ten minutes,” she added, giving him a wink. “Room’s waiting.”

And just like that, he was following her back again — same glowing hallway, same silent floors — except this time, it didn’t feel like entering unknown territory.

It felt like returning.

The dressing room hadn’t changed.

Still glowing white. Still no bench, no music, no distractions. Just the mirror, the table, and now — the bag in his hands.

Alex unzipped it slowly.

The outfit inside looked similar to yesterday’s: high-cut, glossy black with iridescent shimmer. But this one was thinner. Softer. More fluid in the way it folded and moved. He picked it up and held it by the shoulders.

It was warm.

Not just room-temperature. Warm.

Like someone had just taken it off.

Or like it had been waiting for him.

He didn’t stop to think this time. He stripped down methodically and stepped into the leg holes.

The fabric slid over his skin like water. Not tight. Not rough. Just… there.

It climbed higher with each movement, folding along the curve of his thigh, cupping under his rear, and lifting. He felt it pulling — no, shaping — around him as if it had a plan.

By the time it sealed over his chest, he was panting lightly, arms loose at his sides.

He turned to the mirror.

And stared.

This wasn’t just a better fit.

His waist looked smaller. His chest — not padded, but subtly lifted, shaped. It was like there were the beginnings of real breasts there. Not enough to see through the fabric. But enough to feel.

He ran a hand down his torso.

It didn’t feel like a man’s body. Not anymore.

He couldn’t say when that changed. Overnight? Just now? Or had it always been like this, and he’d only just noticed?

His fingers drifted down, brushing between his legs.

The panel there was even flatter than yesterday. Smooth and unbroken, completely sealing him away. It didn’t feel like tucking. It felt like absence.

The heat between his thighs bloomed again.

He pulled his hand away before it got worse.

A soft beep came from the wall behind him.

Break time was over.

He gave the mirror one last look. The girl in it tilted her head slightly, lips parted, eyes unreadable.

And then she walked back toward the light.

Alex didn’t make it five steps down the hallway before Marla flagged him down with a short wave.

“Not so fast,” she said, smiling like she’d caught him sneaking out of class. “You’re not done yet.”

He blinked. “I thought⁠—”

“We’ve got daylight traffic starting soon. You’re not going out there without a face.”

She tilted her head and gestured toward a small alcove across from the main dressing room. It hadn’t been obvious the day before — just a dim recess in the wall — but now it was lit softly, revealing a minimalist makeup station with a floating vanity mirror, a backless stool, and a thin drawer beneath the surface.

Alex hesitated.

Marla raised one eyebrow. “Don’t make me drag you.”

He stepped into the alcove and sat.

The stool was warm, like the fabric from the outfit. Or maybe he was just hot.

Marla stepped behind him and opened the drawer. Dozens of tubes, compacts, brushes, and pens were arranged in narrow grooves — none labeled, none familiar.

She picked a few items without pause and set them beside the mirror.

“Eyes closed,” she said.

He did.

She started with something that smelled like clean linen. A primer maybe. Cool fingertips swept over his cheeks, across his forehead, along the bridge of his nose.

“You’ve got really soft skin,” she said.

“I don’t… usually.”

“You do now.”

Her voice wasn’t teasing. It was soft. Certain. Like she wasn’t even considering the possibility that this wasn’t natural.

She worked in silence for the next minute. Brushes moved across his skin with practiced rhythm. He felt her thumb at the corner of his lips, her palm under his chin as she adjusted his head.

She added color to his cheeks. A bit of shimmer above his eyelids. Then something glossy on his lips — not sticky, but warm. Tasting faintly like vanilla.

He peeked once.

Her face was close. Concentrated. Calm.

She caught him watching and smirked. “Don’t ruin the surprise.”

He closed his eyes again.

The final touches were fast. She dusted something across his collarbone, swept his hair to one side, and stepped back.

“Look.”

Alex opened his eyes.

The person in the mirror looked finished.

Not caked in makeup. Not dressed up for drag or theater.

Just… complete.

The shimmer on his cheeks caught the light in just the right way. His lips looked fuller. His eyelashes darker. His skin glowed.

“You look like you,” Marla said behind him. “Finally.”

He didn’t answer.

He wasn’t sure what scared him more — that she was wrong… or that she might be right.

Then a quiet voice spoke behind them.

“That color suits her.”

Alex turned in his seat, startled.

Roman stood in the hall, arms at his sides, watching them with unreadable eyes.

He didn’t step forward. Didn’t smile.

Just offered that single sentence — a statement, not a compliment.

Alex swallowed. “Thanks.”

Roman didn’t say anything else. He looked at Marla, gave the smallest nod, and continued down the corridor without another word.

The silence left behind buzzed in Alex’s chest.

Marla leaned down and brushed an imaginary speck from his shoulder. “He never says that,” she murmured. “To anyone.”

Alex looked back at the mirror.

The girl staring back at him wasn’t blushing. But he was.

“I think he likes you,” Marla added.

Alex didn’t say anything.

But the heat in his stomach said everything for him.

The platform didn’t feel as high this time.

Alex stepped up without hesitating, heels clicking softly against the glass-tile ramp. The earpiece in his left ear gave a single tone as he positioned himself under the light. The same prompt played:

“Initial pose: posture up, chin neutral, one leg slightly forward.”

He followed the instructions automatically, but his body already seemed to know where to settle. His hips shifted with less effort. His back straightened on its own.

The new version of the modeling outfit didn’t cling so much as wrap. It didn’t just shape him — it guided him, pulling his waist in, lifting his chest, accentuating the gentle curve of his thighs. The fabric flexed when he moved, squeezing tighter when he stopped.

Yesterday, it felt like a costume.

Today, it felt like it belonged to his skin.

He heard the bell chime at the front entrance.

Foot traffic was picking up.

A couple in their thirties stopped to browse, and the woman gave him a lingering glance before whispering something to her partner. He caught two words: “hips” and “unreal.”

The man looked up. Then did a full double take. Alex pretended not to see.

He shifted into the next pose.

The glass at the front of the store reflected just enough to catch his own outline.

At first, it looked like yesterday. But when he adjusted his stance, lifted one arm slightly, tilted his head just a few degrees — he saw her again.

Not himself.

Her.

The jawline had softened. His neck looked longer. His eyes, ringed in faint shimmer from the makeup Marla had brushed on, looked larger — almost innocent. His chest rose gently beneath the fabric, nipples faintly visible through the thinner weave. When he moved, they brushed against the inner lining.

He flinched.

The sensation wasn’t imagined. It was electric.

The earpiece buzzed again:

“Pose three. Rotate hips. Palms together. Eyes front.”

He obeyed.

Another chime.

Someone had tipped.

Marla gave him a little thumbs-up from behind the register without saying a word.

He kept his focus forward. His breathing was steady, but his heart wasn’t. The attention didn’t feel like admiration. It felt like hunger. Like they weren’t just looking at a model — they were seeing something they wanted.

He wasn’t sure what was more arousing — being mistaken for a girl… or how right it felt to be stared at like one.

A group of three passed by the window. Two women, mid-twenties, fashion-forward, confident.

One pointed. “That girl’s legs are insane.”

The other nodded. “That whole look? Damn. I couldn’t pull that off if I tried.”

They didn’t laugh. They didn’t smirk.

They didn’t say that guy. They said that girl.

Alex’s breath caught.

The heat between his legs pulsed.

He wasn’t touching himself. Wasn’t moving. But he could feel it — a pressure building, a low, steady ache that seemed to come from deep inside. The outfit pulsed against him like it knew.

Like it was rewarding him for being seen.

He blinked fast, trying not to react.

Trying not to moan.

The platform was silent. Polished. Exposed.

And he didn’t want to leave it.

Marla’s voice cut through the earpiece.

“Alright, Eve. Come on down before you melt.”

Alex blinked. The platform’s light dimmed slightly as the earpiece in his ear gave a soft click. The program had ended. His body felt... warm. Like he’d been under the sun.

He stepped down carefully. The heels — shorter than standard but just tall enough to shift his center of gravity — clicked once, twice, and then fell silent against the matte tile as he reached level ground. Marla was waiting with a bottle of water and a wrapped protein bar, her usual amused expression replaced by something more appraising.

“You held that pose for almost fifteen minutes,” she said, handing him the bottle. “Roman’s going to have to install fans in the glass.”

Alex opened the water and drank too quickly. It was cold, blessedly cold, and the sensation made him shiver all the way down.

The suit didn’t like the cold.

The moment the water hit his stomach, he felt the outfit contract — subtly, like a hug tightening. The inner lining pressed against the base of his spine and along the insides of his thighs in a steady, low pulse. Not enough to stop him from walking, but enough to make him conscious of every step.

Marla tilted her head. “You okay?”

Alex nodded quickly. “Yeah. Just—warm.”

“Mm-hm,” she said, leading him down the hallway again. Not to the main dressing room this time — a door on the left, one he hadn’t noticed before. She tapped her badge against the lock and pushed it open.

The room had dim light, cool air, a round table with two stools, and a vending machine humming softly against the far wall. A small window high up in the wall let in slivers of outside light. The break room.

Alex sat down automatically. The stool curved under him, fitting perfectly. Too perfectly.

Marla leaned against the table across from him, legs crossed, unwrapping her own bar. “You’re adapting fast.”

He looked up. “To what?”

She smiled, but it wasn’t mocking. “To being seen.”

Alex didn’t answer. His thighs pressed together. Not from modesty. From need.

Marla didn’t press. She unwrapped her bar in silence, taking small bites. Her eyes flicked to his lips once — to the gloss she’d applied earlier — but she said nothing.

The suit’s pulses hadn’t stopped.

If anything, they’d grown more focused. Like it was… mapping him. Or massaging him. Tiny compressions moved across his chest in time with his breathing. The pressure between his legs was sharper now — still not friction, exactly, but pressure. Firm and rhythmic. Pulsing.

He shifted in his seat.

Marla noticed.

“You sure you’re okay?”

He stood too quickly. “Bathroom.”

She blinked, then nodded toward a frosted-glass door in the corner. “Right there.”

Alex didn’t wait for more.

The moment the door closed behind him, he leaned against the wall, palms flat against the cool tile. His breath came short. The lighting in the small bathroom was lower than the rest of the store — a soft glow from behind the mirror, no overheads. The air was cool. His skin wasn’t.

He ran his hands down his sides. The suit moved with him, gliding, clinging, tightening.

When his fingers brushed across his chest, he gasped — not because he expected the sensation, but because it was real. There was more there now. Not just sensitivity, but flesh. Rising softly under the fabric, shaped into something rounder. Fuller.

He touched again.

The pressure between his legs surged.

“Fuck,” he whispered — but the sound barely came out. His voice cracked. Too high. Too soft.

He stared at himself in the mirror. The girl from before stared back, flushed and wide-eyed, lips parted. His — her — chest rising and falling in uneven rhythm.

She reached down.

She didn’t mean to.

Her fingers pressed between her legs — through the suit, where everything should’ve been flat, sealed, gone. But the fabric reacted. It parted just slightly, or maybe it thinned — he couldn’t tell. But the pressure shifted inward, like something clicked open.

Her hand jerked back.

Then in again.

This time, the pulse met her halfway.

The sensation wasn’t familiar. It wasn’t friction or rubbing or stroking. It was internal. Like nerves she’d never had before were waking up. The pressure wasn’t just between her legs now. It was inside her, behind her naval, blooming outward.

Her knees buckled.

She caught the edge of the sink.

Her breath hitched. No sound. Just light, sharp gasps as the heat crested — and then broke.

The release hit like a wave breaking under skin.

No climax she’d ever had felt like this. It wasn’t ejaculation. It wasn’t explosion. It was a flood, a full-body quake that started in her hips and traveled down her thighs and up her spine, curling her toes in the suit’s form-fitting boots.

Her forehead hit the mirror.

She didn’t even notice.

When the trembling stopped, she slid down the wall slowly, body limp, legs spread, chest heaving.

She blinked.

Tears blurred the mirror for a moment. She wiped them away without thinking.

The girl in the reflection looked flushed, soft, and disoriented. Her lips were still glossy. Her collarbone shimmered. Her cheeks were pink.

And she looked…

Beautiful.

There was a knock.

Soft.

“Eve?” Marla’s voice, gentle. “You good?”

Alex opened her mouth.

Her voice cracked again. Higher.

“Yes,” she managed.

There was a pause.

Then footsteps retreating.

Alex stayed there, slumped, breathing, staring at the girl in the mirror who had just come without even being touched.

She didn’t know what scared her more:

That it happened.

Or that she wanted it again.

The hallway felt cooler when she stepped out, but the inside of the suit hadn’t cooled at all. Her body still pulsed faintly — not with arousal now, but with aftershocks, as if the outfit had learned something about her and was remembering it with every move.

Marla waited at the end of the corridor, arms folded, head tilted, one foot pressed casually against the opposite wall.

“You’ve got one more rotation,” she said softly. “You okay to go back up?”

Eve nodded.

No hesitation this time.

Marla studied her a moment longer, then tapped the thin tablet tucked under her arm. “Same poses as before. You’ll hear them in your ear. Keep your balance. And try not to blush if they stare too long.”

She gave a half-smile, half-smirk.

Eve stepped past her, down the ramp, back toward the light.

The display platform shimmered slightly as she approached — not with real movement, but with memory. Her heels clicked into place. The earpiece gave a soft chime, then the first prompt whispered through in Marla’s voice:

“Pose one. Shoulders down, back curved, eyes soft.”

Eve obeyed.

The shift was easier now. The tension in her spine melted into an elegant line as her hips angled slightly, one knee bending. Her lips parted without her meaning them to.

Out in the showroom, traffic had slowed, but the window drew the same attention.

Two women paused. Whispered. One of them raised a phone discreetly. A man with a shopping bag glanced, did a double take, and then looked away too quickly — flustered.

But none of them mattered.

Because he stepped up next.

Tall. Early twenties, maybe mid. Clean lines: shaved jaw, crisp collar, matte black jacket over a deep navy shirt. His hair was short and styled like he cared, but not too much.

His hands were empty. No shopping bag. No partner.

He stood about six feet from the window. Still. Quiet. Watching.

Not leering.

Not smirking.

Watching.

Eve moved into pose two. The earpiece whispered:

“Chin slightly raised. One hand to collarbone. Arch back.”

She felt the suit tighten around her chest as she moved. A gentle pressure, guiding her upward.

The man’s eyes never left hers.

She tried not to hold his gaze, but there was nothing else in her line of sight now. Just him. And the look on his face wasn’t hungry, exactly.

It was focused.

Like she was something he was trying to memorize.

Or study.

The glass between them buzzed faintly. A tone — different than the usual chime.

Her eyes flicked toward the front register. A gold light flashed on the side of the card reader.

Marla had paused mid-step, staring at the display.

A number appeared in pale gold text on the bottom right of the glass:

+$600.00

No name. No comment. Just the amount.

Even through the tinted window, Eve saw Marla’s eyebrows lift.

She mouthed a word: Damn.

The man still hadn’t moved. His hand fell from the card reader, but his body didn’t shift. His eyes didn’t blink.

Eve couldn’t breathe.

Then, finally — he took a step back.

And spoke.

Just one word. Not loud. Not performative.

But clear. And meant.

“Gorgeous.”

He turned and walked away.

No glance back. No hesitation.

Gone.

The earpiece gave another prompt, but Eve didn’t hear it. Her legs weren’t shaking — they were buzzing. Like her blood had gone carbonated. Her throat closed.

She held her pose until the lights dimmed again. Until the earpiece gave the soft, programmed “end of rotation” chime. Her limbs obeyed, but the rest of her felt caught in static.

She stepped down slowly.

Marla met her halfway up the ramp, eyes bright, tablet tucked against her hip like an afterthought.

She didn’t tease this time.

Just stepped close, leaned in, and whispered near Eve’s ear:

“Told you it suits you.”

Eve didn’t answer.

She didn’t need to.

Her face was hot. Her legs unsteady. Her breath shallow. But she didn’t say a word.

Because for the first time all day, she didn’t want to explain herself.


Chapter Three




The box was already waiting on the back counter when Eve stepped off the platform.

Black. Matte. No branding except a subtle raised logo in the corner — VELA, in narrow letters that shimmered silver when they caught the light.

She stared at it for a second too long.

Marla appeared beside her like she always did, calm and casual, as if the boutique ran on silent cues and psychic timing. She tapped the top of the box with one fingernail. Tic.

“This one’s yours,” she said. “Says Eve on the manifest.”

She didn’t wait for permission — just picked it up and pressed it into Eve’s arms like a pizza delivery.

The weight surprised her.

Not heavy — but dense. Like something sealed. Something deliberate.

Eve held it close, her body still humming from the rotation. The platform might’ve shut off, but her nerves hadn’t.

“Another outfit?” she asked.

Marla gave a small shrug. “Sort of.”

She didn’t explain.

She didn’t have to.

Eve carried it back toward the hallway. The walls pulsed with soft light that seemed to rise or fall with her heartbeat. Each step sent a subtle ripple through the suit she already wore. The bodysuit beneath had relaxed slightly since the last customer left — but it hadn’t gone limp. It still held her. Still remembered her shape.

In the dressing room, she set the box on the table. It looked too clean to open. Too final.

But the seal peeled back without effort — no hiss, no lock, just a clean magnetic pull as the lid lifted.

Inside was folded black shimmer.

The new outfit didn’t look like clothing.

It looked like skin waiting to be worn.

She reached in slowly, fingers brushing the fabric. Not like the one before. This one was thinner. Cooler. Almost wet to the touch. It clung to her fingertips for a half second before falling limp again.

There were no visible seams.

No zippers.

Just a neck hole and two leg openings — the kind that implied submission, not convenience.

A soft chime came from the door.

Roman’s voice followed, smooth as ever.

“You’ll want help with that.”

Eve turned. He didn’t step inside.

He just leaned on the frame, arms crossed, sleeves rolled up, jaw tight.

“What is it?” she asked, not moving her hand from the bodysuit.

“A prototype. Full integration. Posture correction. Muscle support. Responsive tech woven directly into the lining.”

“Posture,” she echoed.

He smiled faintly, like she’d told a clever joke.

“You’ll feel it adjusting as you move. Teaching your body how to move better.”

She didn’t say anything.

Roman’s eyes flicked down once — to the open box, to her hand on the fabric — then back to her face.

“Marla’s waiting. She’ll help you in.”

He didn’t wait for her response.

He left.

The door slid shut behind him with a sigh, like the whole room was exhaling.

Eve looked back at the suit. It shimmered faintly now.

Like it was breathing.

Like it had just heard everything that was said.

She was still staring into the box when Marla appeared in the doorway. No knock, no announcement—just that quiet presence, as natural as breath. She stepped inside with a casual grace, glancing once at the suit and once at Eve before letting the door slide shut behind her.

“Told you I’d be back,” she said lightly, brushing a hand through her hair and tucking it behind one ear. Her nails, painted a soft matte grey, clicked gently against the side of the box as she circled to Eve’s side.

Eve didn’t answer at first. She couldn’t stop looking at the bodysuit. In the box it looked inert—like folded plastic or high-end lingerie—but something about the way it reflected the light made it seem alert, like it was waiting for her. Not just to be worn, but to become part of her.

Marla reached in without hesitation and lifted it up by the shoulders. The suit uncoiled slowly in her hands, unfurling like a liquid shadow. It was heavier than it looked—thin but not flimsy, with a weight that suggested something mechanical buried inside. As it unfolded, it caught the soft white lighting above them and shimmered with a subtle spectrum—blues and purples chasing each other across its surface like oil on water.

“Go on,” Marla said gently, holding it out. “We’ll start from the feet.”

Eve hesitated. Something in her tightened—not in protest, exactly, but in anticipation. She nodded and began to undress. The suit she’d been wearing all day peeled away with some reluctance, like it didn’t want to let go. The inner lining tugged lightly at her hips, clung to the curve of her back, and then released in one long breath. She stepped out of it, body flushed, skin humming from too much touch. She didn’t meet Marla’s eyes as she stood there, exposed, even though she’d worn less fabric in the window all afternoon. This felt different. She felt different.

Marla didn’t leer. She didn’t tease. She simply crouched in front of her and guided the first leg of the new bodysuit over Eve’s foot, then up her calf. The fabric was shockingly cool, almost cold, but the moment it touched skin it seemed to warm instantly. It clung—not just to the surface, but to the shape beneath, molding itself like memory foam, like pressure, like intent.

The second leg followed, and Marla’s fingers moved with confident efficiency, pulling the suit higher inch by inch. As the thighs disappeared beneath the black sheen, Eve felt the first compression—a soft tightening around her hips that didn’t hurt, but didn’t ask permission either. It was like being cupped. Held. Directed.

“You’re already different from yesterday,” Marla murmured, almost to herself.

Eve flinched. “How can you tell?”

Marla didn’t answer immediately. She rose slowly to standing, letting her eyes travel down Eve’s form—not rudely, not hungrily, but with an artist’s patience. She smoothed the bodysuit over Eve’s sides, guiding it up to her waist, where it cinched in with a single, whisper-soft tug. The material seemed to fuse together at the seam as it reached her lower back—no zippers, no lines, just pressure and seal.

“I don’t need to tell,” she said finally. “I can feel it.”

Eve didn’t know if she meant the suit, or the body inside it. Maybe both.

Marla stepped behind her, lifting the upper half of the bodysuit over her shoulders. Eve raised her arms obediently, and the sleeves slid on like ink poured over porcelain—clinging, spreading, vanishing into place. The collar rose against her neck, folding itself neatly beneath her jaw like it had always belonged there.

There was a moment of stillness—just the two of them, breathing. The suit gave a faint contraction then, like a muscle tensing. Eve inhaled sharply.

Marla stepped in closer and ran her hands down Eve’s sides, smoothing the fabric one final time, fingertips pressing with just enough firmness to remind Eve that her shape wasn’t entirely her own anymore. The bodysuit responded—pressing gently into her waist, lifting at the rear, rolling pressure along the base of her spine. The sensation was subtle, but distinct. Not pain. Not even discomfort. Just... guidance.

Then came the sound: a quiet sigh from the fabric, as if it had completed some internal process. Not mechanical. Almost organic. The seams were gone. The suit had become seamless, total.

Eve exhaled without meaning to.

Marla stepped back, arms crossed lightly, her expression unreadable.

“You’ll want to stretch,” she said. “Move a little. Let it learn.”

Eve nodded slowly. Her voice caught in her throat, then softened.

“Okay,” she whispered.

She turned to the mirror, the reflection catching her off guard for the second time that day. The girl looking back at her stood straighter, her back arched slightly, her neck longer. The suit gripped her body with the kind of precision that made it impossible to ignore her shape. And not just her curves—her posture. Her presence. Every breath looked intentional.

Marla smiled faintly behind her.

“You won’t even notice the changes until you take it off,” she said. “But by then, you probably won’t want to.”

Eve didn’t respond.

She just kept staring at herself in the glass, skin glowing faintly beneath the shimmer, body no longer quite her own.

The dressing room felt quieter now.

Not just acoustically, but inside her.

As if her body had exhaled something it hadn’t realized it was holding. Her reflection stood still, radiant under the soft white light, encased in that second-skin black shimmer that shifted with every breath. The outfit hugged her so precisely that she could barely tell where she ended and it began. Her waist looked tighter than it had before. Her chest — still small, still subtle — was lifted just enough to imply softness. Her thighs were smooth, the line of her hips sharper than she remembered.

No pads. No inserts. Just her.

Her.

Eve raised one hand experimentally, watching the light follow the movement in the mirror. The fabric across her forearm flexed and smoothed as she extended her wrist, elegant and slow, like water catching the curve of a stone. When she lowered it again, the sensation wasn’t just passive — the outfit responded, hugging tighter for a moment, pulsing gently around her ribs before settling.

It felt like being breathed through.

She pivoted slightly, placing one foot forward — the kind of pose she’d learned to hold during the window shifts. As she moved, a narrow line of heat bloomed low in her belly. Not erotic, not exactly. Just aware. Every angle of her body was now a shape, and the outfit knew exactly how to guide that shape. A gentle cue at her shoulder blade. A soft compression beneath her spine. She didn’t have to think about how to stand anymore.

She was already standing correctly.

When she moved again, the feeling intensified.

She turned sideways, slowly arched her back, tilted her chin just a few degrees. The movement wasn’t dramatic, but the effect was immediate — a curve where she didn’t remember having one, the suggestion of hips that no longer needed help. The outfit pulsed faintly, as if acknowledging her success.

Eve’s breath caught.

She wasn’t posing.

She was being posed.

A warmth flushed across her chest, climbing up to her throat, and she tried to clear it with a quiet cough. The sound startled her. It wasn’t the usual gravel, the too-deep tone she hated hearing on recordings.

It was higher. Softer.

Still hers… but not his.

She stepped forward and tested it again.

“Hey,” she said, just to herself.

The word floated.

Not thin. Not forced.

Just… light. And a little sweet.

“Hi,” she tried again. Then, a little laugh. “Hello.”

She tilted her head in the mirror, studying the curve of her jaw, the way her hair fell against her cheek, the smooth seal of the collar hugging her neck.

Something fluttered in her stomach.

“Eve,” she said.

The word hit something inside her she couldn’t name. It felt too easy on her tongue. Too right. There was no crack in the middle of it. No grit. Just five clean letters, whispered out like a breath:

“Eve.”

She stared at the girl in the mirror and tried to imagine saying Alex out loud.

She didn’t.

She didn’t want to.

By the time Eve stepped back into the main corridor, the light had changed.

The boutique’s open floor had dimmed slightly for the late shift, softening the overhead glow so that the storefront display felt even brighter by contrast. Like a spotlight drawn not from above, but from within. She walked toward it slowly, feeling the new outfit mold to her every step. There was no looseness, no shift of fabric — only glide, only pressure. With every movement, she felt the suit adjust and correct, almost like hands on her hips, guiding her posture, encouraging something deeper than form.

The glass platform pulsed once beneath her heels as she stepped onto it. The lighting shifted, automatically recalibrating around her new silhouette. This time, there was no initial chime.

Just a delay.

And then the soft whisper in her ear — the familiar voice of Marla, calm and close.

“Pose one. Soft hands, weight on your back foot, chin low.”

Eve obeyed.

Her arms drifted into place like a dancer’s, wrists slightly bent, fingers long and relaxed. The pose felt intuitive now. She didn’t have to think about angles or balance — the outfit did all of that for her, gently firming her calves, drawing her shoulders back, lifting her chest just enough to keep her breath high and her shape symmetrical.

Her eyes softened. Her lips parted just slightly.

People had already begun to notice.

A trio of tourists paused by the window. One of them, a woman in a loose trench coat, snapped a quick photo. Another customer lingered near the front desk, eyes flicking between a rack of leggings and the model in the display.

No one asked if she worked there. They just looked.

The earpiece buzzed again.

“Pose two. Knees together, left arm across your middle.”

Eve shifted into the next stance. The motion was slower than usual. She wasn’t tired, exactly — just aware. Her skin felt charged beneath the fabric. The new outfit was more responsive than the last — tighter in some places, smoother in others, but more alive throughout. It compressed when she stopped moving and pulsed when she shifted, creating microcurrents of sensation that rippled across her thighs and chest.

It was hard not to react. She kept her breathing shallow and even, just as she’d learned. The lights made her skin glow. Her reflection in the window showed not a performer but a product.

No — not even that.

She looked like a promise.

“Pose three,” Marla began, but the feed stuttered. The audio cut — not fully, just a soft break, like someone had tapped a second mic into the channel.

Then another voice took over.

Roman.

His voice was lower through the earpiece than in person — filtered, close. She felt it at the base of her neck.

“Hold that. Let them see you.”

The effect was immediate.

The outfit pulsed at her waist. A slow, wrapping sensation, like a ribbon being pulled tighter just under her ribs. The pressure rolled downward across her hips, steady and deliberate, before fading out again like a tide. She inhaled without thinking, and the collar of the suit contracted in rhythm with her breath — not constricting, just present. Like it was listening.

Eve kept still, unsure whether to shift again.

No new instruction followed.

Just silence.

And Roman’s final words, still playing in her mind.

Let them see you.

Her eyes scanned the street just beyond the glass. A pair of students stood at the corner, one pointing her out. A woman inside the store pretended to browse, glancing over every few seconds with a look of casual awe.

Eve didn’t feel like she was acting anymore.

She felt like she’d been revealed.

The lights dimmed gradually on the display platform, signaling the end of her rotation.

The shimmer at her feet cooled by degrees, fading back to neutral white. She stood still for a moment longer than necessary, letting the silence settle into her body like dust. Her calves ached faintly, but the outfit supported her weight better than it should have. It carried her posture even when her muscles threatened to waver.

She stepped down.

The ramp was quiet. No clicks from the heels this time—just the hush of the fabric flexing at her joints. She caught her own reflection one last time in the angled mirror at the platform’s edge, and for the first time all day, she didn’t brace herself.

She didn’t scan for flaws.

She didn’t check for Alex.

She just looked. And saw Eve.

She didn’t know if that thrilled her or terrified her. But she didn’t look away.

The hallway to the back rooms curved slightly—an intentional design choice, Roman once said, so that no one could see the dressing area directly from the sales floor. It gave the back of the boutique a sense of privacy, of softness, of invitation. And there he was, standing just at the bend, near the edge of the frosted glass panels that marked the tech alcove.

He wasn’t checking a screen or pretending to be busy. He was just standing there. Waiting.

Eve slowed.

Her feet carried her toward him without conscious decision.

He looked at her fully when she approached—not up and down, not with a smirk or a compliment, but with an expression that felt like being scanned. Not violated. Not seen-through. Just observed. As if her body were something that told a story, and he was listening.

She didn’t stop walking until she was only a few feet from him.

Close enough to smell that faint trace of cologne he always wore. Sharp and clean, with a faint spice underneath. She didn’t look directly into his eyes—just past them, like the question was floating somewhere between them.

“What is it doing to me?” she asked.

Her voice didn’t shake.

It surprised her, how steady it came out.

Roman didn’t answer right away. He took a breath through his nose, exhaled softly, then looked down—not at the floor, but at her stomach, her hips, the lines of her body as they curved beneath the shimmer of the new outfit.

“It’s aligning you,” he said. “Posture, motion, voice modulation, hormonal cues. Micro-feedback loops that retrain the way you carry weight, breathe, express tension.”

Eve blinked. “Hormonal cues?”

He nodded. “It reads chemical changes. Reflects them. Enhances certain ones. Suppresses others.”

She swallowed. “Like what?”

Roman’s gaze met hers fully now. “Like arousal. Cortisol. Testosterone. Vocal inflection. Skin elasticity. Blood distribution in the subcutaneous layers.”

It wasn’t spoken cruelly. It wasn’t even clinical.

It was just fact.

Eve didn’t flinch. She’d already felt all of that—and more.

“And this,” she said, stepping back half a pace, running one hand along her own waist, feeling the impossible taper where the outfit had cinched in beneath her ribs, “this is just posture correction?”

Roman’s lips twitched, but not into a smile.

“Posture is just the beginning.”

There was a pause. Not tense—just loaded.

Then he spoke again, quieter this time.

“You’re adapting better than expected.”

The words landed with more weight than they should have. They weren’t praise. Not exactly. There was no warmth in his tone. No affection. Just a simple statement of fact.

Eve wasn’t sure if she wanted to scream… or thank him.

Because underneath the flatness, beneath the chill certainty in his voice, she heard what he didn’t say.

This isn’t an accident.

This isn’t temporary.

This is happening.

To you.

And you’re not resisting.

She felt it in her chest—tight and hot and terrifying.

Not because he was wrong.

But because she knew, now, that he wasn’t.


Chapter Four




The store always felt quiet. Sleek. Curated.

But after hours, it was silent in a way that made her skin prickle.

The music had stopped ten minutes ago. The lights had dimmed slowly, as if in stages — one by one, the overheads faded from gallery-white to a warmer, gold-toned hush. The floor displays looked softer now, more like museum pieces than merchandise. The window lights had gone cool and blue behind the glass, leaving the city traffic outside faint and filtered.

Eve stood near the side of the counter, organizing product tags the way Marla had shown her. Her fingers moved automatically, but her mind was elsewhere. Still back in the dressing room. Still inside the last thing Roman had said.

You’re adapting better than expected.

It had clung to her all day, even more than the outfit itself. Not a compliment. Not concern. Just a quiet data point offered like it didn’t matter. But it did.

Roman’s voice always stuck to her skin long after the sound was gone.

And now he was behind her again. She didn’t need to turn to know. The air changed when he entered a room — pressure shifting around his presence. Controlled. Always silent until he chose to speak.

She heard the soft scuff of his boots on the black tile, the brush of fabric as he folded his arms.

“You have a moment?” he asked.

She looked over her shoulder. His posture was relaxed — one hip leaned against the end of the counter, sleeves pushed up, wrists crossed loosely. But his eyes were unreadable.

“Sure,” she said. Her voice came out light. Too light. “Is it about tomorrow’s schedule?”

Roman gave the faintest shake of his head. “No. Just need help sorting through the inventory cart in back. Won’t take long.”

Marla, who had been inputting numbers into her tablet near the register, looked up at that. Their eyes met.

She didn’t say a word.

She just gave Eve a quiet, private smile. The kind that held no surprise.

Then she turned, gathered her things, and walked out without a sound.

Eve watched the doors slide shut behind her.

Then she was alone.

With him.

Roman didn’t fill the space with pleasantries. He didn’t offer explanation or excuses. He simply turned and walked toward the rear hallway — the one that led not just to the dressing rooms, but deeper, toward the storage rooms, the showroom overflow, the corridors that weren’t customer-facing.

Eve followed.

The silence was heavier now. Not awkward. Just close. Her boots made soft contact with the tile, and the sound echoed slightly under the recessed ceiling lights. The outfit felt even more fitted than before — not because it had tightened, but because her body seemed to respond to it differently now. She moved more carefully, more… aware of how she moved.

They reached the inventory alcove — a low-lit space with soft shelving, sealed boxes, and trays of accessories organized in thin acrylic bins. A rolling cart stood half-unpacked near the center.

Roman gestured to it without looking at her.

“Start with the left tray. Sort by color gradient. Leave anything with a tag in black script.”

Eve nodded and stepped in. The trays held rows of thin chokers, sleek wristbands, barely-there earrings in resin and alloy. Not standard jewelry. VELA didn’t deal in the standard.

She began arranging them by tone — clear to fogged, black to grey, rose-gold to bone-white. Her fingers moved with precision, the way Roman liked. He was always watching, even when she thought he wasn’t.

And now he didn’t even pretend otherwise.

As she worked, she felt the weight of his gaze settle on her back. Not staring — not devouring — but studying. Like before. Like always.

She leaned forward slightly to reach the lower tray, and the outfit responded immediately — the fabric tightening gently at her hips, shaping her bend, elongating the line of her spine. She felt the pressure at her waist draw in just slightly, and the thin seam along her back warmed against her skin.

She didn’t look up.

But she knew he was still watching.

She kept her eyes on the tray, fingers carefully arranging the slim bands and color-coded tags, but her focus had blurred. Her skin burned with awareness now—of the heat collecting in her collarbone, of the way the outfit shifted at her waist with each breath, of the subtle pressure that reminded her she was being shaped even as she stood still.

The silence stretched long enough to make her think he might have left.

Then Roman spoke.

“You’ve learned how to hold tension.”

She paused. One hand still resting lightly on the edge of the tray, the other clutching a soft white choker between her fingers.

He wasn’t complimenting her beauty. Not her face. Not her body.

Her tension.

She turned slightly. Just enough to glance back at him from the corner of her eye.

He stood exactly where he had been, arms no longer folded, hands relaxed at his sides, eyes narrowed slightly in thought—not appraisal. Not lust. Something more exacting.

“That’s rare,” he added.

Eve swallowed. Her mouth had gone dry.

She set the choker down. Gently. Deliberately.

She didn’t know what she expected next. Maybe for him to go back to silence, to vanish into the background the way he so often did. But instead, he moved toward her.

Not quickly. Not theatrically.

Just a clean, quiet step forward.

Then another.

She turned to face him fully now, not trusting herself to speak. Her breath came a little higher in her chest, and the outfit reacted immediately—hugging her ribs, elongating her posture, drawing her collarbones up like they were on display.

Roman raised one hand slowly and reached toward her collar.

His fingers didn’t touch her skin. Just the seam at her throat, where the outfit met the hollow between her neck and shoulder. He brushed a single line there, adjusting something invisible. It didn’t need adjusting.

But he did it anyway.

She didn’t move.

His fingers were warm.

He trailed them just slightly over the edge of the fabric, letting them rest for a moment at the side of her throat. Her pulse was faster now. Not panicked. Not nervous.

Just… open.

“You hold yourself differently now,” he said, so low she almost didn’t hear it. “Not stiff. Not performative. Like someone who’s stopped waiting to be told who they are.”

Her throat tightened. Not with fear. With recognition.

She hadn’t been waiting.

She’d been obeying.

Without realizing it.

Roman didn’t smile. His hand dropped slowly, brushing the top of her chest before falling to his side again.

But he didn’t step away.

And she didn’t either.

The air between them had shifted.

It wasn’t just quiet now — it was deliberate. The kind of silence that waits to be broken, but only by something irreversible.

Eve looked up, eyes catching the edge of Roman’s collarbone, then his jawline, then finally his gaze. It was sharp and unreadable, just like always, but this close, it wasn’t cold. It was focused. Weighted. Like he was seeing her all the way down.

Her chest rose once, high and uncertain.

Still, he didn’t move.

He was waiting for her.

Not a signal. Not permission. Just for her to choose.

When she didn’t pull back, didn’t speak, didn’t flinch — only stood there with her hands at her sides, shoulders drawn in by the outfit’s gentle grip — Roman leaned forward.

Slowly.

So slowly.

She felt his breath first. Warm and even.

Then his mouth met hers.

It was soft at first. Barely there. A press more than a kiss. But her lips parted instinctively, a tremor passing through her like a thread pulled taut. She didn’t respond — not yet — but she didn’t stop him either.

His hand came up again, this time to her jaw, fingers curling lightly beneath her ear. He tilted her face slightly, and the kiss deepened without asking. His mouth was firmer now, more certain. Still slow, but no longer tentative. He kissed her like he already knew she would kiss him back.

And she did.

Her lips moved with his, chasing the rhythm she didn’t realize she already knew. The outfit pulled tighter across her torso as she leaned into him, the fabric compressing just enough to make her breath catch. It made the kiss feel longer. Deeper.

Hotter.

Then she felt his hand on her chest.

Just a light touch at first, as if to test. His fingers curved over the slope of her breast through the outfit — and the pressure was real. There was fullness there now. Not exaggerated. But enough. Enough for his palm to cup. Enough for his thumb to brush against the top curve and make her knees buckle.

She gasped into his mouth — not out of shock, but from the sudden, electric surge that shot through her.

Roman pulled back just slightly, only far enough to look at her face.

Her eyes were still closed.

Her lips, wet.

Her chest, rising fast.

“Sensitive,” he said softly.

Her eyes opened, and she met his gaze — not steady, not confident, but not retreating either.

She didn’t know what to say.

Because there was nothing to say.

He kissed her again. This time less careful. He pressed her back a step, then another, until she felt the edge of the display table behind her hips. One hand at her side. The other still on her chest.

When he squeezed gently — not hard, just enough — the suit pulsed in response.

And so did she.

It wasn’t just sensation anymore. It was memory. Her body remembered being touched. It remembered being shaped, guided, watched.

And now it remembered this.

The kiss broke.

He stepped back, breath perfectly even.

She was the only one trembling.

Roman looked at her for another beat.

Not to gloat. Not to clarify.

He simply looked — the way someone might glance at a clock, or a forecast, or a biometric readout. As if the moment was over now, logged, processed, and filed away.

Then he stepped back.

The space he left behind felt colder than it should have.

Eve blinked once, twice, trying to level her breath. Her mouth was still slightly open. Her body was buzzing, her nerves ringing at a pitch she didn’t know how to quiet. The outfit held her together, but barely — the way a corset holds up someone who’s already falling apart.

He didn’t touch her again. Didn’t lean in.

Just said, softly, “You’re more sensitive than you think.”

Then he turned.

Just like that.

He walked back toward the hallway with the same calm rhythm he always had. Not in a hurry. Not dramatic. He didn’t look back to see if she followed.

And she didn’t.

She stayed frozen in place, both hands gripping the edge of the display table behind her, fingers white-knuckled, lips parted.

The pulse between her legs hadn’t stopped. Not since his hand had been there. Even now, the suit still clung to her in waves — not friction, not pressure, but memory. She felt the imprint of his hand across her chest like it had been sewn into her skin.

She swallowed.

Her mouth still tasted faintly of him. A mix of clean cologne and something more subtle — not quite mint, not quite smoke. Something male.

The lights overhead hummed softly. The boutique was empty now. No customers. No music. Just her, standing in the aftermath of a kiss that hadn’t asked for permission.

And hadn’t needed to.

She looked down at herself — the shimmer of the outfit still perfect, still seamless, still molding to a shape she wasn’t sure belonged to her anymore.

But when she reached up and brushed the back of her hand across her chest — just once, lightly — her breath caught.

She wasn’t imagining it.

She was different now.

And he had known.

The train ride home was a blur.

She didn’t remember the walk to the station. Didn’t remember tapping her card or finding a seat or how long she waited. Her reflection in the window across from her didn’t look like someone who’d just gotten off a shift.

She looked like someone who’d just been touched.

The gloss on her lips was half-worn. Her hair still swept to one side the way Marla had done it that morning. Her skin… glowed. Not from product. Not from sweat. From something else.

She got off two stops too late and didn’t notice until she reached street level.

Back in her apartment — a boxy one-bedroom with pale wood floors and white walls that still felt like someone else’s — she locked the door behind her, kicked off her boots, and stood in the middle of the room for a long time.

Not moving.

Not thinking.

Just feeling.

The outfit still clung like a second skin. It had softened on the commute, relaxed around her hips, but it hadn’t let go. The pressure across her chest was a soft weight now. Familiar. Grounding.

She ran her hands down her sides, feeling the fabric move with her — not resisting, not pressing, just following. It was like walking through heat lightning. Her whole body felt charged.

When she finally reached for the seam at the collar, it parted instantly. No resistance. No effort.

Like the outfit had been waiting for her to decide.

She peeled it off slowly.

The fabric slipped down her shoulders, across her back, down her hips. It was warm all the way through. Damp in places she hadn’t realized. When it reached her thighs, she stepped out of it and folded it carefully, reverently, like something sacred.

Her bare skin was too bright under the apartment lights. Too vulnerable. She padded to the bathroom, flicked off the overheads, and stood in the dim mirror light, tracing the edges of her body with her eyes.

She didn’t look like she used to.

Not just in shape.

In presence.

Her waist had narrowed. Her hips curved differently now. Her breasts — they were breasts, she realized — sat higher than before, just enough to cast their own subtle shadows. Her neck looked longer. Her cheeks softer. Her mouth… kissed.

She touched her lower lip with her thumb and felt the heat rise again.

And then she touched lower.

Not immediately. Not urgently. Just… curiously.

Like testing if a flame still burned.

Her fingers brushed between her legs — and the ache that had been waiting all evening rose to meet her. She hissed through her teeth, not from pain, but from how ready she already was.

It didn’t take much.

A soft stroke. A slow circle. Her legs trembled. Her other hand braced against the counter. The tension Roman had praised in her posture now tightened across her thighs, coiled behind her ribs.

She didn’t think.

She didn’t plan.

She just let it build.

And when it came — when it crashed through her with no warning, no control, no effort — she sobbed once, low and short, like something cracked open in her chest.

Her knees nearly buckled.

She slid down to the tile, breath shuddering, legs splayed, slick and trembling and unsure whether she felt like crying more or laughing.

She pressed her forehead to the cool bathroom wall and let the silence hold her.

Then, in a voice she barely recognized, soft and quiet and hers, she whispered the word that had been sitting in the back of her throat since the boutique:

“…Roman.”

She hadn’t meant to say it.

But it was already out.

And part of her wanted to say it again.


Chapter Five




The boutique was closed, but the dressing room still glowed.

That sterile white light — smooth, soft, inescapable — seemed almost cleaner after hours, like it didn’t have to pretend anymore. It wasn’t there to flatter the skin or sell a product. It was there to expose.

Eve stood barefoot in the center of the room in a cotton wrap Marla had handed her earlier — soft grey, stitched with the VELA insignia near the hem. Her new outfit was folded neatly on the dressing table. Her own clothes — the ones from before — sat untouched in a bag by the wall. She hadn't worn them in days. She wasn’t even sure they’d fit.

Marla entered quietly, tablet tucked under one arm, her expression easy. There was no flirtation tonight. No teasing. Just a kind of quiet readiness, like she was prepping for a procedure she knew by heart.

“Inventory’s finally cleared,” she said. “But Roman wants the accessories drawer logged tomorrow, and I don’t trust the overnight crew not to mess it up.”

Eve blinked. “Accessories drawer?”

Marla gave her a smile. Not fake. Not exactly warm either. Just… rehearsed.

“The old panel behind the dressing table,” she said, walking past Eve to the far wall. “You probably haven’t seen it yet. We don’t usually let new girls open it.”

That phrasing stuck.

New girls.

Not new hires. Not new staff.

Girls.

Marla pressed her palm against a section of the wall that looked no different from the rest — smooth, matte white, no handle, no seam.

And yet, it clicked.

A low mechanical sound echoed behind the wall. Then the panel hissed softly and slid inward, revealing a shallow compartment not much taller than a filing cabinet.

No velvet hangers or branded accessories inside.

Just a series of black folders, arranged vertically, with thin silver labels printed in a sharp, serifed font.

They weren’t alphabetical.

They were coded.

Marla reached for one casually, flipped through it like she was browsing a magazine, then shut it again.

“Roman keeps old pattern logs back here. Fabric behavior, fit data, failed prototypes. Nothing too juicy. But if you’re curious…” She stepped back, making room. “You can look.”

Her tone was light. But her eyes didn’t match it.

Eve hesitated, then stepped forward. Her heart was already racing, though she didn’t know why yet. She traced a finger along the silver labels. Each one had a different code. V‑14B. C‑Δ53. Some had names, too. First names only.

One file was different.

It wasn’t at the back, or the front. It sat near the center, right where her hand landed without thinking.

Label:

EVE

Handwritten. Not printed.

She pulled it out slowly.

Marla didn’t move.

The folder was heavier than it looked — not because of its contents, but because of what it meant to open it.

Inside: photos, notes, clipped scans. A stack of paper sealed with a binder clip labeled "PHASE RECORD — LIVE". Beneath it, a document printed on VELA letterhead:

“SUBJECT: GRAY, A.”

The A had been crossed out and overwritten in pen with: Eve.

Eve’s throat closed.

She flipped to the next page.

A full-body scan. Not artistic. Not flattering. Clinical. It was her. Taken in the dressing room, the day she started. She could tell by the way her hands hung stiff at her sides. By the uncertainty in her eyes.

Below it: markers.

Hip Width: 33.5 → 35.2 (∆+5.1%)

Chest tissue density: 2.1 → 4.6 (∆+119%)

Mandible index: narrowing observed

Testosterone suppression: 68% within 72 hours

Voice resonance shift: 14 Hz reduction

And below all of that: a progress bar.

Completion: 62%

Eve stared at the number like it might change if she blinked enough.

Completion of what?

She turned another page.

Another photo. Taken from the front this time. She was standing in the outfit — the first version, from her first shift. Her expression was hard to read. A mix of confusion and stillness. The image had been annotated. Circled areas: “waist taper,” “collarbone,” “thigh definition.”

Eve closed the folder slowly.

Marla still stood by the doorway. Not pretending to be surprised. Not pretending anything at all.

Eve didn’t say a word.

She just looked at her.

Marla returned the gaze calmly. Not apologetic. Not guilty. Just… waiting.

“If you need to scream,” she said, “wait until I’m out of earshot.”

Then she left the room.

The door slid shut behind her.

And Eve was alone with the truth.

The folder lay open on the dressing table like a wound that wouldn’t close.

Eve stood in front of it, one hand braced on the table’s edge, the other hovering just above the top page, unwilling to touch it again but unable to look away.

She’d seen her name—Eve, handwritten over Alex like a correction—and something in her chest had cracked. Not violently. Not loudly. Just a quiet, undeniable shift. A hinge turning. A trap clicking shut.

She flipped the next page.

Another photo. This one from a low angle, taken from behind. She was stepping onto the modeling platform, her weight caught mid-shift in the hip. The image was black-and-white, high contrast. It looked like footage from a lab, not a boutique.

Notes in the margin:

“Gait feminization: beginning naturally.”

“Spinal curvature consistent with template.”

“Muscle distribution requires no external correction.”

No external correction.

Because the outfit was the correction.

She moved to the next sheet. This one wasn’t a photo — it was a scan. A cross-section of her vocal tract, with comparative charts overlaid. A series of labeled graphs followed: baseline testosterone, rising estrogen markers, cortisol spikes, oxytocin curves.

Each hormone shift was marked with dates.

Each date lined up with a shift in how she felt.

Day 1: First shift. Mild discomfort.

Day 2: Vocal feedback noted. Increased arousal during off-hours.

Day 3: Notable receptivity to direct observation.

Day 4: Spontaneous lubrication detected within sealed suit.

Eve’s breath caught in her throat.

They knew.

They knew everything.

There was no guessing, no waiting to see what she would become.

They had predicted it.

Designed it.

She turned the page.

At first, she didn’t understand what she was seeing. The image was clean — two headshots, side by side. One was her. From a week ago. No makeup, hair pulled back, eyes wide, face caught in some moment between neutral and blank.

The other image…

Wasn’t her.

Not yet.

But it was her.

A projected composite. Skin smooth. Jawline soft. Mouth parted slightly. Cheekbones refined. Hair longer. The eyes were hers, unmistakably — but everything else was so undeniably female it made her dizzy.

A printed line of text beneath both images read:

Projected Completion: 12 days post-initial exposure.

(Subject Gray, A. — “Eve”)

Her hands shook.

There was more beneath — paragraphs of clinical explanation, procedural shorthand, biotech acronyms she didn’t recognize. But the words blurred together.

She couldn’t read anymore.

Her face was hot. Her ears were ringing. And yet… she couldn’t stop looking.

The page with the two portraits stared back at her, frozen in time — one from a week ago. One from next week.

There was no Alex anymore.

Just a record of his disappearance.

She didn’t bother closing the folder.

She carried it bare in both hands, loose pages fluttering slightly as she walked — no, marched — down the boutique corridor, past the softly humming display lights, past the closed doors marked EMPLOYEES ONLY, straight toward the hallway she’d never been invited down.

The one where Roman disappeared when no one was supposed to follow.

She didn’t knock.

She pushed the door open like it was hers to open.

His office was cold, clean, and quiet.

No desk clutter. No chairs besides his own. A soft-glow screen hovered over a single projection table in the corner, dimmed to standby. The walls were slate black. One strip of lighting ran along the upper edge of the ceiling like a horizon at dusk. The shadows swallowed the corners of the room.

Roman sat behind his desk, sleeves rolled to the elbow, hands folded.

He didn’t look surprised.

Of course he didn’t.

Eve threw the folder onto the glass surface between them. It landed with a harsh slap, the top page sliding open to reveal her name — not the original file name. The new one. The real one.

EVE.

He didn’t even glance at it.

“You knew,” she said.

Not a question.

Roman nodded once, slowly. “I did.”

The honesty stunned her more than denial would have.

She stepped forward, heat rising in her chest like a scream trying to claw its way out. “You watched it happen. You let me think it was a coincidence. A mistake. You stood there every day and⁠—”

“I chose you,” he said, cutting her off. Calmly. Not cold. Just… final. “You fit the protocol. You passed the initial soft-scan. The fabric responded to your chemistry without rejection. Your psychological markers aligned with predicted drift.”

She stared at him, eyes wide, throat dry.

He might as well have been talking about lab rats.

“So that’s what this is?” she said. “A fucking test?”

Roman tilted his head. “It’s a process.”

She slammed her hand against the desk.

“I’m not a process. I’m a person.”

“No,” he said, and now his voice dropped — not louder, but heavier. Like a weight placed gently but unmistakably on the floor.

“You were a person. A version of one. One that didn’t know what it wanted. One that looked at herself in the mirror and didn’t see anything worth becoming.”

He stood.

And only then did she realize how close she’d gotten.

He didn’t step around the desk. He just looked at her, level and steady.

“You didn’t know what you were,” he said. “But we did.”

The words hit like ice down her spine.

She didn’t know if she wanted to scream or collapse. Her whole body burned — her cheeks, her chest, the tips of her fingers. She raised one hand, trembling, and slapped him across the face.

Hard.

His head turned slightly from the impact.

But he didn’t react.

He didn’t lift a hand. Didn’t glare. Didn’t flinch.

He just looked back at her again, one cheek reddening slowly under the low light.

She stared at him, panting, heart thudding in her ears.

“I hate you,” she whispered.

Roman’s voice stayed low. Unmoved. Unhurried.

“Then why are you still here?”

The silence that followed didn’t feel like a pause.

It felt like a doorway.

Wide open.

And waiting.

Eve stood frozen, her pulse beating hard against the inside of her skin.

She could still feel the sting in her palm, the heat of contact where she’d struck him. It hadn’t satisfied her. It hadn’t even dented him. Roman stood as steady as he had before, expression unreadable, eyes fixed on hers without challenge.

There was no smugness in his face. No gloating.

Just… patience.

A kind of brutal patience that said he would stand there for as long as it took her to understand what was already true.

The folder lay half-open on the table between them, its pages curling at the corners, the data exposed like a body under examination. She could still see the printed phrase at the bottom of the last page:

“Projected Completion.”

She thought it would feel like betrayal. Like cruelty.

Instead, it felt like a diagnosis she already knew — but had never had the nerve to ask for.

Eve’s breath trembled as she exhaled.

Her legs ached, her body buzzed, and not from fear.

From something far worse.

From need.

She tried to look away from him. Couldn’t. His eyes were still locked on hers — not demanding, not aggressive. But fixed.

She felt the question in that silence, low and humming and wordless.

What are you going to do now?

And for the first time, she didn’t answer it with a decision.

She answered it with a desire.

Her voice came out quieter than she meant. Cracked at the edges. But he heard it.

He had to.

“…Touch me.”

It wasn’t a plea.

It wasn’t brave.

It just was.

Roman didn’t nod. Didn’t speak.

He just stepped around the desk, as if the distance had never mattered. His presence filled the space immediately — taller than her, but not looming. Not closing in. Just… arriving.

His hand came up slowly, and for a moment, she thought he might reach for her face again.

But he didn’t.

He waited.

So she moved.

One step closer. Her fingers brushing the hem of his sleeve. Her chest rising toward him like her body already knew how to be positioned in his hands.

He watched her the whole time.

Measured.

Focused.

Not hungry. Not lusting.

Just committed.

Then his hand touched her hip.

Not hard. Not possessive.

Just the beginning of contact.

And her whole body responded.

His fingers curled slightly against the seam of her wrap, resting just above the bone of her hip. No pressure. No urgency. Just contact — warm and intentional. A touch that waited for her body to accept it before it deepened.

Eve didn’t flinch.

She stepped in, close enough to breathe him in — that familiar scent, the one that clung to the back of her memory like smoke after a fire. She tilted her head up, barely aware of the shift in her spine, the way her hips softened into the alignment the outfit had taught her over the last week.

Roman leaned down.

Not suddenly. Not violently.

But with the gravity of a man who never moved without purpose.

Their mouths met again — but this time, there was no hesitation. His kiss was slow, deep, unhurried. His tongue brushed hers like he was still learning her shape. Still mapping her as she changed.

He unwrapped her without speaking.

The wrap slid from her shoulders with a rustle that felt louder than it should have in the office’s quiet. She stood bare beneath it — not hiding, not covering — and the look in his eyes wasn’t shock or hunger.

It was acknowledgement.

As if this was the body he’d always expected to see.

Roman turned her gently, guiding her backward until her hips pressed against the edge of the black counter. The glass surface was cool against the backs of her thighs, but her skin burned too hot to notice for long. His hands slid around her waist, firm and sure, lifting her effortlessly onto the counter.

She gasped at the movement — not from surprise, but from how easy it felt to be moved by him.

To be positioned.

His fingers spread over her thighs, pressing them apart with measured care. No force. No command. Just invitation. And her body gave him everything he asked for.

When he slid into her — with one long, aching motion that made her breath stutter in her throat — the first thing she felt wasn’t pain.

It was completion.

The slow stretch, the steady weight of him filling her — it should have been foreign. Frightening. But it wasn’t. Her body received him like it had been shaped around the absence of him. Like it had been waiting.

He moved with precision.

No thrust wasted. No rhythm rushed. Every motion felt like it was being designed around her pulse, her breath, the moans she couldn’t hold back.

Her hands scrambled for the edge of the counter behind her as he rocked into her deeper, fuller, until her back arched and her head tipped back with a soft, strangled cry.

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t tell her she was beautiful.

Didn’t ask if she wanted it.

He already knew.

Her body shook as the first orgasm hit — not with convulsions, but with a soft, helpless collapse. Her thighs clenched around his hips. Her nails scraped glass. Her voice broke against the rising wave of sensation, and all she could do was let it happen.

She didn’t know how long he stayed inside her — just that the world narrowed to the heat between them and the rhythm of his breath at her throat.

When he finally pulled back, slow and silent, she didn’t collapse.

She reached for him.

And whispered against his chest:

“Don’t stop making me into her.”

His hand brushed her jaw once. Then again.

Then held.

And he didn’t say no.

It was undeniable that Roman wanted her. His gentle brush was a promise to make into the most irresistible woman a man could want.


Chapter Six




The new outfit came in a box half the size of the others.

Not because it was cheaper.

Because there was less of it.

Marla handed it to her with both hands and a raised eyebrow. She didn’t make a joke. Didn’t tease. She just said:

“This is the final cut.”

Then she turned and walked away, giving Eve her space.

The dressing room felt warmer than usual — not because of the lights, but because Eve knew what this was. It wasn’t a promotion. It wasn’t a costume.

It was a test she had already passed.

She opened the box.

The fabric inside wasn’t just soft — it was liquid. Glossy black, sheer in panels, more negative space than coverage. High-cut at the hips, plunging down the back, sleeveless with a structured collar that hinted at something formal but offered no modesty.

It looked like a second skin that had given up pretending to be clothes.

Eve undressed slowly.

There was no hesitation in her hands now. No pause when her fingers brushed her breasts. No shame when she turned to step into the new garment, pulling it up over thighs that curved like they’d always been meant to.

The fabric clung immediately, kissing her hips, shaping across her waist, lifting her ass with a subtle tension that felt like approval. When she smoothed the top up and let it seal just beneath her collarbone, the entire outfit adjusted in a single, slow contraction — like it was taking its first breath inside her.

She looked in the mirror.

And Alex was gone.

There wasn’t even a trace of him in her jawline anymore. The face that stared back was hers — Eve’s. Lush lips. Soft, high cheeks. A gleam of highlighter across smooth skin that glowed like she was lit from within.

Her eyes didn’t search for the edges of the illusion.

They were the illusion.

They were also the truth.

The door chimed behind her.

Marla stepped in, holding a tablet in one hand, but her gaze never left Eve.

“Oh,” she breathed. “Look at you.”

Eve turned — not shyly, not carefully — elegantly. A dancer’s pivot. A model’s poise.

Marla smiled.

“Miss Eve,” she said, like it was the only name she’d ever known. “We’re going to need a bigger tip jar.”

Eve smiled back. Just a little.

Not because she was proud.

Because she knew it was already true.

Even before she reached the glass platform, eyes were already following her.

The new outfit didn’t beg for attention — it commanded it. Black liquid gloss that clung in motion and revealed just enough to imply more. A sheer panel hugged the inside of her thighs, catching the light in a subtle shimmer that drew every gaze downward. Her back was bare from collar to waist. The neckline? Not low. Open.

Eve walked with a different rhythm now. She didn’t move like someone trying to match an idea. She moved like someone who was the idea.

Customers paused.

A man at the hoodie rack turned just in time to forget what he was holding.

Two women near the wall display stopped mid-conversation.

Even Marla, at the register, gave a soft hum of approval.

The earpiece chimed once.

“Pose one. Shoulders soft, left leg forward. Hands by the collar.”

Eve stepped into the light without hesitation. The platform’s sensors adjusted, casting a soft upward glow that traced every line of her silhouette in slow pulses.

She took the pose easily. Not practiced — natural.

The outfit tightened slightly at her thighs as she shifted her weight. The sheer panel brushed against itself with every breath, sending quiet whispers of friction between her legs. Not enough to distract her.

Just enough to remind her.

Eyes front. Lips parted. Chin down.

The glass at the boutique’s front began to fog lightly with breath from people crowding outside. One man tapped the glass near her feet before slipping a tip card into the reader — $250, no hesitation.

The earpiece buzzed.

“Pose two. Chin raised. Right hand at hip. Press into it.”

She obeyed, letting the gesture flow like silk through water.

The suit responded.

With every shift, it seemed to know what she wanted to say without words. It moved like a partner in a dance — tightening here, lifting there. The collar pressed lightly into her throat with each inhalation, keeping her posture high, elegant, just on the edge of regal.

Another tip.

Then another.

Some didn’t even wait for the next pose. They just stood at the glass, breathless.

And from the far end of the showroom — half-concealed in the shadows between corridor and stockroom — Roman watched.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t move.

His arms were folded. His mouth neutral. But his eyes never left her.

Not once.

Eve could feel the focus of his gaze like a current under her skin. Not lustful. Not admiring.

It was satisfaction.

Like he was watching a sculpture take its final shape.

The final pose came.

She held it longer than needed. Her chest rose and fell in slow rhythm. Her fingers touched her own neck, just lightly, just enough to suggest she knew they were all looking.

The platform lights dimmed.

Shift complete.

Eve stepped down with grace, her heels silent against the tile.

Marla met her halfway, grinning as she held out the tablet with the tip total.

$2,370.

Just one hour.

Eve glanced at the screen, then past it — toward the shadowed end of the store, where Roman stood, still unmoving.

He didn’t call her over.

He just said, quietly, “They believe in what they see.”

And Eve realized that so did she. It was undeniable. Her appearance, physique, the way people looked at her. Everyone knew who she really was.

The boutique had emptied with the smooth, quiet hush of routine.

Lights dimmed. Registers closed. The scent of fabric and faint perfume lingered in the air like something sacred. Marla had given her a thumbs-up, a wink, and a soft “Holy fuck, Miss Eve,” before disappearing into the back office for her bag.

Eve remained in the dressing room, still in the outfit. She hadn’t taken it off.

She didn’t want to.

The mirror reflected someone that still felt like a secret — but less so now. Each hour on the platform was a carving. A polishing. She could feel the femininity she’d once faked now humming through her skin like breath.

She was still watching herself when the door opened.

Roman stepped inside without announcement.

In his hands, he carried a flat box, black-on-black, no label, no tag. Smaller than the usual delivery trays. There was no click of a scanner. No tech signature.

Just a box.

And the way he held it — with both hands, like it mattered.

He said nothing at first. Just approached, eyes scanning her body, not like a man enjoying a view — but like an artist checking proportions.

Then he held it out.

“This isn’t a new outfit,” he said. “It’s yours.”

Eve took it without speaking.

The lid slid off with a soft resistance, like something inside didn’t want to be exposed. Inside, the fabric looked like black chrome — soft, flexible, but with a reflective edge that caught every movement in shades of graphite and silver.

There was barely anything to it.

Two strips to wrap her chest, connected by a collar ring that would sit high at her throat.

One angular panel to hug her lower body — thin as mist, cut high at the hip, leaving thighs and ass almost completely exposed.

The rest?

Air.

Roman didn’t explain it.

He didn’t need to.

“Only one person here can wear this,” he said simply.

Then he turned his back.

Not modesty. Just… trust.

Eve stood there for a moment, staring into the box, her breath coming shallower now — not from doubt. From pressure. From the feeling of stepping into something final.

She undressed slowly.

Not for him.

For her.

Each movement peeled away the old image. She didn’t feel like she was stripping out of a garment — she felt like she was shedding a skin. The room felt colder now, but her blood ran too hot to notice.

She stepped into the new piece carefully, guiding the soft chrome fabric up her thighs.

The lower panel clung instantly — one smooth, perfect seal against her body. No weight. No friction. It felt like water held in shape. The fabric lifted the curve of her ass and parted delicately between her legs, not hiding anything, but enhancing everything.

Then the upper bands — across her chest, her collarbone, up to the ring at her neck. They clasped with no visible connection. No snaps. No zippers. They simply merged.

When she looked up at the mirror again, she stopped breathing.

She was⁠—

Stunning.

Not because of the skin. Not because of the outfit.

Because she had never looked so much like herself.

Roman turned back.

Saw her.

Said nothing.

He didn’t need to.

He had already known what she would look like in it.

The only one who hadn’t known — until now — was her.

Roman said nothing, but the look in his eyes told her everything she needed to know.

There was no shock on his face. No flare of sudden desire. Just the calm, unnerving stillness of a man who had seen this moment long before it arrived. He stood in the corner of the dressing room, arms at his sides, as if she were some equation that had now solved itself.

Eve turned from the mirror, breath rising slowly in her chest.

The air between them had shifted again — not with tension, but with inevitability. She wasn’t waiting for permission anymore. She wasn’t even offering an invitation.

She was the invitation.

And she was done waiting to be unwrapped.

She crossed the room, slow and deliberate, each step silent on the dressing room floor. The outfit barely moved with her — it didn’t need to. It had already fused to her body like a second skin, holding her breasts with gentle upward pressure, cradling the space between her legs with the kind of engineered attention that felt like it had been anticipating this moment longer than she had.

Roman didn’t speak as she reached him.

He didn’t move.

Not until she reached past him and, with one steady hand, turned the dressing room lock with a soft click.

Only then did his eyes shift — just slightly.

It was the only sign he gave.

She slid her hands up the front of his shirt, palms flat, fingers tracing the center seam from hem to collarbone. She felt the heat of his body through the thin fabric. The way his breath deepened — just a little — when she leaned in and pressed her mouth to the corner of his jaw. She didn’t kiss him fully. Not yet.

Her voice was low against his skin.

“I don’t want to be worshipped tonight,” she said. “I want to be used.”

Roman’s hands came to her waist.

Not to push her away. Not even to pull her closer.

Just to feel.

To confirm.

This was no longer about approval. Or coaxing.

This was a woman in full control of her surrender.

She took his hand and walked him backward, step by step, toward the minimalist leather chair he used during long staff meetings. It wasn’t romantic. It wasn’t soft. It was sharp and clean and cold — the perfect stage for something raw.

He sat.

She didn’t wait for more.

She straddled him in a single, fluid motion, legs sliding around his thighs, bare ass brushing the edge of the seat, the chrome-black panel between her legs glistening faintly beneath the room’s overhead light. Her hands went to his belt. Unfastened it. Undid the zipper. Pulled him free with a practiced efficiency that wasn’t rehearsed, but instinctive.

Roman let out a quiet breath when she took him in her hand.

Not a groan. Not a moan.

Just air. Controlled. Like the pressure inside him had shifted.

She guided him toward her, slowly lowering herself, letting the head of his cock press against the soaked, slick fabric still clinging to her. The material didn’t resist. It parted for him — not like cotton or silk, but like skin that had been designed to yield.

She sank onto him inch by inch, and her breath caught the moment he filled her.

It was a new kind of stretch.

Not pain. Not friction.

A claiming.

The shape of him slid into the new shape of her body with a shocking sense of right. Like the missing puzzle piece had finally clicked into place — not a fit born of want, but of design.

Her hands went to his shoulders.

Then she began to ride.

Not fast. Not eager.

With precision.

Her hips moved in slow, tight circles, grinding down against the base of him with every pass. The outfit compressed around her waist with each lift, shaping her posture even now, forcing her to arch her back, to lift her chest, to present herself.

It made the movements smoother.

More exact.

Roman’s hands gripped her thighs now, firm but not directing. Just holding. Letting her do what she came here to do.

She rocked harder.

Her breath came faster.

She didn’t close her eyes. She didn’t bury her face in his neck. She kept her gaze on his — watching it shift. Watching it crack.

And when she felt him begin to break, begin to pulse inside her, she leaned in close, lips brushing his ear, and whispered the name that now belonged to her fully.

“Eve,” she said.

And he groaned it back.

She came with him — body tightening, breath stuttering, climax rippling through her with full-body warmth that started at her core and spread like light through glass. She gasped once. Then again.

And then she collapsed forward, cheek against his shoulder, arms around his neck.

Breathing. Shaking.

Not in pain.

In power.

Because this time…

She had done the taking.

They stayed like that for a long time.

Eve’s legs remained tangled around him, the soft chrome sheen of her outfit cooling against her thighs where the sweat had started to dry. Roman’s breathing slowed gradually beneath her, chest rising steady against her cheek, one broad hand resting on the small of her back. Not gripping. Not guiding. Just there — a weight, an anchor, something solid to cling to in a body that no longer felt like hers alone.

The glow of climax faded slowly, but it left behind something sharper. A tight ache in her throat. A pressure behind her ribs. Not physical. Not even emotional. It was existential, like her bones were trying to decide whether to stay or slip out of her skin entirely.

She didn’t lift her head.

She didn’t move at all.

Her fingers curled tighter behind Roman’s neck, knuckles pressing against his collar. Her breathing had gone silent — not still, but restrained, like she was afraid any sound might break something that hadn’t been spoken yet.

Roman didn’t rush her.

He didn’t ask.

She wasn’t sure how long they sat like that. Could’ve been a minute. Could’ve been an hour. Time didn’t seem to exist between them anymore. Only this sensation — of having crossed something.

Not a line.

A threshold.

When she finally spoke, it came out in a voice that barely sounded like hers. Soft. Cracked. Almost embarrassed by its own honesty.

“I’m scared,” she whispered.

Roman didn’t respond.

She felt his hand shift slightly, smoothing up her back, a single slow stroke that said: Go on.

She buried her face in his neck.

“I don’t know if I’m real anymore.”

There. It was out. The thought that had been circling since the mirror. Since the tip. Since the first time she felt her own reflection smile back.

Was this her?

Or just a costume she’d agreed to wear until she couldn’t take it off?

Was there still an Alex anywhere inside?

Or had he been erased so completely, all that remained was the simulation of someone Roman had designed?

His hand cupped the back of her head, fingers slipping into her hair with a kind of care that hurt more than cruelty would have. Because he didn’t argue. He didn’t reassure.

He just held her.

“You’re becoming,” he said quietly. “That’s the most real thing there is.”

She didn’t answer.

But she didn’t move away either.

And that, maybe, was her answer.


Chapter Seven




The first time Eve saw him, he was already dressed in VELA black.

The front door hadn’t chimed. She’d simply turned from the register to see someone standing at the glass countertop with Marla — tallish, lean, and immaculate in that curated way some people managed without trying. Jesse. Early twenties. Short platinum hair that looked more silver than blond under the lights. Nails painted jet-black. One earring — a long, single chain that brushed his neck when he tilted his head to smile.

Which he did.

Often.

“Hey,” he said, holding out a hand like it was perfectly natural to greet her mid-shift. “You must be Eve. They told me you were the one to watch.”

His palm was cool. Dry. Deliberate.

Eve blinked at him, then glanced at Marla.

Marla just shrugged and smirked. “New hire. Came in pre-approved. Roman didn’t mention it?”

He hadn’t.

But Eve smiled anyway, the kind of smile she now knew how to wear without effort.

“Welcome to the hive,” she said, releasing his hand.

Jesse laughed softly, looking her over — not in the crude, strip-you-down way most men did, but with a slow, almost scientific gaze. Like he was checking a calibration.

“You really are the template,” he said under his breath.

Eve tilted her head. “The what?”

Jesse didn’t blink. “Never mind.”

He said it like it hadn’t been a slip — like she was imagining it.

But the way he kept looking at her — posture loose, eyes alert — reminded her of something. Something she hadn’t felt in days.

Surveillance.

She stepped back slightly, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear to cover the way her shoulders had stiffened.

Marla handed Jesse a slim case with his ID and tablet access card. “Go get fitted. Dressing room two is clear.”

He nodded once, cast Eve a final lingering glance, and walked down the hallway like he already knew the angles of it.

As soon as he disappeared behind the curtain, Eve turned back to Marla.

“Who approved him?”

Marla didn’t miss a beat. “Roman. Said he was fast-tracked. High scan compatibility. Took one look at the metrics and greenlit him.”

Eve narrowed her eyes. “What metrics?”

Marla just arched a brow. “The same kind they used for you.”

But her tone didn’t hold malice. Just inevitability.

That was what made it worse.

Eve turned back toward the mirror behind the register. She adjusted her collar slightly, just to keep her hands busy.

Her reflection stared back, flawless as ever.

But for the first time since stepping into this skin…

She felt like she wasn’t alone in it.

The next few shifts felt like déjà vu in reverse.

Jesse slipped into the boutique’s rhythm with too much ease — not just learning the floor model routines, but mimicking them. Movements that took Eve days to perfect came to him in hours. The way he turned under the lights, how he tilted his chin mid-pose, the subtle ways he adjusted his stance when customers looked his way… it was like watching a recording of herself.

A little too good.

A little too familiar.

At first, Eve told herself it was envy.

She’d earned her place with sweat and silence and submission. Jesse just strolled in like he’d been built for it.

But then came the language.

They were prepping for a platform rotation — Marla adjusting Eve’s collar while Jesse hovered nearby, eyes tracking her movements like a student — when he said it.

“You move like you’ve been edited frame by frame.”

Eve froze.

Not because it was strange — but because it was identical.

Roman had said the same thing once. The exact phrasing. In the dressing room mirror, late at night. His voice had been low, reverent, almost clinical.

She turned toward Jesse too fast.

He smiled, like he hadn’t noticed the shift in her expression. “Sorry. Was that too much? I’m kind of obsessed with posture lately.”

Eve forced a breath through her nose, smoothing her expression.

“Where’d you hear that line?” she asked, tone light but pointed.

Jesse shrugged. “Just something I picked up during onboarding. Roman’s a poet, isn’t he?”

She didn’t answer.

And he didn’t wait.

Instead, he leaned in slightly, eyes dropping to her hips as she shifted in place.

“Your gait’s changed,” he murmured. “You’re heel-loading now. More femoral rotation. It’s subtle, but it’s different from your intake file.”

Eve’s stomach dropped.

She hadn’t mentioned her walk. Not to Roman. Not to Marla. She hadn’t even said it aloud to herself. But she’d felt it. The way her hips began to swing more naturally. The softness of her balance. Like the fabric had taught her how to move, not just how to pose.

No one should have noticed.

No one should have been tracking.

She took a step back.

“What file?” she asked, voice lower now. Sharper.

Jesse just smiled again, but this time the charm faltered. Something in his face pulled tight.

“Nothing,” he said too quickly. “Forget I said anything.”

But she didn’t.

She couldn’t.

Because now the pattern was clear.

He hadn’t just been watching her.

He was quoting her data.

She waited until the store was silent again.

VELA after hours wasn’t just quiet — it was clinical. No ambient music. No LED shimmer in the walls. Just darkness and still air, the boutique’s glossy white surfaces now cold and inert without bodies to animate them. Even the mannequins in the display window looked frozen mid-thought.

Eve didn’t bother with stealth.

She still had keycard access — a privilege she hadn’t questioned until now.

The glass doors slid open with their usual whisper. No alarms. No alerts. If anyone was monitoring the system, they didn’t stop her. Which meant either someone expected her… or no one did.

Both possibilities made her skin tighten.

She walked quickly but not hurriedly, heels soft on the tile. The corridor to Roman’s office was pitch black except for a single green light above the handle. The lock recognized her ID immediately. The door opened.

No resistance.

The office smelled like cedar and cold metal — the same way Roman always did. Clean, masculine, minimal. No decor. No warmth. Just a desk, a chair, and a single recessed terminal mounted into the wall behind tinted glass.

It powered on at her presence.

A soft blue interface blinked into life.

VELA Internal System — AUTHORIZED ACCESS ONLY

Please enter credential ID:

Eve entered her employee code. The same one they gave her after her third shift. The same one printed on the bottom of every tip report.

ACCESS DENIED.

She tried again. Slower this time. Careful.

ACCESS DENIED.

Her heart kicked once, hard.

Then her fingers moved — not with thought, but with instinct.

She typed: ALEX.GRAY.0426

The terminal paused. Processing.

A chime.

Then—

ACCESS GRANTED.

Her breath caught in her throat.

The screen shifted. File architecture unfolded like petals: permissions, internal memos, biometric logs, and a folder titled simply:

VELA: Subject Profiles > GR-11

She clicked it.

Her name was the folder name.

Or rather—his.

Alex Gray. Subject GR-11.

The screen flickered as the directory loaded.

And what opened wasn’t a file.

It was a project.

The directory opened like a wound — slow, quiet, and impossibly deep.

Eve stared as the file tree unfolded. Dozens of subfolders. Hundreds of documents. They weren’t labeled with her name, but with a number: GR-11. A long column of metadata appeared on the right side of the screen. And there, in the top corner, was the first confirmation she hadn’t imagined a thing:

Subject Name: ALEX GRAY

Intake Status: ACTIVE

Current Identity: EVE

She didn’t move for a long moment. It was as though the data had frozen her, even if temporarily.

Her hand hovered over the controls, fingers trembling slightly.

Then she opened the first document.

It was a selection form.

Not a job application. Not a performance review.

A cold, digital sheet of qualifications.

Candidate GR-11 displays high psychological compliance with identity feedback loops.

Prior social instability + recent emotional trauma suggest increased responsiveness.

Gendered presentation: male, uncertain. Subject demonstrates body dysphoria without language for it.

Potential for transformation: HIGH.

Recommended for onboarding.

The date on the form?

Two weeks before she saw the “Help Wanted” sign.

Eve’s eyes locked on the digital signature at the bottom.

R. VALE

She clicked the next file.

A before-and-after model — side-by-side renders of Alex’s intake scan and Eve’s current body state. Not speculative. Accurate. Down to the curve of her spine. The tilt of her jaw. The slight redistribution of muscle tone from shoulders to hips.

There were notes beside it.

Voice modulation achieved.

Subcutaneous reshaping at 52%.

Breast tissue formation: stable.

Genital interface: fully sealed. Subject unaware of neural dampeners.

She kept reading.

Report after report.

Each one more detailed. More invasive.

Her intake interview had been recorded — not the one she remembered, but the walk-in. The day she stepped inside VELA. It had been scripted. Labeled as “spontaneous subject approach – scenario successful.” Her words were analyzed in real-time.

There were logs of her emotional responses during platform rotations. Biometric readings. Pupil dilation graphs when Roman spoke to her. Arousal spikes.

The outfit hadn’t reacted to her.

It had been reading her.

Every time she moaned, or stared too long in the mirror, or whispered her name with guilt and pleasure in the same breath…

They’d known.

Roman had known.

She wasn’t the anomaly.

She was the control.

She scrolled faster now, something rising in her throat — not tears, not yet — until she reached the last file in the list.

Personal Addendum:

Subject has shown unexpectedly strong integration of post-identity.

No resistance logged after day four.

This was the correct candidate.

I don’t regret this one.

– R.V.

The signature at the bottom wasn't typed.

It was hand-drawn.

Eve stared at it.

Then closed the file.

She didn’t cry.

But she was shaking.

Not because she felt broken.

Because part of her had always wondered if this wasn’t her choice.

Now she knew.

It wasn’t.

Not in the beginning.

But the question still burned in her mouth, already forming into a whisper:

If he chose her…

Does that make everything she’s become any less real?

She didn’t leave.

Not when the file closed.

Not when the screen faded to black.

Not when her breath finally slowed.

Eve stayed exactly where she was — in Roman’s office, surrounded by white silence and dark glass, with the scent of his skin still woven into the furniture. The data was gone from the screen, but it wasn’t gone from her. It clung to her like the outfits she once tried to peel away: seamless, invasive, permanent.

Her fingers curled tight against the edge of the desk.

Not from anger. Not exactly.

From clarity.

There was no rage behind her ribs. No cinematic scream building in her throat. What she felt was colder than that. Heavier. Like she’d been told a secret her body had already known — and now, it could never unknow it.

She had been selected.

Scouted. Tracked. Tagged.

Not hired. Harvested.

The Eve in the mirror wasn’t born of accident or opportunity.

She was authored.

And the part that made Eve want to scream — just quietly, into her own skin — was that she still felt beautiful. Still felt right. Still felt like herself.

Even now.

Even knowing.

When the door finally opened, she didn’t turn.

She’d left the file open on the desk, her employee record displayed in sterile black and white. Her name. Her number. Her evolution.

Roman stepped in and paused.

She heard the door click shut behind him.

Silence.

He didn’t ask what she was doing there.

He knew.

Eve stood slowly. Not stiff, not dramatic. Just steady. Her legs ached faintly from the way she’d been sitting, but her spine remained straight. Her hair was still perfect. Her skin glowed under the cool light.

She was every inch the woman he’d built.

And she looked him in the eye when she asked:

“Was I ever a choice?”

Roman didn’t flinch.

Didn’t deflect.

He stepped forward, unhurried, until he stood across the desk from her — the open file between them like a corpse neither of them wanted to bury.

“I made the decision,” he said simply.

Not cruel.

Just true.

Eve’s mouth parted slightly. She wanted to argue. Wanted to feel indignant. Wanted the rush of anger that would justify everything she was feeling. But instead, she just shook her head once.

“I thought I was lucky,” she said. “That you saw something in me. That maybe I was… becoming something on my own.”

“You were.”

“Don’t,” she snapped, voice cracking before she could catch it. “Don’t do that. Don’t play the mentor. Or the lover. Or whatever the fuck this has been.”

He didn’t move.

“Then what do you want from me?” he asked softly.

She laughed, but there was no humor in it. Just exhaustion.

“I don’t know,” she said. “An apology? A reason? Something to make this feel like it wasn’t just a science project with a pretty ending.”

Roman’s jaw tensed — the smallest shift.

Then he stepped around the desk. She didn’t back away.

His presence, so commanding before, now felt almost delicate. Like he knew one wrong movement would break her.

“I didn’t fall in love with a subject,” he said. “I fell in love with what you became.”

She stared at him.

Hard.

Looking for the lie.

But there wasn’t one.

And that… was worse.

Because it wasn’t the manipulation that cut deepest. It wasn’t the documentation, or the graphs, or the checkboxes beside her identity.

It was that he’d loved her after the change.

Not before.

Not Alex.

Just Eve.

And some small, traitorous part of her still wanted that to be enough.

Her voice was almost a whisper.

“I don’t know who I am without you.”

Roman reached out.

Didn’t touch her.

Just held his hand open — a silent offering. His eyes spoke the words. You know exactly who you are, Eve.

She looked at his hand.

And for one terrible, tender second…

She wanted to take it.


Chapter Eight




The outfit came off harder than she expected.

It always clung, always resisted, but this time it fought her — as if it knew. As if it understood what she was doing.

Eve didn’t take it off like a model changing for the night.

She ripped it away.

Fingers under the seams — what few still existed — pulling and peeling like she was trying to separate herself from the person who’d lived inside it. She didn’t cry. Not yet. But her chest ached, lungs burning from the shallow breaths she hadn’t noticed piling up.

The last of the material came free with a wet sound, sliding from her hips, falling to the floor like something discarded in a lab.

She didn’t hesitate.

She scooped the outfit up with both hands, shoved it into the waste bin by the door, and flipped the lid shut with a loud metallic clang.

Then she turned on the shower.

Hot.

Hot enough to blister.

Steam flooded the room in seconds, fogging the mirror, making the walls sweat.

She stepped inside and let the water hit her.

Not gently.

Not like a rinse.

Like punishment.

She scrubbed every inch of herself — not sensually, not erotically — with clinical force. Palms against her thighs, her stomach, her breasts. Skin flushed red beneath her fingernails. She didn’t stop until the pads of her fingers tingled and her lips had gone pale.

She wanted to shed it all.

The softness.

The curve.

The scent of femininity that still clung to her, even now, even bare.

It didn’t work.

The body beneath the grime wasn’t his.

It was still hers.

Still Eve.

She turned off the water, stood dripping for a moment, then wrapped herself in a towel and walked naked to the bedroom.

The closet door creaked when she pulled it open.

The old clothes were still there — buried deep, folded under the newer, sleeker things Roman had selected for her. At first, she didn’t recognize the denim. Or the stretched-out hoodie. But when she picked them up, they smelled like a memory.

Dust and cotton.

Loneliness and safety.

She dressed slowly.

Boxers first. They were loose in the wrong places, tight in the worse ones. Her hips didn’t want them. Her ass had no room. But she forced them up, teeth gritted, breath held.

Then jeans. Stiff. Wrong. The crotch sagged where nothing remained.

The hoodie came last — and for a moment, when it covered her body, there was silence.

No shimmer. No suction. No pulse of smart-thread fabric trying to sculpt her into something she already was.

Just fabric.

She stood in front of the mirror.

Looked.

Waited.

And what stared back wasn’t Alex.

It wasn’t even a distortion of him.

It was Eve — stuffed into a shape she no longer owned.

The clothes didn’t hide her.

They betrayed her.

Too tight across the chest. Too long in the sleeves. Too much curve beneath the cotton. Her face was still framed by waves of damp, feminine hair. Her lips were still soft and parted.

She looked like a teenage boy in his older sister’s body.

She looked like a joke.

The kind you don’t laugh at.

The hoodie clung to her back like a wet towel, the cotton soaking through with the last of her shower heat. At first, she told herself the dampness was just sweat. Just nerves. Just the aftershock of peeling herself away from the outfit, from the boutique, from the man she still couldn’t stop thinking about. But it wasn’t just sweat. It was something deeper. A pulse. A flush. A tension rising inside her skin as if her body was trying to reject the fabric that covered it.

The jeans scraped against her thighs every time she moved. They weren’t tight enough to hug her, but they weren’t loose enough to ignore either. The rough stitching along the inseam caught on skin that wasn’t used to friction anymore, and the waistband, too low for her new hips, dug in unevenly above the curve of her pelvis. The sensation wasn’t just uncomfortable — it was infuriating. Like every stitch was a rebuke.

When she adjusted the hem of the hoodie, her nipples caught against the cotton. She gasped, not from pain, but from sheer, overwhelming hypersensitivity. They ached with a low, rhythmic pulse, not quite arousal, but not far off. The fabric dragged over them like sandpaper laced with static. She clutched the front of the hoodie, pressing it away from her chest, but even the movement of her arms sent another wave of irritation skittering across her skin.

She staggered back, half-sitting on the edge of the bed, trying to focus, trying to breathe through it. This wasn’t dysphoria. It wasn’t even body horror. It was like a rejection — her body treating anything that didn’t affirm her new form as a kind of toxin. The clothes weren’t just wrong. They were foreign. The way they pinched and dragged and suffocated made her feel like she was wearing someone else’s skin… and being punished for it.

She tried to ignore it. She told herself she could still salvage something. That if she could just get out of the apartment, blend into the noise of the city, find a bar or a coffee shop or any place where no one knew her name, she might feel human again. She might feel free.

So she grabbed a pair of sunglasses from the dresser and pulled the hoodie’s hood up tight, tucking in the edges of her hair like a criminal trying to dodge a security camera. Her heart beat faster than it should have. But she walked to the door, put her hand on the handle, and pulled it open.

The hallway air hit her like ice.

Even through the hoodie, the air bit at her damp skin, clinging to her in all the wrong places. The cotton had soaked through at the armpits. The jeans pinched with every step. Her boxers felt like a paper bag between her legs — scratchy, stiff, insistent. Her whole lower half pulsed with heat that had nothing to do with the weather and everything to do with what she’d tried to bury.

She made it outside.

The city was loud. Unapologetic. Pedestrians passed in waves, headphones in, faces buried in screens, most not looking twice. But a few glanced her way. One man nodded as he passed and said, “Excuse me, miss.” A woman held the door for her at a pharmacy and smiled politely. Another called, “Ma’am? You dropped something,” even though she hadn’t.

The mask didn’t work.

They didn’t see Alex.

They didn’t hesitate.

She was her — no matter what she wore. No matter how she tried to walk or speak or vanish into the crowd. The stares she used to crave on the platform now felt invasive, but they weren’t cruel. They were simply... correct.

She ducked into a train station, slid onto a bench, and stared at her reflection in the darkened window across the tracks. The hoodie sagged around her frame, too big in the shoulders, too small at the waist. Her lips were still full, her eyes framed by thick lashes, her cheekbones unmistakably high, soft, sculpted. She could see the outline of her chest through the fabric. She crossed her arms. It didn’t help.

The ache between her legs worsened with each shift of position — as if her body missed the touch of the outfit. Or the pressure. Or Roman. She clenched her thighs, but it only made the heat stronger. A part of her hated how fast her body had adapted. Hated that it remembered. But it did.

It remembered the pressure.

The rhythm.

The pleasure.

And now, without it, it wasn’t still.

It was starving.

The city didn’t care who she used to be.

Eve drifted through it like fog—unrooted, weightless, fraying at the edges. She walked with her head down at first, hoodie tight over her face, hands in her pockets to hide the slight tremble. But even that gesture felt unfamiliar now. Defensive. Masculine in a way her shoulders no longer were. Her arms brushed the curve of her chest with every step, and each movement reminded her this wasn’t a disguise. It was a reversal. A denial of what had already taken hold.

She caught her reflection in the passing windows of a bookstore, a dry cleaner, a parked car. No matter the glass, no matter the angle, the shape staring back was the same. Not a man in hiding. Not a woman pretending.

Just her.

Her posture had changed. She couldn’t unsee it now. Even slouched, her hips led every step. Her spine curved with a faint dancer’s arc. Her hands — smaller, more delicate than she remembered — moved with a softness she hadn’t been taught. It was in her muscles now. In her joints. In her instincts.

She tried speaking to herself under her breath. Just a few test words. A clumsy, low-toned “Hey,” followed by a sharper “What?” to hear how it landed.

The voice was wrong.

Not because it was feminine.

But because the masculine sounded like an affectation now.

Like she was doing drag.

That realization hit her harder than anything Roman had ever said. The stranger in the boutique, the documents on the screen, even Jesse’s too-familiar smile — none of it prepared her for this.

Alex didn’t sound real anymore.

He sounded performed.

At one point, she wandered into a coffee shop, ordered something basic just to stand somewhere warm, and the barista smiled at her and said, “That’s a lovely voice.” Eve blinked, startled, then nodded without answering.

She left without waiting for the drink.

She took the long streets after that. Wandered until the buildings blurred and her feet hurt. The boxers had ridden up into a shape she couldn’t ignore. Her thighs chafed. Her chest was raw from the hoodie’s seams. She tried to find something, anything, that felt like it used to. But everything was either too tight, too soft, too loud, or too her.

She sat on the curb outside a corner deli at dusk, watching the sun melt behind a row of low-rise apartments, and tried to imagine what Alex would’ve done. If he’d still be working some bullshit desk job. If he’d ever have kissed someone like Roman. If he’d have worn an outfit like that first one — shiny black, high-cut, second-skin smooth — and liked it.

She tried to conjure that version of herself. But every memory came filtered through her new face. Her new voice. Her new desires.

She was losing the thread.

And the worst part?

She couldn’t decide if that meant she was broken…

…or finally whole.

The rain started halfway through the walk back.

Eve didn’t remember choosing a direction. She didn’t remember crossing half the city. But her feet kept moving, block after block, until the streetlights took on a familiar rhythm and the clean symmetry of Roman’s building came into view like something summoned rather than found.

The hoodie clung to her skin now — waterlogged and heavy, sleeves dragging past her wrists. Her jeans were soaked through, sticking to her thighs, the denim so stiff it scraped. Every step made her legs ache and her knees tremble. Her nipples were hard beneath the fabric, not from arousal but from cold, friction, exhaustion. Her hair, matted and damp, clung to her cheeks.

She didn’t look like a model anymore.

She looked like a wreck.

But she didn’t stop walking.

The front entrance opened without resistance. No security challenge. No intercom request. The doorman wasn’t even at the desk. She moved through the lobby in silence, trailing water with every step, and when the elevator opened, she stepped inside like she belonged there. The mirrored walls didn’t lie. She looked like hell.

But she didn’t turn away from her reflection.

She didn’t blink.

When the doors slid open, she stood before his apartment for a full ten seconds before reaching for the handle. She expected it to be locked. A final boundary. A punishment, maybe.

It wasn’t.

The door opened.

Roman was there.

He didn’t look surprised. He didn’t speak. He didn’t even move from where he stood in the kitchen, a glass of something amber-colored in one hand. He just looked at her — rain-soaked, red-eyed, ruined — and waited.

She didn’t try to explain.

There was no story to give him.

No justification that would sound sane even to her own ears.

She stepped inside.

The door clicked shut behind her.

The warm air hit her skin like hands. Not aggressive. Not demanding. Just there. Her body gave an involuntary shudder — not fear, not cold — something else. Like nerves giving out.

Roman set the glass down.

He approached her slowly, steps deliberate, his expression unreadable. He didn’t say her name. Didn’t ask where she’d been. When he reached her, he didn’t touch her immediately.

He simply looked.

Water dripped from her chin, tracing the line of her throat, down to the cling of her hoodie.

Still, no words.

He reached up, gently, and tugged the hood down.

Wet hair fell across her face.

He pushed it back — one hand against her temple, fingers brushing behind her ear. She leaned into the touch without meaning to. Her breath hitched.

Then his hands moved lower — to the front of the hoodie, slowly peeling it upward.

She didn’t stop him.

When her chest was bare, nipples cold and aching, he didn’t leer. Didn’t grope. His touches were measured — reverent, steady, precise. His thumbs brushed the sides of her breasts, not in arousal but in acknowledgment.

Her breath broke.

He sank to his knees without ceremony and undid her jeans. Peeled them down slowly, soaked fabric dragging over damp skin. Her body shivered with the release of pressure, and when the boxers came off, she let out a sound that wasn’t a cry but wasn’t silence either.

Roman stood again.

He didn’t kiss her.

Not yet.

He just placed one warm hand against her lower back, guiding her toward the bedroom with a touch that asked nothing but allowed everything.

She didn’t ask why she’d come.

She didn’t ask what this meant.

She only knew this was the only place her body didn’t feel like it was trying to tear itself apart. Everything was safe with Roman.

The bedroom was just as she remembered it — low light, thick air, the subtle warmth of the floors radiating into her bare feet. But tonight, it felt different. Not safer, exactly. Not sweeter. Just inevitable. Like this was where the story had always been heading, no matter how many detours she pretended were choices.

Eve stood near the edge of the bed, arms at her sides, the chill of her wet clothes now gone, replaced by a deeper, quieter discomfort. Naked, but not raw. Just… unfinished. Her body was humming under the skin — a low, constant vibration like anticipation trapped in bone. It wasn’t arousal yet. It wasn’t fear. It was something more terrifying than either: recognition.

Roman returned a moment later with the black outfit she’d worn on her first day. Sleek. Glossy. Familiar in the way old dreams are familiar — not vivid, but irreversible.

He didn’t say a word as he unfolded it.

She should have screamed at him. Accused him. Demanded answers for every file, every signature, every inch of data he’d collected from her body while she thought she was discovering it on her own. But now that she was here — bare, aching, unraveling — there was nothing left to say that wouldn’t sound like permission.

Her silence was the answer.

He knelt in front of her again.

The outfit opened under his hands, like it had been waiting for her all along.

He guided one foot in, then the other, slowly drawing the material up her calves, thighs, hips — and with every inch it climbed, her body changed. Not physically. That was already done. But reawakened. The fabric didn’t just fit. It found her. Cradled her. Claimed her.

Her breath hitched the moment it passed her waist.

She gripped the edge of the dresser to steady herself, muscles trembling beneath the surface, nipples tightening before the fabric even reached them. He worked in silence, smoothing the outfit across her stomach, over her ribs, up across her chest — and when it sealed over her breasts, her knees buckled.

She didn’t moan.

She gasped.

Like surfacing from underwater after days without air.

Roman steadied her, arms around her waist, cheek against her belly. She clutched his shoulders. Her skin felt too tight. Her bones too soft. The material around her chest compressed gently, and then — just slightly — pulsed. Once.

That was all it took.

The orgasm came without rhythm or buildup — no teasing, no touch, no friction. Just release. Her whole body seized with it, hips shuddering, legs folding, a cry torn from her throat that wasn’t loud but full. She collapsed into him, breathless, boneless, her forehead pressed to his shoulder.

She hated how good it felt.

Hated how necessary it was.

Hated that the only place she felt whole anymore was inside the thing that had erased Alex completely.

But god — she couldn’t stop crying.

Not from pain.

From relief.

Roman carried her to the bed like a secret. He didn’t lay her down like something broken. He settled her into the sheets like something sacred. Her eyes were still wet. Her breath came in shallow little catches, like hiccups between sobs. But she didn’t pull away.

He undressed slowly, without spectacle. No dominance. No seduction. Just presence. When he joined her, skin to skin, fabric to warmth, she turned toward him without needing to be asked.

The sex wasn’t fast. It wasn’t hard. It wasn’t loud.

It was quiet.

Measured.

Every motion was a sentence unfinished, a question asked with a hand instead of a mouth. She didn’t arch or writhe or pose. She breathed him in, moaned into his chest, clutched his hand against her ribs like if he let go, she’d dissolve.

And when he leaned in close — his voice low and warm against her ear — and whispered:

“You’re my girl.”

Something broke open in her, but not in pieces.

It was like a door unlatched.

And for the first time, she answered without fear.

“I know.”


Chapter Nine




The lights were hotter than she remembered.

Not just in temperature — in presence. Overhead, they bled white across the silver runway, casting long, liquid shadows down the boutique’s walls. Behind her, the dressing area pulsed in low violet tones, while a crowd of customers—stylists, collectors, influencers, whispering rich girls in designer heels—gathered beyond the glass. It wasn’t a show anymore.

It was a spectacle.

And Eve stood at the center of it.

Her heels tapped softly against the metal catwalk as she stepped forward. The new outfit—if you could even call it that—was less a garment and more a declaration. High-cut at the hips, sheer along the thighs, with translucent panels that left her waist and sternum exposed in faint, glistening strips. The material clung to her breasts like a liquid second skin, lifting and shaping without hiding. A tiny shimmer outlined her nipples, catching the spotlight with every step.

She didn't adjust it.

She didn’t cross her arms or shy away.

She let them look.

Because that’s what this was: not a performance, not a brand demo.

An unveiling.

She was the product now. The promise. The proof.

And not a single person in that crowd looked confused.

No one asked who she used to be.

They only leaned forward.

Some with phones. Others with eyes wide and lips parted. One man in a blazer whispered something to his wife and tapped the side of his wrist display. Her image would be on socials in seconds.

And she didn’t care.

She posed.

Right leg forward, hips angled, arms down with fingers loose. Then a quarter turn to the left, weight shifted, gaze level — just as Marla had taught her. The lights hit the outfit from the side, illuminating the faint golden tracing that ran along her spine, down her thighs. The latest feature: reactive filament. Not visible under static light. But here, under heat and gaze, it glowed.

She didn’t smile.

She didn’t need to.

From the sidelines, Marla watched with arms crossed and a look Eve recognized — not pride exactly. Satisfaction. Like this was always how things were supposed to go. Like she'd simply been waiting for Eve to catch up.

The platform shifted beneath her heels with a soft magnetic click.

Time for the next pose.

She pivoted with practiced elegance, crossing one foot behind the other and letting her body settle into the kind of sway that felt more natural now than stillness ever had. Her hair had been slicked to one side — glossy, dark, long enough to kiss her collarbone. Her makeup was delicate, radiant, with shimmer on her cheeks and a touch of soft copper on her lips.

Cameras clicked.

Someone reached out toward the glass.

Eve didn’t move.

She owned this.

Owned every inch of skin under the outfit. Every shift of weight. Every stare.

Because she wasn't faking anymore.

She wasn’t pretending to be seen.

She expected to be.

And when she finally allowed herself to look across the room — past the crowd, past the flashing lights — she found him.

Roman.

Standing at the back, arms folded, jaw slack but unreadable, eyes locked on her with the same focus he always had.

Except this time, she didn’t feel like an experiment.

She felt like a match.

She held his gaze through the next pose.

And for once, he was the one who looked away first.

The dressing suite was quiet now. The hush after applause. Eve sat in front of the wide vanity mirror, elbows on her thighs, still in the sheer ensemble, chest rising and falling as the adrenaline left her in slow, rippling waves. Her reflection looked back without blinking. Lips still flushed. Collarbone damp. The fabric clung to her curves like condensation—less a costume than a second epidermis. She had never looked more like herself.

But she wasn’t sure if she’d ever felt less like a person.

The praise, the stares, the weightless euphoria of being the image everyone wanted… it had been addictive. Addictive in a way that left her hollow now, unmoored in the absence of heat and light and cameras. She could still feel the poses in her muscles, each shift like a bruise. Beautiful, aching fatigue. The kind that said: You’ve been witnessed. You’ve been devoured.

A quiet knock on the door pulled her from the trance. She didn’t answer. She didn’t need to. A moment later, Roman entered.

He didn’t ask if she was decent. He didn’t look shocked by what she was wearing—or what it implied. He only stepped inside with a quiet authority that made the air around him feel heavy.

In his hands: a black garment box, thin and sleek, the kind that had no hinges or lid, just two magnetic seams that opened at a brush.

He said nothing for a moment. Then, simply:

“It’s ready.”

Eve looked at the box. Then up at him.

Her voice came out low, even. “What is it?”

Roman set the box on the vanity beside her. “The next prototype. No pulse anchors. No compression seams. Full memory filament. It maps to you, not the other way around.”

She blinked. “So it adapts?”

His gaze met hers. “No. It remembers.”

There was a quiet hum beneath her skin again, the faint beginning of a shiver. She tried to keep her expression neutral, but her fingers flexed in her lap without permission. Not out of fear. Not exactly. But because a very old part of her—a part that used to be Alex—still wanted to ask: Is this safe?

But that voice was faint now. Easier to ignore.

Roman slid the box toward her. Not forcefully. Not suggestively. It wasn’t a test.

“Would you like to try it?”

Not you need to, not for the brand, not for me. Just that one question.

She stared at the box.

No part of her wanted to say no.

She reached out, thumbs against the edges, and the magnetic seal broke with a soft exhale of air. The outfit inside was folded so precisely it looked sculpted. Matte black, thinner than anything she’d worn before, with subtle streaks of opal shimmer embedded in the fabric like veins of something organic. When she touched it, it felt impossibly soft. Lighter than skin. Cooler than silk. And the moment her fingers brushed it, it warmed beneath her palm.

The outfit wanted her.

Not like a suit.

Like a memory.

She looked at Roman again, slower this time, as if seeing him through a new lens. The same man who had pulled her out of data entry obscurity and turned her into a living dream. The same man who had touched her not like a prize, but like something built to be understood. And now… he was offering her a choice.

She rose from the bench.

She didn’t speak.

She didn’t ask if he wanted to stay.

She simply turned, stepped behind the privacy screen, and began to change.

Not because she had to.

Because she wanted to know what this new skin would feel like.

And because for the first time, the choice was hers.

The new outfit didn’t cling—it breathed.

Where earlier iterations had pressed and shaped her like wet clay, this one pulsed faintly with every movement, anticipating her gestures, curving into her with unthinking intimacy. It didn’t correct her posture; it followed it. When she shifted in her seat, it flexed with her, smoothing lines that weren’t visible, enhancing curves that already existed. Not a correction, not even enhancement — amplification. Like it didn’t want to change her. Only help her be more.

She sat in the breakroom, legs crossed, one arm slung over the back of the bench, her other hand still resting gently over her thigh where the fabric shimmered faintly with every heartbeat. The room was dim, quiet, unused for hours. Marla was somewhere in the front, handling the aftermath of the event. Roman had gone silent again, giving her space.

And she needed it.

Not to think.

To remember.

She opened the tablet she hadn’t touched in days. The one still logged into her old employee profile — under the name Alex Gray. The login screen almost felt like a joke now. Like something left behind by someone else. She entered the password anyway. Her fingers knew it automatically.

The screen loaded.

Old documents, timecards, schedule grids.

At the bottom: a single saved file.

A voice memo.

Dated from her first night in the store.

Before the first tips. Before the mirror. Before Marla’s brush against her cheek and Roman’s hands on her waist.

She tapped play.

The audio crackled to life.

“Test one… uh. Memo one. Whatever.

It’s Alex. I just… wanted to save something. Before I forget who I was today.”

Her breath caught.

She hadn’t remembered recording it. But the voice was unmistakably hers — low, scratchy, a little too fast. Not quite confident, not quite scared. Just adrift.

“I said yes to something weird today. I lied about who I was. I put on an outfit that didn’t feel like mine.

But when I looked in the mirror, I didn’t hate it.

And I don’t know what that means.”

She didn’t realize she was crying until the tablet screen shimmered under her tears.

Not because she missed him.

But because she’d forgotten how brave he was.

Not just for walking in.

Not just for trying something strange.

But for not running out the second it started to feel good.

“If this turns into something…

I just want to remember that it started with a lie. But it felt like the truth.”

Her throat tightened.

God.

He hadn’t known anything. Not what Roman was. Not what the outfits were doing. Not where the mirror would lead.

And still — still — some part of him had sensed what was coming.

And let it.

She closed her eyes.

The voice kept playing.

A few more stuttered words. A joke about “maybe deleting this in the morning.” Then silence.

And after it ended, she just sat there.

Quiet.

Breathing.

Draped in memory.

And gratitude.

Because for all the lies, all the manipulation, all the machinery working beneath her skin… it still started with one honest moment.

One honest choice.

She whispered it aloud, to no one, “Thank you, Alex.”

And for the first time, saying his name didn’t feel like denial.

It felt like tribute.

The store was dark when Roman arrived. Not closed — just quiet. The usual backlighting in the display room was off, and only the soft underglow along the baseboards lit the space in pale amber ribbons. It made the boutique feel less like a business and more like a chapel. A place where rituals happened. And tonight, that was exactly what it was.

Eve stood at the far end of the main floor, leaning back against the wide counter where she’d once bent over gasping, ruined by a climax she hadn’t expected. But tonight her posture was different. Upright. Calm. Not closed off. Ready.

Roman stopped a few feet from her.

Neither of them spoke.

Not right away.

When he did, his voice was as even as she remembered. “You look…”

She cut him off with a glance. Not rude. Just firm.

“I didn’t call you here to be seen, Roman.”

A small smile tugged at his mouth — not amused. Just understanding. He nodded once, slowly.

“Alright,” he said. “Then why?”

She didn’t move from the counter. “I want the truth.”

He didn’t pretend not to know what she meant.

“I never lied to you.”

“That’s not the same as telling me everything.”

“No,” he said. “It’s not.”

Eve exhaled, slow and measured. She’d rehearsed this moment for hours. Not in words. In feeling. In the shape she wanted it to take. Not a breakdown. Not another confrontation that dissolved into touch and breath and submission. She was done being coaxed into consent.

Now she wanted choice.

“Was I chosen?” she asked. “Before I even walked in the door. Was there already a file? Already a plan?”

Roman stepped closer, but not too close. He didn’t crowd her.

“There was a list,” he said. “Candidates. People whose neural architecture, endocrine profiles, and epigenetic signatures made them more likely to respond to the outfits. You were on it.”

“So it wasn’t a coincidence.”

“No.”

Eve stared at him. “You watched me change.”

“I did.”

“You let it happen.”

“I guided it.”

“And you knew—” She broke off, the words catching in her throat. “You knew I would… that Eve would…”

Roman’s voice didn’t rise. “I didn’t know who Eve would be. I only knew that you were ready to become someone else. You already wanted it.”

A bitter laugh escaped her. “I wanted a job, Roman. I wanted rent money.”

“You wanted to be seen,” he said softly. “And more than that, you wanted to stop being invisible to yourself.”

That stopped her.

Not because it was cruel.

Because it was true.

And hearing it from him didn’t feel like manipulation. It felt like exposure — like he’d been watching her all along, not for weakness, but for the moment she’d step forward.

Her voice came quieter now. “If someone else had walked in… someone else with the right profile… would she have become Eve instead of me?”

Roman stepped forward one more pace.

“No,” he said. “She would’ve become herself. The system doesn’t create. It reveals. Refines. Amplifies.”

“And what about you?” she asked. “What do you get out of it?”

He didn’t answer right away.

Then: “I get to watch someone become the most powerful version of themselves. Not through force. Not even through design. Just… attention.”

The silence between them thickened. Not hostile. Just weighted.

“I hated you,” Eve whispered.

“I know.”

She looked down. “But I never stopped wanting you.”

He stepped close enough for her to smell his cologne. Subtle. Spiced. Clean.

“You weren’t made for me, Eve,” he said. “But I saw what you were becoming long before you did. And I didn’t fall in love with a file. I fell in love with the person who kept showing up anyway.”

Eve swallowed.

Her throat burned.

But she didn’t cry.

She looked up at him, her voice quiet but sure.

“I’m not your experiment.”

Roman nodded.

“No,” he said. “You’re my favorite mistake.”

She didn’t speak again.

Not right away. There was no need. The words had already done what they were supposed to: burned away the last veil between them. No more questions. No more tension disguised as teasing. Just raw, exposed air between two people who had seen everything—and still wanted more.

Eve stepped toward him, slowly. Her body still carried the buzz of their last conversation, like her nerves had been primed not by fear, but by clarity. She wasn’t trembling. She wasn’t hesitating. She was simply present. Every step felt like intention made physical.

Roman didn’t reach for her.

He didn’t have to.

When she reached up and undid the front seam of her new outfit—just a brush of her fingertips along the base of her throat—the fabric responded immediately. It unfolded like breath, loosening along her shoulders, peeling back from her breasts, her hips, her thighs. The air hit her skin like silk and heat at once.

She stepped out of it without ceremony.

Not naked.

Just bare.

Roman’s eyes didn’t flash with hunger. They warmed. Deepened. He undid his shirt with a practiced calm, each button a quiet note in the silence between them. Then his belt. His pants. No rush. No performance. Just truth.

They met in the center of the room, where the shadows from the low lighting fell across them in long, slow waves.

He touched her face first.

Just her cheek.

The way someone might hold a name in their palm.

She leaned into it.

Then kissed him.

Not like she had in the past — rushed, desperate, seeking permission.

This kiss was different.

It had weight.

It said: I see you.

It said: I’m not going anywhere.

When he lifted her, she didn’t gasp. She wrapped her legs around his waist with a grace that felt cellular. Her skin against his felt like a memory they’d both carried for years. He laid her down on the couch—not the office desk, not the boutique floor, but someplace softer. The kind of surface you trusted.

He moved inside her like he was asking for something and giving something at the same time. There was no pulse tech, no pleasure automation, no engineered response. Just sweat and friction and breath and the kind of rhythm that made her eyes flutter and her mouth fall open in small, gasping moans.

She wasn’t trying to impress him.

She was letting herself be felt.

The way she arched under him was not learned.

It was known.

Their bodies moved like they’d practiced this in another life.

And when she came—slow, full, real—she held onto him so tightly her knuckles went white.

Not out of fear.

Out of ownership.

His thrusts deepened, slower now, drawn out like he didn’t want it to end.

And when he finished, spilling into her with a breathless groan against her neck, he didn’t say anything clever.

He just whispered, low and worn and certain:

“My girl.”

She exhaled into his shoulder.

And this time, the answer came not as a correction, not as a confession — but as something simple, and true.

She tightened her arms around him.

And whispered back:

“Yours.”


Chapter Ten




Eve woke to silence.

Not the kind of silence that waits for noise, but the kind that feels earned—a stillness that settles over everything like warm fog. She lay there for a moment beneath the weight of the soft gray sheets, blinking slowly at the thin band of morning sun creeping across the bedroom floor. It touched the edge of her ankle, then climbed her calf in a quiet, golden arc. Her body was bare, but for once, she didn’t feel exposed. She felt… real.

The apartment above VELA wasn’t large, but it didn’t need to be. Every inch of it felt curated—not by some stylist, not by Roman, but by her. There were hints of old life still visible in small, unassuming ways: a battered black hoodie draped over the back of a molded chair; a cracked coffee mug that had survived three previous apartments. But the space around them was undeniably new. Clean lines. Cream walls. Soft-glow panels embedded into the corners. A vanity with no mirror unless summoned. A glass closet that opened with a palm-scan, revealing her current collection of outfits—some still experimental, some hers by right.

She didn’t reach for one.

Not yet.

Instead, she slid out of bed with a quiet stretch, padded barefoot across the warm tile, and pulled on a soft robe that hung from a matte hook near the wall. Black silk. Loose. No logo. No structure. Just softness.

The kitchen wasn’t more than a countertop and a flush induction panel, but she made coffee like she always did—manual, precise, three pours. The smell filled the apartment as the city murmured below, the ambient sound filtered through noise-dampening windows. Somewhere down on the boutique floor, Marla was probably already up and joking with the early crowd. And Roman… wherever he was, he wasn’t here. Which was fine. He didn’t need to be.

Eve carried her mug to the low table by the couch and tapped the tablet awake with one finger. The screen flickered to life, revealing a draft she’d left open the night before. An essay. Or maybe a manifesto. She hadn’t decided.

“Bodies aren’t blueprints,” the first line read.

“They’re stories. And sometimes, the story has to be rewritten in your own handwriting.”

She smirked faintly. She remembered writing that line at midnight, half-drunk on tea and the lingering warmth of Roman’s mouth on her shoulder. It still held up.

She sipped her coffee, rereading the next paragraph, fingers resting lightly on the edge of the glass. Her nails were short. Clean. Painted a subtle shimmer she didn’t remember applying. Probably Marla. Or herself, in a dream.

The essay wasn’t about VELA.

Not directly.

It was about how control looked different depending on whether you were running from it or steering it. How femininity, when chosen, stopped being a performance and became a kind of weapon—one she wielded now with terrifying precision.

She didn’t name herself.

Didn’t have to.

People would know.

She was already being quoted under her pseudonym—H.G.—on feeds she didn’t follow. Screenshots of her writing had made it into morning newsletters, tucked between fashion spreads and biotech op-eds. She should’ve felt nervous. But all she felt was… right. Like her voice had finally caught up to her shape.

The coffee was still hot when the tablet pinged—an incoming message.

Roman. Two words.

“Still glowing.”

She didn’t reply.

Not because she was ignoring him.

Because she didn’t need to answer every time someone confirmed what she already knew.

Instead, she leaned back into the couch, legs curled beneath her, eyes drifting toward the window. The city stretched out below—glass and angles and soft motion. A thousand people on their way to become someone.

But Eve?

She was already her.

The scent hit her first.

VELA always had a smell—faint, not floral, not synthetic. Something you couldn’t quite name, but would know again instantly. Warm silk, new fabric, maybe the trace of body heat carried from the dressing rooms. The boutique never masked itself in perfume. It trusted the air to do the work. And it worked.

Eve stepped through the interior stairwell entrance, not bothering with the main door. The space was already humming—soft instrumental from the ceiling speakers, low light glowing from embedded seams in the floor, and the familiar click of Marla’s heels pacing the length of the central aisle. The storefront wasn’t crowded yet. Early shoppers. A pair of stylists. Someone already posing by the mirror wall for a discreet selfie.

Eve didn’t adjust her robe. She didn’t walk faster to avoid attention. She moved like she’d always been there.

Because she had.

Marla caught sight of her immediately and gave a grin that curved at only one side of her mouth. The kind of smile you gave someone who no longer needed your approval—but who’d earned your respect.

“Well,” she said, crossing her arms, “look who finally decided to rejoin the mortals.”

Eve quirked an eyebrow. “Let me guess. No one’s crashed and burned without me yet?”

Marla shrugged. “Only emotionally.”

They both laughed—low, real. Not the giggle of girls trapped in flirtation. The easy rhythm of two women who’d survived something together, even if they never said what it was.

A younger model passed by—maybe twenty-two, maybe less. Pretty. Tight posture. But the way she held herself was all tension and doubt. She paused near Eve, hesitating like she wanted to ask a question but didn’t know if she was allowed to.

Eve turned toward her gently.

“You’re thinking too much about how your arms look,” she said. “They already look fine. Worry about where your eyes go. People follow your gaze before they ever notice your hips.”

The girl blinked. Then nodded, fast, grateful. She walked off like she’d been handed a secret.

Marla just watched. “You know,” she said, “you’re terrifying now.”

Eve smiled. “Why?”

“Because you don’t ask anymore.”

Eve didn’t answer that. She didn’t need to.

Behind the counter, a new customer was chatting with one of the floor associates—an older woman, chic in that quiet-money way, her eyes drifting toward Eve once, then again, slower. She murmured something to the associate. Eve couldn’t hear it all, but she caught the word “campaign.”

Her body didn’t freeze.

It didn’t perform.

It just stood there—real.

She gave a faint nod. The woman smiled. It wasn’t fan adoration. It was connection. Shared recognition.

And that was enough.

She stayed for another twenty minutes—walking the perimeter, answering a question about filament contrast, noting a seam that needed revision on one of the draped pieces. Roman wasn’t around. But she didn’t check for him.

It wasn’t his place anymore.

It was hers.

When Marla passed her a tablet with the week’s shoot schedule, Eve took one glance and said, “Take me off Thursday.”

Marla didn’t argue.

She just tapped twice, made the change, and said, “What should I put instead?”

Eve smirked.

“‘Resting.’”

Marla laughed. “You earned it.”

Eve exhaled and turned toward the back hallway—not because she was retreating. Because she was choosing what part of herself to share with the day.

And that, she realized, was the greatest difference of all.

She used to report to VELA.

Now?

VELA reported to her.

The balcony was still warm by the time Eve stepped onto it, even with the sun edging low behind the towers. The concrete retained heat late into the day here, and she liked that—something solid, something steady. She sat with one leg folded beneath her, tablet balanced on her lap, a thin ceramic teacup steaming at her side. Not coffee this time. Something herbal. Lavender and citrus.

The city buzzed below like it always did: sleek trams sliding along invisible tracks, delivery drones whispering above the rooftops, the low chatter of pedestrians whose lives would never intersect with hers.

And yet, from this height, it all felt close. Accessible. Like she could reach out and rewrite the skyline with her fingertips if she really wanted to.

But today, she wasn’t writing cities.

She was writing herself.

The essay was nearly finished. A final pass. A few rewrites. The cursor blinked near the bottom of the screen, waiting not for closure, but conviction. She read the last paragraph aloud under her breath, testing its shape in the air:

“We don’t inherit our bodies the way we inherit names.

We build them.

With pain. With pleasure. With every choice we’re brave enough to claim.”

A long pause.

Then she exhaled.

It was right. It was hers. No ghost of Alex lingered in the syntax. No echo of the first night, the first lie, the first desperate tremble in the mirror. This wasn’t penance. It wasn’t vengeance.

It was literature.

H.G. would sign her name to it tomorrow. The editors would post it. The threads would fill with praise, backlash, wild speculation. People would try to guess her identity, would trace the prose back to those boutique shots, the modeling spreads, the whisper-stories of the girl from VELA who had once been something else.

Let them.

They wouldn’t find Alex in these words.

They’d find Eve.

Because she had written every line of it with her own hands, her own voice, her own sense of what beauty could become when it wasn’t being sold, sculpted, or stolen.

She sipped her tea and leaned back in the chair, eyes half-lidded, satisfied. Not proud. Not triumphant. Just… settled. Like she no longer had anything to prove.

Behind her, the apartment lights dimmed automatically as the sun slipped below the glass ridge of the city skyline.

She tapped a final line into the tablet. Just five words.

“This isn’t a transformation story.”

She hit save.

And smiled.
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Roman brought noodles.

Not flowers. Not wine. Just a plain paper bag, two sets of chopsticks, and a look in his eyes that said: I'm not here to take anything from you tonight.

Eve let him in without comment. She didn’t ask why he showed up late. Didn’t ask what he’d been doing. That wasn’t her role anymore. That had never really been her role. She just cleared the low table, lit a recessed light overhead, and sat cross-legged across from him as if they’d always done this. As if this was just… them.

“Sesame or chili?” he asked, pulling the containers from the bag.

She tilted her head. “Which one burns?”

He smirked. “Both.”

“Then chili.”

He passed it to her without ceremony. No playful teasing. No intense stare. Just familiarity.

The silence between them wasn’t thick or expectant. It was comfortable. They ate slowly. No utensils, just chopsticks and fingers and laughter when the sauce slipped across her wrist and he handed her a napkin without even looking up.

They didn’t talk about VELA.

They didn’t talk about the file, or the first time she kissed him, or what it had meant when she begged him to touch her like she didn’t know who she was anymore.

They talked about architecture. About a brutalist revival project in the South District that Eve thought was “bold but secretly boring.” Roman laughed—really laughed—and argued that “boring buildings hold better secrets.”

She liked the way he said things now. Not as if he knew more, but as if he wanted to know with her.

After dinner, they didn’t move to the bedroom immediately. They cleaned up slowly, together, like old roommates with mutual respect. The energy between them had changed—not dulled, but matured. He didn’t treat her like she was breakable anymore. And she didn’t treat him like a storm she couldn’t look directly at.

Later, in bed, they didn’t undress one another. They were already bare. Eve curled into his side, cheek against his shoulder, one leg draped lazily over his hip.

“Are you tired?” she asked, voice barely above a whisper.

“No,” he murmured.

“Good. Then stay.”

He kissed her forehead. Not out of romance. Out of consent.

And when they lay there in that stillness, just two people breathing, Roman eventually whispered something she didn’t expect.

“I’m proud of you.”

Eve blinked in the dark. She didn’t answer right away. Then:

“You don’t get to say that.”

His chest rose with a slow breath. “No?”

She shook her head against him. “You didn’t make me.”

“No,” he agreed. “But I saw you coming.”

That gave her pause.

She looked up at him. Her voice was quieter now. “I hated you for that.”

“I know.”

Another beat.

“I think I loved you for it, too.”

Roman didn’t reply.

He didn’t have to.

Because he pulled her closer—not to claim her, not to own her—but to be next to something real.

And she let him.

Because she was no longer trying to become someone.

She was someone.

The bed was warm when she woke, but Roman was gone.

No note. No text. No goodbye kiss. Just the residual weight of him in the mattress beside her, a faint scent of spice lingering on the pillow.

Eve didn’t feel abandoned.

She felt peaceful.

She stretched her arms overhead, slow and easy, letting the robe slip partway off her shoulder. The morning light had already filled the apartment by the time she sat up, painting the hardwood in long bands of pale gold. No alarm buzzed. No earpiece whispered orders. No blinking notifications.

The silence was hers.

She padded barefoot across the floor, unhurried. Her hips swayed without effort, not because she thought about it, but because that’s just how her body moved now—fluid, assured, utterly unconscious of anything but grace.

She didn’t reach for an outfit.

Didn’t apply makeup.

Didn’t rehearse a smile.

She didn’t need armor today.

The bathroom mirror unfolded when she entered, panels sliding open like petals. No music. No scripted lighting.

Just Eve.

Standing there. Bare, unfiltered, quietly stunning.

Her skin glowed faintly from sleep, warm along the collarbone, soft at the stomach. Her chest rose and fell in even rhythm. Her neck looked long and elegant, her jawline softly defined. Her hair was a little messy, falling around her shoulders in loose waves she hadn’t tried to tame.

She didn’t pose.

She didn’t adjust.

She just looked.

And the woman looking back didn’t flinch.

Didn’t question.

Didn’t ask for permission.

Eve brought one hand up to touch the mirror—just the glass. Not to reach through it. Not to test what was real.

Just to say hello.

To say thank you.

She smiled, small and sure. The kind of smile no one ever teaches you how to fake.

A smile that meant it.

From the other room, her tablet pinged—a new message, maybe a reader response, maybe Marla sending her a ridiculous meme before the store opened. The world would come calling soon.

But not yet.

For one more moment, it was just Eve. Her reflection. Her body. Her story.

And all of it, finally, fully, hers.


About the Author


Penny Parker is a bold and provocative storyteller who dives deep into the intimate worlds of gender transformation, erotic exploration, and self-discovery. Specializing in transgender, sissification, and feminization tales, Penny weaves narratives that are as sensual as they are empowering, blending raw desire with the thrill of becoming.

Her stories invite readers to step into decadent fantasies where boundaries blur, identities evolve, and pleasure takes center stage. Whether she’s crafting the delicate seduction of a boutique fitting room or the wild abandon of a secret affair, Penny brings her characters to life with passion, wit, and unapologetic heat.

When she’s not writing, Penny delights in fashion, coffee-shop daydreaming, and imagining her next irresistible scenario to share with her readers.

OEBPS/image_rsrc28E.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc28C.jpg
The
TRANSGENDER*
BOUTIQUE

oy

PENNY PARKER





OEBPS/image_rsrc28D.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Contents

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Chapter 6

		Chapter 7

		Chapter 8

		Chapter 9

		Chapter 10

		About the Author




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130






