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Chapter 1
The Last-Minute Costume


Ishould’ve just said no.

Honestly, that would’ve saved everyone the trouble—especially me. But Megan had that look when she asked. That little tilt of her head, the spark in her eyes, like she was already picturing the night and how cute we’d look together. I swear she thinks life is a Hallmark movie. Or a Pinterest board.

She’d been talking about this Halloween party for weeks. Some friend-of-a-friend thing in the hills, everyone going all out with their costumes and group themes and curated cocktails. And I’d nodded, mumbled something like “yeah, sounds fun,” while scrolling through my phone and fully intending to forget about it.

And I had… until this morning.

We were in the kitchen. Megan was already dressed for yoga, sipping her chai oat latte or whatever seasonal thing she’d just discovered online. I was in sweats, eating cereal straight from the mixing bowl. She leaned across the counter, head tilted, voice light but way too sweet. “Did you find a costume yet?”

I blinked. “For what?”

Her smile didn’t move, but I swear the temperature in the room dropped five degrees. “The Halloween party.”

I stalled with a bite of cereal. “That’s tonight?”

She didn’t say anything. Just picked up her phone and started scrolling—dangerous. I could feel the frost rolling off her.

“I’ll figure it out,” I said quickly. “I’ve got all day, right?”

Megan looked up, and for a second I thought she was going to chew me out. But instead, she just smiled—tight, too calm. “Mmhmm.”

That was worse. Way worse.

And so, around noon, after spending an hour Googling “last-minute Halloween costumes” and rejecting anything that required effort, I found myself in the car, gritting my teeth, punching the address into Maps for some costume place Megan had mentioned. “Weird but open late,” she’d said. I had no idea what that meant, but it was the only store still open on Halloween day.

Traffic was brutal getting there. Every road seemed to be blocked by kids in pumpkin shirts or SUVs with fake cobwebs. I was already in a foul mood by the time I pulled into the gravel parking lot of Masque Manor.

From the outside, it looked like the Addams Family had opened a boutique. The building was all stone and ivy, with crooked shutters and a turret—an actual turret—like someone had built a Victorian castle just to sell wigs. I almost drove away.

But I was desperate. And Megan would never let me hear the end of it if I showed up empty-handed.

The bell above the door jingled as I stepped inside, and I was immediately hit with the smell of dust, perfume, and something vaguely floral—like potpourri that had been sitting out since 1993.

It was dead quiet. No music, no chatter, no cash register noise. Just me and the creak of the old wood floors under my sneakers. It didn’t even look like a store, not really. More like a museum of abandoned costume drama. Heavy velvet curtains hung in doorways. Racks of clothes stood like forgotten soldiers. Gilded mirrors leaned against every surface, making the whole place feel like a maze.

I made a half-hearted lap around the front showroom. No pirates. No vampires. No superheroes. Just a couple sad fake mustaches and a feather boa that looked like it had seen things.

Then I spotted a handwritten sign: FINAL PIECES – Back Room.

I followed it through a velvet-draped archway and stepped into a narrow corridor lined with mirrors and candle sconces.

The “back room” turned out to be barely a room at all—more like a nook. One sad rack stood in the center, sagging under the weight of forgotten dreams. I approached, already bracing myself for disappointment.

And yeah. It was bad.

Nothing but women’s costumes. Glittery, poufy, skimpy nonsense in pastel pinks and lavenders and way too much lace. I stared at them, not sure whether to laugh or groan.

I reached for one without really thinking. It was aggressively pink, with a sweetheart neckline, puffed sleeves, layers of satin and tulle, and a rhinestone tiara tucked into the hanger.

And then the idea hit me. A wicked, petty, perfect idea. If Megan wanted me to wear a costume so badly, fine. I’d give her one she wouldn’t forget. I’d show up in the girliest thing I could find. I’d let her see how stupid this whole thing was. Maybe then she’d quit trying to turn me into one of her Pinterest-perfect boyfriends.

“Alright, let’s see how you like this,” I muttered, yanking the dress off the rack.

“You’ve made your choice,” said a voice behind me.

I spun around so fast the tiara fell to the floor. There was a woman standing in the corner—just… there. Like she’d emerged from the shadows. She looked like someone’s eccentric aunt who’d been dabbling in Wicca for too long. Long silver braid, dark eyes, cheekbones sharp enough to cut glass. She wore a velvet shawl and a long skirt that rustled when she moved.

I swallowed. “Didn’t hear you come.”

She smiled. It wasn’t reassuring. “An outfit to let her see who you really are,” she said, voice low and strange, like a whisper in a cathedral.

I blinked. “What?”

But she just turned and disappeared behind a curtain before I could ask again.

I stood there for a few seconds, still holding the dress, suddenly unsure if I was in a costume shop or a haunted funhouse. I looked down at the tiara and picked it up carefully. The rhinestones sparkled under the flickering lights.

Let her see who you really are.

I tried to laugh it off, but it came out weak. This was a joke. A costume. Just a way to piss off my girlfriend and prove a point.

Right?


Chapter 2
Dressing The Part


When I got home, the house was too quiet. I expected a fight. Or at least an eye-roll and a muttered “seriously, Jake?” That’s what this was all for—pissing her off, getting a rise, proving a point. Instead, the second I stepped through the door, costume bag crinkling in my hand, Megan lit up like I’d brought her flowers.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, rushing over. “You actually got one?”

I smirked. “Don’t get too excited. It’s stupid as hell.”

She didn’t even hesitate. She snatched the bag out of my hands and pulled out the dress like it was treasure. Her mouth fell open. “A princess?”

“Yup.” I flopped onto the couch. “All pink and sparkly and ridiculous. Should make your little party crowd real proud.”

She turned, holding the costume up to my body like she was already imagining me in it—and not as a joke. As something serious. Sexy, even.

Her voice dropped half an octave. “Jake… you’re going to look so hot in this.”

I blinked. “That’s… not the reaction I was going for.”

She grinned. “Too bad. Let’s get you beautiful.”

Then she turned and walked out of the room like it was settled. A few seconds later, I heard the water start running in the bathroom.

“Uh… what are you doing?”

“Drawing a bath,” she called back. “Princesses don’t get dressed while all grimy. Strip and get in.”

I blinked. “I don’t need a bath. I showered this morning.”

“You’re getting one now.” There was something in her voice. Sweet but commanding. Like this wasn’t up for debate.

My petty little joke was starting to backfire. Still, I found myself standing. Still in my socks and jeans, still trying to pretend this wasn’t spiraling out of my hands.

When I walked into the bathroom, steam was already thick in the air. Megan was standing at the counter, sleeves rolled, pink razor beside her makeup bag like a weapon laid out for war.

She turned, gave me one slow once-over, then crooked her finger. “Strip.”

I opened my mouth to argue—but nothing came out.

So I did.

Slowly, awkwardly, every piece of clothing came off. My skin prickled from the steam and her gaze and the tight, burning knot low in my belly. I felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with being naked.

I stepped into the tub. The water was hot, just shy of too much. I sank in with a hiss.

Megan knelt on a towel beside the tub, one hand resting lightly on my knee. “Just relax.”

She lathered up her hands with some kind of floral shaving cream—something lavender and sweet—and smoothed it over my shin. Her touch was gentle, too gentle, like she was handling something precious. The blade scraped softly down, leaving pale, bare skin behind.

“This is overkill,” I muttered.

She hummed. “No such thing. You picked the look, babe. I’m just helping you commit.”

Her knuckles grazed my inner thigh. I stiffened.

“Jesus.”

“Sensitive?”

“No.”

She laughed under her breath. “Liar.”

She took her time. Calves, knees, thighs. She even made me lift my hips so she could get the back of my legs. Then she moved up—chest, arms, neck. Her fingers followed every swipe of the blade, smoothing lotion into the skin she revealed.

I hated how it felt.

I hated how much I didn’t hate it.

Every part of me buzzed. My cock floated lazily between my thighs, half-hard from the warmth, the scent, the attention. Her hands never stayed in one place long enough, always gliding away just when I thought she might touch me properly.

I cleared my throat. “Are we done?”

“Almost.” She held up a pink bottle of lotion. “You’ll thank me later.”

“Doubt it.”

She smirked and rubbed a generous amount between her palms, then began working it into my calves. The massage was slow. Too slow. Every pass of her fingers made my skin tingle.

When she moved to my thighs, she made me spread them wider. Her fingers skimmed the crease near my groin. My cock gave an eager twitch, and she noticed.

Her voice was a whisper. “Aroused already, princess?”

I flushed, trying to shift in the water, but she just smiled and traced one slick hand over my hipbone, like she owned me.

“Let’s get you dry.”

Back in the bedroom, she laid everything out on the bed with a few additional pieces. White panties with a satin bow. A matching corset with delicate boning and pink laces. The dress, shimmering and puffed. And the tiara, glittering like it had been waiting just for me.

She handed me the panties first.

I stared at them. “You can’t be serious.”

“You’re wearing the dress,” she said, crossing her arms. “You don’t get to chicken out now.”

I glared at her. Then at the panties.

Then I stepped into them.

They were soft. Too soft. The fabric hugged me in ways that made everything worse. My cock pressed against the front, visible, obscene—but Megan just smiled.

“You look adorable.”

She helped me into the corset next. Pulled the laces tight. I could feel my chest push forward slightly, my waist pulled in.

“I can’t breathe,” I muttered.

“You can. You just have to try harder.”

Then came the dress. She guided it down over my head like it was some ritual, adjusting the sleeves on my shoulders, fluffing the skirt.

Megan led me to the vanity and sat me down on the little cushioned stool. Her fingers brushed my shoulders, then slid beneath my chin, tilting my face up toward the mirror.

“Now for the fun part,” she said, already unsnapping a glossy pink makeup bag.

“I thought we were done.”

She gave me a look in the mirror. “You’re never done without makeup, princess.”

Before I could object, she swept a fluffy brush over my cheeks, dusting me in something light and shimmering. Then came the foundation—cool on my skin, expertly blended with soft, swirling motions. Her fingers grazed my jaw as she worked, steady and practiced, turning me into someone… softer.

Next was blush—rosy and warm, high on my cheeks. Then gloss. She coaxed my lips apart with her thumb and ran the wand slowly over my mouth—back and forth, layering it on thick. It smelled like vanilla. Tasted faintly of sugar.

“Pout for me,” she whispered.

I did. I can’t believe it, but I did.

She moved behind me again and started on my eyes. Glittery pink shadow dusted across my lids. Then a sweep of darker color in the crease. Then liner, sharp and angled—her hand on my chin to keep me still. When she added lashes—long, ridiculous, fluttery—I nearly flinched.

“Almost done,” she murmured, brushing mascara through the falsies. She leaned in, her cheek pressed lightly to mine, both of us staring at my reflection. “There,” she said, voice low and breathy. “You’re gorgeous. Take a look.”

I felt ridiculous. Embarrassed. But when she turned me toward the mirror—I froze.

The reflection looking back at me wasn’t Jake in a dress. It was something… in-between. Something unfamiliar. Rosy cheeks. Glossy lips. Smooth skin and wide, blinking eyes. And the outline of my cock straining behind a satin bow.

Megan stepped up behind me, brushing my hair into loose curls, then pinning the tiara in place.

Her voice was low in my ear. “You’re beautiful.”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t know how. All I knew was that my pulse was racing, my cock was throbbing, and I couldn’t stop looking at myself.

She ran her fingers lightly down my arms, then over my hips, then cupped my ass through the layers of tulle. Her other hand slid around my front and pressed against the bulge in my panties.

“You’re so hard, princess,” she whispered.

I whimpered. And I hated that I meant it.

She didn’t stop touching me. Her palm stayed right there—flat against the front of my panties, gently pressing into the swollen, needy bulge that had been growing since the bath. Since the razor. Since the moment her fingers slid over my thighs like they belonged there.

Now, she was rubbing slow circles, back and forth, her thumb grazing where the fabric clung tight to the head of my cock. I was rock hard and twitching under the satin, every inch of me straining for more.

“Megan,” I rasped. “Seriously…”

“Shhh.” She tightened her hold just enough to make my breath catch. “You don’t get to complain, princess. You started this, remember?”

Her other hand came up, brushing my cheek with the back of her knuckles. “You were the one who picked the dress. You walked into that store and chose to be a little princess. And now look at you.”

I tried to speak, but the words stuck in my throat.

“You’re trembling,” she whispered, lips close to my ear. “You love this. I can feel how much you love it.”

I shook my head weakly, but my hips betrayed me—rocking forward, grinding into her palm with the most pathetic little whimper I’d ever made.

“Oh, sweetheart…” She leaned in, pressing her chest against my back, her lips grazing the edge of my jaw. “If you’re a good girl,” she murmured, “maybe I’ll let you use this tonight.”

Her fingers gave a firmer stroke through the fabric, and I gasped.

“But only if you stay in character. All night.” Another stroke, slower this time. “That means no whining, no breaking. Just smiling pretty, sitting with your legs together, letting everyone see how obedient and beautiful my little princess is.”

My heart was pounding. “You’re joking…”

She nipped my earlobe, teasing. “Am I?”

I couldn’t tell and that was the problem.

The air felt too thick. My cock was leaking now, dampening the fabric, the friction making it worse. Her palm slid lower, cupping and squeezing. I let out a helpless moan, and her smile turned wicked.

“You’ll flirt if I tell you to. Let people stare. Maybe I’ll even show someone what a good girl you’re being under all these skirts…”

I shuddered. “Megan, I can’t⁠—”

“You can,” she cut in. “And you will.” Her fingers stilled. Pressed. “If you want to cum tonight—if you want to earn that pleasure—you have to play the part.”

I swallowed hard. “What if I don’t?”

She stepped back. Just a little. Enough to make me feel cold, abandoned, aching. “Then you’ll stay like this.” She tilted her head, admiring me. “Hard, dressed up, pretty—denied.”

I whimpered again, and she grinned.

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

Then she kissed me—soft, deep, full of promise and punishment—and turned away to pick up her own costume from the bed. A black dress. A wide-brimmed hat. Lacy gloves.

“I’m going as a witch tonight,” she said, slipping the dress over her head. “And you, my love, are my enchanted little princess.”

She turned back and blew me a kiss.

“Now sit on the bed. Hands on your knees. Legs together. I’ll get your shoes.”

I obeyed. Because at that point… I wasn’t sure I knew how not to.

I sat on the edge of the bed like she told me to. Hands on my knees. Legs together. Back straight. Which was harder than it sounded, considering I was still hard—achingly hard—and the corset made it almost impossible to breathe. The satin panties clung to every curve, every twitch. I could feel the damp spot growing between my legs.

Megan moved around the room like she was getting ready for a date. Like this was normal. Like I wasn’t sitting there dressed like a fucking fairytale.

She’d slipped into a black velvet dress, low-cut and cinched at the waist, with long sleeves and a slit up one thigh. Her dark hair was pinned back, a witch’s hat tilted jauntily on top. She looked unfairly good. Sexy and confident. Like she was absolutely in control.

She returned to me with a pair of glittery heels in her hand.

“You can’t be serious.”

She raised a brow. “Princesses don’t wear sneakers.”

I groaned. “I won’t be able to walk in them.”

“You’ll learn.”

She knelt and slipped one heel onto my foot, then the other. Her fingers lingered, adjusting the strap just so. Then she stood and looked me over from head to toe.

And I mean really looked.

Her eyes lingered on the flush in my cheeks, the tension in my legs, the hard bulge beneath the satin. Then she smiled like she knew every thought I hadn’t dared say out loud.

“Almost perfect.”

She went to her vanity and returned with a bottle of perfume. She spritzed it once into the air and stepped close—very close—letting the mist fall gently onto my skin.

It smelled floral. Soft and feminine.

“There,” she whispered. “Now you even smell like a girl.”

I wanted to protest. To say something. But the words felt miles away. All I could do was stare at myself in the mirror behind her.

The makeup. The hair. The dress. The heels. The soft curve of my waist, pulled tight by satin and boning. The flush that wouldn’t fade from my chest. The way my cock throbbed helplessly against the lace.

This wasn’t a joke anymore.

This wasn’t a prank.

This was me—transformed, displayed, teased into submission before we’d even left the house.

Megan leaned down and kissed the center of my forehead, right beneath the tiara.

“Let’s go, Jacqueline,” she said sweetly.

I flinched. “That’s not⁠—”

“It is tonight.”

She handed me a little glittery clutch. Lip gloss inside. My ID. A tiny perfume roller. And a wrapped condom.

I stared at it.

“Just in case,” she said, with a wink.

And before I could say another word, she took my hand and led me toward the front door—her pet, her princess on a leash I couldn’t even see.


Chapter 3
The Party


The Uber ride was hell. Not because of the driver—he was fine—but because Megan made me sit with my knees together, ankles crossed, hands folded neatly on my lap like some debutante. Every bump in the road made the layers of tulle shift and slide against my thighs. Every stoplight reminded me that I was dressed like a doll, tucked into glittery heels, my cock still trapped and twitching in damp satin.

Megan was radiant beside me, phone in hand, snapping a picture of us with a smirk. "Smile, Jacqueline."

I glared at her. “You don’t have to call me that.”

She leaned in, whispered, “I do if you want to cum tonight.”

The car pulled up in front of a sprawling hillside house—stone facade, glowing jack-o’-lanterns lining the walk, music pulsing faintly from the backyard.

I didn’t want to get out so Megan did it for me. Opened the door, offered her hand like a prom date, and helped me step onto the gravel path.

The moment I stood, a breeze lifted my skirt. Goosebumps raced up my bare legs. I tugged it down reflexively, blushing hard.

“Relax,” she murmured. “You’re gorgeous.”

That word again.

She rang the bell, and the door opened to reveal a girl in a fairy costume with sparkly wings and a plastic wine glass in hand.

“Oh my god, Megan! And who’s this?” Her eyes slid to me—curious, admiring, just a little predatory. “You brought your… girlfriend?”

Before I could speak, Megan answered smoothly: “Yep. This is Jacqueline. Isn’t she stunning?”

I nearly choked. But the fairy girl beamed. “You’re both adorable. Come in!”

I felt like I was floating as we stepped inside. Every head turned. People looked me up and down—some smiling, some double-taking, some clearly checking me out.

My skin burned. My cock pulsed. And Megan just kept holding my hand like I belonged to her.

The party was chaos—music and candlelight and glitter and beer pong, all somehow chic instead of trashy. People danced in costume, sprawled across couches, posed for selfies. Everyone looked like they belonged on some influencer’s Halloween mood board.

And then there was me.

Megan paraded me through it all, introducing me with a coy smile, never breaking character.

“This is Jacqueline.”

“She’s new in town.”

“Doesn’t she look incredible?”

I blushed so hard it felt like I was glowing. I tried to correct her once—tried to say my real name—but she squeezed my waist and whispered, “Don’t ruin it now.”

So I didn’t.

And then… the compliments started.

From men. From women. From people I didn’t know how to categorize. Hands brushing my arm. Fingers trailing down my back. A guy in a devil costume leaned close and said, “Hey, Jacqueline—you look devilishly sexy.”

I stammered a thanks, but he just grinned and walked away. I watched him go, confused by how it made my stomach twist.

Megan appeared behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist. “You liked that,” she whispered against my ear.

I didn’t answer.

She pressed closer, hands resting low on my belly. “They’re all looking at you. You’re the prettiest girl here.”

I could barely breathe. I wasn’t supposed to like this. I wasn’t supposed to want more.

I was still trying to catch my breath when Megan took my hand and led me away from the noise. Down a hallway, past the bathroom line, toward a quiet nook with a window seat and drawn curtains.

She pressed me gently into the wall, lips brushing my ear. “Lift your skirt.”

My heart stopped. “Megan⁠—”

She didn’t ask again. Her hands were already under the petticoats, warm palms sliding up my thighs, bunching the layers around my hips.

“God, you’re soaked,” she whispered, fingers brushing the damp spot in my panties. “You’ve been dripping all night.”

She stroked me through the fabric. Slow. Cruel. Teasing.

My breath hitched. I grabbed her arm, trying to stop her, but she just smirked.

“No one can see. But you can feel, can’t you?”

I whimpered.

She rubbed harder. Back and forth. Her thumb circled the head of my cock through the satin, pressing into that leaking, tender spot. My hips bucked helplessly.

“You’ve been such a good girl, Jacqueline. So quiet. So pretty. Letting everyone flirt with you. Acting like you want it.”

Her other hand slid around my waist, holding me in place as I panted.

“I should take you home right now,” she murmured, “and bend you over in that dress. But not yet. Not until you’ve earned it.”

I was shaking. So humiliated. So hard. So desperate.

She kissed me—deep and slow—and then pulled away like it was nothing.

“Fix your skirt,” she said lightly. “You’re a mess.”

And just like that, she was gone, heels clicking down the hall. I was left alone in the shadows, flushed and panting, adjusting my dress with trembling fingers.

I didn’t know who I was pretending to be anymore.

Or who I wanted to be.


Chapter 4
Her Princess


We didn’t speak on the ride home. Not a word. The only sound was the soft hum of the engine, the occasional shuffle of satin when I shifted in my seat, and the blood pounding in my ears.

I sat with my legs crossed like she’d taught me—perched on the edge of my seat, corset tight, skirt fanned neatly around me, heels tucked together. A good girl. Or at least trying to be.

Megan’s hand rested lightly on my thigh, her nails grazing back and forth just enough to remind me who I belonged to. The car felt too warm. Every breath fogged the window. The scent of lavender lotion, her perfume, and the musk of my own arousal clung to me like guilt. My panties were soaked. My cock still hard. And I couldn’t look her in the eye.

Because I wanted this.

By the time the car pulled up outside our place, my head was spinning. I half-stumbled out, catching myself against the door frame. Megan took my hand like nothing was wrong and led me inside, skirts swishing, heels tapping, leash invisible but very much there.

The front door closed with a quiet click behind us. She turned to me slowly, eyes glittering.

And then she pounced.

Her hands were on me before I could catch my breath—cupping my face, tilting my chin up, kissing me hard. Her lips were soft but hungry. Her tongue pushed into my mouth, claiming, teasing, tasting.

I melted into her.

“Megan—” I gasped between kisses, but she just pushed me toward the bedroom

“No more talking, princess,” she said, voice low and velvet-rich. “You’ve earned your reward.”

She shoved me backward onto the bed. My skirts flew up, petticoats tumbling around me like frothy clouds. She climbed over me, one knee on the mattress, her dress riding up her thighs. Her black witch’s hat fell off, forgotten.

I tried to sit up, but she pinned me with a single hand on my chest.

“You don’t move unless I say,” she growled. Then she reached into the nightstand and pulled out a long, silky pink ribbon. It was wide and soft, yet somehow terrifying. She twirled it between her fingers and grinned at me. “Hands up.”

I hesitated so she slid her free hand down my chest, over the corset, across my belly, and between my thighs—cupping the wet, straining bulge in my panties.

“Now.”

My hands shot up like I’d been caught.

She smirked. “Good girl.”

She looped the ribbon around one wrist, then the other, tying them to the headboard with practiced ease. Not tight. But secure. Secure enough that I couldn’t pull free without ripping something.

“There,” she murmured. “Perfect.”

Then she sat back and looked me over—like I was art. A doll. A prize.

Her eyes raked down my face, past the tiara and flushed cheeks, over the lace and satin, down to the trembling bulge between my legs. She licked her lips.

“I want you to remember this,” she said softly. “How you looked. How you felt. How wet your pretty little cock is right now from being my pretty princess.”

I whimpered.

She bent down and kissed me again—slower this time, teasing—while her fingers slid beneath the elastic of my ruined panties. She didn’t pull them down. Just stretched the fabric enough to bare me.

My cock sprang free, flushed red, slick with need.

“Look at you,” she whispered, stroking me gently. “So swollen. So needy. My sweet little princess is just aching to be used.”

I groaned.

“You love this dress,” she continued, voice honey-slow. “You love how tight it is. How girly it makes you feel. Don’t you?”

I bit my lip.

“Say it.”

“I—” My voice cracked. “I love it.”

“Good girl.”

She reached back again—another drawer, another surprise—and pulled out something thick and glistening. A strap-on. Deep black, shaped with a curve and a large head.

She slipped her panties off beneath her dress, then stepped into the harness, adjusting it like she’d done it a thousand times. When she straddled me again, the tip of it brushed my inner thigh, hot and heavy and threatening.

“Megan…” I whimpered.

Her hands slid up my thighs. She spread them wider. Pulled my legs around her hips.

“I prepped you earlier,” she said, matter-of-fact. “Remember?”

I blinked and remembered. The bath. The lotion. Her fingers.

Oh god.

“You didn’t even notice,” she purred. “You were too busy moaning.”

Her fingers slipped between my cheeks, circling my entrance. She pushed one in, then two. I gasped. She was right—I was slick, open, ready. She curved them slightly, brushing something deep that made my cock jump.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered. “So ready for me.”

Then she pressed the tip of the strap-on to my entrance.

“Deep breath, princess.”

I tried, but she didn’t wait. She pushed in—slow, steady, relentless.

My back arched. My mouth opened in a silent cry. I was being filled. Stretched. Used.

She slid deeper. Deeper. Until her hips met mine.

My thighs were trembling. My whole body on fire. The satin of the dress clung to my skin, sticky with sweat and arousal. My cock throbbed between us, untouched, leaking across my stomach.

And then she moved.

A slow pull out.

A deeper thrust in.

Again.

And again.

Her rhythm built gradually. Her hips grinding, her strap-on pushing against something inside me that made me shake. Every time she bottomed out, I moaned.

“You feel that?” she murmured, curling forward. “That ache? That fullness? That’s me.”

Her hand stroked my cock lightly, not enough to satisfy—just enough to make me desperate.

“You want to cum?” she whispered. “You want to spill all over yourself like a slut?”

“Yes—please⁠—”

“You want to be fucked like a girl in your pretty princess dress?”

“Yes!” I cried out.

“Then beg for it.”

“I need it,” I gasped. “Please. Please, Megan. I’ve been good. I’ve been yours. Please—fuck me!”

She slammed her hips forward and stayed there—grinding, rolling, pressing deep. I cried out, helpless, my thighs trembling around her.

“You’re so close,” she breathed. “I can feel it.”

Her hand slid up my chest, over the satin of the corset, then trailed down to my belly where my cock throbbed—aching, untouched, red with need.

And then… she pulled back. Just enough to lift herself.

Spit gathered on her tongue. I saw it happen—slow, deliberate, dominant—and I gasped as she let it fall. A thick string of warm spit landed directly on my cock, coating the head, running down the shaft like lube made just for this moment.

I whimpered. “M-Megan⁠—”

Her hand wrapped around me—firm, slick, perfect. She started stroking me in rhythm with her thrusts. Long pulls. Tight and relentless.

Every movement of her hips shoved the strap-on deeper inside me, grinding against that raw, tender place. Her spit made everything slick, filthy, frenzied. The way she fucked me wasn’t just possessive—it was loving and merciless.

“That’s it,” she growled, her mouth hot against my ear. “Take it, princess. Let go.”

My eyes rolled back. My back arched. Her rhythm pushed deeper, harder. The sound of wet skin, the rustle of tulle, the sticky slick of spit on my cock—it was too much.

“Cum for me,” she whispered. “Cum while I fuck you.”

I did.

I broke.

My climax hit like lightning—violent, overwhelming, explosive. I cried out, high and raw, spilling across my corset, staining the lace. My body locked up, twitching helplessly as Megan thrust through it, fucking me while I came like I’d never come before.

She kept going. Just enough to drag every last ounce of pleasure from my wrung-out, trembling frame. When she finally stopped, I was shaking.

I was sweaty.

I was ruined.

I was still tied up in ribbons. Still in a princess dress. And fully, undeniably hers.

She leaned down, kissed the corner of my mouth. “Good girl,” she whispered. “My perfect, pretty girl.”

I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t. Because there was no pretending anymore.


Chapter 5
The Day After


Iwoke the next morning to the scent of coffee and the soft creak of the bedroom door. For a moment, I didn’t remember anything. Just warmth. Pressure. A distant ache deep in my hips. The gentle chime of wind through the cracked window. My limbs felt heavy, lazy, sore in ways I couldn’t explain.

Then I opened my eyes.

The corset was still around my waist, loosened now, but unmistakable. My arms were free, but the faint pressure of ribbon still ghosted around my wrists. My legs were spread beneath the covers, sore, sticky, and bare. And the panties—those poor, soaked, ruined panties—were still clinging to one thigh, twisted and stained.

My cock lay soft and flushed against my stomach. Still pink. Still leaking, somehow.

I didn’t dare move.

The tiara had fallen to the sheets beside me. I stared at it and then at myself, and everything came rushing back.

The party. The flirting. Megan’s hand under my skirt. Her voice in my ear. The strap-on. The ribbon. The begging. The⁠—

Fuck.

My cheeks burned.

I was still in the dress. Still in her bed. Still Jacqueline.

The door creaked open. Megan stepped in quietly, carrying a mug of coffee in both hands. Her makeup was smudged, hair pulled into a lazy bun, one of my T-shirts slouching off her shoulder. She looked every bit like the girl who’d just ruined me—and now wanted to bring me breakfast.

She smiled when she saw me awake. “Morning, princess.”

I groaned and pulled the sheet higher over my chest. “Don’t.”

She just laughed and set the mug down on the nightstand. Then she crawled onto the bed beside me, her bare legs brushing mine, her gaze flicking down to the sticky mess drying against my belly.

She didn’t flinch. She didn’t tease. She just ran her fingers gently through my hair and said, “You were perfect last night.”

I closed my eyes.

“I don’t know what the hell happened.”

“Yes, you do.” Her voice was soft now. “You gave in. You let go. You showed me another side of yourself—perhaps the real side.” She kissed my cheek. “And you loved it.”

I didn’t answer because I couldn’t lie. Not now. Not after last night.

She picked up the tiara and placed it gently back on my head. “We are so doing this again,” she whispered. Then, with a smile that made my cock twitch beneath the sheet, “And next time… I’m picking the costume.”

I groaned, covering my face with both hands.

But I didn’t take the tiara off.
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He came crawling back. She welcomed him in—with conditions.

When Jake moves back in with his ex-girlfriend Riley and her seductive new roommate, he expects awkward silence and a couch to crash on. What he doesn’t expect is to be slowly unraveled—teased, tempted, and transformed.

It starts with soft clothes and playful mockery. A painted nail here. A silky robe there. But under Riley’s knowing smile and Lexi’s wandering hands, Jake begins to shed more than just his pride. They don’t want the man who used to live here.

They want Jade.

And once she emerges, there’s no going back.
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Claimed in Lace: A Transgender Feminization Fantasy
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He only wanted to see how it felt. He never expected it to fit so perfectly.

When Dylan buys an old steamer trunk from a mysterious antique shop, he doesn’t expect to find lingerie inside—much less a teddy that transforms his body the moment he slips it on. Suddenly he has curves, breasts, and a trembling body that responds to every brush of satin and lace.

Panicked and confused, Dylan returns to the shop, desperate for answers. But Vivian, the alluring shopkeeper, has no interest in undoing what’s been done. She offers him guidance… if he’s willing to submit to her.

Vivian dresses him, trains him, and teases him—until the name Dylan no longer fits. Until he sees someone else in the mirror. Someone beautiful.

Someone meant to be Delilah.
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