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Alone in Her Room



“So, Eli, you think you can handle it?” Nate asked, his grin wide and self-satisfied, the kind of grin that had always gotten him into—and out of—trouble.

I knew exactly why he was so smug. Nate was leaving tomorrow for a week at the beach, already fantasizing about the girls he’d meet and the stories he would come back bragging about. He had spent the last month talking nonstop about how he planned to “get lucky,” tossing the phrase around like it was inevitable.

Meanwhile, I sat there—his so-called best friend—listening with a strange mix of irritation and reluctant fascination. I had never been kissed, let alone “lucky,” and every boast of his made my chest tighten. There was jealousy in it, sure, but something else lurked beneath that envy, something I would never admit to Nate: the pulse of heat that spread through me whenever he leaned too close, whenever he joked about things I only ever dared to imagine.

“It’s a family vacation, bro,” I said, rolling my eyes hard enough to make the point. “How are you supposed to get any action when you’re stuck sharing a hotel room with your parents and your little sister?”

Nate just laughed and shook his head. “You weren’t listening. I told you, my parents got me my own room. Down the hall, separate key, no curfews. That was the deal if I kept my GPA up through graduation. And I did.” His voice carried the pride of someone who thought the world was already in his pocket.

“Right,” I shot back. “How you managed that when you spent every waking second chasing Stacey, Brittany, and the rest of the cheer squad is beyond me. But I guess straight A’s don’t matter when you’re the star of the team. Still, no girl is going to be impressed by an eighteen-year-old who laughs at fart jokes.”

“Jealous much?” Nate asked, smirking. He didn’t even flinch at the jab. If anything, my annoyance only fed his amusement.

“You should be happy for me,” he added, leaning forward, his voice carrying that effortless confidence I had never been able to mimic. “I put in four years of work. Coach rode me for the last two like my life depended on it. Now I finally get to enjoy myself before college ball starts. Do you know how many girls are going to be lining up for me?”

I forced a laugh and nodded. “Yeah, I’m real happy for you.” The lie came out stiff, brittle, but I knew he could see right through it. Nate always could.

The truth was, I envied him. Not just because he’d spend a week on the sand surrounded by bronzed bodies in thong bikinis, though that was reason enough. I envied him because he was everything I wasn’t: funny without trying, attractive without effort, charming without thinking. I had never believed any of those things about him, but the world—and especially the girls at school—believed it without hesitation. They adored him. Every hallway we walked down together was proof. The girls’ eyes followed him, their giggles spilling over like they couldn’t contain themselves. I knew those stares weren’t for me. They never were.

It wasn’t difficult to figure out why Nate drew so much attention. He was the varsity quarterback, the golden boy who had carried our school to back-to-back state championships. That alone would have been enough to secure his reputation. But Nate wasn’t just an athlete—he looked like he had stepped off the glossy page of a magazine or out of some CW teen drama. His grin was the kind of dumb, carefree smile that made people want to be around him, though he could shift in an instant into a brooding, smoldering stare that left girls weak at the knees. Sometimes I wondered if, on a whim, he could walk into a modeling agency and walk out with a contract.

Of course, none of the girls really knew Nate like I did. They imagined him as dark and mysterious, but that was only because they never saw him stumbling around in socks at two in the morning or cracking jokes about farts and video games. Nate wasn’t complicated. He was goofy, careless, and—most of the time—a little bit of a moron. Yet none of that mattered, because he had the kind of raw material you could build an idol on.

Nate had struck the genetic lottery. His thick, dark hair was always styled into a neat, effortless cut, as though he had woken up perfectly groomed. His smoky eyes matched it, smoldering without even trying. His body was built for attention—shoulders broad, stomach etched into a six-pack that looked like it could crack a tooth if you tried to bite down. And plenty of girls probably would have liked to test that theory. To make matters worse, rumor had it Nate was well-endowed, too.

In just about every way imaginable, I was his opposite. Where he was tall, I was short. Where his muscles drew stares, my skinny frame barely filled out a T-shirt. Where he was the life of the party, I was the introverted eighteen-year-old who blended into the background, forgettable unless someone needed homework help. Girls never gave me a second glance. If Nate’s family hadn’t moved in next door when we were in middle school, he probably never would have spoken to me at all.

I knew Nate outshone me in nearly every category, and I never doubted that the rumors about him were true. I had never seen him naked, of course, but I would not have been surprised if he really was hung. It seemed inevitable, almost unfair, that someone with every other advantage would have that as well. Guys like Nate never turned out to be cursed with shortcomings in the locker room.

Our last year of high school proved as much. He worked his way through what felt like a revolving door of girlfriends, each prettier than the last. Practically every week there was a new girl clinging to his arm, tucked beneath his corded bicep like she belonged there. And every week afterward, Nate would brag about his latest conquest while we shot hoops at the elementary school lot.

I told myself I didn’t want to hear it, that I hated every word, but the truth was more complicated. His stories made me squirm. Part of me wanted to shove my fingers in my ears and pretend none of it was real, but another part—one I barely admitted to myself—was drawn to the details. I hated how easily women seemed to fall into his lap, hated how comfortable he was in his own skin, hated how it made me feel both smaller and strangely excited at the same time.

Me? I was still a virgin, and that didn’t look likely to change anytime soon. I tried to console myself with the idea that college might be different, that maybe once I got away from home, things would turn around. But first I had to survive one last summer of being Nate’s shadow. And with him leaving for the Bahamas with his family, I was set to spend the next week alone.

I helped him pack the night before, tossing shirts into his duffel while he talked endlessly about how he was going to hook up with “island girls.” I rolled my eyes at his fantasies, quietly muttering curses at how ridiculous—but for him, probably inevitable—they really were. Nate was always so confident, so sure of himself, so impossibly at ease in his own body. It was a kind of freedom I couldn’t even imagine for myself, let alone embody.

“What’s this?” I asked, holding up a strange-looking tube I had found sitting on the counter in Nate’s bathroom. The object was heavier than it looked, sleek plastic that glinted under the light.

“That?” Nate grinned, already amused at my clueless tone. “That’s my fuck sleeve.”

“Your what?” I turned it over in my hands, frowning at the smooth casing as if the answer might be written somewhere along the side.

“My pocket pussy,” he said, chuckling like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “You seriously never heard of these?”

Before I could answer, Nate stepped forward, plucked the device from my grip, and twisted the cap free with casual expertise. The moment the lid came off, I saw it: a silicone opening molded into the shape of a pussy, pale and glossy, like a pornographic secret hidden inside an ordinary container. Suddenly it all made sense. It was a sex toy—a knockoff of the famous Fleshlight, though Nate brandished it like it was a trophy.

“No,” I said quickly, though the word tasted like a lie. Of course I knew what it was. Hell, I’d wanted one for years. I had hovered over the “checkout” button more times than I could count, only to back out at the last second, terrified the package might arrive while my parents were home. I could practically see it: my dad standing in the living room with a shipping box torn open, holding my fake pussy in his hands while I burned red and stammered out some pathetic excuse. It’s for… drawing class. Anatomy studies. Totally academic.

But not Nate. Nate never worried about things like that. If he wanted something, he bought it. For all I knew, his dad might have gotten it for him as some kind of crude coming-of-age gift. The two of them were open in ways that made me both uncomfortable and envious. Like father, like son, I supposed.

And I was envious. Painfully so. My cock stirred in my jeans as I stared at the pliant, rubbery slit, imagining what it might feel like to press myself into the soft, yielding channel. I doubted it was quite as good as the real Fleshlight, but right then it looked good enough to make me ache.

“Bullshit,” Nate laughed, reading me like a book. “You know you’ve wanted one of these.”

Of course I had. I was eighteen, a virgin, and painfully aware of it. Every guy probably wanted one of these things, but I had never been bold enough to act on the urge. Nate had, and he was grinning at me like he knew every secret I was trying to bury.

“You should try it sometime,” he went on, voice dropping low with conspiratorial heat. “Feels so fucking good. Tight as hell around your dick.” His grin widened. “Though honestly, mine almost doesn’t fit. I’m too big for it.”

I rolled my eyes at his boast, but my throat felt dry. He thrust the toy back into my hands, still smirking. “Go ahead, man. Fuck her while I’m gone. Just clean it out first, okay? If I get back and feel your cum on my dick, I’ll pound you.” He laughed as if it were a joke, but I barely heard him.

Because all I could think about was Nate’s cock—how thick it must have been to stretch the toy past its limit. My pulse throbbed with the image, sharp and humiliating.

I set the sleeve back down on the counter, trying to pretend my thoughts weren’t racing, and turned to help him finish packing.

When Nate and his family finally left for the Bahamas, I was left behind with his family’s golden retriever, Lucy. Feeding her and filling her water bowl three times a day was the excuse, but it didn’t feel like a chore. Lucy had always treated me like one of the family, and I usually stayed longer than I needed to, tossing a ball around the backyard before heading home to lose myself in video games.

The more time I spent at Nate’s house, the more my attention drifted toward things I probably shouldn’t have been curious about. Chief among them was Chloe—Nate’s older sister.

Chloe was hot in a way that made my chest tighten and my stomach twist. She was a year older than Nate, which somehow only made her seem more unattainable, more fully formed. In my mind, she was the girl of my dreams, the kind of woman I could never hope to actually have. It wasn’t just that she was Nate’s sister, which made the whole thing complicated enough. No, Chloe was out of my league entirely. If Nate was God’s gift to women, then Chloe was God’s gift to men. Their whole family felt unreal, like some genetic experiment dreamed up by a mad scientist, a household engineered to look perfect while the rest of us were left to stumble through acne, crooked teeth, and awkward proportions.

Chloe had always been a bit of a mystery to me. She was rarely home when I was around, and when she was, she tended to float through the house like some untouchable goddess. Every now and then I would spend the night at Nate’s, and in the quiet shuffle of late hours I’d catch a glimpse of her in the hallway. She’d be wearing skimpy pajama shorts or a loose T-shirt that clung to her chest in ways I couldn’t forget. Those moments—seconds at most—were enough to fuel my fantasies for weeks, maybe months.

Sure, I looked at porn like everyone else. But Chloe wasn’t some collection of pixels flickering on a laptop screen. She was real. She was the girl next door. She was close enough that I could imagine touching her, even if the odds of that happening were one in a million. Maybe one in a billion. Still, the very nearness of her was intoxicating.

I never dared breathe a word of my crush to Nate. How could I? He’d never let me live it down. So instead, I kept it quiet, savoring the rare moments when Chloe came close enough that I could catch the scent of her perfume or the faint sweetness of body lotion trailing after her. I would bury my arousal in my jeans, hoping neither she nor her brother noticed the way my pulse raced when she passed by.

Nate, for his part, barely mentioned her except with the kind of dismissive irritation only siblings could muster. “She’s such a bitch, bro,” he’d mutter after some shouting match over their dad’s sports car. I once overheard Chloe calling him a “cocksucker” in return, her voice sharp with the kind of authority that made me shiver even as I pretended not to hear. Their spats told me little about Chloe’s actual life, and Nate certainly wasn’t about to volunteer details about who she dated.

Still, I had no doubts she had boyfriends. She would have had to be a nun not to. Chloe was gorgeous in ways that didn’t even seem fair. Her honey-brown hair fell in sleek waves down to her chest, which was full enough to stop me in my tracks whenever I caught sight of her. Her legs seemed endless, stretching from the tiniest pair of shorts to meet at narrow hips that curved into a perfect hourglass figure. Every line of her body felt designed to drive men insane.

Once or twice, I saw her in something that showed off her midriff, the smooth skin of her stomach flashing like a secret. Another time, I walked into the kitchen just as she bent over to grab something off the floor. For a fleeting second, the waistband of her neon-green thong crept above her jeans in the telltale “whale tail.” That single glimpse lodged itself in my brain, haunting me for days. I was hard for nearly forty-eight hours, helpless against the memory.

My intention had always been to keep my secret hidden. Nate could never know about the way I thought of his sister, about the fantasies I spun whenever Chloe happened to drift past me in a hallway or brush too close at the kitchen counter. As far as I could tell, he had never been suspicious. If anything, he seemed too busy griping about everyone else’s interest in her.

Nate knew Chloe was hot—he admitted as much in his own begrudging way. More than once he had complained about his football buddies hanging around their house, pretending to be there for him while their eyes shamelessly followed Chloe. They wanted her, and they didn’t bother keeping it a secret. They teased Nate with crude jokes, elbowing one another in the ribs, and then Nate would vent about it to me the next day like it was a burden he had to shoulder alone.

I understood why his friends couldn’t resist her. Chloe was the kind of girl who ticked every box: mysterious, just out of reach, and older than they were. She was forbidden fruit, the ultimate trifecta of temptation. Their obsession made sense, and I couldn’t fault them for it. I was no different.

At first, whenever I went next door while Nate’s family was away, I kept myself in check. I fed the dog, tossed a ball around the yard with Lucy, and refilled her water bowl. That was all. It should have been enough. But the more I visited, the stranger it felt. Being alone in Nate’s house left me buzzing with a nervous, illicit energy. Each time I turned the key in the lock, I felt a rush that bordered on arousal. The house smelled like them, like Nate’s cologne and Chloe’s faint perfume, and it was impossible not to feel like I was trespassing into something intimate.

I told myself I wasn’t a creep, that I wasn’t a pervert. But the shame I felt only made the temptation sharper. Eventually I crossed a line. I slipped into Nate’s room. I couldn’t even say what I was hoping to find. Maybe I just wanted proof that he wasn’t as perfect as everyone thought he was. Maybe I wanted something that explained why I could never measure up.

The moment I opened his drawers, I knew there was no going back. His boxers and briefs were folded in stacks, casual and ordinary, yet I stared longer than I should have. Then I found the small cardboard box shoved under his bed. My chest tightened as I pulled it free and lifted the lid. Inside were condoms. Not just any, but sleek little packets stamped with bold white letters: XL.

I turned one over in my hand, biting my lip. The sight alone made my pulse throb. Was Nate really that big, or was this just another way to impress a girl, a prop to inflate his reputation? Maybe he flashed them around, letting girls imagine what he was packing before they ever got to see it.

I remembered reading once—somewhere online, probably—that girls weren’t good at judging size anyway, that guys lied and women always overestimated. A six-inch dick became eight in their minds, and everyone walked away satisfied with the exaggeration. I had clung to that study like a lifeline, repeating it to myself whenever I needed the comfort. It was easier to believe Nate wasn’t as impressive as I feared.

But staring at those shiny wrappers, I wasn’t sure anymore what I wanted the truth to be. Part of me wanted to find out he was bluffing, that he wasn’t the legend his reputation suggested. Another part wanted confirmation that he really was everything I suspected—huge, flawless, impossible to compete with.

Either way, my imagination betrayed me. I couldn’t stop thinking about what Nate’s cock must look like, couldn’t keep from picturing how it would feel to hold the weight of it, to see with my own eyes what all those XL labels implied. The more I tried to shove the thought away, the more it came back, insistent and vivid, until I felt my own arousal swelling against my jeans.

And it wasn’t the first time my curiosity had gotten the better of me. Once, in my economics class, I overheard a few girls whispering behind me. They were gossiping about Nate, their voices hushed but not so quiet that I couldn’t make out the words. They said he was hung, giggling as though they had just discovered the key to the universe.

I spent the rest of the day unable to think about anything else. My pencil scratched across notes I would never read again, my eyes glazed over while the lecture blurred into noise. All I could focus on was the image forming in my head—what Nate’s dick looked like, what it would feel like to see it. I told myself it was just curiosity, just the kind of natural comparison any guy might make about another. But even then, deep down, I knew it was more complicated than that.

Nate was cocky, always boasting, always acting like the world bent around him. And I wondered—maybe that arrogance was earned. Maybe it came from the quiet certainty that he had something the rest of us didn’t. That thought left me both jealous and strangely aroused, especially as I stood there in his room holding the XL condom package in my hand.

It was ridiculous, but clutching that little foil square felt like brushing against his power, his allure. For just a moment, I could pretend I was Nate—the hotshot athlete with the body, the grin, the big dick. I imagined what it must be like to pull a condom from that box in front of a girl, knowing she would already be impressed before anything even happened. Holding it, I felt a phantom sense of his confidence pulse through me, and the sensation went straight to my cock.

I eventually tucked the package back in place, swearing to myself that I would stop there. But I couldn’t. I rummaged through a few more drawers, looking for something else, anything else, that might be lewd or incriminating. Maybe he had a dildo, a porn stash, another sex toy hidden somewhere. The thought of finding a secret like that thrilled me—not because I planned to use it against him, but because it would feel like I finally had something over him, a hidden piece of ammunition to call on when his arrogance got under my skin.

But I found nothing. No dirty magazines, no toys, no secret drawer of fantasies. Just the condoms. That single discovery was the only thing of note, and yet it burned hotter in my imagination than anything else could have.

I tried to remind myself how wrong it was, how fucked up it felt to betray my best friend’s trust by poking through his things. I promised myself I wouldn’t do it again, that I would keep the boundaries intact.

But promises meant little when temptation was a constant hum in my blood. A few days later, I gave in to the pull I had always resisted: Chloe’s room.

The door opened without resistance, though I half expected it to be locked. I slipped inside and immediately felt as though I had crossed into another world. Soft shades of pink glowed from the walls, the faint smell of vanilla and something floral wrapping around me like an invisible embrace. The furniture was plush, cozy, distinctly feminine. Her bed overflowed with pillows, a little shrine of comfort and intimacy that contrasted so sharply with Nate’s messy, boyish chaos.

My eyes went to the floor, to the careless pile of clothes abandoned beside the bed. At first it was nothing—just laundry, a normal mess. But then I saw it. A thong, neon pink, lying atop the pile like it was waiting for me.

My chest tightened. My heart hammered against my ribs as I knelt down, drawn like I had no choice in the matter. I knew I had no business touching it, no excuse for being here, but the thought of Chloe in that tiny strip of fabric made my mouth dry. She was so hot, so completely beyond me, and yet here was a piece of her, real and close enough to touch.

I reached out and lifted it in my hands. The fabric was smooth and flimsy, almost insubstantial. And then I saw the word printed across the front in bold letters: Slut. Positioned perfectly so that when she wore it, the word would sit across her mound, a wicked declaration hidden beneath her jeans.

My cock throbbed instantly, straining against my jeans. A heat spread through me so fast it made me dizzy. I brought the thong closer, working the fabric between my fingers until it was inches from my face. The scent hit me then—vanilla, sweet but faded, mixed with the faint salt of dried sweat.

I had never thought of myself as the kind of guy who would get off on sniffing panties. But this wasn’t just any pair. This was Chloe’s. Nate’s older sister. The forbidden girl next door. Holding them, inhaling her, was like tasting a secret I had never been meant to know.

A shiver ran the length of my body. My knees went weak even as I crouched on the floor, clutching her thong like it was sacred. I hated myself for how badly I wanted it, but I couldn’t stop. The shame and the thrill blurred together until I was trembling, weak and hard, consumed by the wrongness of it and the desperate desire that burned hotter because of it.

I wanted to rip my cock out right then and there, to wrap Chloe’s panties around my shaft and stroke until I lost myself in her scent and softness. My pulse hammered in my ears as I glanced back over my shoulder, terrified of the impossible—Chloe suddenly appearing in the doorway and catching me red-handed with her thong clutched in my fist.

For a moment, the fear froze me. But then reason pushed through: nobody was home. Nate’s whole family was miles away, and they wouldn’t be back for hours. I was alone. The house was silent. My paranoia was nothing but the rush of guilt colliding with desire.

My fingers trembled as I unzipped my jeans. Slowly, as if peeling back the last thread of restraint, I pushed the denim down my thighs. My stiff cock sprang free, flushed and aching.

Adrenaline surged through me, making my hands unsteady. I couldn’t believe what I was about to do. It felt wicked, forbidden, like the kind of act you couldn’t ever admit to another living soul. If Chloe knew—if she had any idea that her little brother’s best friend was stroking himself with her worn thong—she would hate me. The thought made me shiver, but it only drove my arousal higher.

I closed my eyes as the fabric slid across my shaft. The thong was cool at first, smooth and silky, then warmer as it picked up the heat of my skin. I gasped at the sensation, the softness gliding back and forth, snugging against me in a way that was both alien and intoxicating.

“Fuck,” I whispered into the stillness, my voice cracked with lust. “I want you, Chloe.” The words slipped out before I could stop them, as though speaking them made the fantasy real.

It took almost no time at all before I was past the point of no return. The tightness in my gut twisted into a sharp, irresistible pull. My whole body tensed, shuddering as I groaned and shot hot streams into the air. A few drops spattered across the thong, darkening the pink fabric. The sight of my release staining her panties only made the orgasm tear through me harder, as if my shame and lust fed off each other in equal measure.

When it was finally over, I collapsed against myself, panting, my cock twitching as it spilled the last oozes of cum. I shook my head, dazed and flushed with guilt. I had never felt so utterly wrong and yet so thrillingly right.

I rubbed the tip of my cock across the thong, moaning at the thought that it had been pressed so close to Chloe’s pussy, absorbing her warmth, her scent. The connection made me want to start stroking all over again, to chase that unbearable high until I was spent beyond recovery.

Instead, another thought entered my head. Wild. Ridiculous. Dangerous. My cock softened slowly, but my curiosity only sharpened, wide-eyed and hungry. I couldn’t get enough of her thong. I kept wrapping it around myself, stroking, savoring the glide of the fabric against sensitive skin.

“I see why girls like their panties,” I murmured under my breath, the words almost startling me as they left my mouth. The thong was soft, sinfully delicate. I could only imagine how it must have felt sliding against her, how the silk might hug the curve of her hips or cling damp to her mound.

And then the idea struck—so sudden and reckless I almost laughed. But the laughter died in my throat, replaced with raw heat.

Why not wear it myself?

I didn’t know what came over me. Maybe it was the isolation of the house, the silence giving my filthiest impulses room to breathe. Maybe it was that I already felt so far gone into depravity that there was no point pretending anymore. I darted my eyes around the room, as though the walls themselves might bear witness. Nobody was here. Nobody would ever know.

I had never thought about wearing a girl’s panties before. Not once. But stroking off with Chloe’s thong had set something free inside me. It wasn’t enough to just use them. I wanted to feel them. I wanted to be inside them.

So I stepped into the thong, threading one leg and then the other, before slowly pulling it up my body. The moment it slid over my hips, a shiver rushed through me. I had never considered it before, but Chloe and I were almost the same size. I was a short, skinny guy, and she was a short, skinny girl. To my amazement, the thong fit perfectly.

Even with my cock and balls pressed against the front, there wasn’t much resistance. I wasn’t big soft, and in that state, the little pouch seemed to cradle me almost too easily, as though it had been waiting for me. The realization sent another jolt of heat through me.

I bit my lip as I adjusted the waistband, feeling the delicate elastic hug tight around my hips. The silky fabric nestled against my skin in a way I had never imagined underwear could. My cock stiffened again, and suddenly it wasn’t just pressed inside the thong—it was rubbing against the very same fabric that had once rubbed against Chloe’s pussy. That thought alone nearly made me spill all over again.

I walked a few steps across the room, tentative at first. The g-string slipped snugly between my ass cheeks, creating a constant teasing pressure that felt like the dirtiest kind of wedgie. Yet it aroused me in a way I couldn’t deny, the thin strap grazing against my asshole with each movement. My legs felt shaky, but also strangely graceful, as if the panties themselves were changing the way I carried my body.

Then, kneeling by the pile of clothes on the floor, I let my hands wander. I told myself I was being insane, that trying on a girl’s panties was already more than enough, but the urge kept pulling me further. What harm could there be in adding more? If wearing her thong made me feel this good, why not complete the look?

I lifted a pair of heather-gray yoga leggings from the pile and held them against me. The fabric was stretchy and soft, promising to cling tight. Beside them was a short purple sweater. It had a loose, slouchy neckline, but it was cropped high enough to reveal the navel once worn. My chest was flat, of course, but the sweater was baggy enough that the lack of breasts wasn’t glaringly obvious.

I tugged on the leggings, pulling them up my thighs, over my hips, snugging them over the thong. They hugged my calves, my thighs, and even my soft bulge, the fabric outlining me in a way that was simultaneously embarrassing and intoxicating. Then I slipped into the sweater, the hem brushing the smooth plane of my stomach.

I turned toward Chloe’s bathroom mirror and froze.

What stared back at me wasn’t just a boy in stolen clothes. It was something more, something almost believable. The leggings elongated my legs, made my hips look rounder, narrower at the waist. The sweater softened my frame, gave me a casual, feminine slouch. The thong beneath it all tugged tight, keeping me hard while also reminding me of how forbidden the whole thing was.

But my perfectionism, always buried beneath my nerves, flared. I didn’t want to just wear Chloe’s clothes. I wanted to look like her. I wanted to see myself reflected not as a boy pretending, but as a girl who could turn heads, a girl who looked sexy.

I swapped the gray leggings for a pair of black ones from the pile. When I pulled them up, the change was immediate. The darker fabric did what the gray couldn’t—it concealed the faint bulge in my crotch. With the gray leggings, there had been an unmistakable outline of cock and balls pressing forward. In black, the effect was muted, almost hidden. My eyes widened. It let me pretend, even for a moment, that I wasn’t betraying myself with a telltale bump.

I could better imagine that I was a girl.

And I had some advantages. My hair already fell to my shoulders, thick and honey-blonde, one of the only things girls ever seemed to compliment. They teased me about it, called me “pretty,” “cute,” sometimes even admitted they were jealous of the way it caught the light. I had never cut it short, clinging to the one feature that seemed to draw genuine admiration. My blue eyes only added to the effect, pale and striking against the sweep of hair.

It had always bothered me that girls never saw me as sexy or hot the way they did with guys like Nate. To them, I was harmless, soft, the boy who sat quietly in the background. But here, in this mirror, those same traits transformed. My prettiness, my slight frame, my hair—all the things I had resented—suddenly helped me. They made me believable.

I strut across Chloe’s bedroom, the leggings clinging to me with every step, the thong riding higher between my cheeks. Sitting back on her bed, I stared at my reflection in the tall mirror on her closet door. My breath caught.

I looked good. Better than good. I looked feminine, even sexy. For the first time in my life, I looked like the kind of girl I had always longed for.

And the realization made me harder than I had ever been.

It was strange to find myself aroused not by Chloe, but by the act of feeling and looking like a girl. I could not name what it was inside me that made this sensation so overwhelming, only that it struck with a power I had never experienced before. It was as though I had stumbled into a secret I had carried within me my entire life without knowing it. The sight of my reflection—a boy blurred into the shape of a girl—made my cock throb and ache with want.

The thong only intensified it. My cock was snug inside Chloe’s panties, the soft fabric balmy and slick against the head. Each tiny movement sent a shiver of pleasure through me, the silk gliding in ways that made me tremble and gasp. I could not believe that something so delicate, something that had once been pressed against Chloe’s body, was now wrapped tight around me.

I gave in. My hand pressed down against the front of the leggings, grinding into the smooth stretch of cotton until I moaned. I rubbed myself not like a boy with a cock but like a girl teasing her clit, circling and stroking until my breath came in ragged bursts.

But it wasn’t enough. My appetite had grown too sharp. I needed more.

I rose from the bed and wandered into Chloe’s bathroom, my heart hammering with the thrill of trespass. The counter was scattered with makeup—small bottles, tubes, and compacts I barely recognized. I had no idea what I was doing, but curiosity took control. My fingers found eye shadow, blush, lipstick. I applied them clumsily, cautious, barely daring to press too hard. Somehow, it worked. The “less is more” approach, born of insecurity, gave me just enough.

When I returned to the bedroom and caught my reflection again, I froze.

I looked different. Softer. More believable. My lips, painted red, looked fuller when I bit them. The blush on my cheeks gave me a girlish warmth, while the faint shimmer of shadow around my eyes made them stand out, pale blue and almost luminous beneath the honey fall of my hair. I had done so little, yet the difference was startling.

I imagined what a skilled hand might achieve if I looked this much like a girl on my own. The thought alone made my cock twitch in its silken prison.

It helped that I had always been nearly hairless. What had once embarrassed me now felt like an advantage. My smooth face, my bare legs, even my near-hairless groin—traits that had once made me feel small and boyish—now worked in my favor. The blush caught easily on my clear skin, and my reflection looked toned, soft, feminine. I puckered my lips at the mirror, testing expressions, tilting my head, marveling at how the person looking back at me could pass for a sexy college girl.

For a moment, I forgot myself entirely. I forgot I was inside Nate’s house, in his sister’s clothes, painting my lips and hips into someone new. I forgot that if Nate ever caught me, he would end me, friendship or not.

All I could think about was the heat between my thighs and the reflection that made my cock feel less like a cock at all.

I sat back on Chloe’s bed, grinding against myself, moaning as my hand rubbed the outline of my erection as though it were a clit swelling beneath my leggings. Each pass of my palm drew another gasp, another tremor of delight. I grew drunk on the illusion, drunk on myself.

The mirror became everything. Watching the way I looked while I rubbed, seeing the sway of my hair, the flush of my painted lips—it convinced me. The fantasy thickened until I spread my legs and tilted them up, tugging the leggings and thong down just far enough to glimpse my bare skin in the reflection.

I stared, feverish. If I peeled them further, if I let them slide low enough, I could almost believe I would see a pussy instead of balls. For a few breathless seconds, the reflection had me fooled. I was her. I was the girl I had always wanted.

The spell shattered with a sound.

Everything went numb and cold when a voice, sharp and unexpected, cut through the silence of the room.

“What the… who are you?”

The words snapped through the air, freezing me in place.

My head whipped toward the doorway, and there he was—Nate. He stood framed by the hall light, staring at me with a mixture of shock and confusion. His brow furrowed as though he couldn’t quite process what he was seeing.

“Shit!” I yelped, scrambling to tug my leggings back up over my exposed bottom. My hands fumbled clumsily, my body buzzing with humiliation. Nate stepped into the bedroom, his eyes fixed on me as if I were some alien creature that had materialized in his sister’s room.

He wore a sleeveless tank that clung to his broad chest, a backwards cap shadowing his face, and swim shorts that dripped faintly as though he had only just returned from the beach. His shoulders gleamed with a faint sheen of saltwater. He looked every bit the golden athlete I had always envied—confident, casual, infuriatingly perfect.

I was stunned, speechless. Nate was not supposed to be home for another two days. His family was meant to still be on vacation. What the hell was he doing here, standing in the doorway while I sat on his sister’s bed dressed in her thong and leggings?

“I… um… I—” My voice cracked. Words failed me. How could I possibly explain this? That I, his best friend Eli, was wearing his sister’s clothes and grinding myself against her sheets like some depraved imposter? If he knew, it wouldn’t just ruin our friendship. It would ruin me. If word of this got out around town, I might as well vanish. I’d be a dead man walking.

“Well?” Nate asked, his head cocked, his tone less furious than I expected. “Who are you?”

His voice held confusion, yes, but not anger. That alone threw me off. Shouldn’t he have been raging? Shouldn’t he have lunged at me already, fists swinging? Instead, his expression was curious, almost entertained. His eyes drifted down my body—lingering far too long on my hips, my lap, the tight line of the leggings stretched across me. My stomach flipped.

“I… I’m…” My mind spun, desperate. Confess? Admit the truth? Impossible. My lips locked against it, refusing to give shape to the words.

And then—without thought, without plan—something slipped from my mouth. The words seemed to rise from some hidden place inside me, a survival instinct dressed in silk.

“I’m Eli’s girlfriend,” I crooned, my voice pitched higher, softer, trying to mimic the lilt of a girl.

Nate blinked. “Eli’s girlfriend?” His hand rubbed the back of his neck, his expression shifting from suspicion to surprise.

“That’s right,” I said quickly, forcing a nervous smile, my heart pounding as though it would burst through my chest.

“Shit,” Nate muttered with a grin. “I didn’t even know he had a girlfriend. What a sly dog.”

I nearly laughed aloud at the absurdity, though it came out strangled, nervous. “Yeah, I’m… Elena,” I blurted. The name spilled out before I could stop it. My pulse raced a million miles a second as I tried to keep my face composed.

Nate chuckled, clearly buying it—or at least entertained enough to play along. “So tell me, Elena,” he said, his eyes narrowing with mock suspicion, “why are you in my sister’s room… touching yourself?”

“I… um…” My cheeks burned crimson, and my lips fumbled for an excuse. “I’m so sorry. I… Eli and I… we broke up recently. I’ve been helping him with your dog, and I guess I was just… overwhelmed. I made a stupid choice. I came up here to… to let off some tension.”

The lie hung in the air, trembling between us. My whole body shook with the effort of keeping it alive.

But Nate only grinned wider. He stepped closer, his tall frame looming over me until he was standing just a breath away. I could smell the salt of the ocean still clinging to his skin, the faint musk of sweat and sun.

“Is that so?” he said. His voice dipped lower, smooth and teasing, his grin curling into something almost wolfish.

“Y-yeah,” I stammered, inching back against the bed, my breath quickening.

Nate tilted his head, eyes glinting with amusement. “Well, shit. You don’t have to use your hand when I’m right here.”

My body went cold, my stomach twisting. “Um… what?” I managed, blinking up at him in disbelief.

“Come on.” His grin widened, his confidence radiating. “You’re fucking hot. And I’m hot, too. It’s meant to be.”

I could hardly believe what was happening. Nate—my best friend, the golden boy I had always envied—was hitting on me. Worse still, he actually believed I was a girl. My mind spun in circles, dizzy with inner conflict. Every alarm in my body screamed that this was wrong, that I should confess and end it immediately. And yet, beneath the fear, something hotter surged. A shameful truth: the thought of being wanted by Nate turned me on.

My cock pulsed and throbbed inside Chloe’s thong, the snug fabric cradling me, reminding me with every twitch how precarious this all was. My heart pounded in my chest, and I silently prayed he would not look too closely, that he wouldn’t pierce through the makeup and the borrowed clothes to see the boy underneath.

“Look,” Nate said, his voice smooth, confident, carrying that practiced ease I had heard him use on countless girls. “It’s kind of messed up that you’re in my sister’s room, touching yourself. Now, I could make a big deal out of it, or I could forget it ever happened. That just depends on what you’re willing to do for me in return.” His lips curled into a smile that was equal parts charming and dangerous.

That was the Nate I knew. Always cocky, always in control. Only this time, I wasn’t on the sidelines hearing about it later. I was on the receiving end.

My mouth went dry. “What… what do you mean? What do you want me to do?” I asked, forcing my voice to stay high and girlish.

Nate’s eyes dropped pointedly to his shorts before sliding back up to meet mine. A grin tugged at his mouth, the meaning unmistakable.

“You want me to… suck your dick?” I asked, the words trembling out of me.

He nodded slowly, almost lazily, like it was the most natural thing in the world. “Have you ever had a big one before?”

The question made my stomach lurch. Could I honestly suck another guy’s cock? Could I do that to Nate of all people? My head screamed no, but my body betrayed me. Heat coursed through me, my cock swelling inside the thong until it ached. I didn’t feel like I had a choice—not if I wanted to keep my secret hidden.

“Well?” Nate prompted, raising a brow.

I swallowed hard, then nodded despite myself. “Okay,” I whispered. “If that’s what it takes to keep my secret.”

Nate’s grin widened into something triumphant. He wasted no time. His swim shorts dropped to the floor, and in one bold motion, his cock swung free.

My breath caught. “Holy shit,” I gasped, forgetting to mask my voice.

Nate was huge. Bigger than I ever imagined. His dick hung heavy, already thickening, the swollen head flushed a deep pink. Eight inches at least, maybe more, with a pair of full, low-hanging balls beneath it. Jealousy stabbed through me, sharp and bitter, but it tangled with something darker, something hotter. Arousal.

My hand trembled as I reached for him. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and began to stroke, slow at first, then firmer as I felt the girth fill my palm. Nate moaned, low and approving, and the sound made my knees weak. He thought I was just some sexy girl stroking him off. He had no idea it was me, his best friend hidden behind makeup and lingerie. The thought should have horrified me, but instead it thrilled me. I was being dirty, sneaky, reckless—and I loved it.

I gave him a few more strokes, then parted my lips and leaned in. My mouth opened, tentative, and I slid the fat head between my lips. It stretched me wide immediately, forcing my jaw open, but I pressed forward, taking him deeper.

Nate groaned. “Fuck, yeah,” he breathed.

I shuddered at the taste of him, salty and musky, as his cock filled my mouth. I tightened my lips around the swollen crown, sucking gently. Precum leaked across my tongue, warm and slick, and I moaned around his length. My cock strained in Chloe’s thong, dripping with my own arousal as I bobbed my head.

In that moment, I felt transformed. Not a boy. Not Nate’s friend. I was a slutty college girl on her knees, serving cock like it was the only thing in the world I wanted.

“Just like that, you whore,” Nate groaned above me. “Yeah… suck it good.”

His words made me quiver. I obeyed, sliding him deeper, my hand cupping his balls, heavy and warm in my palm. I stroked them gently, curious and fascinated, amazed at how alive they felt. Envy and arousal blurred together until I was dizzy with it.

“Come on… yeah,” Nate moaned, hips twitching forward. “I want to fuck you so bad. Don’t make me cum in your mouth,” he begged, voice rough with need.

I pulled back with a gasp, my lips wet, my chest heaving. “You… you want to fuck me?”

His grin was feral, hungry. “Shit, yeah I do. How about I eat out your pussy first, to return the favor? Then I can stretch you nice and wide with my cock.”

“I… um… I probably shouldn’t,” I whispered, hesitating as my pulse thundered in my ears.

“Oh? So you’re going to let me tell the whole neighborhood that you were in my sister’s bedroom, jerking off in her panties like some kind of pervert?” Nate’s tone was half playful, half threatening, his grin curling wider as he loomed over me.

“Um… no. No, not at all,” I stammered. My mind spun, desperate to find an escape. Before I could think better of it, words tumbled out of my mouth, unplanned and raw. “What about… my butt?”

Nate’s eyes widened, and then his smile split into something feral. “Your butt? You’d let me fuck your ass?”

Heat burned across my face. “Um, I… maybe,” I breathed, my voice trembling with nerves. The thought alone made my stomach twist. There’s no way I can let another guy fuck my ass, I told myself. I certainly can’t let Nate do it. Can I?

“Now we’re talking, babe,” Nate said, his voice low and hungry.

Before I could react, he grabbed me firmly and pushed me forward. I toppled onto my belly, sprawled across Chloe’s bed, my face buried in her sheets. My hips rose instinctively, ass jutting into the air. My heart hammered as Nate’s hands found my waistband. He yanked at my yoga leggings and the thong beneath, dragging them down with impatient strength.

“Don’t pull them too far,” I blurted, panicked. “You’re only allowed to look at my ass right now, okay?” I was terrified he might see my balls if he tugged too far, terrified my disguise would unravel in an instant.

Nate didn’t answer. He only stopped tugging and spread my cheeks apart with steady hands. Cool air ghosted over my exposed hole, leaving me shivering. Then came the wet sound of spit, and a moment later, his tongue.

I gasped. “Oh… oh, fuck!” The cry ripped from me before I could stop it. Nate’s tongue pressed flat and insistent against my asshole, dragging slowly, deliberately, as though savoring me.

Shock gave way to heat, a wild spark that raced up my spine. My body trembled as his tongue flicked and swirled, teasing the rim before plunging deeper. I wiggled and moaned, unable to hold still as waves of sensation spread through my loins.

Nate held me firm, devouring me with a hunger that made me weak. Sometimes he licked slow, indulgent strokes that left me panting; other times, he flicked fast and relentless until I writhed against his face. My whole body lit up with the shameful pleasure of it, and before I knew it, the words burst from my mouth.

“Fuck me,” I begged, shocked at myself.

Nate needed no more permission. He spat into his palm, stroked his cock, and pressed the swollen head against my tight hole.

I tried to breathe, to relax, to open for him. But Nate was impatient, greedy. With a steady push, he forced himself inside, stretching me wide in a single shocking thrust. I cried out, my breath stolen as his cock slid deeper, splitting me open in ways I had never imagined.

“Oh… fuck, babe,” Nate moaned above me, voice thick with pleasure.

I couldn’t answer. I could only groan and grunt as his cock drove further inside, filling me, claiming me.

“Fuck,” he groaned again, hips pressing forward. His voice was raw, lost to the rhythm of his lust. “How do you like this? Bet Eli never gave you a dick this big, huh?”

My teeth clenched, my voice breaking. “No… no, he didn’t,” I gasped, riding the line between pain and impossible pleasure.

Nate’s thrusts grew stronger, greedier, as though his cock had a will of its own. He set a pace that was slow at first, measured enough to let me stretch, but soon his impatience returned. His hips slammed into me with long, deep strokes that left me moaning into Chloe’s sheets.

“Babe,” he groaned, breath ragged, “your ass feels so fucking good. You’re gonna drain the cum from my balls.”

The filthy words shot through me, igniting something inside. My cock, trapped and leaking in Chloe’s thong, throbbed against the mattress. Maybe it was the steady grind of Nate’s cockhead brushing some hidden place inside me, or maybe it was the raw dominance in his voice, but I felt myself spiraling. The edge built quickly, a relentless climb I couldn’t resist.

“Just like that,” I moaned, breathless, clutching the sheets. “Oh God… just like that.” I meant it, every word. I wanted him to keep fucking me, to drive into me until I broke apart beneath him.

And only moments later, I did. My body shook as I surrendered, cumming hard, moaning like the slutty girl I was pretending to be, my whole body convulsing as Nate kept pounding deep inside me.

“Oh… oh, fuck!” I cried out, my voice high and ragged.

“You’re cumming?” Nate groaned, his grin audible even in the heat of his moans. “Ah yeah… I made you cum just by fucking your ass. I’m a fucking king.”

The words sent a shudder through me. My body betrayed me completely as my cock pulsed hard, spilling into Chloe’s thong. I moaned shamelessly, my voice breaking as shot after shot of hot cum filled the panties. The silk clung wetly to me, soaking through, as Nate kept pounding into me with the relentless rhythm of a jackhammer. Each thrust drove me deeper into the sheets, each stroke making my thighs quiver.

“I want to cum too, babe,” Nate panted above me, his hips grinding with increasing urgency. “Can I fill your ass with my load?”

His voice, low and pleading, struck me with a thrill I hadn’t expected. The words were filthy, but they made my whole body quake with want.

“Do it,” I begged, breathless. “Cum inside me.”

By this point, I wanted it. God help me, I wanted it more than anything. To feel him release inside me, to take him in fully—it made me feel closer to Nate than I had ever imagined possible. We weren’t just friends anymore. We weren’t even just two bodies. We were connected. Bound. One.

A part of me knew the truth was bound to come out eventually. He would learn that the girl beneath him had been me all along. But not yet. Not while his cock was still buried inside me, making me forget my name. I let myself imagine a future, fleeting but dangerous, where this wasn’t the last time. Where I let him fuck me again and again until he couldn’t deny how much he loved it, couldn’t deny how much he wanted me, even if I wasn’t the girl he thought I was.

Until then, I was content to take him.

Nate groaned sharply, his thrusts erratic. His cock swelled and throbbed deep inside me, and I knew he was there. The moment of release.

Then it hit. His shaft contracted, pulsing as his hot load surged into me. I gasped, my back arching as I felt his cum spread warmly inside, painting me in ways I had never dreamed possible.

“Oh… fuck!” Nate cried out, his voice guttural and raw.

Instinctively, I reached back, clutching his heavy balls as they emptied, feeling the life pour out of him and into me. My lips curled into a secret smile. I had never felt more powerful—or more perversely feminine—than I did in that moment, with Nate’s cock buried to the hilt and his seed flooding my insides.

I felt like a certified girl, initiated into some secret club of womanhood. There would be no going back after this. Not for me.

When Nate finally collapsed, he slid free, leaving me sticky and raw, but glowing with a forbidden kind of bliss. We sprawled on Chloe’s bed, breathless. He pulled me against him without hesitation, one muscled arm cradling me as though I were precious.

“Babe,” he murmured, his lips close to my ear, “who are you? I feel like I’ve known you forever, but at the same time, I’ve never seen you before. At least… I don’t think I have.”

His question lingered in the air, but I only smiled, pressing a finger to his lips. “Don’t worry about it right now.”

What mattered was this: I had been properly fucked as a girl, and now there was no denying the truth of what I wanted. I knew I would crave it again. I knew I would dress this way again. And now, I had a big, strong college boy eager to give me exactly what I needed.

I giggled softly, giddy with lust and disbelief. “Just get ready for round two.”

The summer had only just begun, and I knew, with absolute certainty, it was going to be long, hot, and filthy beyond anything I had ever imagined.
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The morning light spilled across Chloe’s bedroom, soft and golden through the curtains. I blinked awake, groggy, sore, and more satisfied than I had ever been in my life. For a few seconds, I forgot where I was. Then the ache in my ass reminded me. My body felt stretched and used, a pulsing tenderness lingering where Nate had been.

I lay there on my side, still in Chloe’s bed, her sheets twisted around my legs, the faint smell of vanilla perfume clinging to the fabric. And beside me, Nate. He was half-asleep, one arm draped over my waist as though I belonged there. His breath was slow and steady, his chest rising and falling against my back.

I stared at the mirror across the room. My makeup had smudged during the night, lipstick faint on my mouth, blush streaked along my cheeks. My hair was tangled but fell prettily over my shoulders. The black leggings still clung to me below the waist, though the thong beneath was sticky with my own cum.

I should have been horrified. Any normal guy would have bolted upright, showered off, scrubbed away every trace of what had happened, and pretended it was all a nightmare. But I didn’t move. I didn’t want to.

Instead, I let my hand drift down between my thighs, pressing lightly against the soaked fabric of Chloe’s thong. Even used, even messy, it felt perfect. The panties hugged me in a way my boxers never had. They made me feel delicate, feminine, special.

Last night, Nate had treated me like a girl, and I had let him. More than let him—I had begged him. And when he filled me, when his cum had spilled inside me, I had felt complete. Initiated. Changed.

I whispered it to myself, quiet but certain: “There’s no going back now.”

I imagined myself slipping into Chloe’s closet again, choosing different outfits, layering them, painting my lips more carefully, pulling my hair into styles that might fool Nate even more easily next time. The thought of him pinning me down, treating me like his girl again, made my cock stir against the damp thong.

Nate shifted behind me, tightening his arm around my waist in his sleep. The warmth of his body pressed into mine, and I smiled despite myself. My best friend had no idea it was me. He thought he had found a hot girl to fuck, and maybe that was true.

Because this summer, I wasn’t going to be Eli anymore. Not when I put on Chloe’s clothes, not when I painted my face, not when I spread my legs for Nate. This summer, I was going to be his girl.

I giggled softly into the pillow, the sound girlish and bright. I couldn’t wait.
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By the time July bled into August, I was living a double life.

To the world outside Nate’s house, I was still Eli—the quiet, skinny boy next door, the kid who played video games and kept to himself. But whenever I met up with Nate, I was Elena.

Nate’s girl.

It happened gradually, then all at once. At first, it was just the thong, the leggings, the crop tops Chloe had left behind. I’d taken some home with me when Nate hadn’t been looking. Then makeup, wigs, and heels I bought online. Then came the little rituals: shaving closer, painting my nails in soft colors, letting Nate choose what I wore when I came over.

Every time I slipped into girl clothes, I felt the old resistance fading, stripped away like my boxers on Chloe’s floor. The shame remained, but it no longer stopped me. It thrilled me. The shame became part of the heat.

Nate never asked too many questions. He called me “babe,” kissed me with that smug grin of his, and fucked me like I was made for it. He liked to push me down on my stomach and take me until I was moaning into the sheets.

And every time, when he was finished and I was lying there sticky and aching, I told myself it would be the last time. That I couldn’t keep lying to him, that the secret would explode in my face eventually.

But then I’d see myself in the mirror—lips painted, hair tousled, panties crooked from his hands—and I’d realize I didn’t want it to end.

The risk of discovery only made it hotter.

One night, after we had fucked in the back of his car under the stars, Nate brushed a strand of hair from my face and said softly, “I don’t know what it is about you, Elena. You’re different. I don’t want anyone else this summer but you.”

My throat tightened. The truth pressed against my lips, but I swallowed it down. Instead, I kissed him, tasting salt and sweat, and let him believe the lie.

Because the truth was simple: Eli was gone. Elena was who Nate wanted. Elena was who I wanted to be when I was with him.

And as the long, hot summer stretched toward its end, I couldn’t stop wondering which would come first—Nate discovering who I really was, or me admitting that, deep down, I wanted to be his girl forever.
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It was late one night in August, the air thick and heavy with summer heat. Nate and I were lying tangled together in my bed, sweat slicking our skin, his arm draped around me in that lazy, possessive way that always made my heart ache. My head rested against his chest, listening to the slow, steady beat of his heart.

For weeks, the secret had gnawed at me. Every kiss, every thrust, every whispered “babe” sent a ripple of guilt through me, even as it also lit me on fire. I couldn’t keep hiding forever. If this thing between us was real, he deserved to know.

“Nate,” I said softly, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Yeah?” His fingers traced circles along my bare shoulder, absentminded and tender.

“I… I have to tell you something.” My throat tightened. I shifted, pulling myself up so I could look him in the eyes. The smirk that usually played on his lips was gone. He looked at me with quiet patience, waiting.

The words fought in my chest, but I forced them out. “I’m not Elena.”

Nate’s brow arched slightly. “No?”

“I’m Eli,” I admitted, my stomach twisting with fear. “It’s me. Your best friend. I dressed up, and at first you didn’t recognize me, and I was too scared to tell you, and then it all just… happened. I’m sorry. I should’ve told you sooner.” My voice cracked, and I felt tears prickling the corners of my eyes. “If you hate me, I get it. If this ruins everything, I get it. I just… I couldn’t keep lying.”

For a long moment, Nate said nothing. My heart hammered so hard I thought I might pass out.

Then, to my shock, he chuckled softly and shook his head. “You think I didn’t know?”

I blinked. “What?”

He leaned back against the pillows, his grin slowly returning. “I mean, yeah, at first I didn’t have a clue. You fooled me good that first night. But then… I don’t know. Little things. The way you moved. The way you laughed when you thought I wasn’t paying attention. The way you tried so damn hard not to let me see your pussy. It didn’t take a genius to put the pieces together.”

“You… you knew?” My voice trembled.

“Not right away,” he said, brushing a thumb across my cheek. “But after a while? Yeah. And the thing is, I didn’t care. Still don’t.” His gaze locked onto mine, steady and unflinching. “I’ve never felt like this with anyone before. Doesn’t matter if you’re Eli or Elena. Doesn’t matter if you’re wearing panties or jeans. What we’ve got? It’s real. And I’m not letting it go.”

Relief crashed over me so hard it nearly stole my breath. I laughed through the tears that blurred my vision, pressing my face against his chest. My body shook with the release of it, the weeks of fear finally uncoiling into something warm and bright.

“You don’t know how happy that makes me,” I whispered.

Nate tilted my chin up, kissed me slow and deep, his lips tasting like heat and promise. “Good,” he said against my mouth. “Because you’re mine. Always have been. Always will be.”

I smiled so hard my cheeks ached. For the first time all summer, I felt light, free, elated. I had my happy ending after all, and it was with Nate.
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Want New Stories?



Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/cNUGC1

No spam, just romance goodies!
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About the Author



Jane is a gender-fluid author of transgender, feminization and crossdressing short stories, who identifies as female.

When she isn’t writing, she is (clumsily) attempting yoga and chatting with friends in her home, Vermont.

To read more of Jane’s stories, click below.
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