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Chapter One



Adam was a loser. Always had been. That wasn’t my fault—and it sure as hell wasn’t my problem. The guy was awkward, scrawny, and hopeless with girls. I wasn’t mean. I was just honest. Brutally honest. I called it like I saw it, and when I looked at Adam Keller, I saw the lamest excuse for a man I’d ever known.

Some people said I was a bully. I disagreed. I figured if the truth hurt, maybe it was worth hearing. I’d made fun of Adam my whole life. It had been easy, even entertaining. But lately, something had shifted. My friends didn’t laugh as loudly. Some of them gave me side-eyes or told me to chill. Like I was supposed to grow a conscience or something. I didn’t care. I wasn’t about to change who I was—especially not for Adam Keller.

What I didn’t know was that the next time I took a shot at him would be the last.

It was early summer. My friends and I were hanging out in the driveway of my parents’ house, sitting on cheap lawn chairs, half-drunk on beer we weren’t old enough to buy. We’d just wrapped up our first year of college, riding high on stories about girls we’d hooked up with. Most of us were exaggerating—or straight-up lying—but that wasn’t the point. It was about flexing. Posturing. Bragging about things we thought made us men.

That’s when I saw Adam, walking home across the street. From where or what, I had no clue. Probably a comic shop or some club full of weirdos. He was wearing a hoodie, jeans a little too tight, sneakers that looked brand-new and somehow still dorky. He tripped over the curb, stumbled hard, arms flailing like a cartoon character.

I couldn’t help myself.

“Having trouble in your high heels, Adam?” I called out, smirking.

He caught himself on his palms and pushed up from the pavement with a red face and a scowl that barely looked threatening. “That’s it!” he snapped, brushing his messy brown hair from his eyes and jamming his glasses up the bridge of his nose. “I’m so done with your shit, Rob.”

That stopped me cold. My friends murmured behind me, some telling me to sit down, let it go. But no one—especially not Adam Keller—talked to me like that.

I stood, fists clenched, something hot and angry boiling just beneath my skin. “What the hell did you just say to me?”

I crossed the street in three strides, grabbed him by the collar, and yanked him forward. His breath hitched. His bravado vanished. My fist rose before I even realized it.

But then—

A woman’s voice rang out, sharp and unmistakable. “Leave him alone!”

I turned my head, startled. Adam’s mom—her—was running toward us, panic flashing in her emerald-green eyes.

God, she was something else. Always had been. Long, honey-blonde hair that framed a face far too young-looking for someone with a college-aged kid. Curves that made it impossible not to stare. She wasn’t just beautiful—she was formidable. The kind of woman who didn’t just command a room, she owned it.

“Get your hands off him!” she barked, placing herself between us before I had the chance to step back.

I dropped my fist. My fingers uncurled from Adam’s shirt. Suddenly, I felt like the one who had tripped and fallen.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” she demanded.

I stared at her, stunned into silence. Not just because of her anger—but because of the way she looked at me. Her mouth was hard, her jaw set. But there was something else too. Disappointment. Disgust.

I’d always avoided getting physical with Adam for one reason—her. Not because I cared about him. But because I didn’t want to piss her off. This was a woman who once kicked a guy out of her house mid-dinner, flinging his keys at him from the porch. She was fire and fury and fearlessness.

No one ever lasted long with her. Not since the divorce. Word on the street was her ex couldn’t handle her temper. Or maybe it was something else. No one knew for sure. But the stream of men who came and went from that house told its own story. And now here she was, inches from my face, tearing me down with a single glare.

“Chase Donovan,” she said, voice low and cold. “You’ve always been a troublemaker.”

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Keller,” I muttered, shifting my weight. “I was just helping the kid back up after he tripped.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Do I look like an idiot to you, Chase?”

The sound of my full name cut sharper than her tone. A chill skated down my spine. My friends called me Rob. Only Rob. Hearing Chase come from her lips made me feel about ten years old again, not the nineteen I was. All at once, the bravado I’d been wearing like armor thinned and cracked.

“We both know exactly what you were doing,” she continued, voice low and firm. “And it wasn’t helping my son. I’ve never seen you lend him a hand—not once in all the years you’ve lived across the street.”

She wrapped her arm around Adam’s shoulders, pulling him close with maternal warmth. Her fingers, strong yet graceful, brushed through his hair before she kissed the crown of his head.

“Go on inside, sweetie,” she said softly. “I’ll make you some hot chocolate.”

The tenderness in her voice made my stomach twist. I fought the urge to scoff but couldn’t stop my eyes from rolling. So that’s why he was such a wuss, I thought. She babied him, shielded him from the world. But I knew better than to think she’d ever coddle me.

I turned to walk back toward my friends, hoping the moment would fizzle out before it blew up in my face—but I felt her hand on my shoulder before I could take more than two steps. Not gentle. Commanding.

She spun me around with ease, her fingers biting into the muscle just enough to make me stiffen.

“Not so fast, Chase,” she said, her tone deceptively calm. “You’ve got a punishment coming—and it’s going to be serious.”

There was a fire in her eyes now, barely contained, and a wicked curve to her smile that made my chest tighten. She didn’t look angry so much as... satisfied. Like she'd been waiting for this moment.

“You’re not my mom,” I said, trying—and failing—to keep my voice from cracking.

“No,” she agreed, tilting her head just slightly. “I’m not. But someone clearly needs to teach you how to behave.”

Then, without another word, she dropped her hands and turned to walk toward the house. Halfway there, she glanced back at me, her gaze fierce—like a dare and a command wrapped into one.

I told myself I didn’t have to follow her. That I was a grown man and no one could make me do anything. I told myself I didn’t owe her an explanation or obedience.

But my feet didn’t seem to get the memo.

They followed her.

I didn’t know why. Maybe it was fear. Maybe it was the dark glint in her eye—the way her voice curled around the word punishment. Or maybe it was the growing ache in my jeans that I didn’t fully understand yet. All I knew was that my body had decided, and my brain was barely keeping up.

Behind me, my friends stared in stunned silence. Eyes wide. Jaws slack. I could feel their confusion—and worse, their judgment—but I had no way to explain myself. I couldn’t tell them that the moment Mrs. Keller had scolded me, my skin had flushed with something dangerously close to desire. I couldn’t admit that the thought of her disciplining me stirred up fantasies I hadn’t even known I was capable of having.

So I followed.

Inside the house, she shut the door with a quiet finality that made my throat tighten. The walls were warm, the air scented faintly of vanilla and something deeper, something womanly. She gave her son a quick nod, and Adam padded into the kitchen to make his cocoa like it was any other evening. He shot me a glare, but it didn’t linger. Once his back was turned, he seemed to forget I existed.

Which was fine—because I’d forgotten about him too.

Everything else faded. All that mattered now was her.

Mrs. Keller.

And whatever she planned to do to me.


Chapter Two



Mrs. Keller curled a single finger, her nail painted a deep, commanding red, and beckoned me down the hallway with a calm, almost teasing flick. The corridor was long and narrow. I followed in silence, hypnotized by the sway of her hips in those snug, dark-wash jeans and the way her black sweater hugged the curve of her waist.

When we reached the bedroom, she stepped inside without a word, and I hesitated on the threshold—just for a breath—before crossing over. The soft click of the door locking behind me sent a jolt through my spine, straight down into my groin. My cock stiffened, straining against my jeans as my imagination ran wild. Why would she lock the door unless she planned to do something secret? Something deliciously wrong—something she didn’t want her precious, doe-eyed son to hear?

“What... what are we doing in here?” I asked, my voice quieter than I expected. I couldn’t stop staring at her. At her back, her ass, the confident curve of her shoulders. She turned slowly, deliberately, and met my gaze with unsettling calm.

“I’ve watched you torment my son for years,” she said, voice sharp but smooth, like ice melting over fire. “I let it slide because it never seemed worse than some petty teasing. But today? Today, you raised a hand to him.”

She crossed her arms over her chest, and her gaze darkened.

“As a mother, I can’t overlook that. I won’t.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, though the words were hollow even to my own ears.

Her brow lifted. “You don’t sound sorry,” she replied coolly. “But don’t worry. By the end of today, I’ll make sure you are.”

My throat went dry. I shifted on my feet, nerves humming just beneath my skin.

“What... what are you going to do?” I asked.

Her lips curled—not into a smile, but into something crueler. Seductive. Dangerous.

“I’m going to humiliate you.”

I blinked. “You’re going to what?”

She tilted her head slightly, as though amused by my confusion. “You walk around like you’re some alpha hotshot. So full of yourself. So certain of your place in the world. I’m going to take that away from you.”

She turned, walked to a tall dresser, and slid open the top drawer with practiced ease. Her fingers sifted through lace and silk until they emerged holding a pair of delicate, pastel-pink panties. The fabric shimmered in the light, soft and small, completely at odds with everything I thought I was.

My heart stuttered. “I don’t understand.”

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she ran the silky fabric through her fingers and then looked up at me with eyes that cut straight through me.

“First,” she said, stepping toward me, “let’s do something about that mouth of yours. It never seems to shut up.”

She advanced, slow and confident. I instinctively backed up, the intensity in her gaze pinning me like a butterfly. My legs hit the edge of the bed and buckled, sending me sprawling onto the comforter. Before I could regain my balance, she was on top of me, straddling my hips with unnerving grace.

Her smile twisted into something dark and playful.

My breath caught. My cock throbbed, aching against my jeans. Was this a game? Was she going to punish me or seduce me? I didn’t know. Maybe it was both.

I started to speak, to ask her something—anything—but I never got the chance.

She leaned in and kissed me.

Her lips were soft and warm, and for a moment I melted beneath her. I opened my mouth eagerly, expecting her tongue. I wanted to taste her, to feel her dominate me with her kiss.

But instead of deepening it, she pulled away.

In the same motion, she brought the panties to my mouth and pressed the bunched silk between my lips, pushing them gently past my teeth.

“Shhh,” she whispered. “That’s better. Now I don’t have to listen to you mouth off.”

The fabric felt strange—slippery, delicate, feminine—completely foreign between my lips. I had to breathe through my nose. My eyes went wide as she climbed off of me and reached for the button of my jeans.

My heart slammed in my chest.

Was she really doing this?

Was she really about to take my pants off?

She slid my jeans down past my hips, deliberate and unhurried, then hooked her fingers beneath the waistband of my briefs. With a single tug, she exposed me completely. My cock twitched in the cool air, but she didn’t react with desire. No—she simply smiled that twisted, knowing smile of hers, the one that made me feel like I was already beneath her heel.

Then her hand wrapped around me.

Firmly.

“Oh my,” she murmured, her voice dipped in mockery. “Is this why you’re such a colossal jerk? Because your dick is so tiny?”

My whole body went hot.

I jerked my head up to protest, forgetting the panties stuffed in my mouth. I tried to spit them out, but she was faster—her other hand clamped tightly over my lips, holding the silky fabric firmly in place. I groaned behind it, my protests reduced to muffled, incoherent sounds.

I wanted to tell her it wasn’t true. That my cock wasn’t small. That it was average—at least, I’d always assumed so. But then I looked down.

Nestled in her palm, it looked... smaller than I remembered. Diminished. The way her fingers curled easily around it made something inside me crack.

And yet—even through the humiliation, even as her words pierced deep—I was throbbing with arousal. Her hand was on me. Her lips had touched mine. She had shoved her own panties into my mouth like some kind of wicked dare.

I moaned.

And before I could even process what was happening, I came. Helplessly. Shamefully. With a single squeeze of her fingers, I spilled into her hand and onto my thighs like an inexperienced boy caught in a dream he didn’t understand.

“A virgin too?” she said with a smirk, watching me unravel beneath her.

I’d never admitted it aloud, not even to myself. I’d talked big—bragged about girls I’d never touched, stories I’d invented to make myself feel like a man. But in this moment, all of it collapsed. I was coming undone in her hand while she laughed.

“Look at the mess you’ve made,” she added, her tone lilting with feigned exasperation. “Now I have to clean this up.”

She leaned in without hesitation, dragging her tongue across my thigh where the warm spill had landed. I flinched at the contact—soft and wet, slow and intentional. She licked upward, closer to my balls, then drew one into her mouth, sucking with a gentle firmness that made my toes curl. My entire body trembled at the attention.

And then—without warning—she took my cock into her mouth. Every inch of it. She sucked hard, savoring the taste of me, slurping softly like I was something sweet.

I stared down at her, mesmerized. Her mouth moved with purpose, her tongue swirling around the head, cleaning every drop of cum like she owned it. Like she owned me. Her lips—full, pink, perfect—were wrapped around me, and the sight alone made me instantly hard again.

I reached for her, fingers sliding through her hair, desperate to feel more of her warmth, her heat.

But she pulled back suddenly, leaving me aching and exposed.

“I’m not here to please you,” she said, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. “Not today. You’re clean now. That was the only reason.”

I groaned in frustration. My cock was rigid, twitching against my stomach. I needed more—needed her mouth, her hands, anything she’d give me. I was hungry for her.

But she was already moving.

She tugged my jeans and briefs off the rest of the way, yanking them past my legs along with my sneakers. I watched helplessly as she reached once more for the panties that had been shoved in my mouth. She removed them, holding them up for a moment before stretching them wide and sliding them toward my feet.

“What... what are you doing?” I asked, breath catching as I tried to soothe the ache in my jaw.

“What does it look like?” she said, voice cool and unrelenting. “I’m turning you into a little sissy.”

My body jerked in response. I pulled my feet back reflexively, snapping the panties out of her grip. I curled my knees into my chest, arms wrapping around my legs like a shield.

“You’re what?” I whispered, stunned.

She took a step closer, her expression unreadable but her eyes glittering with intent.

“You’re going to learn what it feels like to be teased. To be mocked for how you look. To be humiliated for things you can’t control.” She paused, letting her words sink in. “I’m not just turning you into a girl, Chase. I’m turning you into a sissy. A soft, delicate, obedient little thing who listens when I speak and does exactly what I say.”

As much as the thought of wearing panties twisted my stomach into knots, I couldn’t deny the heat building inside me—not just from embarrassment, but from the way Mrs. Keller looked when she took charge like this. Confident. In control. Utterly irresistible. Something in her voice, in her eyes, made it impossible to turn away.

My grip on my knees loosened. Slowly, I stretched my legs back out, surrendering to her silent expectation. I didn’t say a word. I didn’t need to. My body said it for me—I was giving in.

She knelt with practiced elegance, the pink silk dangling from her fingers like a secret about to be told. She slid the panties over my feet, then up my calves. Her touch was light but sure, and my breath hitched when the fabric reached my thighs.

I stared down the length of my own body, watching as she pulled the panties snug over my cock and balls. The silk cupped everything in a way that felt wrong and strange—and so very good. As soon as the cool fabric kissed my shaft, a shiver ran through me, sharp and electric.

Was I actually enjoying this?

My cock twitched inside the snug silk. I couldn’t lie to myself anymore. The humiliation, the softness, the control—something about it lit me up in ways I wasn’t ready to understand.

She looked up, her eyes locking with mine. We didn’t speak for a long moment. Her expression softened.

“You look good in these,” she said with a slow, satisfied smile.

“Thanks,” I replied, awkwardly. My voice came out small, and I could feel the heat crawling up my cheeks. I was blushing. Blushing. Her compliment hit deeper than it should have.

The fire in her eyes—the anger she’d had earlier—had faded. What remained was something calmer, but no less intense. A kind of pride. Like she’d made me into something she liked looking at.

“Take off your shirt,” she said, and this time her voice was gentler. Commanding, yes—but not cruel.

I didn’t hesitate. I peeled off my black T-shirt and tossed it aside. I stood before her in nothing but the soft pink panties that clung to me, feeling simultaneously ridiculous and strangely beautiful.

She stepped back to the dresser and opened another drawer, withdrawing a delicate matching bra. “Put this on.”

She tossed it to me. I caught it—but stared at it helplessly. My hands fumbled with the straps, confused by the structure, by how foreign it felt.

“I’m going to need a little help,” I admitted, my voice low.

“My pleasure,” she said smoothly, curling a finger and beckoning me to stand.

I slipped off the bed, the sensation of silk sliding across my bare ass making my knees weak. Once upright, she stepped behind me, lifting the straps onto my shoulders with gentle care, then fastening the band behind my back with a skillful flick of her fingers.

The cups gaped slightly against my chest—just loose enough to feel empty.

She seemed prepared for that. Without a word, she returned to the dresser and retrieved a pair of silicone inserts. She slid one into each cup, smoothing them into place with a delicate touch. Then she ran her fingers over my new, soft breasts—palming them like they were real. Like they mattered.

Her eyes darkened as she bit her lower lip.

She was turned on.

And in that moment, I realized something that rattled me to my core—I wanted her to look at me like that. I wanted her to want me, even dressed in pink silk with fake breasts pressed to my chest. Maybe especially that way.

“Come on,” she said, lacing her fingers through mine. “I have an idea.”

I arched a brow but let her lead me down the hall. She pulled me into the master bathroom and turned the handle of the deep porcelain tub. Steam rose as the water spilled in.

“What are we doing in here?” I asked, watching her with a mix of dread and curiosity.

“You’ll see,” she said, her voice low and sly. “Go on. Get in.”

I reached for the waistband of the panties, assuming she wanted them off. But her hand caught my wrist.

“No,” she said. “You’re going in like this. You won’t get them wet—I promise.”

I hesitated, then stepped into the bath, the hot water wrapping around my legs like silk made liquid. The heat soothed my skin but sent my mind spinning.

How had I ended up here?

Not even an hour ago, I’d been standing in my driveway, talking shit with my friends—being my usual self. And now I was standing in a bathtub in Mrs. Keller’s house, wearing pink lingerie, letting her dress me, touch me, change me.

They would never believe it. They’d laugh their asses off if they saw me now.

The thought made my chest tighten.

“This… this isn’t going to get out, is it?” I asked, suddenly aware of the hold she had on me. The leverage.

Her eyes met mine. Calm. Dangerous. Amused.

“Not if you’re a good girl,” she said.

Girl?

The word echoed through my head. Was that what she was doing to me?

The answer came swiftly—wordless, unmistakable.

Mrs. Keller pressed a dollop of women’s shaving cream to my leg, spreading it with slow, deliberate strokes. Her touch was gentle but confident. She reached for a sleek pink razor and, without a hint of hesitation, began to shave me.

I opened my mouth to protest—to say something, anything—but nothing came out. My head spun with the sheer madness of the moment. I should have stopped her. I should have stood up for myself.

But I didn’t.

Part of me wanted to be a good girl for her.

The other part was terrified she’d tell my friends if I didn’t obey.

In moments, my legs were clean-shaven—smooth and pale beneath the steamy bathroom light. Mrs. Keller dried them off with a fluffy towel, her hands soft, clinical, almost affectionate. Then, with no warning, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of my panties and pulled them down to my knees.

“W-what are you doing?” I asked, breath hitching as she cradled my cock like it was something small and unremarkable—like an afterthought.

Her gaze flicked up to meet mine, sharp with purpose. “I want you smooth everywhere.”

She lathered my cock and balls with more of the cream, taking her time, covering every inch with focused attention. Then the razor came again, its strokes slow and precise. The cream peeled away, revealing bare, vulnerable skin beneath. Cool air kissed the freshly exposed surface, making me gasp.

When she finished, I hesitated. Then I reached down and touched myself—tentatively. My genitals were completely bare. It was a strange, surreal sensation.

“It feels so...” I trailed off, searching for a word.

“Good?” she asked, a knowing smile on her lips.

I nodded, ashamed and aroused.

My cock stirred again, growing hard under my own fingers. The smoothness of my skin, the lingering feel of her touch, the softness of the silk still grazing my thighs—it all made me want to be hairless forever. It felt clean. Feminine. Right.

She lifted the panties, sliding them back up my legs and securing them around my hips once more. The fabric clung tighter now, more intimately. I felt delicate. Controlled.

“Step out,” she said, rising to her feet. “We’re not done. Not even close.”

I followed her out of the bathroom, the warm silk shifting against me as I walked. My heart pounded. My thoughts were tangled between fear and something dangerously close to desire.

In the bedroom, she disappeared into her walk-in closet and emerged moments later with a bright pink dress and a pair of sleek black heels.

“You want me to wear those?” I asked, eyeing them with a mix of dread and anticipation.

I still wasn’t sure how far she planned to go with this—what her endgame was. But I knew one thing for certain: I needed to please her. More than fear, more than doubt, that need drove me forward.

I raised my arms.

Without a word, she slipped the dress over my head and tugged it down slowly, smoothing the fabric as it hugged my torso. The silky material clung to every modest curve I had—my newly padded chest, my flat stomach, the line of my thighs. I looked down and nearly gasped. With the dress on, the fake breasts looked real. I looked real.

She knelt and placed the black heels in front of me. I slipped my feet into them, surprised at how naturally they fit.

“You have small feet for a guy,” she said. “Lucky for you, that means you fit in my shoes.”

The words stung—but they also thrilled me. I felt exposed. Vulnerable. Beautiful.

Then she disappeared into the closet again. When she reemerged, my breath caught.

In one hand, she held a long, brunette wig. In the other, a makeup bag.

“Have a seat,” she said, nodding toward the bed. “We’re almost finished dolling you up.”

I perched on the edge, trembling slightly, the heels awkward beneath me. “What are you going to do to me... when you’re finished?”

She smiled, slow and wicked. “You’ll see.”

She fastened the wig with delicate precision, arranging the glossy curls around my face. Then came the makeup. Thick foundation. Smoky shadow. Mascara. And finally, cherry-red lipstick that smelled as sweet as it looked.

I closed my eyes as she worked. I could feel the transformation happening—not just to my appearance, but to something deeper inside me. Something I hadn’t wanted to admit.

When she stepped back, she let out a low hum of approval. I could see the glow in her cheeks. The satisfaction in her eyes.

“You look hot,” she said simply.

“I do?” I asked, hardly able to believe it.

She gestured toward the wall. “See for yourself.”

I stood and walked to the full-length mirror. The girl looking back at me was someone I didn’t recognize—and yet, someone I wanted to know. The dress. The heels. The fake breasts. The wig. The painted lips. It was me. And not me.

But the scariest part?

I liked what I saw.

“Wow,” I whispered. “I almost want to fuck myself.”

Mrs. Keller laughed from behind me. “I almost want to fuck you too.”

“Really?” I asked, my voice soft, uncertain. Was she joking?

“Oh, yeah,” she said, stepping closer. “But I don’t think you’d like the way I’d do it.”

My stomach tightened. I swallowed hard.

She was wrong, though.

I’d let her do whatever she wanted to me. Any way she wanted.

It had been my fantasy for as long as I could remember.

And now she was making it real.

“Now for the real fun,” she said, her voice smooth and electric. “I want to show you off... to my son.”


Chapter Three



My back hit the nearest wall with a thud, the impact jarring as her words sank in.

She wanted to show me off to Adam.

“To Adam?” I blurted, my voice cracking. “Please… he can’t see me like this.”

I gestured to myself—my freshly shaven legs, the pink silk dress hugging my body, the bra with its padded curves, the cherry lipstick still warm on my lips. I was trembling. My whole body was a contradiction: humiliated, aroused, terrified, and obedient.

Mrs. Keller only smiled at me, unbothered by my panic. Her gaze softened, but it was still laced with control.

“I swear,” I said, the words tumbling out in desperation. “I promise I’ll never bully him again. Never. Please, Mrs. Keller…”

She stepped toward me, her heels clicking softly on the hardwood floor. “Call me Evelyn,” she said, slipping her hand into mine.

The way she said it—smooth, intimate, undeniable—sent a chill through me.

She tugged gently, guiding me toward the bedroom door.

I froze.

I yanked my hand free, breath catching in my throat. “Please,” I whispered. “I can’t go out there like this.”

She paused, tilting her head. “Should I bring him in here, then?” Her tone turned playful, but there was steel behind it. “I’ve always wanted Adam to get over his fear of girls. Maybe this little experiment could help him.”

My eyes widened. “You’re not serious.”

Evelyn arched a brow. “Oh, I’m very serious. Don’t worry—he won’t tell anyone. And even if he did, who would believe him? Your friends might laugh, sure, but it would just sound like sour grapes. A desperate story from the kid you used to push around. Don’t tell me you’re intimidated… by Adam Keller.”

Her words sliced through me.

I wanted to say no. I wanted to argue. But my knees were weak, and the twisted logic in her voice made an uncomfortable kind of sense.

Still, the shame of it—the idea of him seeing me like this—was too much to process. And yet… when Evelyn reached for my hand again, I didn’t resist.

My pulse pounded in my ears as she led me toward the living room. Each step felt like a betrayal of who I’d been. And yet, I followed her anyway, caught in the undertow of whatever this was turning into.

We turned the corner, and there he was.

Adam sat slouched on the couch, his attention on his phone until he noticed us. He looked up—confused at first—and then completely stunned.

“Adam,” Evelyn said, her voice bright, composed, almost maternal. “I’d like you to meet someone very special.”

She turned to me and studied me for a moment. It wasn’t a look of hesitation. It was presentation. A performance. And then she gave me my name.

“I’d like you to meet Rebecca.”

Adam blinked. His brow furrowed. Then he let out a short, incredulous laugh.

“That’s Rob!” he said, pointing with disbelief. “Only… it’s not.”

I could feel every inch of my skin burning. The humiliation was nuclear—Adam’s eyes tracing my body, my legs, my padded chest, my painted lips. I wanted to disappear, to melt through the floor and vanish. But apparently, things could still get worse.

“Adam,” Evelyn said sweetly, “why don’t you use this as an opportunity?”

He looked at her, confused. “Opportunity for what?”

“To practice,” she said. “Pretend you’re on a date. Try flirting. Learn how to talk to a girl. Maybe this will help you get over your nerves.”

My jaw dropped. “Evelyn—” I started, but she silenced me with a look.

“Oh, don’t be shy,” she said to Adam. “Why don’t the two of you go to your room? You’ll have more privacy.”

Adam raised an eyebrow but didn’t argue. He stood and walked past us, back down the hall I had just come from.

Evelyn looked at me expectantly.

“Go on,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Be a good girl.”

I wanted to resist. I should have resisted. But the pull to obey her—to make her proud, to prove I could be what she wanted—was too strong.

So I followed.

My legs felt unsteady as I walked back toward Adam’s room, my heels clicking against the floor, echoing in my ears like a countdown. When we reached the door, he opened it and stepped inside. I hesitated on the threshold, every nerve in my body screaming—but I went in anyway.

He closed the door behind us.

There was a beat of silence before he finally said, “What the hell is my mom thinking?”

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding.

“Fuck if I know,” I said quietly, grateful—at least for now—that he wasn’t trying to touch me. Grateful that whatever was coming next hadn’t started yet.

He stared at me for a moment—then burst into laughter.

“I cannot believe I was ever scared of you,” he said, wiping his eyes as he laughed harder. “You bullied me all through school… and now here you are, letting my mom dress you up like a girl? You must be an even bigger wuss than I am.”

The words hit like a slap. But instead of shrinking back, I marched across the room and shoved him hard against the wall.

“I’m no fucking wuss,” I growled, pinning him with both hands.

But as I held him there, something shifted. The fear in his eyes vanished. What replaced it wasn’t defiance—or fear—or even confusion.

It looked suspiciously like… desire.

No. That couldn’t be right.

And yet, before I could process the moment, his hands cupped my face—and he kissed me.

I froze. Not because I was afraid, but because I didn’t pull away.

He kissed me like a man kisses a woman—fierce and claiming. Like he meant it.

And somehow, that was all that mattered.

It didn’t matter that it was Adam.

It didn’t matter that the person I’d secretly wanted was Evelyn.

All that mattered was the way his mouth moved against mine… like I was something soft. Wanted. Something real.

His lips parted. His tongue slipped between mine. I let him in.

The kiss deepened—unexpected and messy and hot. My body responded before my brain could protest. I melted into it, into him, into whatever strange new identity I was slipping into by the second.

And just when I thought it might spiral into something more, he broke it.

“Fucking Christ,” Adam whispered, pulling away, dragging a hand through his hair. “My mom really did a number on you.”

I blinked, lips still tingling. “You kissed me,” I reminded him, breathless.

He turned to face me again, expression unreadable. “You have to do whatever I say now, right?”

I narrowed my eyes. “I never agreed to that.”

“No, but…” He stepped closer. “You wouldn’t want her to find out you disobeyed me. Would you?”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t have to.

We both knew the answer.

“Then teach me,” he said. “Teach me how to approach a woman. What to do when you’re alone with one.”

I let out a shaky laugh. It was hollow. Embarrassed.

“God… I wish I could help you,” I said. “But I can’t.”

I looked down at myself—at the bright pink dress clinging to my hips, the heels on my feet, the light scent of cherries still clinging to my lips. The absurdity of the moment nearly swallowed me whole.

“But you and your friends are always bragging,” Adam said, blinking. “You act like you know everything.”

“Yeah,” I muttered. “We’re all full of shit. I’ve never been with a woman. I’ve tried. I’ve wanted to. But…”

I hesitated.

“But what?”

“Your mom is the closest I’ve ever come.”

His face twisted. “Okay, stop,” he said, holding up both hands. “I don’t need that image burned into my brain.”

I laughed—nervously at first, then genuinely. To my surprise, he laughed too. For a second, the tension cracked.

It was the longest we’d gone without arguing.

The more time I spent with him, the more ashamed I felt for everything I’d done to him growing up. I had hated something in him I think I’d always feared in myself.

He looked at me again, his face more serious now.

“Do you mind if I practice with you anyway?”

It was a ridiculous question. I should’ve said yes—I should have said of course I mind. But my body was already answering for me. My head shook slowly, side to side.

And when he stepped forward—that same scrawny, awkward boy I used to shove into lockers—I felt something like intimidation coil low in my belly.

It shocked me into silence.

He reached up and brushed his knuckles along my cheek, gently. Tenderly.

Then he leaned in and kissed me again.

His lips pressed to mine, warm and hesitant but growing bolder by the second. His tongue slipped past my lips, seeking mine. I met it. Willingly. Wantingly.

And as we kissed, my body betrayed me.

I felt it.

Hard.

Hot.

Pressing against the silk of my panties.

I was making out with the boy I used to torment… and I was growing hard while doing it.

Goosebumps bloomed across my skin as his fingers traveled lower, grazing gently over the curves of my padded breasts. My breath came shallow and quick, each inhale catching in my throat as he found the thin straps of my dress and slowly slid them off my shoulders. The sensation was intimate. Reverent. Terrifying.

I stood motionless, suddenly hyperaware of how vulnerable I felt next to him. It was a feeling that had become disturbingly familiar in the span of a single afternoon. Hours ago, I couldn’t have imagined surrendering so completely—couldn’t have imagined wanting to.

But now?

Now I wasn’t so sure I wanted anything else.

The dress slipped from my body and puddled around my ankles in a whisper of silk. Adam stared, drinking me in. His breathing had grown uneven, shallow. He swallowed hard, his eyes darting nervously over my body—lingering on my chest, my waist, my hips.

I couldn’t meet his gaze.

I looked down at the floor, my heart pounding.

He wasn’t just looking at a naked girl. He was looking at a girl with a secret—a small cock tucked shyly behind delicate panties. And yet, in that moment, every part of me felt feminine. Soft. Exposed. Real.

I was terrified he would see the flaw and recoil. That he’d flinch away from what I was—what I was becoming.

But he didn’t.

And with that fear came confusion.

Did I want him?

Was this how I wanted my first time to happen?

When Adam stepped forward, closing the distance between us, the answer took shape inside me. Yes. I wanted to keep going. I needed to.

Even as he unfastened his jeans and pulled out his cock—thick, flushed, already growing hard—I felt the truth settle into my chest like gravity.

I wanted this.

“Get on your knees,” he said, his voice trembling but firm.

There was something intoxicating about the shift in his tone. The growing confidence. His cock matched his words, rising with purpose—and, to my surprise, the sight of it thrilled me.

I sank slowly to my knees, still wearing the soft pink bra and panties Evelyn had dressed me in, the silk brushing against my thighs. His cock hovered in front of me, bigger than mine by a good measure. The irony wasn’t lost on me. I had spent years mocking him, pretending I was superior in every way.

But now?

Now it was clear.

He was the bigger man.

“I don’t really know what I’m doing,” I admitted softly, glancing up at him.

He gave a breathy laugh. “Neither do I.”

We were just two college freshmen fumbling through something neither of us had planned. Two boys—though one of us barely felt like one anymore—experimenting with something raw and unspoken.

I reached out, tentative but eager, and wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock. It pulsed in my hand. My lips parted, and I leaned forward, letting them close over the head. I sucked him in, inch by inch, tasting his skin, his heat. He groaned. The sound was desperate, strained, unguarded.

It made me want more.

I took him deeper, swirling my tongue, sucking harder. I wanted to please him. To be used by him. To feel something shift between us forever.

But just as I lost myself in the rhythm, he pulled back suddenly, his hands gripping my shoulders tightly.

Before I could react, he spun me around with unexpected force and pinned me to the wall. My breasts—soft and padded—pressed into the cool surface, and my palms flattened against it instinctively.

My breath caught.

I didn’t understand what was happening until I felt his hands tug my panties down, just far enough to expose my ass.

Then came the sound of him spitting.

And the wet slickness of it hitting me.

I shuddered.

I felt exposed. Defiled.

Wanted.

My cock throbbed in response, growing harder than before. Shame and arousal tangled in my chest. I reached down and wrapped my fingers around myself, stroking gently, trying to ground myself as my whole body trembled.

Were we really going to do this?

Was Adam—the boy I’d tormented for years—about to take me? Only hours ago, I’d been calling him names and laughing at his expense.

Adam spit into his hand and stroked it along the length of his cock, slicking it with saliva. Then, with startling confidence, he pressed a finger between my cheeks and began working it into my tight, unprepared hole.

“You like this?” he murmured, voice low and gritty. “You want to get fucked by my huge cock?”

I barely recognized him. This wasn’t the shy, awkward kid I used to torment. This was someone bolder, someone taking control. And God help me—I loved it.

“I do,” I breathed. “I love it.”

And I wasn’t lying. The deeper his finger explored, the more my hips pushed back against him, my body betraying just how badly I wanted more.

“I’m going to take your virginity,” he said, voice trembling with lust. “I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll never forget it. After tonight, you’ll never be able to tease me again.”

“Do it,” I gasped, barely able to get the words out. I wanted to be punished. I deserved to be. And maybe, just maybe, I wanted to make Evelyn proud.

He pressed the thick head of his cock to my entrance and began to push forward.

My breath caught as my body stretched around him. I slammed my fists against the wall, not from resistance—but from the sharp, overwhelming fullness. Inch by inch, he slid deeper. The pain was real—sharp and blinding—but underneath it, something else coiled. Desire. Humiliation. Need.

My head spun as Adam took control, gripping my hips and thrusting harder. Deeper. Rougher.

Our breaths tangled, rising in rhythm as he fucked me—claiming me. Taking my virginity not with tenderness, but with dominance.

I felt like a dirty little whore.

And I wanted to.

I needed to.

Adam slammed into me, pinning me between his body and the cold wall. I let out a broken cry as he growled against my neck, his teeth grazing the skin like a threat. His hand came down hard on my ass, and the sharp sting only pushed me closer to the edge.

“You like that, you filthy slut?” he snarled. “You like taking my cock like a bitch in heat?”

I moaned into the wall, dizzy from the impact. I could smell him—something earthy and oddly sweet, a strange blend of cologne and perfume. Masculine, but with a softness that confused me. That excited me.

He was full of surprises. And every one of them made me want him more.

“Fill me,” I whimpered. “Please… come inside me.”

His fingers dug into my hips as he pounded faster. Harder. The sound of skin against skin echoed in the room, and I couldn't hold back anymore. My cock throbbed, pressed between my stomach and the wall. I was panting, gasping, crying out as my orgasm tore through me.

I came—shuddering, helpless—splashing against the wall as he fucked me through it.

And then I felt it.

His cock throbbed deep inside me as he let out a strangled grunt. Hot, sticky cum flooded my ass, spilling out of me, sliding down my thigh. I trembled, weak in the knees, barely able to stay upright as he finally pulled out.

I turned to face him, flushed and disoriented, a trace of shame flickering across my face.

“You’re not going to tell anyone about this, are you?” I asked, voice barely more than a whisper.

He wiped himself with a quick pass of his hand, then smirked as he brushed his palm against his thigh.

“Do I look like an idiot?” he said. “If I told anyone, I wouldn’t get to do this again. Would I?”

I shook my head. “No,” I murmured.

“Then your secret’s safe with me,” he said. “Besides... what would I even say? That I bent you over and fucked you?”

I gave him a faint, self-conscious smile. “Yeah. That’d be hard to explain.”

Just then, a knock came at the door.

“How’s everything going in there?” Evelyn’s voice was light—almost sing-song—but unmistakably alert.

My eyes widened as Adam and I scrambled to redress. I pulled the panties back up over my sticky thighs and adjusted my bra, my heart hammering in my chest. Adam yanked up his jeans just in time to answer the door.

He opened it, face neutral.

“Everything’s fine,” he said casually.

Evelyn scanned him up and down. Her eyes narrowed, but she said nothing. She knew. I was certain of it. She must have heard me moaning. Heard the slaps. The wall-shaking thrusts.

And still, she smiled.

“Excuse me,” she said coolly, stepping past him. “I’m going to steal Rebecca away for a moment.”

Adam looked at her knowingly, but said nothing. I, on the other hand, was frozen in place—unsure what she meant, unsure what she wanted.

She took my hand and led me swiftly down the hallway, back into her bedroom. The door closed behind us with a soft click, and then she pressed me against it.

Her lips met mine in a sudden, heated kiss.

When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with hunger.

“How was it?” she asked.

I stared at her, still breathless. “He knew what to do,” I said softly. “I didn’t have to show him anything.”

“Good,” she whispered. “Maybe it’ll help him grow up a little. Gain some confidence.” She reached down and touched my thigh, just above where Adam’s cum had begun to dry. “Did you come?”

“What?” I blinked.

She grinned. “When he fucked you. Did you come?”

I hesitated, feeling both ashamed and strangely proud.

“…Yes,” I said finally.

“Don’t be embarrassed.” Her tone softened. “Your secret’s safe with me.”

“That’s what Adam said.”

Evelyn smiled wider. “I told you. You had nothing to worry about.”

Then she stepped back and gestured to the bed.

“Now,” she said, voice returning to that sharp edge, “lie down on your stomach.”

I swallowed.

“Why?” I asked, even though I already felt the answer rising inside me.

Her eyes burned as she took a step closer.

“I want to inspect you.”

“Inspect me?” I asked, breath catching at the word.

Evelyn’s lips curled into a knowing smile. “I want to see what he did to you,” she said, her voice sultry and cool—like silk sliding over steel.

Despite the lingering ache in my body and the blur of shame still flickering through my thoughts, my cock stirred to life again. I couldn’t explain it. My brain screamed that this had all spiraled out of control—what had started with a single pair of panties had unraveled into something much deeper. Something filthier. Something I could never undo.

But my body didn’t care.

It loved every moment of this twisted descent. Every second I was watched. Owned. Used.

I obeyed.

Crossing to the bed, I lay down on my stomach, the fabric of my dress rustling beneath me. I turned my head and caught my reflection in the full-length mirror off to the side—my face still made up, though slightly smudged from Adam’s rough kisses. My cheeks were flushed, my mascara faintly streaked. I looked… feminine. Tamed. Marked.

I looked like someone new.

Evelyn walked up behind me, heels clicking softly on the hardwood. She lifted the hem of my dress with practiced ease. I gripped the sheets beneath me as her presence sent a chill along my spine.

My eyes flicked to the mirror again. I could see her now—see her gazing down at me like I was something precious and perverse all at once.

Her hand slid beneath my panties, then slowly tugged them down. The cool air kissed my skin.

“Beautiful,” she murmured, her voice almost reverent. Her fingers spread me apart, exposing everything—my hole stretched and likely still leaking with Adam’s cum.

“I think,” she added, “it’s my turn now.”

My breath caught. “What do you mean?”

But she was already moving—crossing the room with intention. She knelt before her dresser and pulled open the bottom drawer. My eyes widened as she withdrew the largest dildo I’d ever seen—not that I had many to compare it to. Thick. Jet black. Heavy-looking. And it snapped into place on a harness that she secured expertly around her waist.

I stared.

She peeled off her black sweater, then unbuttoned and shimmied out of her jeans, revealing lacy black lingerie beneath—elegant and sinfully tight against her curves. My throat tightened.

Seeing her like that—my fantasy woman now packing a cock—made something electric snap through me.

“It makes me wet seeing you like this,” she said, and I could tell by her flushed skin and heavy breaths that she meant it.

She retrieved a bottle of lube, then began stroking the shaft slowly, deliberately. My mouth went dry as I watched, arousal tightening like a coil in my belly.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I’m going to enjoy this too. This cock vibrates. It’ll tease your ass while grinding against my clit.”

She stepped toward me with calm, practiced power.

“I’m going to fuck you much harder than Adam did.”

“F-fuck,” I groaned, my whole body aching with want. The thought alone nearly pushed me over the edge.

She spread my cheeks again, fingers now slick with lube. She massaged the tight ring of my entrance, careful but firm. I was already sore, already stretched—but I wanted this. Wanted her.

When she pressed the tip of the dildo to my hole, I gasped. It was thicker than Adam’s—hot and heavy and intimidating, even though I knew it wasn’t real. But the weight of it. The promise of it. The control of it.

She pushed in slowly.

I cried out, my body twisting against the mattress. Inch by inch, she filled me—stretching me further than I’d ever gone. I gripped the sheets tightly as my thighs trembled.

I stared into the mirror, watching the cock disappear inside me. It was almost too much. My eyes fluttered back, my mouth falling open as Evelyn sank in to the hilt.

Then she pulled her hips back.

And slammed into me.

Over and over, she rocked against me—each thrust loosening me, claiming me. I moaned with every stroke, my body melting into hers.

Then, just as I was beginning to adjust, she flicked a switch on the harness.

The cock inside me began to vibrate.

My eyes flew open. A cry ripped from my throat.

In the mirror, I saw Evelyn’s face—lips parted, cheeks flushed, her tits bouncing with every motion. The hum of the toy against her clit was bringing her close too. We were both gasping, trembling, caught in some frantic, unrelenting rhythm.

I was completely filled—buzzing, burning, coming apart. I didn’t need to be touched. Just the feeling of her inside me, the vibration deep in my core, was enough.

My cock jerked.

And I came—again—spilling across the sheets in thick, hot waves.

Evelyn didn’t stop.

She kept going, riding me until her body quaked and a sharp cry escaped her throat. She gripped my hips, burying herself deep, grinding against me as the orgasm took hold. She collapsed forward, breasts pressing into my back as she moaned against my neck.

She was beautiful like this—undone and glowing. And I had given her that.

Eventually, her breathing slowed. She eased the toy from me and let it slip free with a soft, wet sound. I whimpered faintly at the loss.

Then she crawled up beside me, sliding into the sheets.

I turned to face her.

“I suppose I’d better let you go home, before it gets too late,” Evelyn murmured, brushing a loose strand of hair from my face with gentle fingers. Her touch lingered a little longer than necessary, and it made my chest ache in a way I didn’t fully understand.

I looked at her, eyes wide with something between longing and disbelief. “I don’t think I ever want to go home again,” I said softly. “I don’t know how to walk away from this.”

She smiled—tender, knowing. “We’re right across the street,” she said. “You’re welcome to visit anytime.”

I leaned into her and kissed her. Not out of lust, or not just lust—but gratitude. Reverence. It was the only way I could express what she’d given me. Not just pleasure. Not just pain. But something else. Something like freedom.

It was a twisted sense of pride, born from strange circumstances and humiliating pleasure, but I felt it anyway. I found myself wanting this life more than the one I’d walked in with. I wanted this body. This softness. This identity that wasn’t defined by who I used to be.

Still, reality hadn’t disappeared completely.

I knew my parents would be expecting me for dinner. And my friends—whoever hadn’t already vanished—had probably gone home hours ago, wondering where I’d gone.

“Can I come back tonight?” I asked, quietly hopeful.

Evelyn’s smile widened. “I hope you do.”

I kissed her again, slower this time, and then reluctantly rose from the bed. The spell didn’t break completely, but I could feel the first threads pulling loose as I began removing the clothes she’d dressed me in. The bra. The panties. The dress. It felt unnatural—wrong—to strip them off.

I slipped back into my boy clothes, the fabric scratchier, duller, like I was stepping into someone else’s skin. Then I wiped the makeup from my face, watching as the girl I’d become blurred and faded in the mirror.

When I looked up again, it was my old reflection staring back. Masculine. Familiar.

I didn’t like it.

I didn’t want it.

All I wanted was to go back to the girl I’d been just moments ago—the dirty little thing Evelyn and Adam had used. Had seen. Had wanted.

Still, a small smile crept across my lips as I gathered the token I’d be taking home with me: a pair of pink silk panties tucked secretly into my pocket, and an aching, throbbing ass that reminded me I’d been changed forever.

“I’ll be back as soon as I can,” I told Evelyn, voice low but firm.

She nodded and kissed me one last time.

I made my way down the hall to Adam’s room. He was lounging on his bed, casual and calm in a way that struck me as new.

“I guess I’ll see you later,” I said awkwardly.

For the first time since we’d known each other, Adam smiled at me. Not cruelly. Not shyly. Just… genuinely.

“See you soon,” he said.

It felt like I was stepping out of an alternate dimension as I walked down the front steps and crossed the street. The yard at my parents’ house was empty. My friends were gone, scattered without notice.

But before I reached the door, my phone buzzed in my pocket.

Justin:

Man, what the hell happened to you? Did you get kidnapped or something? Last thing we saw was hot Mrs. Keller yelling at you. Hope she didn’t kill you for bullying her son.

I stood there for a moment, staring at the screen, thumb hovering. A dozen different replies formed in my head—none of them even close to capturing what had really happened.

Eventually, I just typed:

She lectured me for hours. I think it’s safe to say I won’t be picking on Adam anymore.

The reply came quickly.

Justin:

Man, that sucks. You’re probably a little too old to still be picking on him anyway. You should be more worried about getting laid, am I right?

I laughed quietly, shaking my head as I pocketed the phone.

If only you knew.

He had no fucking idea just how right he was.
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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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